The Yale Literary Magazine Vol 26 August 1861

THE YALE LITERARY MAGAZINE VOL 26 AUGUST 1861
Focus. Get Ichabod all the way inside. Act now, think later. No, no, proper focus requires an understanding of the need to ize: scrutinize, analyze,
and prioritize. Get the bitch, get the bitch! Slow deep breaths. Channel the beautiful rage. A fully evolved man is self-controlled and calm. Move,
move, move!.Wally drove slowly, carefully, with all the responsibility that you would expect from an obstetrician, pediatrician, and spanking-new
fianc?. The trip home to Pacific Heights took twice as long as it would have taken in clear weather on a night without a pledge of troth..In
agreement, Maria pushed the stack of unused cards aside, and she peered at her hands as if she wanted to scrub them for a long time under hot
water..She told them of Phimie's request that the baby be named Angel. "At the time, I assumed she wasn't able to think clearly because of the
stroke..After a while, he dared to crack his eyelids. Pressing against his eyes was a blackness as smooth and as unrelenting as any known by a blind
man. Not even a ghost of light haunted the night beyond the window, and the slats of the venetian blind were as hidden from view as the meatless
ribs under Death's voluminous black robe..As he was wheeled headfirst into the operating room, Barty raised off the gurney pillow. He fixed his
gaze on his mother until the door swung shut between them..To the left, a door led to a back staircase, accessible with the special key already in his
hand. To the right: a key-operated service elevator for which he'd been provided a separate key..In the glamorous cocktail lounge of this elegant
hotel, Junior was necessarily forced to use other of Zedd's techniques-and more brandy--to liberate from his subconscious the name of the caller on
the Ansaphone. Max. The caller had said, It's Max..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..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.."But the breed is nervous, dear. With a nervous breed, you just never know, do you?.The three of them, gathered around her in the quick, held
fast to her, as if Death couldn't take what they refused to release..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.."I love you, Daddy," she said,
and put the palms of her hands flat against his temples..Kathleen savored her martini. "Mmmm ... as cold as a hit man's heart and as crisp as a
hundred-dollar bill from the devil's wallet.".Grace declined food, but Tom ordered for her, anyway, selecting those things that by now he knew
Celestina liked, guessing that the mother's taste had shaped the daughter's..The guy appeared vulnerable, his arms occupied with the kid and the
bag, and Junior considered bursting out of the Mercedes, striding straight to the Celestina-humping son of a bitch, and shooting him point-blank in
the face. Brain-shot, he would drop quicker than if the headless horseman had gotten him with an ax, and the kid would go down with him, and
Junior would shoot the bastard boy next, shoot him in the head three times, four times just to be sure..The ship of night floated over the city and
cast down nets of darkness, gathering millions of lights like luminous fishes in its black toils.."I really am sorry about this," Junior said, regretting
the necessity to deny her the right to look good at her own funeral, "but it's got to appear to be a crime of passion.".Even Agnes was briefly
unnerved to the extent that she said, "Enough of this. It's not fun anymore.".Barty came out of the house with the library copy of Podkayne Of
Mary, which his mother had promised to read to him later, in the hospital. "Are we all going?" he asked..might be grumpy and would certainly be
torpid, bleary-eyed, and uncommunicative. Angel awake was always fully awake, soaking up color texture-mood, marveling in the baroque detail
of Creation, and generally lending support to the apperception--test prediction that she might be an art prodigy.."The pepper tree had been
whispering in the breeze, the roses nodding their bright heads. Now a stillness came into the cemetery, as if rising from beneath the grass, from out
of that city of the lost.."You could also dream of bananas," Celestina suggested as she turned down the bedclothes..Smiling again, speaking in a
voice hardly louder than a whisper, he said, "Got a wedding date to keep."."Anyway, something clicked in me on the roller coaster, and I grasped a
new angle of approach to the problem. I've figured out that I can walk in the idea of sight, sort of sharing the vision of another me, in another
reality, without actually going there." He smiled into her astonishment. "So what do you say about that?".Nothing he had learned about the
supernatural had led him closer to a belief in ghosts and in all that ghosts implied. His faith still reposed entirely in Enoch Cain Jr., and he refused
to make room on his altar for anyone or anything other than himself.Heart racing, but reminding himself that strength and wisdom arose from a
calm mind, Junior stood in the center of the small kitchen, slowly turning to study every angle of the room..Yet, uncaught, the quarter would have
dropped to the floor. Junior would have heard it ring off the tiles. Which he hadn't.."I'd give anything if it hadn't happened," he said earnestly. And
now a tortured note wrung wet emotion from his voice"I only wish it had been me who died.".Suddenly, even in the heart of a great city, the
alleyway seemed as lonely as an English moor, and not a smart place to seek asylum from a vengeful spirit. Casting aside all pretense of
self-control, Junior sprinted for the next street, where the sight of multitudes, swarming in winter sunshine, filled him not with paranoia or even
uneasiness, anymore, but with an unprecedented feeling of brotherhood..Barty whispered: "The North Pole Society of Not Evil Adventurers is now
in session.".Then the police in Spruce Hills would want to know why he had been screwing around with an underage Negro girl if his marriage to
Naomi had been as perfect, as fulfilling, as he claimed. Unfair as it seems, there is no statute of limitations on murder. Closed files can be dusted
off and opened again; investigations can be resumed. And although authorities would have little or no hope of convicting him of murder on
whatever meager evidence they could dig up, be would be forced to spend another significant portion of his fortune on attorney fees..In that instant,
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she knew the dreadful shape of the future, if not its fine details.."It's just ... the last time I saw him, he trapped me in a corner and told this god
awful story, far more than I wanted to know, about some British murderer back in the forties, this monstrous man who beat people to death with a
hammer, drank their blood, then disposed of their bodies in a vat of acid in his workroom." He shuddered..As before, the name tolled through him
like the ominous note of the deepest bass bell in a cathedral carillon, struck on a cold midnight..On Tuesday evening, September 7, after half an
hour in the lotus position, thinking about nothing whatsoever but a white pin with two black bands at its neck and the number I painted on its head,
Junior went to bed at eleven o'clock and set his alarm for three in the morning, when he intended to shoot himself..The mortician and his assistant
had nearly finished dismantling the frame of the winch. Soon a worker would close the hole..Great hobnailed wheels of pain turned through Agnes,
driving her into darkness for a moment..Friday, after dinner, when he'd heard enough of Maria's method of fortune-telling to know that four decks
were required, that only every third draw was read, and that aces-especially red aces-were the most propitious cards to receive, Jacob had taken
great pleasure in preparing for Barty the most favorable first eight cards that could possibly be dealt. This was a small gift to cheer Agnes, on
whose heart Joey's death weighed as heavily as iron chains..In the kitchen, he sat her in a chair and let her slump forward over the breakfast table.
With her arms folded, with her head on her arms and turned to one side, she appeared to be resting..She had put aside a half-finished pencil portrait
of Phimie to develop several of Nella Lombardi..The symptoms that terrified Phimie-the headache, crippling abdominal pain, dizziness, vision
problems-had entirely relented. Possibly they had been more psychological than physical in nature..Grace, of course, was a strong woman for
whom faith was an armor against far worse than embarrassment. Celestina knew that Mom would suffer immeasurably more heartache by
remaining in Oregon than what pain she might experience at her daughter's side, but Phimie was too young, too naive, and too frightened to grasp
that in this matter, as in all others, her mother was a pillar, not a reed..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..As impressed as Agnes had been with the sample orbs that she'd been
shown, she allowed no hope that the singular beauty of Barty's striated emerald-sapphire eyes would be re-created. Although the artist's work might
be exquisite, these irises would be painted by human hands, not by God's..All day, for reasons he couldn't quite put into words, Junior had carried
that quarter in a pocket of his bathrobe. From time to time, he had taken it out to examine it..The glittering room appeared unchanged. Even the
piano player seemed to be the man who'd been at the keyboard back then, though his yellow-rose boutonniere and probably his tuxedo, as well,
were new..In this case, he was sure that vanity was not a fault, not the result of a swollen ego, but merely healthy self-esteem. That he was
irresistible to women wasn't simply his biased opinion, but an observable and undeniable fact, like gravity or the order in which the planets
revolved t around the sun..Neither customers nor staff could be found in the first of the three large rooms. Only cheaper galleries were crowded
with browsers and unctuous sales personnel. In an establishment as upscale as Coquin, the hoi polloi were discouraged from gawking, while the
high value and extreme desirability of the art were made evident by the staff's almost pathological aversion to promoting the merchandise..The
operator attempted to calm him, but he remained hysterical. Between gasps and sharp squeals of pretended pain, he shakily rattled off his name,
address, and phone number..She thought that she already knew all about humility, about the necessity of it, about the power of it to bring peace of
mind and to heal the heart, but in the following few minutes, she learned more about humility than she had ever known before.."Salt water would
be too cumbersome anyway. He'd have to drink a lot of it shortly before he heaved, but he was surrounded by cops with good reason to keep an eye
on him. Does ipecac come in capsule form?".At the top of the candlestick, the drip pan and the socket were marked by a wine-red drizzle. The
color of well-aged bloodstains..Following a splendid lunch, having just left the fourth gallery on his list and strolling toward the fifth, Junior didn't
at once see the source of the quarters. Indeed, when the first three rapid-fire coins hit the side of his face, he didn't even know what they were.
Startled, he flinched and looked down as he heard them ring off the sidewalk..Vanadium continued in his characteristic drone, a tone at odds with
the colorful content of his speech: "A man takes one look at his wife's body, starts to sweat harder than a copulating hog, spews like a frat boy at
the end of a long beer-chugging contest, and chucks till he chucks up blood-that's not the response of your average murderer.".At first, he couldn't
gather the nerve to return to the kitchen. He was crazily certain that in his absence, the dead detective would have risen and would be waiting for
him.."No, the more I think about it, the more it feels like this is just kids. Some kids goofing around, that's all. I- guess Vanadium got deeper under
my skin than I realized, so when this came up, I couldn't think straight about it."."No. Charming," she disagreed. "There's a meaning to it.
Everything has a meaning, dear.".-nor cruel, nor hateful, nor envious, nor mean," Phimie recited, "for all these are sicknesses of this fallen
world-".She was four years older than Phimie. They hadn't i;.mn a great deal of each other during the past three years, since Celestina had come to
San Francisco. Although distance and time, the press of her studies, and the busyness of daily life had not made her forget that she loved Phimie,
she had forgotten the purity and the power of love. Rediscovering it now, she was shaken so badly that she had to pull a chair to the side of the bed
and sit down..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..The runt was so out of proportion to his office furniture
that he appeared to be a bug perched in the giant leather executive chair, which itself looked like the maw of a Venus's--flytrap about to swallow
him for lunch. He allowed such a lengthy silence to follow Junior's question that by the time he answered, his reply was superfluous.."You feel
remorse, though," said Agnes. "I can see you do. And not just because of what happened to your hands.".As quick as a snake strikes, Vanadium
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was much closer to the bed than he had been when he tossed the coin, at Junior's side now, leaning over the railing. "Naomi was six weeks
pregnant.".Paul withdrew the pistol from the drawer. The weapon didn't feel as good to him as guns always felt in the hands of pulp
heroes..Harmonizing with Diana Ross, Mary Wilson, and Florence Ballard, he drove to the granite quarry three miles beyond the town limits.."So
do I," said the visitor, and Junior almost frowned at this peculiar response, wondering what was meant in addition to what was merely said..As he
stepped out of the street, Don't Walk shortened to Walk, and when he checked for pursuit, he found it. Here came Vanadium, who would have been
shivering in want of a topcoat if his flesh had been real..This wasn't thrill killing-which, now that he'd had time to think about it, he realized was
beneath him, even if in the service of personal growth. This would be murder for good, justifiable cause..This didn't work for Junior. Strangely,
when he focused on a mental image of any fruit-apple, peach, banana-his thoughts drifted to sex. He became aroused and had no hope of clearing
his mind..Friday, December 29, was a grand day: cool but not cold; high scattered clouds ornamenting a Wedgwood-blue sky. The streets were
agreeably abustle but not swarming like the corridors of a hive, as sometimes they could be. San Franciscans, reliably a pleasant lot, were still in a
holiday mood and, therefore, even quicker to smile and more courteous than usual.."Now this. But even if your dad had cooperated with me,
nothing would have changed. Since Phimie never revealed his name, I wouldn't have been able to go after Cain any differently or more
effectively.".The beetle-green Pontiac waited in the driveway, with a shine that tempted nature to throw around some bad weather. Joey always
kept a spotless car, and he probably wouldn't have had time to earn a living if he had resided in some shine-spoiling climate rather than in southern
California..Copyright (c) 1997 by Ursula K. Le Guin..As home tours went, this one was notably less interesting than most. The accountant
appeared to have no secret life, no perverse interests that he hid from the world..In the cab, pulling into traffic, the driver said, "The mister tells me
you're the star of the show tonight.".Without a word, Joshua Nunn and the paramedic retreated to the foyer. The parlor doors slid shut..After all he'd
suffered at Cain's hands, Tom Vanadium surprised himself by laughing at these colorful accounts of the wife killer's misadventures. Indeed,
laughter had seemed disrespectful to the memories of Victoria Bressler and Naomi, and Vanadium had been torn between a desire to hear more and
a feeling that finding any amusement value in a man like Cain would leave a stain on the soul that no amount of penance could scrub away.."If her
blood pressure stabilizes through the night," Dr. Daines continued, "I want her to undergo a cesarean at seven in the morning. The danger of
eclampsia passes entirely after birth. I'd like to refer Phimie to Dr. Aaron Kaltenbach. He's a superb obstetrician.".The spirit of Bartholomew . . .
will find you ... and mete out the terrible judgment that you deserve..He nodded. "The effect not only comes before a cause in this case, but
completely without a cause. The effect is staying dry in the rain, but the cause-supposedly walking in a dryer world-never occurs. Only the idea of
it.".From a distance and through a scattering of trees, Junior wasn't able to discern much about the other funeral, but he was pretty sure many if not
most of that crowd were Negroes. He surmised, therefore, that the person being buried was a Negro, too..Her first year at college, she had hoped
only to be able one day to earn a living as an illustrator for magazines or on the staff of an advertising agency. A career in the fine arts, of course,
was every painter's fantasy, the full freedom to explore her talent; but she would have been grateful for the realization of a much humbler dream.
Now, she was just twenty-three, and the world hung before her like a ripe plum, and she seemed able to reach high enough to pluck it off the
branch..Eleven days had passed since Wally stopped three bullets. He still had a little residual weakness in his arms, grew tired more easily than
before he'd wound up on the wrong end of a pistol, complained of stiffness in his muscles, and used a cane to keep his full weight off his wounded
leg. The rest of the medical care he required, as well as physical rehabilitation, could be had in Bright Beach as well as in San Francisco. By March,
he should be back to normal, assuming that the definition of normal included massive scars and an internal hollow space where once his spleen had
been..The paramedic put aside the needle, having used it, and grabbed the paddles of a.You struck a discord that can he heard, however faintly, all
the way to the farthest end of the universe....."Less than a year and a half ago, Hurricane Flora--she killed over six thousand in the Caribbean.".He
was, in fact, a first-rate driver, with an impeccable record at the age of thirty: no traffic citations, no accidents..In spite of her nature, Agnes could
not find forgiveness in her heart this time. Words of absolution clotted in her throat. Her bitterness dismayed her, but she could not deny it..She
shook her head, and red bows fluttered. "No. 'Cause you didn't just move it around.".But when the lore-books of a wizard came into a warlord's
hands he was likely to treat them with caution, locking them away to keep them harmless or giving them to a wizard in his hire to do with as he
wished. In the margins of the spells and word lists and in the endpapers of these books of lore a wizard or his prentice might record a plague, a
famine, a raid, a change of masters, along with the spells worked in such events and their success or unsuccess. Such random records reveal a clear
moment here and there, though all between those moments is darkness. They are like glimpses of a lighted ship far out at sea, in darkness, in the
rain..Tom had no idea who Perri might be, but something in the way Grace asked the question and the way she regarded Paul suggested that she
knew something about Perri that had won her deep respect and admiration.."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.".His in-laws' chances of receiving compensation for their pain and suffering over Naomi's death were seriously compromised
if her husband did not hold the state or county responsible. In this, as in nothing previously, they felt the need to stand united as a family.."We don't
sell no pizza," Angel said, because lately they had received a few calls for a new pizzeria with a phone number one digit different from theirs.."All
right. I get my new eyes from a doctor. They're not real eyes, just plastic, to fill in where my eyes used to be."."It doesn't have to be grand," she
said, with a seductive leer, "but if we're going to wait, then the wedding better be soon.".That last part was true. He just wasn't loose in this world
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anymore. And in the world to which he'd gone, he would not find easy victims..Wally-Dr. Walter Lipscomb, who delivered Angel and who became
her godfather-never worried when the girl seemed to be developing too slowly, counseling that every child was an individual, with his or her
particular learning pace. Wally's double specialty--obstetrics and pediatrics-gave him credibility, of course, but Celestina had worried, anyway.."I
can do this with just a very little Novocain," she said, "so your mouth won't be numb for dinner.".As if a door had briefly opened between this
windless day and another world, a single gust rattled rain against the windows..Still looming over her, he snatched the pad out of her hands and
examined the sketch. "Where would you have seen this?".Naked, dripping, he roamed the apartment. As on the night of December 13, the voice
seemed to arise from thin air: ahead of him, then behind him, to the right, but now to the left..Rising from the chair and approaching the bed, the
detective kept turning the quarter without hesitation. "She was a very sweet girl. Very romantic. Her diary's full of rhapsodies about married life,
about you. She thought you were the finest man she'd ever known and the perfect husband.".Tom between curiosity and emotional exhaustion,
Celestina held his gaze, thinking, and finally she said, "Deal.".A deep-set casement window. Two latches on the right side, one high, one low.
Detachable hand crank lying on the foot-deep sill. Mechanism socket in the base casing..He was relieved that he hadn't moved his head or made a
sound. He wanted to understand as much of the situation as possible before revealing that he was awake..She switched off the hall light and stood
at the half-open door, listening, waiting..He hadn't heard the cop get out of the chair and cross the dark room. Difficult.Zedd taught in this world
where dishonesty is the currency of social acceptance and financial success, you must practice some deceit to get along in life, but you must never
lie to yourself, or you are left with no one to trust..From a cutlery drawer, Tom withdrew a knife. The largest and sharpest blade in the small
collection..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..The January air was crisp,
fragrant with evergreens and with the faint salty scent of the distant sea. A curiously yellow moon glowered like a malevolent eye, studying him
from between ragged ravelings of dirty clouds..Junior had heard of this invention, but until now he'd never seen one. He supposed that an obsessive
like Vanadium might go to any lengths, including this exotic technology, to avoid missing an important call..Glancing at his wristwatch with alarm,
Edom bolted up from his chair. "Look at the time! Agnes gave me a lot to do, and here I am rattling on about earthquakes and cyclones."."Nicholas
Deed." On her tongue, the name was as bitter as a dissolving aspirin..When Renee realized that this rejection was complete and final, she-he,
whatever-was transformed from well-sugared southern lady to bitter, venomous reptile. Eyes glittering with fury, lips twisted and skinned back
from her teeth, she called him all kinds of bastard, stringing epithets together so effortlessly and colorfully that she enhanced his vocabulary more
than had all the home-study courses that he'd ever taken, combined. "And face it, pretty-boy, you knew what I was from the moment you offered to
buy me a drink. You knew, and you wanted it, wanted me, and then when we got right down to the nasty, you lost your nerve. Lost your nerve,
pretty-boy, but not your need.".Consequently, he scheduled more time every day with the phone books. He had obtained directories for all nine
counties that, with the city itself, comprised the Bay Area.."Angel," Phimie said urgently, and then, with an effort that made a blood vessel
swell.Paul pulled her back. He gently but firmly thrust her through the open door of the guest room in which he'd spent the night. "Stay here,
wait."."Not so unbelievable," said Jacob. "Forty-five thousand people every year die in automobiles. Cars aren't transportation. They're death
machines. Tens of thousands are disfigured, maimed for life."."I've already told them," Joey said, wheeling away from her and yanking open the
door of the foyer closet with such force that she thought he would tear it off its hinges..He paused, not sure how to proceed. He was not accustomed
to writing letters to total strangers..The white padded eye patches rebuffed her, and she realized how profoundly the boy's double enucleation
would affect how easily she could read his moods and know his mind. Here was a littler loss until now shadowed by the greater destruction. Denied
the evidence of his eyes, she would need to be better at noting and interpreting nuances of his body language-also changed by blindness-and his
voice, for there would be no soul revealed by hand-painted, plastic implants.."Evidence suggests Vanadium killed a woman here, a nurse at the
hospital. Lover's quarrel, perhaps. He set her house on fire with her body in it, to cover his tracks, but he must have realized they would still finger
him, so he lit out.".With effort, she managed to say, "I'm sorry, sweetie," but her voice was sufficiently distorted by anguish that even to herself,
she sounded like a stranger.."Peach, raisin, walnut pies," Agnes said, "with regular bottom crust and a chocolate-crackle top crust.".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.."This momentous day," Thomas Vanadium said quietly, stiff gazing into the
grave, "seems full of terrible endings. But like every day, it's actually full of nothing but beginnings.".For a while, Celestina had worried that the
girl was slower to walk than other children, slower to talk, and slower to develop her vocabulary, even though Celestina read aloud to her from
storybooks every day. Then, during the past six months, Angel had caught up in a rush though she traveled a road somewhat different from what
the childrearing books described. Her first word was mama, which was fairly standard, but her second was blue, which for a while came out "boo."
At three, an average child would be doing exceptionally well to identify four colors; Angel could name eleven, including black and white, because
she was able routinely to differentiate pink from red, and purple from blue..Then quickly from Spruce Hills to Eugene by car, from Eugene to
Orange County Airport by a chartered aircraft, from Orange County to Bright Beach in a stolen '68 Oldsmobile 4-4-2 Hurst, while the advantage of
surprise remained with him. Carrying a newly acquired, silencer-fitted 9-mm pistol, spare magazines of ammunition, three sharp knives, a police
lock-release gun, and one piece of steaming luggage, Junior had arrived late the previous evening..The masterpiece that Junior purchased was
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small, a sixteen-inch-square canvas, but it cost twenty-seven hundred dollars. The entire picture-titled The Cancer Lurks Unseen, Version 1-was
flat black, except for a small gnarled mass, bile-green and pus-yellow, in the upper-right quadrant. Worth every penny..Gradually, Agnes realized
that this was not a prayer for the soul of a deceased infant but for the survival of one still alive.
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