Demystifying Ptsd

DEMYSTIFYING PTSD
Whereas the lone heart at the center of the rectangular white field inspired amazement and delight in her brothers and in Maria, Agnes reacted to it
with dread. She strove to mask her true feelings with a smile as thin as the edge of a playing card..He traveled prairies and mountains and valleys,
passed fields rich in every imaginable crop, crossed great forests and wide rivers. He walked in fierce storms when thunder crushed the sky and
lightning tore it, walked in wind that skinned the bare earth and sheared green tresses from trees, and walked also in sun-scrubbed days as blue and
clean as ever there had been in Eden..Inevitably, man of the arts that he was, his slouching brought him to several galleries. In the window of the
fourth, not one of his favorite establishments, he saw an eight-by-ten photograph of Seraphim White..Laying the gun on the newspaper, he dropped
into the chair. He picked up his coffee. The search of the house had been conducted with such urgency that the java was still pleasantly
hot..Cupping Angel entirely in his big hands, smiling at her, he said, "Oh, no, Mrs. White, this looks like a healthy young lady to me. No medicine
required."."Well," Kathleen said, "even if the money wasn't so nice, I'd be sorry to see this case end.".'Miss White," he continued, still facing the
window, "not long before you arrived in surgery this morning, your sister died on the table. We hadn't delivered the baby yet, and perhaps couldn't
have done so, by cesarean, in time to prevent brain damage, so for both the sake of the mother and child, heroic efforts were made to bring Phimie
back and ensure continued circulation to the fetus until we could extract it.".On this chilly January night, no campers or fishermen had staked
claims along the lake. Because the trees were far enough back to be lost in the night, the immediate shore and the pooled blackness that it encircled
appeared as desolate as any landscape on a world without an atmosphere..Gradually, Agnes realized that this was not a prayer for the soul of a
deceased infant but for the survival of one still alive..At best, Vanadium might decide Junior had come here to learn what other funeral his nemesis
had attended-which was, in fact, the true motivation. But this made it clear that Junior feared him and was striving to stay one step ahead of him.
Innocent men didn't go to such length. As far as the fruitcake cop was concerned, Junior might as well have painted I killed Naomi on his
forehead..The black service road seemed to come out of nowhere, then to vanish into a void, and Junior suddenly felt dangerously isolated, alone as
he had never been, and vulnerable..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..Tom believed that the girl had an intuitive understanding of the
true complexity of the world, but she was only three, after all, and neither ready nor able to absorb the scientific theory that supported her
intuition..He raised one hand to halt the genteel debate. "The whole reason I stopped here first, before taking you folks on to my place, is so I
wouldn't have to bring your suitcases back after Agnes won you over. This is where you'll be happiest, though you're always welcome if she tries to
work you to death.".Vanadium couldn't know the whereabouts of the quarter. Besides, even when he'd swung the lunch tray over Junior's lap, the
detective hadn't been close enough to pick the pocket of the robe..Koko skidded to a halt, perplexed, looked left, looked right, floppy ears lifted
slightly to catch any sound of Mistress Mary.."Well, it still is to me. But what I've been wondering ... when you talk about all the ways things are ...
is there someplace where you don't have this problem with your eyes?".So it became dangerous to practice sorcery, except under the protection of a
strong warlord; and even then, if a wizard met up with one whose powers were greater than his own, he might be destroyed. And if a wizard let
down his guard among the common folk, they too might destroy him if they could, seeing him as the source of the worst evils they suffered, a
malign being. In those years, in the minds of most people, all magic was black..She. Heretofore, Celestina hadn't given a thought to the gender of
the baby, because, to her, it had been less a person than a thing..His throat was still so raw from the explosive vomiting, seared by stomach acid,
that he sounded like a character from a puppet show for children on Saturday-morning television, hoarse and squeaky at the same time. If not for
the pain, he would have felt ridiculous, but the hot and jagged scrape of each word through his throat left him unable to.Although the girl was
unable to articulate why she preferred not to have her mother at her side, they all understood the tumult in. her heart. She couldn't bear to subject
her gentle and proper mother to the shame and embarrassment that she herself felt so keenly and that she imagined would grow intolerably worse in
the hours or days ahead, until and even after the birth..Her shaking threatened her composure. She was Barty's mother and father, his only rock, and
she must always be strong for him. She clenched her teeth and tensed her body and gradually quieted the tremors by an act of will..Into her fevered
mind came an image of a milk-glass infant, as translucent as Joey at the back door of the ambulance. Fearing that this vision meant her child would
be stillborn, she said, My baby, but no sound escaped her..JUNIOR CAIN WANDERED among the Philistines, in the gray land of conformity,
seeking one-just one-refreshingly repellent canvas, finding only images that welcomed and even charmed, yearning for real art and the vicious
emotional whirlpool of despair and disgust that it evoked, finding instead only themes of uplift and images of hope, surrounded by people who
seemed to like everything from the paintings to the canapes to the cold January night, people who probably hadn't spent even one day of their lives
brooding about the inevitability of nuclear annihilation before the end of this decade, people who smiled too much to be genuine intellectuals, and
he felt more alone and threatened than eyeless Samson chained in Gaza..Several large Dumpsters hulked nearby, dark rectangles less seen than
suggested in the slowly churning murk, like forms in a dream, as ominous as graveyard sarcophaguses, each as suitable for a musician's carcass as
any of the others..murdered would be discounted. And if every death was suspicious to him, then he would quickly lose interest in Junior and move
on to a new enthusiasm, harassing some other poor devil..The hum, the buzz, the rattle, the grinding of machinery, power tools. Sheet steel and
tougher structural steel snarling against the teeth of a metal-cutting saw..The infant's smile was so captivating and his puzzlement so comically
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earnest that both expressions worked on Agnes's misery as surely as yeast leavens dough. Her bitter tears turned sweet..For the first time in many
months, Barty didn't want to sleep in the dark. They left the door of the room open, admitting some of the fluorescent glow from the hallway..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.".She snatched the handset away from Angel, told Bellini, "He's here," threw the phone on the bed,
told Angel, "Stay close to me," ran to the windows, and jerked the drapes out of the way..The subtle distortions in his vision, which caused lines of
type to twist, didn't appear to trouble Barty much otherwise. He moved as quickly and as surely as ever, with his special grace..She walked the
corridor until she came to a room with empty beds. Without turning on the lights, she entered, put down the suitcase, and sat in a chair by the
window..Agnes meant to stop Maria from turning the eleventh card, but her curiosity was equal to her apprehension..For reasons of mice and dust,
doors at the Lampion house were never left ajar, let alone open this wide..Each booth was at a large window, and each window provided a view of
the street. Vanadium wasn't out there, watching from the sidewalk, either: no glimpse of his pan-flat face shining in the December sun..In spite of
the gloom, the boy's miraculous accomplishment was evident: his clothes and hair were dry as though he'd worn a coat and hood.."From childhood,
I've had this ... awareness, this perception of an infinitely more complex reality than what my five basic senses reveal. A psychic claims to predict
the future. I'm not a psychic. Whatever I am ... I'm able to feel a lot of the other possibilities inherent in any situation, to know they exist
simultaneously with my reality, side by side, each world as real as mine. In my bones, in my blood-".Instead, he sat in the breakfast nook with his
phone books and resumed the grueling search for Bartholomew..Throughout Agnes's thirty-three years, strength had often been demanded of her,
but never such strength as was required now to rein in her emotions and to be a rock for Barty. "Don't be scared, honey. I'm here." She took one of
his small hands in both of hers. "I'll be waiting. You'll never be without me.".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..She tried to raise her right
hand, but it flopped uselessly and would not respond,.She was of two minds about this. She wanted him, wanted to be held and cherished, to satisfy
him and to be satisfied. But she was the daughter of a minister: The concept of sin and consequences was perhaps less deeply ingrained in some
daughters of bankers or bakers than in a child of a Baptist clergyman. She was an anachronism in this age of easy sex, a virgin by choice, not by
lack of opportunity. Although she'd recently read a magazine article containing the claim that even in this era of free love, forty-nine percent of
brides were virgins on their wedding day, she didn't believe it and assumed that she'd chanced upon a publication that had fallen through a reality
warp between this world and a more prudish one parallel to it. She was no prude, but she wasn't a spendthrift, either, and her honor was a treasure
that shouldn't be thoughtlessly thrown away. Honor! She sounded like a maid of old, pining in a castle tower, waiting for her Sir Lancelot. I'm not
just a virgin, I'm a freak! But even putting the idea of sin aside for a moment, assuming that maidenly honor was as pass? as bustles, she still
preferred to wait, to savor the thought of intimacy, to allow expectation to build, and to start their conjugal life together with no slightest possibility
of regret. Nevertheless, she had decided that if he was ready for the commitment that she believed he'd already teetered on the edge of expressing
three times, then she would set aside all misgivings in the name of love and would lie down with him, and hold him, and give of herself with all her
heart..He supposed Victoria might have a visitor. Perhaps a relative or a girlfriend. Not a man. No. She knew who her man was, and she would
have no other while she waited for the chance to surrender to him and to consummate the relationship that had begun with the spoon and the ice in
the hospital ten days previously.."so she's married," Junior said, figuring that maybe Celestina wasn't his heart mate, after all..They could not have
been more solemn or more respectful if Naomi's corpse--stitched back together, pumped full of embalming fluid, painted with pancake makeup,
dressed in white, with her cold hands clasping a Bible to her breast-had been reposing in a casket in this very room, surrounded by flowers and
awaiting the arrival of mourners. They were all polite, soft-spoken, sad-eyed, oozing unctuous concern--and so full of feverish calculation that
Junior wouldn't have been surprised if they had set off the ceiling-mounted fire sprinklers..But he was more than she had ever imagined her boy to
be, more than merely a prodigy..Agnes Lampion would enthrall them, for hers was a life of clear significance. That they seemed equally interested
in Paul's story, however, surprised him. Perhaps they were merely being kind, and yet with apparent fascination, they drew out of him so many
details of his long walks, of the places he had been and the reasons why, of his life with Perri..Kathleen had never heard a religious calling
described in such odd words as these, and she was surprised, indeed, to hear a priest refer to God as "strange."."You could also dream of bananas,"
Celestina suggested as she turned down the bedclothes..When he woke, he was in a hospital bed, his upper body slightly elevated. The only
illumination was provided by a single window: an ashen light too dreary to be called a glow, trimmed into drab ribbons by the.People were at the
car windows, struggling to open the buckled doors, but Agnes refused to acknowledge them..On Thursday, December 28, employing forged
driver's licenses and social-security cards as identification, Junior opened small savings accounts and also rented safe-deposit boxes for Pinchbeck
and Gammoner at different banks with which he'd never previously done business, using the mailing addresses that he'd established earlier..This
rosarium was Edom's only relationship with nature that did not inspire terror in him. Agnes believed that Joey's enthusiasm for the restoration of
the garden was, in part, the reason why Edom had not tamed as far inward as Jacob and why he'd remained better able than his twin to function
beyond the walls of his apartment..Elsewhere in the cemetery, about 150 yards away, another interment service-with a much larger group of
mourners-had begun prior to this one for Naomi. Now it was over, and the people were dispersing to their cars..He already had the pistol he had
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taken from Frieda Bliss's collection, but it didn't come with a sound-suppressor. He was preparing for all contingencies. Focus..Mocked by the
silvery ping-ting-jingle of the maniac detective emptying his ghostly pockets, Junior ran..Quick introductions were made in the process of moving
from the porch to the foyer, and Agnes said, "Come on back to the kitchen, I'm baking pies.".Although the ace of hearts had only positive
meanings, and although, according to Maria, multiple appearances, especially in sequence, meant increasingly positive things, a series of chills
nevertheless riffled through Agnes's spine, as if her vertebrae were fingers shuffling..Here, now, came the anaconda smile. "Did you argue about
the baby, Enoch? Maybe she wanted it, and you didn't. Guy like you--a baby would cramp your style. Too much responsibility.".As kinky and
thrilling as it had been to make love to the girl while playing the recorded rough draft of a new sermon that she had been transcribing for her father,
Junior could now recall nothing of what the reverend had said, only the tone and the timbre of his voice. Whether instinct, nervous irritation, or
merely the sherry should be blamed, he was troubled by the thought that there was something significant about the content of that tape..First,
Victoria Bressler was listed as one of his victims, although as far as he knew, the authorities still had every reason to attribute her murder to
Vanadium..His right side, however, had come to rest against an object harder than bagged paper, an angular mass. As the skull-rattling gong faded,
allowing more clarity of thought, he realized that an unpleasant, vaguely warm, damp something was pressed against his right cheek..Now the
message ... Something about a hospital. Someone dying. A cerebral hemorrhage..Waking from a bad dream, he sometimes thought he heard the
ratcheting of gear-wheel feet. The scrape and creak of rusted iron joints. The clink of rake-tine fingers rattling against one another..The
announcement poster seemed enormous, huge, far bigger than she remembered it, crazily-recklessly large. By its very size, it challenged critics to
be cruel, dared the fates to celebrate her triumph by shaking the city to ruin right now, in the quake of the century. She wished Helen Greenbaum
had opted, instead, for a few lines of type on an index card, taped to the glass..With a sigh, Obadiah differed: "Not clever. Crude. Before my hands
became these great-knuckled lumps, I could have dazzled you.".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?".At last, as the sun slowly set, he arrived at
the highest of the high redoubts, beyond which 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..She kicked off her shoes and
sat beside him in bed, with her back against the headboard, still holding his hand. Even though this darkness wasn't as deep as Barty's, Agnes found
that she was better able to control her emotions when she couldn't see him. "I think you must be sad, kiddo. You hide it well, but you must
be.".Agnes remembered the blood, the awful red flood. Excruciating pain and such fearsome crimson torrents. She'd thought her baby had entered
the world stillborn on a tide of its own blood and hers..She found the switch and clicked off the lamp again. "Good-night, young prince.".In
reaction to a terrible sense of weightlessness, Agnes's two-fisted grip on the steering wheel grew so tight her hands ached. She held on with all her
strength, as if at real risk of floating out of the car and up toward the source of the raveling skeins of rain..He first eased from aisle to aisle, but soon
moved more quickly, convinced that the singer would be found beyond the next turn, and then the next. Was that her trailing shadow he had
glimpsed, slipping around the comer ahead of him? Her womanly scent lingering in the air after her passage?.Since her conversation with Joshua
Nunn the previous Thursday, she'd had more than four days to armor herself for the worst. She prepared for it as well as any mother could while
still holding on to her sanity.."He's crafty, you say. Can you use him?".While Angel continued her relentless interrogation of Paul Damascus, Tom
joined her mother in front of the large window at the end of the room farthest from the dinner table..This momentous day. In every ending, new
beginnings. But, thank God, no ending here.."Angel," Phimie said thickly, searching her sister's eyes for a sign of understanding..Whether making
love or killing, he was never guided by bigotry. A private little joke with himself. But true..Last night, in the superintendent's basement apartment,
as they shared a bottle of wine, Sparky had told Vanadium numerous weird tales about Cain: The Night He Shot Off His Toe, The Day He Was
Saved from a Meditative Trance and Paralytic Bladder, The Day the Psychotic Girlfriend Brought a Vietnamese Potbellied Pig to His Apartment
When He Was Out and Fed It Laxatives and Penned It in His Bedroom ....Meanwhile, as attorneys met on Tuesday afternoon, Junior, having taken
leave from work, phoned a locksmith to change the locks at his house. As a cop, Vanadium might have access to a lock-release gun that.The most
shameful thing Junior found was the "art" on the walls. Tasteless, sentimentalized realism. Bright landscapes. Still lifes of fruit and flowers. Even
an idealized group portrait of Prosser, his late wife, and Zelda. Not one painting spoke to the bleakness and terror of the human condition: mere
decoration, not art..Apparently, he didn't lean back far enough, because amazingly he landed on his feet in the winter-faded grass. The shock
buckled him, and he dropped to his knees. Still cradling Grace, he lowered her to the ground as gently as he'd ever lowered fragile Perri onto her
bed-quite as if he had planned it this way..Two of her largest and best paintings were in the show windows, dramatically lighted. They were
dazzling. They were dreadful. They were beautiful. They were hideous..Celestina stood listening until she heard Wally open the outer door and
then close it.."You might as well beat a cloud for raining," said Otter's mother..Neddy cooperated by not deigning to look back. Eventually, he
stopped a young man who, judging by the name tag on the lapel of his blazer, was a gallery employee. They put their heads together in
conversation, and then the musician headed through an archway into the second showroom.."I suppose anyone could fill some empty gelatin
capsules with the syrup," said Parkhurst. "But-" "Roll your own, so to speak. Then he could palm a few of them, swallow 'em without water, and
the reaction would be delayed maybe.During the ten days since Joey's passing, a great many people had conveyed their condolences to Agnes, but
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until this man, she'd known all of them.."How's something so delicious come from a fat, smelly, dirty, snorting old pig?".Matching her fierce
attention with a sudden intensity of his own, Joey said, "Bartholomew."."I guess so, but it's not that. I was thinking of something my little girl
said.".Now, Obadiah produced a pack of playing cards as though from a secret pocket in an invisible coat. "Like to see a little something?".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..In the morning, after Agnes showered and dressed, when she went downstairs, she
discovered Barty already at the kitchen table, eating a bowl of cereal while riveted to the book. Finished with breakfast, he returned to his room,
reading as he went.."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.".WITH BRIGHT BEACH under
assault by one miserable flu and by an uncountable variety of common colds, business was brisk this Monday at Damascus Pharmacy..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..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..Clutching the purse as though determined to resist robbery even in death, the guy dropped, sprawled, shuddered, and lay still.
He'd gone down with no shout of alarm, with no cry of mortal pain, with so little noise that Junior wanted to kiss him, except that he didn't kiss
men, alive or dead, although a man dressed as a woman had once tricked him, and though a dead pianist had once given him a lick in the dark..the
beast would find them one day, but she hadn't spoken of that possibility in perhaps two and a half years..He hesitated, because until the limited
explanations he'd made to Celestina in San Francisco, he had never discussed his special perception with anyone except two priest counselors in the
seminary. At first he felt uneasy, talking of these matters to strangers-as if he were making a confession to laity who held no authority to provide
absolution but as he spoke to this hushed and intense gathering, his doubts fell away, and revelation seemed as natural as talk of the weather.
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