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CONTAGIOUS ABORTION OF COWS
"Would you pretend to wake up if I tried to smother you?" asked Detective Vanadium..In addition to mulling over strategy, Tom had spent a lot of
time lately brooding about culpability: his own, not Cain's. By seizing on the name that he heard Cain speak in a dream, by making use of it in this
psychological warfare, had he been the architect of the killer's Bartholomew obsession, or if not the architect, then at least an assisting.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..MONDAY MORNING, January 17, Agnes's lawyer, Vinnie Lincoln, came to the house with Joey's will and other papers
requiring attention..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..Mrs. Lombardi had no visitors. She was alone in the world, her
two children and her husband having passed away long ago..His body ached, too, especially his back, from the battering that he had taken. He
remembered hitting the floor with his chin, and he supposed that he might have gotten knocked about the face more than he realized or
remembered. If so, there would be bruises soon, but bruises would fade with time; in the interim, they might make him even more attractive to
women, who would want to console him and kiss away the pain-especially when they discovered that he had sustained his injuries in a brutal fight,
while rescuing a neighbor from a would-be rapist..The receptionist, Rebecca, had stayed late, just to keep company with Barty in the waiting room.
As she settled into a chair beside the boy, he asked her if she knew what gravity was on Mars, and when she confessed ignorance, he said, "Only
thirty-seven percent what it is here. You can really jump on Mars.".Barty wore elfin-size, knitted blue pajamas complete with feet, white rickrack at
the cuffs and neckline, and a matching cap. His white blanket was decorated with blue and yellow bunnies..With a smudge of flour on one cheek,
wiping her hands on a red-and-white checkered dishtowel, Agnes answered the door, saw the car in the driveway, and said, "Paul! You're not
walking?".As they savored the icy martinis, she asked about the client, and Nolly said, "He bought the story. I won't be seeing him again.".At the
farthest end of the loft from the stereo speakers, voices nevertheless had to be raised in even the most intimate exchanges. The artist who had
created In the Baby 's Brain Lies the Parasite of Doom, Version 6, however, possessed a voice as deep, sharp-edged, and penetrating as his
talent..So after waiting two months for the superhot Harrison White case to cool down, Junior returned instead to Spruce Hills, traveled bald and
pocked and passing as Pinchbeck, under the cover of night..A s?ance was what it appeared to be at first. Eight people were gathered around the
dining-room table, which stood utterly bare. No food, no drinks, no centerpiece. They all exhibited that shiny-faced look of people nervously
awaiting the revelations of a spirit medium: part trepidation, part soaring hope..Vanadium's smile, in that tragically fractured face, might have
alarmed most people, but Kathleen found it appealing because of the indestructible spirit it revealed..Edom felt uneasy in this kingdom of a strange
god. The god that his brother feared was humanity, its dark compulsions, its arrogance. Edom, on the other hand, trembled before Nature, whose
wrath was so great that one day she would destroy all things, when the universe collapsed into a super dense nugget of matter the size of a pea..The
gray pewter appeared to be mottled with a black substance. Perhaps char. As though it had been soiled in a fire..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..With everyone in the diner now aware of Junior, with every head turned toward him and with every wary eye
tracking him, he dropped the bun cap and the mustard dispenser on the floor. Barging through the swinging gate at the end of the lunch counter, he
entered the narrow work area behind it..Escorting her home didn't require either a car or a long walk, because she lived upstairs in the hotel where
he'd had dinner. The top three floors of the building featured enormous owner-occupied apartments..Agnes hoped that the boy would spend a night
or two in her room, until he was reoriented to the house. But Barty wanted to sleep in his own bed..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.".Aware that his tension was building intolerably, Junior decided that he needed Scamp more than he dreaded her. He spent the remainder of
Wednesday, until dawn Thursday, with the indefatigable redhead, whose bedroom contained a vast collection of scented massage oils in sufficient
volume to fragrantly lubricate half the rolling stock of every railroad company doing business west of the Mississippi.."I mean it. You have a lot of
responsibilities here. Barty. Pie Lady Services. People who depend on you. Friends who love you. When you came on board with me, mister, you
bought into a whole lot more than you can walk away from."."Go home. Sleep," he said. "You'll be no help to your sister if you wind up a patient
here yourself."."Ah, evidently you can read my mind. Scarier than heart reading any day. Maybe there's a thin line between minister's daughter and
witch.".He slept outdoors rarely and otherwise stayed in inexpensive motels, boardinghouses, and YMCAs..On January 3, 1968, Paul was fewer
than 250 miles from Spruce Hills, Oregon. He wasn't aware of that town's proximity, however, and he didn't, at the time, have it as his
destination..He was still her boy. As always, her boy. Bartholomew. Barty. Her sweetie. Her kiddo..A trickster, this detective. Full of taunts and
feints and sly stratagems. PsychologIcal-warfare artist..He slipped behind the door and raised the pewter candlestick over his head. Weighing
perhaps five pounds, the object made a formidable bludgeon, almost as good as a hammer..In the car again, a block from home, Barty said, "Maybe
you could just not tell Uncle Edom and Uncle Jacob until Sunday night. They won't handle it real well. You know?"."Couldn't carry these three
ladies," he said. "Svelte as they are, they still weigh more than a backpack.".Further preparation-the purchase of gold coins and diamonds, the
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establishment of false identities-had to be delayed due to the hives. An hour short of dawn, Junior was awakened by a fierce itching not limited to
his phantom toe. His entire body, over every plane and into every crevice, prickled and tingled and burned as with fever-and itched..open grave. In
his hand: the white rose, its thorns slick with his blood. He dropped the bloom, and it fell out of sight, into the gaping earth, atop Naomi's
casket..Grace, proving again the aptness of her name, said the one thing most likely, in time, to bring true peace to Celestina. "Remember
Bartholomew.".Leaning across the front seat, he lowered the passenger's window six inches. Then he lowered the driver's-side window an equal
distance..the stems, thorns sharp against his tongue. And then Agnes. Agnes in the yard, screaming.The stumpy ghost departed the sliding stairs at
the second floor and walked off into women's sportswear..Tom between curiosity and emotional exhaustion, Celestina held his gaze, thinking, and
finally she said, "Deal.".Casey and Tutti, her sister Skipper, and dreamboat Ken-and soon the girls had Barty enthusiastically involved in a
make-believe world far different from the one in which Heinlein's teenage lead owned an extraordinary alien pet with eight legs, the temperament
of a kitten, and an appetite for everything from grizzly bears to Buicks..to believe that any man with such a hard gut slung over his belt, with a bull
neck.Fortunately, he'd kept neither cash nor his checkbook in the suitcase. With Zedd intact, his losses were tolerable..Sheena Hackachak, at
forty-four, was more beautiful than any current movie star. She looked twenty years younger than her true age, and she so resembled her late
daughter that Junior felt a rush of erotic nostalgia at the sight of her..Robert Heinlein saved her. Over hot dogs and chips, she read to Barty from
Red Planet, beginning at the top of page 104. He had previously shared enough of the story with Agnes so that she felt connected to the narrative,
and soon she was sufficiently involved with the tale that she was better able to conceal her anguish..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..where
everyone spoke a single language and had all the blueberry pies they needed..A man with beautiful celadon eyes, his face beaded with jewels of
rain, reached through the cut-away door and removed the blanket from Agnes..Paul checked the back of the Suburban, since he fancied himself the
wagonmaster. He wanted to be sure that the goods were loaded in such a way that they were unlikely to slide or be damaged. "Packed tight. Looks
just fine," he declared, and closed the tailgate door..Leaning forward from his armchair, white hair as radiant as the wings of cherubim, Obadiah
waved one misshapen hand over the deck, never closer than ten inches to the cards. "Now please spread them out in a fan on the table,
facedown.".Dragonfly.This unfailing consistency of packaging enables card mechanics, professional gamblers, sleight-of-hand magicians-to
manipulate a new deck with confidence that they know, starting, where every card can be found in the stack. An expert mechanic with practiced
and dexterous hands can appear to shuffle so thoroughly that even the most suspicious observer will be satisfied-yet he will still know exactly
where every card is located in the deck. With masterly manipulation, he can place the cards in the order that he wishes, to achieve whatever effect
he desires..To the open casement window, into the men's room. Still seething with rage. Angrily cranking shut the twin panes while lazy tongues of
fog licked through the narrowing gap..His breath was warm against her throat: "And I want to go back home to see some faces.".Behind them, the
door rebounded forcefully from a rubber-tipped stopper and closed with a thud. The lock wasn't engaged, however, and they might be interrupted
momentarily..Instruction in Braille wasn't recommended for three-year-olds, but an exception was made in this case. Agnes arranged to have Barty
receive a series of lessons, although she suspected that he'd absorb the system and learn to use it in one or two sessions..faiths and inhibiting rules
that confused humanity, when he was sufficiently enlightened to believe only in himself, he would be able to trust his instincts, for they would be
free of society's toxic views, and he would be assured of success and happiness if always he followed these gut feelings.."Stop it, stop it! " Agnes,
only ten years old, slender and shaking, but wild with righteousness, until now held in thrall by her own fear, by the memory of all the beatings that
she herself has taken. She screams at their father and strikes him with a book she's brought from the house. The Bible. She strikes their father with
the Bible, from which he's read to them every night of their lives. He drops the roses, tears the holy book out of Agnes's hands, and pitches it across
the yard. He rakes up a handful of the scattered roses, intending to make his son resume this dinner of sin, but here comes Agnes once more, the
Bible recovered, brandishing it at him, and now she says what all of them know to be true but what none of them has ever dared say, what even
Agnes herself will never again dare to say after this day, not while the old man lives, but she dares to say it now, holding the Bible toward him, so
he can see the gold-embossed cross upon the imitation-leather cover. "Murderer," Agnes says. "Murderer " And Edom knows that they're all as
good as dead now, that their father will slaughter them right here, right this minute, in his rage. "Murderer," she says accusingly, behind the shield
of the Bible, and she doesn't mean that he is killing Edom, but that he killed their mother, that they heard him in the night, three years before, heard
the short but awful struggle, and know that what happened was no accident. Roses fall from his skinned and pierced hands, a flurry of petals yellow
and petals red. He rises and takes a step toward Agnes, his dripping fists crimson with his blood and with Edom's. Agnes doesn't back away, but
thrusts the book toward him, and scintillant sunlight caresses the cross. Instead of tearing the book out of her hands again, their father stalks away,
into the house, surely to return with club or cleaver ... yet they will see no more of him this day. Then Agnes-with tweezers for the thorns, with a
basin full of warm water and a washcloth, with iodine and Neosporin and bandages-kneels beside him in the yard. Jacob, too, comes forth from the
dark crawlspace under the porch, having watched in terror from behind the latticework skirt. He is shaking, crying, flushed with embarrassment
because he didn't intervene, although he was wise to hide, for the disciplinary beating of one twin usually leads to the pointless beating of the other.
Agnes gradually settles Jacob by involving him in the treatment of his brother's wounds, and to Edom she says, often thereafter, "I love your roses,
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Edom. I love your roses. God loves your roses, Edom." Overhead, agitated wings quiet to a soft flutter, and the shrieking crows grow silent. The air
pools as still and heavy as the water in a hidden lagoon within a secret glade, in the perfect garden of the unfallen.....When the third knave of
spades appeared, Edom said to Maria, "What kind of enemy does three in a row describe?".He knew that he needed to get a grip on himself. But he
could not keep his breathing slow and deep, couldn't remember any of Zedd's other foolproof methods of self-control, couldn't recall a single useful
meditative technique..Bearing roses upon their arrival, they hadn't bothered with umbrellas. Besides, although the sky glowered, the forecast had
predicted no precipitation..As it turned out, Seraphim was a virgin. This thrilled Junior. He was inflamed also by the thought of ravishing her in her
parents' house ... an by the kinky fact that their house was a parsonage..As shaken as she had been at Phimie's side, she couldn't trust her memory.
Perhaps she hadn't seen what she thought she'd seen..He didn't bother to press Vanadium's hand around the weapon. There wasn't going to be a
wealth of evidence for the Scientific Investigation Division to sift through, anyway, when the fire was finally put out: just enough charred clues to
allow them an easy conclusion..If either of them suspected that she was lying, it was Edom. He looked puzzled, but he didn't pursue the
issue..Instead, he encountered an elderly woman getting out of a red Pontiac with a fox tail tied to the radio antenna. A quick glance around
confirmed that they were unobserved, so he clubbed her on the back of the head with the butt of his 9-mm pistol..Skinny, pasty-faced, chattering
sissy," he hissed, still so furious with Neddy that he wanted to jam the pianist's head in the toilet even though he was dead. Jam his head in and
stomp on him. Stomp him into the bowl. Flush and flush, stomp and stomp..Hunched over his desk, leaning forward conspiratorially, his piggy eyes
glittering like those of an ogre discussing his favorite recipe for cooking children, Nolly said, "I've been able to confirm your suspicions..The
dying-dove hands fluttered down Junior's arms, plucking feebly at his leather coat, and at last hung limp at Neddy's sides..Barty's reading and
writing skills appeared to be related to his talent for math, as well. To him, language was first phonics, a sort of music that symbolized objects and
ideas, and this music was then translated into written "syllables using the alphabet-which he saw as a system of math employing twenty-six digits
instead of ten..Pity warmed the physician's ascetic face. "You loved your wife very much, didn't you?".The moon shimmered, and the stars
blurred-but only briefly, for her devotion to this boy was a fiery furnace that tempered the steel of her spine and brought a drying heat to her eyes.
Without Franklin Chan's full approval but with his complete understanding, Agnes took Barty home. On Monday, they would return to Hoag
Hospital, where Barty would receive surgery on Tuesday..AT ST. MARY'S HOSPITAL, where Wally had brought Angel into this world three
years ago, he was now fighting for his life, for a chance to see the girl grow and to be the father she needed. He'd been taken to surgery already
when Celestina and Angel arrived a few minutes behind the ambulance..Agnes was grateful for the speed with which these arrangements were
made, but she was also disturbed. Chan's expeditious management of Barty's case resulted in part from his friendship with Joshua, but an urgency
arose, as well, during his examination of the boy, from a suspicion that he remained reluctant to put into words. Dr. Morley Schurr, the oncologist,
who had offices in a building near Hoag Hospital, proved to be tall and portly, although otherwise much like Franklin Chan: kind, calm, and
confident.."Vomiting. I'm told it was an exceptionally violent emetic episode." "He spewed like a fire hose," Vanadium said matter-of-factly..And
the irony of ironies: With her talent deepening to a degree that she had never dared hope it would, with collectors responding to her vision to an
extent she had never imagined possible, with her goals already exceeded, and with great vistas of possibility opening before her, she would throw it
all away with some regret but with no bitterness if required to choose between art and Angel, for the child had proved to be the greater blessing.
Phimie was gone, but Phimie's spirit fed and watered her sister's life, bringing forth a great abundance..When the highway passed through a sunless
ravine, he had broken into a sour sweat at the sight of the bloody pulsing reflections of the revolving rooftop beacons on the bracketing cut-shale
walls. Now and then, the siren shrieked to clear traffic ahead, and he felt the urge to scream with it, to let loose a wail of terror and anguish and
confusion and loss..The roses filling the countersunk vases in the comers of Joey's gravestone were not Edom-grown, but they were Edom-bought.
He had visited the florist himself, personally selecting each bloom from the inventory in the cooler; but he didn't have the courage to accompany
Agnes and Barty to the grave..He was a pretty good detective, but as regarded the minutiae of daily fife, he wasn't as organized as he would like to
be. He never remembered to set aside his holey socks for darning; and once he had worn a hat with a bullet hole in it for nearly a year before he'd at
last thought to buy a new one..A nuclear-powered sound system blasted out the Doors, Jefferson Airplane, the Mamas and the Papas, Strawberry
Alarm Clock, Country Joe and the Fish, the Lovin' Spoonful, Donovan (unfortunately), the Rolling Stones (annoyingly), and the Beatles
(infuriatingly). Megatons of music crashed off the brick walls, made the many-paned metal framed windows reverberate like the drumheads in a
hard-marching military band, and created simultaneously an exhilarating sense of possibility and a sense of doom, the feeling that Armageddon
was coming soon but that it was going to be fun..Alarm contacts gleamed in the header, but the system wasn't currently activated.."Veal fit for
kings," said their waiter, delivering the entrees, and one taste confirmed his promise.."I get frustrated," he admitted. "Trying to learn how to do
things in the dark ... I get peed off, as they say.".St. Mary's social workers did not arrive with dawn, so Celestina was given the privacy of one of
their offices, where the wet face of the morning pressed blurrily at the windows, and where she phoned her parents with the terrible news. From
here, too, she arranged with a mortician to collect Phimie's body from the cold-storage locker in the hospital morgue, embalm it, and have it flown
home to Oregon..As Junior blew his nose and blotted his eyes, Vanadium said, "I believe YOU actually loved her in some strange way."."I know
how to build boats, how to sail boats.".Jacob grunted, but probably not because he'd heard what had been said about him, more likely because he'd
just turned the page to find a photo of dead cattle piled up like driftwood against the American Legion Hall in some flood-ravaged town in
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Arkansas..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..The pubescent physician returned with three
colleagues, who crowded behind the privacy curtain to proclaim that none of them had ever seen any case remotely like this before. The oldest-a
myopic, balding lump-insisted on asking Junior probing questions about his marital status, his family relationships, his dreams, and his self-esteem;
the guy proved to be a clinical psychiatrist who speculated openly about the possibility of a psychosomatic component..For a while, Junior profited
enormously from Tammy's investment advice, and the sex was great. As a thank-you for the hefty trading commissions she earned-and not
incidentally for all the orgasms-Tammy gave him a Rolex. He didn't mind her four cats, didn't even care when the four grew to six, then to
eight..Leashed like a dog, he walked along, sullen and shivering with sickness and rage. He stared around him, seeing the stone tower, stacks of
wood by its wide doorway, rusty wheels and machines by a pit, great heaps of gravel and clay. Turning his sore head made him dizzy.."Search me.
But I didn't tell him different. The less he knows, the better. I can't figure his motivation, but if you were tracking this guy by his spoor, you'd want
to look for the imprint of cloven hooves.".Neddy possessed all the musical talent, but Junior had the muscle. Pinned against the wall, his throat in
the vise of Junior's hands, Neddy needed a miracle if he were ever again to sweep another glissando from a keyboard..If the detective believed that
Seraphim had been raped, his natural desire to exact vengeance for his friend's daughter might motivate him to commit the relentless harassment
that Junior had endured now for four days..Through the remainder of his dinner, he was entirely future focused, the past put safely out of mind.
Until ....This was not the same card he'd found at his bedside, under two dimes and a nickel, on the night following Naomi's funeral. He had torn
that one and had thrown it away..Then came the Year of the Tiger, 1974. Gasoline shortages, panic buying, mile-long lines at service stations. Patty
Hearst kidnapped. Nixon gone in disgrace. Hank Aaron toppled Babe Ruth's longstanding home-run record, and the inflation rate topped fifteen
percent, and the legendary Muhammad Ali defeated George Foreman to regain his world-heavyweight title..Embarrassment flushed her when she
realized that the paramedic had cut away the pants of her jogging suit. She was naked from the waist down.."You should've seen this, Kathleen.
He's dodging people on the sidewalk, shoving them out of his way when he can't dodge them. Three long blocks, Jimmy and I watched the creep,
till he turned the corner, three long blocks all uphill, and it's a hill that would kill an Olympic athlete, but he doesn't slow down once.".Wally and
Celestina went to dinner at the Armenian restaurant from which he'd gotten takeout on the day in '65 that he rescued her and Angel from Neddy
Gnathic. Red tablecloths, white dishes, dark wood paneling, a cluster of candles in red glasses on each table, air redolent of garlic and roasted
peppers and cubeb and sizzling soujouk-plus a personable staff, largely of the owners' family-created an atmosphere as right for celebration as for
intimate conversation, and Celestina expected to enjoy both, because this promised to be a most momentous day in more ways than one..From San
Francisco south to Orange County Airport on a crowded commuter flight, then farther south along the coast by rental car, Paul Damascus brought
Grace, Celestina, and Angel to the Lampion house. "Before we go to my place, there's someone I very much want you to meet. She's not expecting
us, but I'm sure it'll be okay.".Daylight had retreated from the windows. Winter night, wound in scarfs of fog, like a leprous mendicant, rattled out a
breath as though begging their attention beyond the glass.."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..When he
reported for a physical and a reassessment of his draft classification, on Wednesday, December 15, he left the insert in his hitching shoe; however,
he limped like old Walter Brennan, the actor, hitching around the ranch in The Real McCoys.
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