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THE SON OF MY FRIEND
Now Barty peered at the card, smacked his lips, smiled, and said, "Ga." With a flatulent squawk of the butt trumpet, he soiled his diaper,."I get
frustrated," he admitted. "Trying to learn how to do things in the dark ... I get peed off, as they say.".They could be patient. Their self-denial and
sweet anticipation ensured that their lovemaking, when at last they were able safely to indulge, would be shattering in its intensity, like the
coupling of mortals raised to the status of demigods by virtue of their passion, its power and purity..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.their work, tears
were followed by reminiscences that brought a smile and soothed, and hope was always found to be the flower that bloomed from every seed of
hopelessness..By lunch, he had turned the final page, and he was so full of the tale that he seemed to have no room for food. While his mother kept
reminding him to eat, he regaled her with the details of John Thomas Stuart's great adventures with Lummox, as though every word that Heinlein
had written were not science fiction, but truth..Over the following hour, as Walter Panglo guided Jacob through the planning of the funeral, Jacob
recounted the gruesome details of numerous airliner crashes, shipwrecks, train collisions, coal-mine disasters, darn collapses, hotel fires, nightclub
fires, pipeline and oil-well explosions, munitions--plant explosions.....He smiled and shrugged. "I used to be a fisher of men. Now I hunt them. One
in particular.".Using all is powers of concentration, which were formidable, Junior sought to silence the phantom Chicane. At first, the voice
steadily faded, but soon it grew louder again, and more insistent..Otter shrugged..Worrying is what mothers do best. Celestina was her mother, as
far as Angel was concerned, and the child was not yet of an age to be told, and to understand, that she had been blessed with two mothers: the one
who gave birth to her, and the one who raised her..Junior was impressed and delighted by her clever assumption of it strictly professional voice and
demeanor, which convincingly masked her intense desire. Sweet Victoria was a worthy coconspirator..Maria stood at the bedside, leaning with her
forearms against the railing. A silver-and-onyx rosary tightly wrapped her small brown hands, although she was not counting the beads or
murmuring Hail Marys. I Her prayer was for Agnes's baby..Regrettably, he had no choice but to conclude that she hadn't made up her mind
whether to keep the baby or to seek out an illegal abortion without Junior's approval. She had been thinking about scraping his child out of her
womb without even telling him..And there are songs, old lays and ballads from small islands and from the quiet uplands of Havnor, that tell the
story of those years..Edom did as asked. Then he cut the deck into two approximately equal stacks when requested to do so..The syphilitic-monkey
comparison struck Tom Vanadium as bizarre, but it turned out to be a sober judgment based on experience. In his fifties, Sparky had worked as the
chief of maintenance at a medical-research laboratory, where-among other projects-monkeys had been intentionally infected with syphilis and then
observed over their life span. In the terminal stages, some of the primates engaged in such outr? behavior that they had prepared Sparky for his
eventual encounter with Enoch Cain..Maria Gonzalez brought rice casseroles, homemade tamales, and chile rellenos. Daily, Jacob made cookies
and brownies, always a new variety, and in such volume that Maria's plates were heaped with baked goods each time they were returned to her..As
she turned away from him and continued along the hall toward the kitchen, Agnes said, "They'll be as good as new when she's mended them.''.In
her features, the girl entirely resembled her mother. She was nothing whatsoever like Junior. Only the light brown shade of her skin provided
evidence that she hadn't been derived from Seraphim by parthenogenesis..He jammed the 9-mm pistol under his belt, grabbed Ichabod by the feet,
and dragged him quickly toward the door to Apartment 1. Smears of blood brightened the pale limestone floor in the wake of the body..Soon
paramedics followed the police, who spread out through the apartment, and Junior relinquished his grip on the dishtowel.."The piece that's
intrigued me," Junior revealed, "is the one that's rather like a c-c-candlestick. It's quite different from the others.".While Jacob had shuffled, Agnes
had taken little Barty from his bassinet into her arms. She was surprised and discomfited to discover that the baby was to have his fortune told
first..For a moment, Junior drew a blank on Renee. Reluctantly, he trolled the past and fished up the painful memory: the gorgeous transvestite in
the Chanel suit, heir or heiress to an industrial-valve fortune..As instructed earlier by phone, Junior purchased a large box of Raisinettes and a box
of Milk Duds at the refreshment stand, and then he sat in one of the last three rows in the center section, eating the Milk Duds, grimacing at the
sticky noises his shoes made when he moved them on the tacky floor, and waiting for Google to find him..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..Now, here on this sunny ridge in Oregon, miles from
any train and farther still from any nuns, Junior applied this artistic insight to his own situation, overcame his squeamishness, and regained some
momentum of his own. He approached his fallen wife, stood over her, and stared down into her fixed eyes as he said, "Naomi'.".At many houses,
strings of Christmas lights painted patterns of color at the eaves, around the window frames, and along the porch railings-all so blurred by fog that
Junior seemed to be moving through a dreamscape with Japanese lanterns.."You could also dream of bananas," Celestina suggested as she turned
down the bedclothes..It's been a joy to me to go back to Earthsea and find it still there, entirely familiar, and yet changed and still changing. What I
thought was going to happen isn't what's happening, people aren't who-or what-I thought they were, and I lose my way on islands I thought I knew
by heart..Instead, he was given a small color brochure featuring samples of the artist's work. It also contained the same photograph of her smiling
face that graced the window..Grace declined food, but Tom ordered for her, anyway, selecting those things that by now he knew Celestina liked,
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guessing that the mother's taste had shaped the daughter's..Although she was aware that these extraordinary events would shape the rest of her life,
beginning with her actions in the hours immediately ahead of her, she could not clearly see what she ought to do next. At the core of her confusion
was a conflict of mind and heart, reason and faith, but also a battle between desire and duty. Until she was.Striving to appear casual, but obviously
unnerved, the pencil-thin man backed off again. "The paintings are lovely, wonderful, I'm enormously impressed. I'm a friend of the artist's, you
know. She was a tenant of mine, I was her landlord during her early college years, in her salad days, a nice little studio apartment, before the baby.
A lovely girl, 1 always knew she'd be a success, it was so apparent in even her earliest work. I just had to come tonight, even though a friend's
covering two of my four sets. I couldn't miss this.".As if he sensed her reluctance to return to Dr. Chan, Barty had kept her occupied with talk of the
red planet as they approached the office building, had talked her off the street, along the driveway, and into a parking space, where finally she
relinquished the fantasy of an endless road trip. At 5:45, long past the end of office hours, Dr. Chan's suite was quiet..No one in Junior's circles
seemed to care about the crisis in American music. He supposed he had a greater awareness of injustice than did most people..After the paralytic
bladder seizures had passed and Junior had drained Lake Mead, Chicane recommended plenty of caffeine and sugar to guard against an unlikely
but not impossible spontaneous return to a trance state. "Anyway, after pumping alpha waves for as long as you just did, you shouldn't actually
need to sleep anytime soon."."You're better at concentrative meditation without seed than anyone I've ever known, better than me. That's why you,
especially, should never undertake a long session unsupervised," Chicane scolded. "At the very least, the very least, you should use your electronic
meditation timer. I don't see it here, do I?".From these ominous spatters, several fibers bristled, having stuck to the pewter when the drizzle was
still wet. They appeared to be human hairs..In the park, rocketing along on the roller coaster, Barty had an experience, a reaction to more than the
canted turns and steep plunges. He grew excited in much the way that Agnes had seen him excited when grasping a new and arcane mathematical
theory. At the end of the ride, he wanted to get back on immediately, and so they did. There are no long waits for the blind at amusement parks:
always to the head of the line. Agnes rode twice again with him, and then Paul twice, and finally Angel accompanied him three times. This
roller-coaster obsession wasn't about thrills or even amusement. His exuberance gave way to a thoughtful silence, especially after a seagull flew
within inches of his face, feathers thrumming, startling him, on the next-to-last rollick along the tracks. Thereafter, the park held little interest for
him, and all he would say was that he'd thought of a new way to feel things-by which he meant all the ways things are-a fresh angle of approach to
that mystery..She was forty-three, so young to have left such a mark upon the world. Yet more than two thousand people attended her funeral
service-which was conducted by clergymen of seven denominations-and the subsequent procession to the cemetery was so lengthy that some
people had to park a mile away and walk. The mourners streamed across the grassy hills and among the headstones for the longest time, but the
presiding minister did not begin the graveside service until all had assembled. None here showed impatience at the delay. Indeed, when the final
prayer was said and the casket lowered, the crowd hesitated to depart, lingering in the most unusual way, until Barty realized that like he himself,
they half expected a miraculous resurrection and ascension, for among them had so recently walked this one who was without stain..The deejay
announced song number four for the week: the Beatles' "She's a Woman." The Fab Four filled the Studebaker with music..He took a long shower,
as hot as he could tolerate, until his muscles felt as soft as butter..Because this kind of fictional fact, like maps of imaginary realms, is of real
interest to some readers, I include the description after the stories. I also redrew the geographical maps for this book, and while doing so, happily
discovered a very old one in the Archives in Havnor..Hound told his master that they had the hexer in a safe place, and Losen said, "Who was he
working for?".Six captain's chairs encircled the big round table, one for everybody, including Agnes, but only Paul and Barty stayed seated..A
quick survey of the lavatory floor. The musician hadn't left anything behind, neither a popped button nor crimson petals from his boutonniere.."Are
you all right?" he asked as he opened the passenger's door and helped her into the car..RED SKY IN THE morning, sailors take warning; red sky at
night, sailors delight..The heavy hand would come down on his shoulder, he would be spun around against his will, and there before him would be
those nailhead eyes, the port-wine stain, facial bones crushed by a bludgeon.....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..Rapt, frightened yet wonderstruck, Agnes leaned forward, squinting between the whisking wipers..Raising one hand,
wiggling the fingers, he said, "Toes, toes, toes, toes, toes.".Copyright (c) 1999 by Ursula K. Le Guin. "Dragonfly" first appeared in
Legends..Celestina, the battering Baptist, back in action, came at him again. With one leg broken, another cracked, and the stretcher bar splintered,
the chair wasn't as formidable a weapon as it had been. She swung it, Junior dodged, she struck at him again, he juked, and she reeled away from
him, gasping..Her brothers' solemnity irritated Agnes. They appeared to be taking this reading seriously, as though it were far more than just a little
after-dinner entertainment.."Wally gave her tests. She's got an exceptional understanding of color, spatial relationships, and geometric forms for a
child her age. She may be a visual prodigy.".He had been warned about this accuracy issue by the thumbless young thug who delivered the weapon
in a bag of Chinese takeout, in Old St. Mary's Church. Junior tended to believe the warning, because he figured the eight-fingered felon might have
been deprived of his thumbs as punishment for having forgotten to relay the same or an equally important message to a customer in the past, thus
assuring his current conscientious attention to detail..From the bathroom, Junior gathered an electric razor and toiletries. He added these to the
suitcases..As Obadiah lowered himself into a well-worn armchair, he said to Edom, "Son, don't I know you from somewhere?"."Bullpoop might
not be what they say, but it's the worst that we say. And in fact, in this house, bulldoody is preferred.".They were in the eastern hills, a mile from
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Jolene and Bill Klefton's place, where ten days ago, Edom had delivered blueberry pie along with the grisly details of the Tokyo-Yokohama quake
of 1923..He knew that the only movement in those staring, sightless eyes was the restless reflection of the flashlight beam as he probed the trash
with it. He knew he was being irrational, but nevertheless he was reluctant to turn his back on the corpse. Repeatedly in the midst of searching, he
snapped his head up, whipping his attention to Neddy, certain that from the comer of his eye, he had seen the dead gaze following him..He didn't
pause to lock the house behind them. Bright Beach, in 1965, was as free of criminals as it was untroubled by lumbering brontosaurs..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..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 . . . ".He picked up Angel, picked up Barty. "Hold on." He carried them out of
the room, down the stairs, out of the house, to the yard under the great tree, where they would wait for the police, and where they would not see
Jacob's body when the coroner removed it by way of the front door..Junior didn't believe in gods, devils, Heaven, Hell, life after death. He put his
faith in one thing: himself..Babies of unwed mothers-especially of dead unwed mothers, and especially of dead unwed mothers whose fathers were
ministers unable to endure public mortification-were routinely put up for adoption. Since Seraphim had given birth here, the baby would be-no
doubt already had been-adopted by a San Francisco-area family..Exactly. The shock. The devastating loss. Junior felt it now, anew, and was afraid
he might betray himself with tears, although he seemed to be done with vomiting..Using the straight edge of a ruler to guide his eye down each
column, Junior searched for Bartholomew, ignoring surnames. He had already checked to see if anyone in the county had Bartholomew for a last
name; no one in this directory did.."It sure is," Barty said. When only a mortified silence followed his remark, he added: "Gee, I thought that was
kinda funny.".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..Unable to continue Tehanu's story (because it hadn't happened yet) and foolishly assuming
that the story of Ged and Tenar had reached its happily-ever-after, I gave the book a subtitle: "The Last Book of Earthsea.".Although the distance to
the ground was only ten feet, she would be risking too much by running blindly off the roof and leaping to clear the fringe of fire at the edge. A
landing on the lawn might end well. But if she fell onto the walkway, she might break a leg or her back, depending on the angle of impact..She
didn't have an appetite, anyway. Joey was too much on her mind. The safe birth of a healthy child was a blessing, but it wasn't compensation for her
loss. Although by nature resistant to depression, she now had a darkness in her heart that would not relent before a thousand dawns or ten thousand.
If a mere nurse had insisted that she eat, Agnes would not have been persuaded, but she couldn't hold out against the insistent importuning of one
special seamstress..Paul realized that the kitchen had fallen silent, that the women had turned to the two children and now stood as motionless as
figures in a waxworks tableau..Music played within. An up-tempo number. Possibly swing. He couldn't quite identify the tune.."I doubted myself
more than God, though Him, too. I had those boys' blood on my hands. They were mine to protect, and I failed.".No inquiring voice echoed off the
passage walls, no accusatory shout. He was alone with the cadaver in this mist-shrouded moment of the metropolitan night-but perhaps not for
long,.Junior realized that thick drool oozed out of the right comer of his mouth. Shakily, he raised one hand to wipe his face..Junior wanted to shoot
all of them, but he said, "Take it. Keep it. Get it the hell out of here.".The crazy bitch wielded it with such ferocity that the force of the impact with
the floor, rebounding upon her, must have numbed her arms. She stumbled backward, dragging the chair, temporarily unable to lift it..Everything
was proceeding precisely as Junior had envisioned in the instant when Naomi had first discovered the rotten section of railing and had nearly fallen
without assistance. The entire plan had come to him, wholly formed, in a blink, and during the following two circuits of the observation deck, he
had mulled it over, seeking flaws but finding none..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..Pain again, but not a mere contraction. Such an excruciation, unendurable. The
hobnailed wheels ground through her once more, as though she were being broken on a medieval torture device..He thought he heard the
tick-scrape-rattle-clink of Industrial Woman on the prowl. In the living room. Now the hall. Approaching..They lived too far from the nearest
railroad tracks. He could not rationally expect a derailed train to crash through the garage.."Even in an infinite number of worlds," Wally objected,
"there's no place I was that stupid."."Well, actually, I owe Phimie. It's what she said between her two deaths on the delivery table that's changed my
life."."Last time I looked, Miss Galloway lived to the south of us. Retired. Never married. No children.".Amused, Wally said, "You artists do love
to dramatize-or have I forgotten the San Francisco blizzard of '65?".Vanadium arrived and stood beside Junior. His black suit was cheap, but it fit
better than Rudy's..Celestina looked up from the scarred top of the desk toward the fog-white sky beyond the window, from reality to the
promise..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.His first overnight journey, in June of '65, was to La Jolla, north of San
Diego. He carried too large a backpack and wore khaki pants when he should have worn shorts in the summer heat..Maria looked stricken when she
answered the doorbell, for she intuited that a visit, instead of a call, meant the worst..He slept outdoors rarely and otherwise stayed in inexpensive
motels, boardinghouses, and YMCAs..The boy-wonder physician turned to Junior again and assumed an expression of compassion so inauthentic
that if he'd been playing a doctor on even the cheesiest daytime soap opera, he'd have been stripped of his actor's-union card, fired, and possibly
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horsewhipped on a live television special. "We'll be doing the procedure this afternoon, so I wouldn't want to give you anything much for the pain
just prior to anesthesia and sedation. But don't you worry, Mr. Pinchbeck. Once we've lanced these boils, when you wake up, ninety percent of the
pain will be gone.".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..For reasons of mice
and dust, doors at the Lampion house were never left ajar, let alone open this wide..stopped by to help Agnes, and some offered to stay with her at
night. She gratefully accepted assistance with the housecleaning, laundry, and shopping, but she declined the all-night company because of her
dreams..He stood watching until the car cruised out of sight, and even after it dwindled to a speck and vanished in the distance, he stared at the
point in the street where it had last been, stared while a breeze turned playful, tossing eucalyptus leaves around his feet, stared until at last he turned
and began the long walk home.."At the back of the second gallery, on the left, there's a corridor. The rest rooms are at the end of it, beyond the
offices.".Three equally modest rooms opened off this lounge. Two housed complete dental units, and the third provided cramped office space
shared by the receptionist and the doctor..At home again, in the safety of the family, Barty collapsed in exhaustion from the sustained effort to see
with eyes that he didn't possess. Abed for ten days, feverish, afflicted with vertigo and migraine headaches, nauseated, he lost eight pounds before
his recovery was complete..Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data Le Guin, Ursula K., 1929-.Junior didn't want an apology. The offer
of a free lunch-or an entire week of lunches-didn't charm a smile from him. He had no interest in taking home a free apple pie..Her hands were
slender, long-fingered, graceful. The hands of an artist. They were not powerful hands..Worse, the vengeful and vicious bitch-or bastard,
whatever-evidently had made up vile stories about him, which on a slow evening she'd shared with Neddy, with the bartender, with anyone who
would listen. The staff of the lounge believed Junior was a dangerous sadist, No doubt she had concocted other lurid stories, as well, charging him
with everything from a degenerate interest in bodily wastes to the selfmutilation of his genitalia..Celestina was unable to talk reason to him, and
even her mother, Grace, who was living here for the interim and who was always oil on the stormiest of waters, couldn't bring a moment's calm to
the velvet squall that was Neddy Gnathic in full blow. He had learned about the baby five days ago, and he had been building force ever since, like
a tropical depression aspiring to hurricane status.."Holding fast to the boy's right foot, Jacob observed that one elevator might descend safely but
that if they took two, one or the other was certain to crash to the bottom of the shaft, considering the unreliability of all machinery made by
man..even allow himself as much as a lascivious wink or a quick caress of Victoria's hand..When the nurse was gone, alone with his mother as they
waited for the orderly to bring a gurney, Barty said, "Come close.".Celestina stared curiously at Tom Vanadium. She had witnessed the effect of
vanishment, though she hadn't actually seen the coin disappear in midair. Yet she seemed to sense either that something more than sleight of hand
had just transpired or that the trick had a meaning she'd missed..A sudden cold breeze blew down out of the moon, bearing a faint alien scent, and
the black boughs of the trees billowed and rustled like witches' skirts..The formless apprehension with which she had awakened at 1:50, Tuesday
morning, had returned to her from time to time during the past couple days. Now, here it came again, pinching her throat and tightening her chest-at
last beginning to take form..One of the coin seekers knocked against Junior, jarring him loose of his paralysis, but when he stumbled out of the line
of fire of the second vending machine, a third machine shot quarters at him..He needed to keep moving, conduct the search, find the watch, and get
the hell out of here, but he couldn't stop staring at the musician. Something about the cadaver made him nervous-aside from the fact that it was
dead and disgusting and, if he was caught with it, a one-way ticket to the gas chamber..Junior blinked and dared not speak, because he didn't know
any Bartholomew, and now he was certain the cop was weaving an elaborate web of deceit, setting a trap. Why would he have spoken a name that
meant nothing to him?.Like all ICU waiting rooms, where Death sits patiently, smiling in anticipation, this lounge was clean but drab, and the
utilitarian furnishings didn't pamper, as though bright colors and comfort might annoy the ascetic Reaper and motivate him to cut down more
patients than otherwise he would have done..A quick review of these book spines revealed that the treasured Zedd collection wasn't here..Yet in her
heart, she wouldn't relinquish hope for a miracle. This was an amazing boy, a prodigy, a boy who could walk where the rain wasn't, already himself
a miracle, and it seemed that anything might happen, that Dr. Chan might suddenly rush into the waiting room, surgical mask dangling from his
neck, face aglow, with news of a spontaneous rejection of the cancer..With her rock of faith under her, and breathing hope as much as ever, she was
nevertheless unable to be as strong for him as she wanted to be. She felt her face go soft, her mouth tremble, and when she tried to repress a sob, it
burst from her with wretched force..Unable to run, he raised his arms defensively, crossing them in front of his face, though the impact of the coins
wasn't painful. Volleys flicked off his fingers, palms, and wrists..Professing befuddlement, the galerieur led the way through three rooms to the
front windows, gliding across the polished maple floors as though he were on wheels..Earlier, the dirty-sheet clouds had been wrung dry. Now, the
trees that overhung the house had finally stopped dripping on the cedar shingled roof The night was so still that Agnes could hear the sea softly
breaking upon the shore more than half a mile away..This Monday afternoon, he longed for the escape and solace of half-hour pulp adventure. But
he decided that he ought to at last compose the letter he'd been meaning to write for at least ten days..Busily, earnestly, with great satisfaction,
Junior redirected his anger at Celestina and at the man with her. These two were, after all, guardians of the true Bartholomew, and therefore
Junior's enemies..Maria arrived early, expecting to assist with final details in the kitchen. Though honored to be a guest, she wasn't able to stand by
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with a glass of wine while preparations remained to be made..Neither guilt nor remorse plagued him. Good and bad, right and wrong, were not
issues to him. Actions were either effective or ineffective, wise or stupid, but they were all value neutral..In spite of the urgency of his desire, he
followed a circuitous route to Victorial's, doubling back on himself twice, watching for surveillance as he drove. If he were being followed, his tail
was an invisible man in a ghost car..Nolly shook his head, setting a cotillion of warts and moles adance on his pendulous cheeks. "Ask any adoptee
who, as an adult, has tried to team the names of his real parents. Easier to drag a freight train up a mountain by your teeth.".He vanished through
some hole, some slit, some tear bigger than anything through which Tom flipped his quarters..He and the homicide detective had been friends for
almost thirty years, since Max had been a uniformed rookie on the SFPD and Vanadium had been a young priest freshly assigned to St. Anselmo's
Orphanage here in the city. Before choosing police work, Max had contemplated the priesthood, and perhaps back then he had sensed the cop-to-be
in Tom Vanadium..After taking a minute to steel himself, Junior squatted next to the dead detective..Tom Vanadium's uninflected but curiously
hypnotic voice, his pensive manner, his gray eyes so beautiful in that fractured face, his air of measured melancholy, and his evident intelligence
gave him a presence that was simultaneously as solid as a great mass of granite and yet otherworldly..He wasn't afflicted with parenthood envy. A
baby was the last thing he would ever want, aside from cancer. Children were nasty little beasts. A child would be an encumbrance, a burden, not a
blessing..Allowing one month for the job might be optimistic. On the other hand, he'd had a long time to perfect a strategy..A floor-to-ceiling
bookshelf was crammed with pulp magazines that had been published throughout the 1920s, '30s, and '40s, before paperback books supplanted
them. The All-Story, Mammoth Adventure, Nickel Western, The Black Mask, Detective Fiction Weekly, Spicy Mystery, Weird Tales, Amazing
Stories, Astounding Stories, The Shadow, Doc Savage, G-8 and His Battle Aces, Mysterious Wu Fang ...."That would be wrong. A diary's private."
He supposed that to a detective nothing was sacred, but he was nonetheless a little shocked that Vanadium needed to ask that question..Not a door
opened in the narrow street. Nobody looked out to see what the noise was. Not till long after the men were gone did some neighbors creep out to
comfort Otter's people as best they could. "Oh, it's a curse, a curse, this wizardry!" they said..She was lost in his eyes: She wanted to pass through
his eyes as Alice had passed through the looking glass, follow the beautiful radiance that was fading now, go with him through the door that had
been opened for him and accompany him out of this rain-swept day into grace..Better still, he was able to have the girl to the accompaniment of her
father's voice, which was even kinkier than doing her in the parsonage. When Junior rang the bell, Seraphim had been in her room, listening to a
tape of a sermon her father was composing. The good reverend usually dictated a first draft, which his daughter then transcribed. For three hours,
Junior went at her mercilessly, to the rhythms of her father's voice. The reverend's "presence" was deliciously perverse and stimulating to his sense
of erotic invention. When Junior was finished, there was nothing sexual that Seraphim could ever do with a man that she had not learned from him.
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