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PARADISE AN ORIGINAL SCREENPLAY
Over the final refrain of "I'll Be Seeing You" came a man's voice from the foyer, raised quizzically, with perhaps a note of surprise:
"Victoria..Frowning, Panglo, said, "Terrible, you're right, so many terrible things happen, but I don't see why trains-".judging by the evidence, the
nurse was home alone, but Junior raised his voice above the music and called out, "Hello? Is anyone here?".What he learned working with his
father and uncle in the shipyard he could use, at least; and he was becoming a good craftsman, even his father would admit that..After poring
through enough sensational newspaper accounts to be convinced that the curse-casting reverend was undeniably dead, Junior had acquired four
pieces of surprising information. Three were of vital importance to him..MONDAY MORNING, far above Joe Lampion's grave, the translucent
blue California sky shed a rain of light so pure and clear that the world seemed to have been washed clean of all its stains.."Other Bartys and other
Agneses in other houses like this-all here together now.".She traded silence for silence. Then: "Kiddo, I'm still totally confused by this
stuff.".Symptoms of food poisoning usually appear within two hours of dining. The hideous intestinal spasms had rocked him at least six hours
after he'd eaten. Besides, if the culprit were food poisoning, he would have vomited; but he hadn't felt any urge to spew.."And in some of them,
maybe I died the night you were born, and you live alone with your dad.".Bolting up from the couch-"Mom, are you there?"--she turned to Tom,
her face collapsing in a ghastly expression..His words echoed back to her from July: My cold's just here, not every place I am.."Some men," she
said, "wouldn't be able to sustain desire when their hands touched my back. I'll understand if you're one of them. It's not beautiful to the eye, and
rough as oak bark to the touch. That's why I brought you here, so you'd know this before you consider where you want to go from ... where we are
now.".After following his uncle's movements, Barty looked at the table again. "Pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie.".The gray pants of her jogging suit,
speckled with rain that had blown in through the shattered windshield, were suddenly soaked. Her water had broken..When he came to himself,
sick and weak from the poison and with an aching skull, he was in a room with brick walls and bricked-up windows. The door had no bars and no
visible lock. But when he tried to get to his feet he felt bonds of sorcery holding his body and mind, resilient, clinging, tightening as he moved. He
could stand, but could not take a step towards the door. He could not even reach his hand out. It was a horrible sensation, as if his muscles were not
his own. He sat down again and tried to hold still. The spellbonds around his chest kept him from breathing deeply, and his mind felt stifled too, as
if his thoughts were crowded into a space too small for them..Swift and yellow, Angel flew to her mother, grabbing at one of the bunched drapes as
if she might hide behind it..When she didn't at once accept his generosity, he said, "All my life, I've lived just to get through the day. First survival.
Then achievement, acquisition. Houses, investments, antiques ... There's nothing wrong with any of that. But it didn't fill the emptiness. Maybe one
day I'll return to medicine. But that's a hectic existence, and right now I want peace, calm, time to reflect. Whatever I do from here on . . . I want
my life to have a degree of purpose it's never had before. Can you understand that?".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..This claim wasn't true. His
father, an unsuccessful artist and highly successful alcoholic, lived in Santa Monica, California. His mother, divorced when Junior was four, had
been committed to an insane asylum twelve years ago. He rarely saw them. He hadn't told Naomi about them. Neither of his parents was a resume
enhancer..She slammed it shut before he could stop her, whether he had intended to stop her or not, and she engaged the deadbolt lock.."Sitters.
Friends, relatives of friends. People I can trust. I can afford sitters if I'm getting only dinner tips.".As Tom Vanadium studied the stained and
ravaged wall again, a cold and quivery uneasiness settled insectivally onto his scalp and down the back of his neck, quickly bored into his blood,
and nested in his bones. He had the terrible feeling that he was not dealing with a known quantity anymore, not with the twisted man he'd thought
he understood, but with a new and even more monstrous Enoch Cain. Carrying the tote bag full of Angel's dolls and coloring books, Wally crossed
the sidewalk ahead of Celestina and climbed the front steps..Simon Magusson, lacking family, had left his estate to Tom. This came as a surprise.
The sum was so considerable that even though Tom was on a dispensation from his vows, which included his vow of property, he was
uncomfortable with his fortune. His comfort was quickly restored by contributing the entire inheritance to Pie Lady Services. They had been
brought together by two extraordinary children, by the conviction that Barty and Angel were part of some design of enormous consequence. But
more often than not, God weaves patterns that become perceptible to us only over long periods of time, if at all. After the past three eventful years,
there were now no weekly miracles, no signs in the earth or sky, no revelations from burning bushes or from more mundane forms of
communication. Neither Barty nor Angel revealed any new astonishing talents, and in fact they were as ordinary as any two young prodigies can
be, except that he was blind and she served as his eyes upon the world..This comment left Tom nonplussed. He could only imagine that Jacob had
known someone who died in that crash-yet the twin's tone of voice and his expression seemed to suggest that a world without the Bakersfield train
wreck would be a less convivial place than one that included it..Part of him knew this sound was his heartbeat, not the footfalls of an otherworldly
pursuer, but that part of him wasn't dominant at the moment. He moved faster, not exactly running, but hurrying like a man late for an
appointment..When Frieda finished retching and passed out in a heap, Junior left her on the floor and immediately set out to explore her
rooms..Two cranks operated the winch.. The mortician and his assistant turned the handles in unison, and as the mechanism creaked softly, the
casket slowly descended into the hole.."The princess is correct," he acknowledged, revealing that this hand was still empty. Then he reached to the
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girl and plucked the quarter from her ear..First he tore two paper towels from a wall-mounted dispenser and held one in each hand, as makeshift
gloves. He was determined to leave no fingerprints..Wait here in the car. Give them time to settle down. At this hour, they would put the kid to bed
first. Then Ichabod and Celestina would go to their room, undress for the night..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.hooves. This
was no demon child. Its father's evil was'nt visibly reflected in its small."Too bad. You might have used that to bargain with."."And maybe," said
Agnes, caught up in the speculation, "when your life comes to an end in all those many branches, what you're finally judged on is the shape and the
beauty of the tree.".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..Maria Elena Gonzalez--such an imposing figure in spite of her diminutive stature that even three names seemed insufficient to
identify her-was still present. Although the crisis had passed, she wasn't ready to trust that nurses and doctors, by themselves, could provide Agnes
with adequate care..With no clear awareness of having left the guest room, Paul looked down the enclosed stairs..These kids were the same age, yet
listening to them was akin to hearing Angel do her charming shtick with an adult who had a lot of patience, a sense of humor, and an awareness of
generational ironies..The two bereaved women huddled at one end of the living room, tearful, touching, talking quietly, wondering together if there
was any way that each could help the other to fill this sudden, deep, and terrible hole in their lives..A moment ago, he'd slammed into Angel's
room, and that was loud, but this boomed louder, thunderous enough to wake people throughout the building..The previous April, the lads from
Liverpool had claimed all five of the top five. Real Americans, like the Beach Boys and the Four Seasons, were forced to settle for lower numbers.
It made you wonder who had really won the Revolutionary War.."It seems it was his own idea, your majesty.".She damaged more of Joey's things
than her own solely because he was such a big, dear giant, which made it easier to believe that he was constantly bursting out of his clothes..He half
expected to hear Thomas Vanadium in the distance, softly singing "Someone to Watch over Me.".In the kitchen again, Junior spread the blanket on
the floor, to one side of the blood. He rolled Vanadium onto the blanket, and drew the ends of it together, fashioning a sled with which to drag the
detective out of the house..Through fog-shrouded hills forested with oaks, maples, madrones, and pepperwoods, through magnificent stands of
redwoods that towered three hundred feet, he arrived in Weott on the evening of January 3, 1968, where he stayed the night. If Paul had any
northernmost goal for this trip, it was the city of Eureka, almost fifty miles farther-and for no reason, other than to eat Humboldt Bay crabs at their
origin, because that was one of his and Perri's favorite foods..Commodified fantasy takes no risks: it invents nothing, but imitates and trivializes. It
proceeds by depriving the old stories of their intellectual and ethical complexity, turning their action to violence, their actors to dolls, and their
truth- telling to sentimental platitude. Heroes brandish their swords, lasers, wands, as mechanically as combine harvesters, reaping profits.
Profoundly disturbing moral choices are sanitized, made cute, made safe. The passionately conceived ideas of the great story-tellers are copied,
stereotyped, reduced to toys, molded in bright-colored plastic, advertised, sold, broken, junked, replaceable, interchangeable..The can struck Junior
hard in the face, breaking his nose, before he could duck..Kennedy, whose portraits hung side by side, the girl revealed to their mom and dad what
had been done to her and also what, in her despair.Later in the month, from Sparky Vox, Junior learned the building had a four-pipe, fan-coil
heating system serving discrete ductwork for each apartment. Voices couldn't carry from residence to residence in the heating-cooling system,
because no apartments shared ducting. Throughout the spring, summer, and autumn of 1967, Junior met new women, bedded a few, and had no
doubt that each of his conquests experienced with him something she had never known before. Yet he still suffered from an emptiness in the
heart.."Oh, sure, I know," Mary said. "But when it's a bad place, you feel it before you go in. So you just go around to the next place that isn't bad.
No big deal.".Sweaty, chilled, trembling, weak-kneed, watery-eyed with self-pity, Junior spread a plastic garbage bag on the driver's seat. He got in
the Suburban, twisted the key in the ignition, and groaned as the engine vibrations threatened to undo him.."Forget Barty's tree for a second and
imagine that all these many worlds are like stacked slices of Swiss cheese. Through some holes, you can see only the next slice. Through others,
you see through two or three or five slices before holes stop overlapping. There are little holes between stacked worlds, too, but they're constantly
shifting, changing, second by second. And I can't see them, really, but I have an uncanny feel for them. Watch closely.".Writing came with reading,
and in a notebook, he began to make entries about points of interest in the stories that he enjoyed. His Diary of a Book Reader, as he titled it,
fascinated Agnes, who read it with his permission; these notes to himself were enthusiastic, earnest, and charming-but literally month by month,
Agnes noticed that they grew less naive, more complex, more contemplative..The poor girl's blood pressure soared in spite of the medication. She
suffered a violent seizure,.At the beginning of his third month, instead of at the end of his fifth, he was combining vowels and consonants:
"ba-ba-ba, ga-ga-ga, la-la-la, ca-ca-ca.".Harmonizing with Diana Ross, Mary Wilson, and Florence Ballard, he drove to the granite quarry three
miles beyond the town limits..than the left: slack yet with a pulled look. The left eyelid drooped. That side of her.Although Thomas Vanadium was
unconscious, perhaps even dead, and though both nailhead-gray eyes were closed, Junior knew those eyes were watching him, watching through
the lids..Acutely aware that someone with more need than patience might soon rap at the locked door, Junior dropped back into the men's
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room..Without excellence, of course, there would be no civilization, no progress, no joy; and Agnes was surprised that this sharp bur of her father's
philosophy had stuck deep in her subconscious, prickling and worrying her unnecessarily. She'd thought that she was entirely clean of his
influence..Without commenting, Tom continued: "And worlds just like ours-except that my parents never met, and I was never born. Worlds in
which Wally was never shot because he was too unsure of himself or just too stupid to take Celestina to dinner that night or to ask her to marry
him.".Although Junior felt honor-bound to give Victoria first shot at him, he certainly didn't owe her monogamy. Eventually, when he had shaken
off suspicion as finally as he had shaken off Naomi, he would be in the mood for a dessert buffet, romantically speaking, and one eclair would not
satisfy.."Did they rush you straight in here or did you arrange all the insurance matters at reception, Mr. Pinchbeck?".He was having difficulty
focusing his attention on the problem at hand. Through his mind, odd and disconnected thoughts rolled like slow, greasy, eye-of-the-hurricane
waves on an ominous sea..Sitting forward in his armchair, Obadiah lowered his hands to his knees, and in thoughtful silence, he stared at
them.."We've mapped three routes to the top," Angel said, "and each offers different challenges. Barty's eventually going to climb all of them, but
he's starting with the hardest.".He closed his eyes again and seemed asleep, but then as she clicked off the lamp, he murmured, "You have your halo
again.".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.."Ouch," said Edom, and this earned him loving smiles from Maria, Agnes, and
Barty..Barty, at the head of the table, sensed Mary's approach only as she was about to touch him. She put a hand on his arm and said, "Daddy, will
you turn your chair away from the table and let me sit on your lap?".This venerable old building, as solidly constructed as a castle, was
well-insulated; noises in other apartments rarely penetrated to Junior's. Never before had he heard a neighbor's voice distinctly enough to
comprehend the words spoken-or, in this case, sung..The window was French with small panes, so Celestina couldn't simply break the glass and
climb out..AFTER SPENDING Wednesday as a tourist, Junior began to look for a suitable apartment on Thursday. In spite of his new wealth, he
did not intend to pay hotel-room rates for an extended period.."Take care you don't beat evil into him," said his aunt..His apartment, over the large
garage, was reached by a set of exterior stairs. The space was divided into two rooms. The first was a combination living room and kitchenette,
with a corner dining table seating two. Beyond was a small bedroom with adjoining bath.."Your mother's an artist. Besides, you wouldn't want to
put poor Mrs. Ornwall out of a job, would you?".Sparky Vox-with less training in theology and philosophy than his guest, but with a spiritual
insight that any overeducated Jesuit would have to admire, even if grudgingly-had settled Vanadium's uneasy conscience. "The problem with
movies and books is they make evil look glamorous, exciting, when it's no such thing. It's boring and it's depressing and it's stupid. Criminals are
all after cheap thrills and easy money, and when they get them, all they want is more of the same, over and over. They're shallow, empty, boring
people who couldn't give you five minutes of interesting conversation if you had the piss-poor luck to be at a party full of them. Maybe some can
be monkey-clever some of the time, but they aren't hardly ever smart. God must surely want us to laugh at these fools, because if we don't laugh at
'em, then one way or another, we give 'em respect. If you don't mock a bastard like Cain, if you fear him too much or even if you just look at him in
an all-solemn sort of way, then you're paying him more respect than I ever intend to. Another glass of wine?".Although she had acutely felt the loss
of Joey during the past three years, she had never missed him as much as she missed him now. Marriage is an expression of love and respect and
trust and faith in the future, but the union of husband and wife is also an alliance against the challenges and tragedies of life, a promise that with me
in your corner, you will never stand alone..As Joey opened the driver's door and got in behind the steering wheel, he said, "Okay?".Not that he
failed to perform well. As always, he was a bull, a stallion, an insatiable satyr. None of his lovers complained; none had the energy for complaint
when he'd finished with them..Yet he didn't fault himself for a lack of sensitivity. He'd met this woman only once before. He wasn't emotionally
invested in her as he had been in sweet Naomi..Although Celestina felt a little paranoid, being so security-minded in this safe neighborhood,
nevertheless she searched, out the master control button and engaged the power locks..Phimie must be honored now with laughter instead of with
tears, because her life had left Celestina with so many memories of joy and with joy personified in Angel. To fend off tears, she said, "Listen, Clark
Kent, we women need our little secrets, our private thoughts. If you can really read my heart this easily, I guess I'm going to have to start wearing
lead brassieres.".She stepped on a broken-off chair leg, lost her balance, and fell backward into the side of the bed..Using a three-step folding stool,
he was able to get near enough to one of the vent plates in the living room to determine whether it might be the source of the song. just then the
singing stopped..dent? You do believe that? Because I don't see ... I don't know how could work with someone who thought I was capable of . . .
".Barty turned away from her, surveyed the kitchen, and said, "Ah. The twisty is me.".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..Finally, only thirty miles south of Spruce Hills, he
reluctantly acknowledged that slow deep breathing, positive thoughts, high self esteem, and firm resolve weren't sufficient to subdue his
treacherous bowels. He needed to find lodging for the night. He didn't care about a swimming pool or a king-size bed, or a free continental
breakfast. The only amenity that mattered was indoor plumbing..knew Phimie died in childbirth, not an accident, and Max's instincts told him rape.
I explained to your dad why Cain was the man. I wanted whatever information he might have. But I suppose ... sitting there, looking at my face, he
decided that Cain is indeed the biggest hornet's nest ever, and he didn't want to put his daughter and granddaughter at greater risk than
necessary.".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..Agnes had read the last half
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of Red Planet to Barty just the previous night, but he brought the book with him, to read it again..Earthquake weather. Southern Californians had
many definitions of that term, but Edom knew he was right this time. Thunder would roll again soon, but it would arise from underfoot..Yet that
evening, when she'd accepted his proposal and asked if he wasn't frightened, he said, "Not anymore.".Sitting on a stool at the counter, he ordered a
cheeseburger, coleslaw, french fries, and a cherry Coke..Angel found this hysterical, and Agnes said long-sufferingly, "Thank you for the language
lesson, Master Lampion.".For an instant, his attention had been distracted by Vanadium's presentation of his empty hands. Nevertheless, there was
no way the cop could have snatched the coin out of the air..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.."Why should I be afraid of a stumbling blind boy?" asked Junior again. But this time the words issued from him in a different tone of
voice, because suddenly he sensed something knowing in this boy's attitude, if not in his manufactured eyes, a quality similar to what the girl
exhibited..For the past two days, Junior had eaten only binding foods, and late this afternoon, he had taken a preventive dose of paregoric, as
well..He hurried the length of the diner, pushing past waitresses, checking out all three of the possibilities, but of course, none of them was the dead
detective--or anyone else Junior had ever seen before. He was looking for--what?--a ghost, but vengeful ghosts didn't sit down to a meat-loaf lunch
in the middle of a hauntin.Admitting to the likelihood that he would never again devote himself seriously to his business, Paul sold it to Jim Kessel,
long his good right hand and fellow pharmacist.."We have dams, though," said Jacob, gesturing with his fork. "The Johnstown Flood, 1889.
Pennsylvania, sure, but it could happen here. And that was a one, let me tell you. The South Fork Dam broke. Wall of water seventy feet high
totally destroyed the city. Your tornado killed almost seven hundred, but my dam killed two thousand two hundred and nine. Ninety-nine entire
families were swept from the earth. Ninety-eight children lost both parents.".Agnes prepared a dinner to indulge him: hot dogs with cheese, potato
chips. Root beer instead of milk..His Country Squire laden with cookies, plum cakes, homemade caramel corn with almonds, and gifts, Edom
drove directly home from Obadiah Sepharad's place, which had been their final stop. He roared away as if trying to outrun tornadoes and tidal
waves..Her special son, walking where the rain wasn't, had made all things seem possible..By now, Junior realized that he had been locked in a
meditative trance for at least eighteen hours. He had settled into the lotus position at five o'clock Monday afternoon-and Bob Chicane had shown
up or their regular instruction session at eleven Tuesday morning..She thought all that, but she closed her eyes and said: "I'll be okay. Give me a
second here, all right?".Their story would be that Cain's gun had jammed just as Tom had entered Barty's bedroom. Too cowardly for hand-to-hand
combat, the Shamefaced Slayer had fled through the open window. He was loose once more in an unsuspecting world..That saving smile once more
returned lost harmony to the scarred and broken face. "Not me. From my perspective, psychology is just one more of those easy sources of false
meaning-like sex, money, and drugs. But I will admit to knowing a thing or two about evil.".For the first few bites of crab in a light cornmeal crust,
Nolly suspended their conversation. Bliss..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..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..She felt that she had failed her sister. She
didn't know what more she could have done, but if she'd been wiser and more insightful and more attentive, surely this terrible loss would not have
come to pass..Junior had thought the news was the lab report, which had found no ipecac in his spew. All that had been distraction..THE SUN
ROSE above clouds, above fog, and with the gray day came a silver drizzle. The city was lanced by needles of rain, and filth drained from it,
swelling the gutters with a poisonous flood..Paul couldn't remember when he began to love her. Not at first sight. But before she contracted polio.
Love came gradually, and by the time it flowered, its roots were deep..Agnes thought crazily of their early dates and the first years of their
marriage. They had occasionally gone to the drive-in, sitting close,.Furthermore, fear of the unknown is a weakness also because it humbles us.
Humility, Caesar Zedd declares, is strictly for losers. For the purpose of social and financial advancement, we must pretend to be humble-shuffle
our feet and duck our heads and make self-deprecating remarks-because deceit is the currency of civilization. But if ever we wallow in genuine
humility, we will be no different from the mass of humanity, which Zedd calls "a sentimental sludge in love with failure and the prospect of its own
doom.".Junior shuddered. Vanadium hadn't invented the name. It had genuine if inexplicable resonance with Junior that had nothing to do with the
detective..A forgetful client had left the bumbershoot in the office six months ago. Otherwise, Nolly wouldn't have had any umbrella at all..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.
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