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ESSAYS BEFORE A SONATA
In a pew in Old St. Mary's Church, in Chinatown, Junior took delivery of the lock-release gun and the untraceable 9-mm pistol with the
custom-machined silencer, as previously arranged. The church was deserted at ten o'clock in the morning. The shadowy interior and the menacing
religious figures gave him the creeps..He stabbed Prosser, however, merely to relieve his frustration and to enliven the dull routine of a life made
dreary by the tedious Bartholomew hunt and by loveless sex. In return for more excitement, he'd assumed greater risk, to mitigate risk, he must
have insurance..The forger's crossed eyes glowed with reflected light from the screen. He licked his rubbery lips, and his prominent Adam's apple
bobbled: "Like to drain my pipes in that Faye Dunaway, huh?".Junior stalked her, but she eluded him. Always, the song seemed to arise from the
next room, but when he passed through the doorway into that space, the voice then sounded as if it came from the room that he'd just left..Wally
Lipscomb's face, as long and narrow as ever, seemed not at all like the dour visage of an undertaker, as once it had, but rather like the rubbery mug
of one of those circus clowns who can make you laugh as easily by striking an exaggeratedly sad frown as by putting on a goofy grin. She saw a
warmth of spirit where once she had seen spiritual indifference, vulnerability where once she had seen an armored heart, great expectations where
once she had seen withered hope; she saw kindness and gentleness where they had always been but now in more generous measure than before.
She loved this long, narrow, homely, wonderful face, and she loved the man who wore it..A music tradition was deeply rooted in the Negro
community. No similar tradition in magic existed..So the practice of their lore and the teaching of it had become perilous. Those who undertook it
were often those already outcast, crippled, deranged, without family, old-women and men who had little to lose. The wise man and wise woman,
trusted and held in reverence, gave way to the stock figures of the shuffling, impotent village sorcerer with his trickeries, the hag-witch with her
potions used in aid of lust, jealousy, and malice. And a child's gift for magic became a thing to dread and hide..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..proud," she said, smiling as she
quoted one of their father's most familiar sermons, "nor powerful-".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.."Maria
brought that from Mexico," Barty said. "She thought it was pretty funny. So do I. It's a hoot. Mom says it isn't really blasphemous, because it wasn't
meant to be by the people who made it, and because Jesus would want you to have cookies, and, besides, it reminds us to be thankful for all the
good things we get.".He hurt too much to recover quickly and take advantage of the woman's brief vulnerability. Clambering to his feet, he backed
away from her and fumbled in a pocket for spare cartridges..As yet, he hadn't taken either an antiemetic or antihistamine to ward off vomiting and
hives, because he wanted to medicate -against those conditions as shortly before the violence as was practical, to ensure maximum protection. He'd
intended to dose himself only after he followed Celestina home from the gallery and could be reasonably certain that he had located the lair of
Bartholomew..NOLLY SAT BEHIND his desk, suit jacket draped over the back of the chair, porkpie hat still squarely on his head, where it
remained at virtually all times except when he was sleeping, showering, dining in a restaurant, or making love..Max hung up. The Ansaphone made
a series of small robot-mouse noises and then fell silent..In a pocket of his smock was his letter to Reverend Harrison White. He hadn't sealed the
envelope, because he intended to read to Perri, his wife, what he'd written, and include any corrections she suggested. In this, as in all things, Paul
valued her opinion.."Not really. I love you, Mommy." He yawned and dropped into sleep with a quickness that always amazed her. And then
everything changed in one stunning moment. Changed profoundly and forever..Holding hands, Barty and Angel led the adults into the kitchen, to
the back door. This procession had a ceremonial quality that intrigued Tom, and by the time they stepped onto the porch, he was impatient to know
why everyone-except he and Wally-was emotionally airborne, one degree of altitude below euphoria..She proceeded down the shadowy center
aisle, genuflected at the chancel railing, and went to the votive rack..As the afternoon waned toward a portentous dusk and toward the gallery
reception for Celestina White, Junior prepared his knives and guns..Clearly touched and intrigued, the magician nevertheless circled the offer in
search of reasons to decline, before at last shaking his head sadly. "I doubt that I'm the caliber of person you're looking for, Mrs. Lampion. I
wouldn't be entirely a credit to your project.".He hadn't killed this one, of course. A traffic accident. Wasn't that what Vanadium had said? Ten
months ago, following tendon surgery for a leg injury, Seraphim had been an outpatient at the rehab hospital where Junior worked. She was
scheduled for therapy three days a week..She repeated this ritual eleven more times--"For Andrew, for James, for John"--frequently glancing into
the nave behind her, to be sure that she was unobserved..Along the hall to his room. Fast and low through the doorframe. Wary of the closet door
standing two inches ajar..He wiped the steering wheel and every surface that he might have touched during the drive from Victoria's to the
detective's place, where he'd acquired the gardening gloves that he still wore. He got out of the car and, with the door open, wiped the exterior
handle..She nodded. And could not lift her gaze from her hands. Could not meet his eyes, afraid that his worry would feed her own, afraid also that
the sight of his sympathy would shake loose her perilous grip on her emotions..Celestina sensed an easy camaraderie between these two men, but
also tension that was perhaps related to the reference to an illegal search..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..With the dead woman's guest on the way, minutes were precious.
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Attention to detail was essential, however, regardless of how much time was required to properly stage the little tableau that might disguise murder
as a domestic accident..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..Vanadium sat in the chair, watching. With the perfect control of a
sleight-of-hand artist, he turned a quarter end-over-end across the knuckles of his right hand, palmed it with his thumb, caused it to reappear at his
little finger, and rolled it across his knuckles again, ceaselessly..Precisely what type of prodigy Barty might be was initially not easy to deduce. He
revealed many talents rather than just one..The opening paragraph still lingered in his memory, because he had crafted it with great care: Greetings
on this momentous day. I'm writing to you about an exceptional woman, Agnes Lampion, whose life you have touched without knowing, and
whose story may interest you..Judging by the sounds Vanadium made, Junior figured that the cop had settled once more into the armchair..One,
two, three, four-Edom took away all the remaining pies. He pointed at Barty and then at the empty table..of color had to search for mentoring,
especially in 1922, when twenty year-old Obadiah dreamed of being the next Houdini.."No pie!" Agnes agreed. She parenthesized his head with
her hands and punctuated his sweet face with kisses..The second medic wheeled the gurney to the rear of the van, calling for one of the policemen
to accompany him to the hospital. Apparently, he needed help if he was to deliver the baby and also stabilize Apes while en route..After taking a
preliminary statement from Celestina, Bellini left to romance a judge out of bed and obtain a search warrant for Enoch Cain's residence, having
already ordered a stakeout of the Russian Hill apartment. Celestina's description of her assailant was a perfect match for Cain. Furthermore, the
suspect's Mercedes had been abandoned at her place. Bellini sounded confident that they would find and arrest the man soon.."I'm not going
anywhere," she pledged. She had realized that his voice was growing heavy with sleep. "But it's time for you to go to dreamland.".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..Lipscomb said, "We're only two and a half blocks from the best Armenian restaurant in the city. I'll dash over there, bring back some
chilled bubbly and an early dinner, if you'll allow me."."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.".For half an hour he studied Barty's eyes with various devices and instruments. Thereafter, he arranged an
immediate appointment with an oncologist, as Joshua Nunn had predicted..Still looming over her, he snatched the pad out of her hands and
examined the sketch. "Where would you have seen this?".IN NEED OF OIL, the hand crank squeaked, but the tall halves of the casement window
parted and opened outward into the alleyway..Retracing his path across the kitchen, he caught a faint whiff of jasmine from the backyard. Funny,
jasmine here inside. Two paces later, he felt a draft..The night of Barty's birth, when Joey actually lay dead in the pickup-bashed Pontiac, as a
paramedic had rolled Agnes's gurney to the back door of the ambulance, she had seen her husband standing there, untouched by that rain as her son
was untouched by this. But Joey-dry-in-the-storm had been a ghost or an illusion fostered by shock and loss of blood..When Agnes turned her head
and saw Maria Elena Gonzalez, she thought she must be dreaming again..Halted by the unmistakable meaning of the expressions on these women's
faces, Paul was grateful that Nellie was briefly stricken mute. He didn't believe he had the strength to receive the news that she had tried to
deliver..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..Junior shuddered. Vanadium hadn't invented
the name. It had genuine if inexplicable resonance with Junior that had nothing to do with the detective..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 every step through the long night walk, Paul had considered what he would say, must say, if this encounter ever took place. Now all his
practiced words deserted him..At the mention of her son's name, Agnes stiffened. There were numerous ways for Deed to have learned the baby's
name, yet it seemed wrong for him to know it, wrong to use it, the name of this child he had nearly orphaned, had almost killed..He shouldered past
two counter waitresses, past the short-order cook who was working eggs and burgers and bacon on the open griddle and grill. Whatever expression
wrenched Junior's face, it must have been intimidating, for without protest but with walleyed alarm, the employees squeezed aside to let him
pass..He felt some guilt at this-but only a little. His sister had done much for him; but jobless, ruled by his obsessions, hobbled by too much of his
father's dour nature, there wasn't a lot that he could do for her. Just this benign deceit with the cards.."What kept me going these past two and a half
years was knowing that I could get my hands on Mr. Cain when I was finally well enough to do something about him.".Suddenly and seriously
creeped out, Junior wanted to get away from this nut case. Yet he was frozen by morbid fascination..She dealt with them equally, too, favoring
neither-except in-the matter of pie delivery. On those rare occasions when she could not make these rounds herself and when she had no one to turn
to but a brother, Agnes always asked for Edom's help..Agnes dropped to one knee before the boy and held him gently by the shoulders. "Let me
look.".From Joey's closet, she extracted an old blue blazer that he seldom wore anymore. The lining was sagging, worn,.No matter. He was a
future-focused, focused man. The past is for losers. No, wait, humility is for losers. "The past is the teat that feeds those too weak to face the
future." Yes, that was the line from Zedd that Junior had stitched on a needlepoint pillow..Of the curiosities Junior uncovered, Frieda's weapons
interested him most. Guns were stashed throughout the apartment: revolvers, pistols, and two pistol-grip shotguns. Sixteen altogether..He placed a
phone call to Kaitlin Hackachak, his trollish and avaricious sister-in-law, asking her to dispose of Naomi's things, their furniture, and whatever of
his own possessions he chose to leave behind. Although she had been awarded a quarter of a million dollars in the family settlement with the state
and county, Kaitlin would be at the house by dawn's first light if she thought she might make ten bucks from liquidating its contents..The adoption
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records on Seraphim White's baby weren't sealed by law, because custody of the child was being retained by family..The diminutive mortician
spoke a few comforting words instead of commenting on the dental history of the deceased, and when he put a consoling hand on Jacob's shoulder,
Jacob cringed from his touch..In the noble ruin of his face, Thomas Vanadium's smoke-gray eyes were striking, filled with a beautiful ... sorrow.
Not self-pity. He clearly didn't regard himself as a victim. This, Kathleen felt, was the sorrow of a man who had seen too much of the suffering of
others, who knew the evil ways of the world. These were eyes that read you at a glance, that shone with compassion if you deserved it, and that
glared with a terrifying judgment if compassion wasn't warranted..Magusson's idea of a laugh. "And they didn't even bother to post a warning. In
fact, that sign was still up, inviting hikers to enjoy the view from the observation deck."."If there's a presentation, I assume then I'm the presentee,"
he said, taming his chair sideways to the table and taking her into his lap. "Just remember, I never wear neckties."."I said it didn't work that way,
and it doesn't. Yet ... I don't actually walk in those other worlds to avoid the rain, but I sort of walk in the idea of those worlds. . . ."."Honey," she
said, crouching to peer at him through the vertical slats of the playpen, "what're you doing?".Instead of answering the question, meaning to imply
that he believed Junior already knew the facts, Thomas Vanadium said, "I was able to get a warrant to search your house." Junior thought this must
be a trick. No hard evidence existed to indicate that Naomi had died at the hands of another rather than by accident..The poster announced an
upcoming show, titled "This Momentous Day," by the young artist calling herself Celestina White. Dates for the exhibition were Friday, January
12, through Saturday, January 2 7..They knew no one named Bartholomew, and she had never heard the name from him before, but she knew what
he wanted. He was speaking of the son he would never see.."But you wouldn't be willing to use that skill in the King's service?".This back blow
wasn't just sport, either, but more like Vietnam as lie sometimes told women that he remembered it. As though pitched by a grenade blast, Junior
went from his feet to the floor with chin-rapping impact, teeth guillotining together so hard that he would have severed his tongue if it had been
between them..At the sight of her photograph, she felt herself flush. She hoped none of the pedestrians passing between her and the gallery would
look from the photo to her face and recognize her. What had she been.Otter shrugged..Whereas Paul had been confounded in his desire to express
his admiration for Salk, he was able to speak about Perri at length and with ease. Her wit, her heart, her wisdom, her kindness, her beauty, he
goodness, her courage were the threads in a narrative tapestry that Pad could have continued weaving for all the rest of his days. Since her death, he
hadn't been able to talk about her with anyone he knew, because his friends tended to focus on him, on his suffering, when he wanted them only to
understand Perri better, to realize what an exceptional person she had been. He wanted her to be remembered, after he was gone, wanted her grace
and her fortitude to be recalled and respected. She was too fine a woman to leave without a ripple in her wake, and the thought that her memory
might pass away with Paul himself was anguishing..Just as the man turned away, Junior got a glimpse of what he wore under a London Fog
raincoat. Between the lapels of the coat: a white shirt with a wing collar, a black bow tie, the suggestion of black-satin lapels like those on a tuxedo
jacket..She figured that she could stay home, devoting herself to Barty, for perhaps three years before she would be wise to find work..Down the
stairs, through the ground floor, quickly, soundlessly, breath held at times, listening for the other's breathing, listening for the softest squeak of
rubber-soled shoes, although the hard clack of cloven hoofs and a whiff of sulfur would not have been surprising. At last he went to the kitchen,
full circle from the shiny quarter on the breakfast table to the quarter again. No Cain..Barty let go of the girl's hand, and although he remained dry,
the storm at once found her where she'd been hiding in the silver-black folds of its curtains..He loved Naomi, of course, and never could deny her.
Although he had been especially sweet to her that night, if he had known that they would have less than a year together before fate tore her from
him, he might have been even sweeter..He hadn't lied to his mother. She assumed that by some quantum magic, he had regained his sight
permanently, and that this came with no cost. He merely allowed her to go to her rest with the comforting misapprehension that her son had been
freed from darkness..Ferocious pirates, ruthless secret agents, brain-eating aliens from distant galaxies, super criminals hell-bent on ruling the
world, bloodthirsty vampires, face-gnawing werewolves, savage Gestapo thugs, mad scientists, satanic cultists, insane carnival freaks, hate-crazed
Ku Klux Klansmen, knife-worshiping thrill killers, and emotionless robot soldiers from other planets had slashed, stabbed, burned, shot, gouged,
torn, clubbed, crushed, stomped, hanged, bitten, eviscerated, beheaded, poisoned, drowned, radiated, blown up, mangled, mutilated, and tortured
uncounted victims in the pulp magazines that Paul had been reading since childhood. Yet not one scene in those hundreds upon hundreds of issues
of colorful tales withered a corner of his soul as did a glimpse of Barty's empty sockets. The sight wasn't in the least gory, nor even gruesome. Paul
cringed and looked away only because this evidence of the boy's loss too pointedly made him think about the terrible vulnerability of the innocent
in the freight-train path of nature, and threatened to tear off the fragile scab on the anguish that he still felt over Perri's death..To become a physical
therapist, Junior had taken more than massage classes, so he knew what hematemesis meant. Hematemesis: vomiting of blood..In the sermon that
brought him a moment of fame that he'd found more uncomfortable than not, Daddy had used the life of Bartholomew to illustrate his point that
every day in every life is of the most profound importance. Bartholomew is arguably the most obscure of the twelve disciples. Some would say
Lebbaeus is less known, some might even point to Thomas the doubter. But Bartholomew certainly casts a shadow far shorter than those of Peter,
Matthew, James, John, and Philip. Daddy's purpose in proclaiming Bartholomew the most obscure of the twelve was then to imagine in vivid detail
how that apostle's actions, seemingly of little consequence at the time, had resonated down through history, through hundreds of millions of
lives-and then to assert that the life of each chambermaid listening to this sermon, the life of each car mechanic, each teacher, each truck driver,
each waitress, each doctor, each janitor, was as important as the resonant life of Bartholomew, although each dwelt beyond the lamp of fame and
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labored without the applause of multitudes..THIS IS THE FIRST PAGE of the Book of the Dark, written some six hundred years ago in Berila, on
Enlad:.The hospital was drowned in the bottomless silence that fills places of human habitation only in the few hours before dawn, when the needs
and hungers' and fears of one day are forgotten and those of the next are.One apartment to the right, one to the left. Junior went to the right, to
Apartment 1, where he'd seen the lights come on behind the curtained windows..Her eyes, lustrous pools, brimmed with the need to know, but she
respected the deal. "I only half understood all that, and I don't even know which half, but in some strange way, it feels true. Thank you. I will think
about it tonight, when I can't sleep." She stepped close and kissed him on the cheek. "Who are you, Tom Vanadium?"."Better hurry," Wally
advised, gracing Celestina's other cheek with a dryer kiss..Nothing he could do about it now. Having Naomi's body moved to another grave, in a
cemetery without Negroes, would cause a lot of talk. He didn't want to draw more attention to himself..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.."Thanks, Sparky, but not tonight. I'm thinking of taking a look around downstairs if old Nine Toes isn't stuck at home
tonight with a case of paralytic bladder.".This morning, Damascus had left the house early, before Vanadium came downstairs, which was perfect
for Junior's purposes. While the maniac cop was finishing his shave and shower, Junior crept upstairs to check his room. He discovered the
revolver in the second of the three places that he expected it to be, did his work, and returned the weapon to the nightstand drawer in precisely the
position that he had found it. Narrowly avoiding an encounter with Vanadium in the hall, he retreated to the ground floor. After some fussing over
the most effective placement, he left the quarter and the luggage-just as Vanadium, the human stump, clumped down the stairs. Junior experienced
an unexpected delay when the detective spent half an hour making phone calls from the study, but then Vanadium went into the kitchen, allowing
him to slip out of the house and complete his work.."What's this?" the man asked her, as Sinatra swooped through "Come Fly with Me.".Of the
three Bartholomews that he'd turned up recently, he chose Prosser because, burdened by the name Enoch, Junior felt sympathy for any girl whose
parents had cursed her with Zelda.."We'll need to talk about this a lot in the days to come, as we both have more time to think about it.".He didn't
realize he was swinging the candlestick at Vanadium's face until he saw the blow land. And then he couldn't stop himself from swinging it yet once
more..Junior knew that she must be teasing him. Her sense of play was delicious. Such deviltry in her scintillant blue eyes, such sauciness..sky
grew sullen in the early twilight, and the city once more arrayed itself in the red gesso and gold leaf that had indirectly illuminated Celestina's
apartment ceiling the previous night..FOR AMERICANS OF Chinese descent-and San Francisco has a large Chinese population-1965 was the
Year of the Snake. For Junior Cain, it was the Year of the Gun, though it didn't start out that way..Her lead gaze was still surprisingly clear. How
remarkable that the impact hadn't caused a starburst hemorrhage in either of her exquisite, lavender-blue eyes. No blood, lust surprise..Darker than
water, another stain spread across the lap and down the legs of the pants. It was the color of port wine when filtered through the gray fabric of the
jogging suit, but even in her semi-delirious state, she knew that she was not the vessel for a miracle birth, was not bringing forth a baby in a flush
of wine, but in a gush of blood..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.Her hands shook, her entire body shook, and in her
mind was a hard clatter of fear like the wheels of a roller coaster rattling over poorly seamed tracks..The unmatched suite of bedroom furniture,
cheap and scarred, might have been purchased at a thrift shop. A double bed and one nightstand. A small dresser..Simon Magusson-capable of
representing the devil himself for the proper fee, but also capable of genuine remorse-visited Vanadium in the hospital, soon after learning that the
detective had awakened from a coma. The attorney shared the conviction that Cain was the guilty party, and that he'd also murdered his wife..In the
front seat, Edom and Jacob murmured agreement with the narrator's sentiments. Monday night, Edom and Jacob booked adjoining units in a motel
near the hospital. They called Barty's room to give Agnes the phone number and to report that they had inspected eighteen establishments before
finding one that seemed comparatively safe..In the hall that served the two ground-floor apartments, they encountered Rena Moller, the elderly
woman who lived in the unit across from theirs. She was polishing the dark wood of her front door with lemon oil, a sure sign that her son and his
family were coming to dinner..He swore that he would throw away all memory of this incident, as well. In Caesar Zedd's best-selling How to Deny
the Power of the Past, the author offers a series of techniques for expunging forever all recollection of those events that cause us psychological
damage, pain, or even merely embarrassment. Junior went to bed with his precious copy of this book and a snifter of cognac filled almost to the
brim..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..The room was bright enough
for him to confirm that he was alone. The interior of the box in which Naomi now resided could be no more silent than this house.."It's even
worse," Junior rasped, convinced that he was losing some indefinable advantage if the cop left without playing out this moment as it would usually
unfold in an intellectual television crime drama like Perry Mason or Peter Gunn..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..Many police
agencies required an officer to carry a firearm even when off duty. If the Oregon State Police had no such rule, Vanadium most likely carried one
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anyway, because in his crazy-as-a-snake mind,.Beseechingly, with no intention of intimacy, he took Celestina's hands in his. "For years, as an
obstetrician, I brought life into the world, but I didn't know what life was, didn't grasp the meaning of it, that it even had meaning. Before Rowena,
Harry, and Danny went down in that airplane, I was already ... empty. After losing them, I was worse than empty. Celestina, I was dead inside.
Phimie gave me hope. I can't repay her, but I can do something for her daughter and for you, if you'll let me.".If he woke, however, and saw her
sitting vigil, Barty would understand how terrible his condition might be..Standing near the foot of the bed in a shapeless blue suit, Vanadium
might have been the work of an eccentric artist who had carved a man out of Spam and dressed the meaty sculpture in thrift-shop threads.
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