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CLAIMING HIS PREGNANT INNOCENT
He rode up to the third of five floors in the service elevator, which other tenants were permitted to use only when moving in or moving out, or
when taking delivery of large items of furniture. Another elevator, at the front of the building, was too public to suit his purposes..Lord, listen to
me-but I've really got to know if you can, if you are, how you feel, whether you feel, I mean, whether you think you could feel--"."Do you want me
to call and confirm how Vanadium was harassing you up here?" asked Magusson..Happy weekend. His attitude amazed her, and his strength in the
face of darkness gave her courage..On January 1, 1966, five days before Barty's first birthday, Agnes discovered him, in his playpen, engaged in
unusual toe play. He wasn't simply, randomly tickling or tugging on his toes. Between thumb and forefinger, he firmly pinched the little piggy on
his left foot, and then one by one pinched his way to the biggest toe. His attention shifted to his right foot, on which he first pinched the big toe
before systematically working down to the smallest..In August, he developed an interest in meditation. He began with concentrative meditation-the
form called meditation "with seed"--in which you must close your eyes, mentally focus on a visualized object, and clear your mind of all
else..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..The only light came from a reading lamp. An adjustable brass shade
directed the light down onto a chair..WHILE THE SLATS of ash-gray light slowly lost their meager luster, and sable shadows metastasized in
sinister profusion, the sentinel silence remained unbroken between Junior Cain and the birthmarked man..Then by ambulance to the hospital,
whisked into surgery, and for a while, blessed unconsciousness..No inquiring voice echoed off the passage walls, no accusatory shout. He was
alone with the cadaver in this mist-shrouded moment of the metropolitan night-but perhaps not for long,.people that he was innocent and, in fact,
constitutionally incapable of premeditated murder.."Just now." Although Angel tried to sound nonchalant, she was trembling. "I'm not sure I can do
it again.".Bartholomew was an uncommon name, however, and logic suggested that if the baby was now called Bartholomew, he'd been named for
his adoptive dad. Therefore, a search of the listings might be fruitful.."Me too." He closed the ring box. Took a deep breath. Opened the box again.
"Celestina, when I met you, my heart was beating but it was dead. It was cold inside me. I thought it would never be warm again, but because of
you, it is. You have given my life back to me, and I want now to give my life to you. Will you marry me?".When all were gathered on the porch,
lined up across the head of the steps and along the railing, in chill damp air that smelled faintly of ozone and less faintly of jasmine, Barty said,
"Mr. Vanadium, your quarter trick is really cool. But here's something out of Heinlein.".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..Junior was disturbed that the
mysterious chanteuse had been performing when he wasn't home. He felt violated. Invaded.."I'd give anything if it hadn't happened," he said
earnestly. And now a tortured note wrung wet emotion from his voice"I only wish it had been me who died.".Following little Bartholomew's
murder, however, people might remember the man who had been asking after the mother, Celestina. Junior wasn't just any man, either; irresistibly
handsome, he left an indelible impression on people, especially on women. Inevitably, the cops would be knocking on his door, sooner or
later..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..In the late-afternoon light, on this Christmas Eve, Barty was no ghost, no illusion..Leave the lamps burning, the door
unlocked. A murderer, frantic to vanish while the victim remained undiscovered, wouldn't be worried about the cost of electricity or about
protecting against burglary..He knew the sermon, of course. The example of Bartholomew. The theme of chain-reaction in human lives. The
observation that a small kindness can inspire greater and ever-greater kindnesses of which we never learn, in lives distant both in time and
space..Edom and Jacob arrived, dinner was served, and while the food was wonderful, the conversation was better-even though the twins
occasionally shared their vast knowledge of train wrecks and deadly volcanic eruptions. Paul didn't contribute much to the talk, because he
preferred to bask in it. If he hadn't known any of these people, if he had walked into the room while they were in the middle of dinner, he would
have thought they were family, because the warmth and the intimacy-and in the twins' case, the eccentricity-of the conversation were not what he
expected of such newly made friends. There was no pretense, no falsity, and no avoidance of any awkward subject, which meant there were
sometimes tears, because the death of Reverend White was such a fresh wound in the hearts of those who loved him. But in the healing ways of
women that remained mysterious to Paul even as he watched them do.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..Dr. Lipscomb inclined his head slightly toward the pianist, in the manner of a stem headmaster about to emphasize a lesson
with a sharp twist of the offending boy's ear. "Miss White and the baby will have vacated these premises by the end of the week-unless you insist
on bothering them with your chatter. For every minute you harass them, their departure will be extended one day.".A calico cat appeared at Tom's
side, running, pacing him. Cats were witches' familiars. Good luck or bad, this cat?.Angel found this hysterical, and Agnes said long-sufferingly,
"Thank you for the language lesson, Master Lampion."."Well," Kathleen said, "even if the money wasn't so nice, I'd be sorry to see this case
end.".Outside, he realized he hadn't paid for his juice and waffles. When he turned back to the coffee shop, he saw, through one of the windows, an
associate of Salk's picking up the check from his table..At last, as the sun slowly set, he arrived at the highest of the high redoubts, beyond which
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the branches were too young and too weak to support him farther. Against a sky red enough to delight the most sullen sailors, he rose and stood in a
final crook of limbs, pressing his left hand against a balancing branch, right hand planted cockily on his hip, lord of his domain, having kicked off
the trammels of darkness and fashioned from them a ladder..Not cheerful, life-loving, high-spirited, churchgoing Naomi. She saw every day
through a golden haze that came from the sun in her heart..Rhythmic breathing. Slow and deep. Slow and deep. Per Zedd, the route to tranquility is
through the lungs.."Would you like a little tea and a piece of crumb cake?" Grace asked as smoothly as if, in The Big Book of Etiquette for
Ministers' Wives, this were the preferred response to the announcement of a startling career change..The minister had finished. The service was
over. No one came to Junior with condolences, because they would see him again shortly, at the Ford dealership buffet..With the same surprising
ease that she had gotten a plane out of San Francisco on a one-hour notice, Celestina booked two return seats on an early-evening flight from
Oregon, as though she had a supernatural travel agent..Later, when the seven of them were gathered at the dinner table, the adults raised glasses of
Chardonnay, the children raised tumblers of Pepsi, and Maria gave the toast. "To Bartholomew, the image of his father, who was the kindest man
I've ever known. To my Bonita and my Francesca, who brighten every day. To Edom and Jacob, from who ... from whom I've learned so much that
has made me think about the fragility of life and made me realize how precious is every day. And to Agnes, my dearest friend, who has given me,
oh, so much, including all these words. God bless us, every one."."Or at least, if the police knew the truth at that time, they hadn't yet gone public
with it. I had no reason to mention it to you back then. I didn't even know Vanadium was missing.".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..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..These past ten days had been the most difficult of her life, harder even than those
following Joey's death. Back then, although she had lost a husband and a gentle lover and her best friend all at once, she'd had her undiminished
faith, as well as her newborn son and all the promise of his future. She still had her precious boy, even though his future was to some extent
blighted, and her faith remained with her, too, though diminished and offering less solace than before.."One of the things I was searching for in
your house was a life insurance policy on your wife. I didn't find one. Didn't find any canceled checks for the premium, either.".Even the
Shantung-softened lamplight blazed too bright and did not serve her well, so she switched it off and said, "Scoot over.".Junior had thought the news
was the lab report, which had found no ipecac in his spew. All that had been distraction..AFTER THE ENCOUNTER with the quarter-spitting
vending machines, Junior wanted to kill another Bartholomew, any Bartholomew, even if he had to drive to some far suburb like Terra Linda to do
it, even if he had to drive farther and stay overnight in a Holiday ay Inn an eat steam-table food off a buffet crawling with other diners' cold germs
and garnished with their loose hairs.."Shape-taking?".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.."Fifty died in London, in '57, when
two trains crashed. And a hundred twelve were crushed, torn, mangled, in '52, also England.".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..Nolly adored her laugh, so musical and girlish. He would have made all sorts of a
fool out of himself, anytime, just to hear it..Granted that he was only three going on four, nevertheless Barty had never met anyone with as much
cheerful imagination as Angel. He intended to marry her in, oh, maybe twenty years..Since the cops believed that Junior accidentally shot himself
while searching for a nonexistent burglar, he was already in their book as an idiot. If he tried to explain how Vanadium had tormented him with the
quarter, and how a quarter turned up, of all places, in his cheeseburger, they would figure him for a hopeless hysteric..Crossing Spruce Hills with
John, Paul, George, Ringo, and dead Thomas, Junior headed back toward Victoria's place, where Sinatra was no longer singing.."It's all right," Tom
assured her. To Angel, he said, "No, I'm not sad. And you know why?".The paper towels were spotted with butter. He crumpled them and threw
them in the trash..Junior had left the front door locked, because if unlocked, it would look as though he had wanted to facilitate their entry, and it
would make them suspicious of the whole scenario..Clearly, the musician recognized him, which seemed unlikely, even extraordinary, considering
that they'd never spoken to each other, and considering that Junior must be only one of thousands of customers who had passed through that lounge
in the past three years..Now, twenty-four hours later, when Sparky answered his telephone and heard Tom Vanadium, he said, "You looking for a
little company? I've got another bottle of Merlot where the last one came from.".Angel didn't join the grieving women, but sat on the floor in front
of the television, switching back and forth between Gunsmoke and The Monkees. Too young to be genuinely involved in either show, nevertheless
she occasionally made gunfire sounds when Marshal Dillon went into battle or invented her own lyrics to sing along with the Monkees.."Now, I'm
doubtless," Vanadium said, his voice returning to the uninflected drone that Junior had come to loathe but that he now preferred to the unsettling
voice of quiet passion. "No matter what the situation, no matter how knotty the question, I always know what to do..Agnes drew him into her arms
and lifted him off the desk and embraced him tightly, with his head on her shoulder and his face nestled against her neck, as she'd held him when
he was a baby..Eventually he put the quarter on the nightstand, switched off the lamp, and slipped into bed..Junior found no answers before the
owner of the diner blocked him from proceeding out of the kitchen into the storeroom and the service alley beyond. Simultaneously sweating and
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chilled, Junior cursed him, and the confrontation became ugly..The owner, also the pilot on this trip, was pleased to be paid cash in advance, in
crisp hundred-dollar bills, rather than by check or credit card. He accepted payment hesitantly, however, and with an unconcealed grimace, as
though afraid of contracting a contagion from the currency. "What's wrong with your face?"."If they always go there, smoosh--smoosh, then you're
going to wind up with one really fat finger." *.IN HOSPITALS, AS in farmhouses, breakfast comes soon after dawn, because both healing and
growing are hard work, and long days of labor required to save the human species, which spends as mu& time earning its pain and hunger as it
does trying to escape them..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?".Now that neither of them had a doubt that the other shared the same need
and that eventually they would satisfy each other, Victoria was opting for discretion. Wise woman..Speaking of bosoms, everywhere in the loft
were braless girls in sweaters and miniskirts, braless girls in T-shirts and miniskirts, braless girls in silk-lined rawhide vests and jeans, braless girls
in tie-dyed sash tops, with bared midriffs, and calypso pants. Lots of guys moved through the crowd, too, but Junior barely noticed them..First
room on the left. Move. Kick the door open. The sense of a larger space beyond, no bathroom this time, and darker. Fan the pistol, gripping with
both hands. Two quick shots: muffled cough, muffled cough..A dry laugh escaped the detective, but it had none of the warmth of most people's
laughter. "You're not bad, Enoch. You're just not as good as you think you are.".Embarrassed, cold, abruptly frightened, she returned to the Old
West, where night on the low desert was warm. The campfire flickereded welcomingly. John Wayne put an arm around her and said, "There are no
dead husbands or dead babies here," and though he intended only to reassure her, she was overcome by misery until Shirley MacLaine took her
aside for some heart-to-heart girl talk. Agnes woke again and was no longer chilled, but feverish. Her lips were cracked, her tongue rough and
dry..The patches were held by the same two elastic strips, so Barty flipped up both at the same time..For a driver who had just engaged in a
demolition derby with a house, the mummified man was steady on his feet and unhesitant in his actions. He turned to Harrison White and shot him
twice in the chest..He wasn't entirely sure what all he hoped to find. Perhaps an envelope or a cash box with folding money, which a fleeing
murderer would surely pause to take with him. Suspicions might be raised if he left it behind. Perhaps a savings-account passbook..Having ridden
from the church to the cemetery with Hanna, his housekeeper, Paul chose to walk home. The distance between Perri's new bed and her old was
only three miles, and the afternoon mild..The fact that Barty saw twisty spots with either eye closed had prepared Agnes for this bleak news. Yet in
spite of the defense that foreknowledge provided her, the teeth of sorrow bit deep..With the determination of any pulp-magazine adventurer, Paul
walked in sunshine and in rain. He walked in heat and cold. Wind did not deter him, nor lightning..He phoned her before leaving, to be sure she
was home. She didn't work weekend shifts at the hospital; but maybe she would have gone out on this night off. When she answered, he recognized
her seductive voice-and devilishly muttered, "Wrong number.".Initially, the Pacific could not be seen beyond an opaque lens of fog, Yet later,
when the mist retreated, the sea itself became a portent of sightlessness: Spread flat and colorless in the morning light, the glassy water reminded
her of the depthless eyes of the blind, of that terrible sad vacancy where vision is denied..In her arms she held Bartholomew. The infant was not
heavily bundled, for the weather was unseasonably mild..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..During the drive, he alternated between great gales of delighted laughter and racking sobs wrought by
pain and self-pity. The voodoo Baptist was dead, the curse broken with the death of he who had cast it. Yet Junior must endure this final
devastating plague..When she closed the front door and turned away from it, Agnes bumped her swollen belly into Joey. His eyebrows shot up, and
he put his hands on her distended abdomen, as if she were more fragile than a robin's egg and more valuable than one by Faberge.."I doubted
myself more than God, though Him, too. I had those boys' blood on my hands. They were mine to protect, and I failed."."Yes?" the silver-haired
eminence replied, wrinkling his nose as though he suspected that this customer would ask if the display pedestal was included in the price..Instead,
he focused on the hand in the flashlight beam: four long, thin, chalk-white digits bent to the heel; thumb thrust up stiffly, as though Neddy hoped to
hitchhike out of the Dumpster, out of death, and back to his piano in the cocktail lounge on Nob Hill..For eight nights thereafter, Agnes padded the
floor with folded blankets on both sides of the boy's bed, insurance against a middle-of-the-night fall. On the eighth morning, she discovered that
Barty had returned the blankets to the closet from which she'd gotten them. They were not jammed haphazardly on the shelves-the sure evidence of
a child's work-but were folded and stacked as neatly as Agnes herself would have stored them.."I'm Sister Josephina." She slipped Celestina's purse
off her shoulder--"You can trust this with me"-.Chase after her on foot. Shoot her in the car. Maybe. He'd have five rounds left if he used one on the
man, four on Bartholomew..he had sat here with a pencil, making shopping lists. Now, instead of a pencil, there was the Italian-made .22
pistol..Like all ICU waiting rooms, where Death sits patiently, smiling in anticipation, this lounge was clean but drab, and the utilitarian furnishings
didn't pamper, as though bright colors and comfort might annoy the ascetic Reaper and motivate him to cut down more patients than otherwise he
would have done..No weekend had ever passed so quickly, and no midnight had ever brought with it such dread..The head of the hospital bed was
elevated, and Perri lay on her back. Her eyes-were closed..The blue vault above, cloudless now, was the most threatening sky that Edom had ever
seen. The air was astonishingly dry so soon after a storm. And still. Hushed. Earthquake weather. Before this momentous day was done, great
temblors and five-hundred-foot tidal waves would rock and swamp the coast..As beautiful as they were, none of these women satisfied him as
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profoundly as Naomi had satisfied him..As he stepped out of the street, Don't Walk shortened to Walk, and when he checked for pursuit, he found
it. Here came Vanadium, who would have been shivering in want of a topcoat if his flesh had been real..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..As Nolly hung his raincoat and his porkpie hat on a rack by the hall door, Kathleen Klerkle appeared in the
entrance to the nearest of the two treatment rooms. "Are you ready to suffer?".Into the autumn of 1967, Junior reviewed hundreds of thousands of
phone listings, and occasionally he located a rare Bartholomew. In San Rafael or Marinwood. In Greenbrae or San Anselmo. Located and
investigated and cleared them of any connection with Seraphim White's bastard baby..By dawn, when the intestinal paroxysms finally passed, this
bold new man of adventure felt as flat and limp as road kill..almost recoiled in disgust. She held the newborn so that its mother could look into.Paul
sat by himself, at the far end of the restaurant from them. He ordered orange juice and waffles..Nothing in life was risk free, so he hesitated only a
moment: at the foot of the porch steps before climbing them and knocking on the door..The ninth piece was not art, certainly not a work by Griskin,
and could disturb no one half as much as it rattled Junior. Upon a black pedestal stood a pewter candlestick identical to the one that had cracked the
skull of Thomas Vanadium and had added dimension to the cop's previously pan-flat face..Throughout the evening, Barty and Angel-sitting side by
side and across the table from Paul-listened to the adults at times and occasionally joined in the larger conversation, but primarily they talked
between themselves. When the kids' heads weren't together conspiratorially, Paul could hear their chatter, and depending on what else was being
discussed around the table, he sometimes tuned in to it. He picked up on the word rhinoceros, tuned in, tuned out, but a couple minutes later, he
dialed back in when he realized that Celestina, sitting two places farther along the table from him, had risen from her chair and was staring in
amazement at the kids..Barty had awakened able to read. On the page, lines of type no longer twisted under his gaze..When he closed his eyes, he
saw a bowling pin, a leftover image from his with-seed days. In less than a minute, he was able to make the pin dematerialize, filling his mind with
featureless, soundless, soothing, white nothingness.."Yes, I was." She didn't tell him that her fear had not been allayed by his assurances or by his
second walk in the rain.."He must've listened on the car radio," Agnes said, digging down into the layered days in her packed trunk of memories.
"He was trying to get ahead of his work, so he'd be able to stay around the house a lot during the week after the baby came. So he arranged to meet
with some prospective clients even on Sunday. He was working a lot, and I was trying to deliver my pies and meet my other obligations before the
big day. We didn't have as much time together as usual, and even as impressed as he must've been with the sermon, he never had a chance to tell
me about it. The next-to-last thing he ever said to me was 'Bartholomew.' He wanted me to name the baby Bartholomew."."Then I'll attend to
everything right away," the doctor said, reaching for the privacy curtain that surrounded the ER bed..As long as Junior continued to fake sleep, the
cop couldn't be absolutely sure that any deception was taking place..Junior realized that thick drool oozed out of the right comer of his mouth.
Shakily, he raised one hand to wipe his face..When Victoria failed to answer the door, this man would not simply go away. He had been invited. He
was expected. Lights were on in the house. The lack of a response to his knock would be taken as a sign that something was amiss..Tom didn't
know what to make of this bit of information, so he said, "That's a lot.".Yet he brooded even at breakfast, in spite of the consolation of clotted
cream and berries, raisin scones and cinnamon butter. In better worlds, wiser Tom Vanadiums chose different tactics that resulted in less misery
than this, in a far swifter conveyance of Enoch Cain to the halls of justice. But he was none of those Tom Vanadiums. He was only this Tom,
flawed "land struggling, and he couldn't take comfort in the fact that elsewhere he had proved to be a better man..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..Unable to
hold his breath or to quiet his miserable sobbing, Junior couldn't hear clearly enough to discern whether the sounds of the stalking sculpture were
real or imagined. He knew that they had to be imaginary, but he felt they were real..Harmless though they were, the sight of them, swaddled and for
the most part concealed, first troubled him and then quickly brought him --inexplicably, irrationally, undeniably--to the trembling edge of outright
fear..He stepped to the front door, which was framed by curtained side lights. He drew one of the curtains aside and peered out..You have the teeth
to do it, Junior thought, but he restrained himself from saying it. "This can't be a dead end.".Relieved but still wary, he toured the small house again
to be sure doors and windows were locked..Requests for permission to make copies of any part of the work should be mailed to the following
address:.Entering the bedroom, Junior had expected to cast aside his pistol and draw a knife. But he was no longer in a mood for close-up work.
Fortunately, he'd managed to hold on to the gun..Suddenly remembering the doctor's assurance to Neddy that they would be out of this building by
week's end, Celestina said, "But we've nowhere to go.".Maybe he went a little crazy then. He wouldn't deny a brief, transient madness.."Your dad
didn't just like Christmas, he loved Christmas. He started planning for it in June. If there wasn't already a Santa Claus, your father would have taken
on the job.".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..Striving to appear casual, but obviously unnerved, the pencil-thin man backed off
again. "The paintings are lovely, wonderful, I'm enormously impressed. I'm a friend of the artist's, you know. She was a tenant of mine, I was her
landlord during her early college years, in her salad days, a nice little studio apartment, before the baby. A lovely girl, 1 always knew she'd be a
success, it was so apparent in even her earliest work. I just had to come tonight, even though a friend's covering two of my four sets. I couldn't miss
this.".Nor could she begin to imagine the nature of the disaster that had befallen him, leaving his face looking blasted and loose at all its hinges.
She had last seen him at Phimie's funeral. A few minutes ago at her doorstep, she'd recognized him only because of his port-wine birthmark..Tom
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Vanadium checked the small wastebasket next to the sink and discovered a wad of bloody Kleenex. The crumpled wrappers from two
Band-Aids..By the time Junior passed the three offices and found the men's room, Neddy had occupied it. The door was locked, which must mean
this was a single-occupant john..At worst, Vanadium might begin to wonder if Junior had a link to Seraphim, might uncover the physical-therapy
connection, and in his paranoia, might erroneously conclude that Junior had something to do with her traffic accident. That was nuts, of course, but
the detective was evidently not a rational man.
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