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DOLERINO THE PAINTER
The glimmering bay and the shimmering amber candlelight provided the perfect atmosphere for the song that arose now from the piano in the
bar..The stress that he currently felt wasn't the same that he so often relieved with women. This was an energizing tension, a not-unpleasant
tightening of the nerves, a delicious anticipation that he wanted to experience to its fullest-until the gallery reception for Celestina, on the evening
that her show opened, January 12. This tension could not be released by intercourse, but only by the killing of Bartholomew, and when that
long-sought moment arrived, Junior expected the relief he experienced would far exceed mere orgasm..Tommy James and the Shondells, good
American boys, had a record farther down the charts-"Hanky Panky"-that Junior felt was better than the Beatles' tune. The failure of his
countrymen to support homegrown talent aggravated him. The nation seemed eager to surrender its culture to foreigners..The ninth piece was not
art, certainly not a work by Griskin, and could disturb no one half as much as it rattled Junior. Upon a black pedestal stood a pewter candlestick
identical to the one that had cracked the skull of Thomas Vanadium and had added dimension to the cop's previously pan-flat face..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..This time, he vowed never
to kill again, except in self-defense, regardless of the provocation. This tougher condition pleased him. No one achieved significant
self-improvement by setting low standards for himself.Eventually, he settled on a mental image of a bowling pin as his "seed." This was a smooth,
elegantly shaped object that invited languorous contemplation, but it did not tease his libido.."I'm paying," Celestina insisted when they were
seated. "I'm now a successful artist, with untold numbers of critics just waiting to savage me.".In a minute or two, one of the cops returned,
crouching close as the medics worked. "There's no intruder.".Agnes wanted to reach out and touch him, but she found that she didn't have the
strength to raise her arm. She was no longer holding her belly, either. Both hands lay at her sides, palms up, and even the simple act of curling her
fingers required surprising effort and concentration..Regardless of her other successes or failures as a parent, Agnes intended to make certain that
Barty never lacked hope, that meaning and purpose flowed through the boy as constantly as blood..Against the backdrop of granite monuments,
Kaitlin hulked like a moldering presence from Beyond, risen out of a rotting box to take vengeance on the living..Agnes found herself drifting up.
A frightening sense of weightlessness overcame her..The driver's door opened, shoving aside a damaged tea table, and a man climbed out of the
Pontiac..As one, those around the table raised their eyes to the ceiling and smiled at the sound of the downpour. Barty, with patches over his empty
sockets, also looked up with a smile..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.."In the early hours of January seventh," Nolly
continued, "Miss White died in childbirth, as you figured."."Cancer," she whispered, and superstitiously reproached herself for speaking the word
aloud, as though thereby she'd given power to the malignancy and ensured its existence..Although to Paul this was no more than childish chatter,
Tom knew at once that the girl referred to his explanation for why he wasn't sad about his damaged face: the salt and pepper shakers representing
two Toms, the hit-and-run rhinoceros, the different worlds all in one place. "Yes, Angel. That's something like what I was talking about.".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.."Usually, I throw out a bunch of hocus-pocus, flourishes and patter, to distract people, so they don't even realize that what they've seen was
real. They think the midair disappearance is just a trick.".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.First room on the left. Move. Kick the
door open. The sense of a larger space beyond, no bathroom this time, and darker. Fan the pistol, gripping with both hands. Two quick shots:
muffled cough, muffled cough..Even without the dangling cigarette and without the cynical sneer, Nolly had an air of toughness worthy of Sam
Spade, largely because the face that nature had given him was a splendid disguise for the sentimental sweetie who lived behind it. With his bull
neck, with his strong hands, with his shirt-sleeves rolled up to expose his lovely hairy forearms, he made a properly intimidating impression: as if
Humphrey Bogart, Sydney Greenstreet, and Peter Lorre had been put in a blender and then poured into one suit..In the kitchen, a delicious aroma
wafted from the oven. On the stove stood a large pot over a low flame, and nearby was pasta to be added to the water when it came to a boil..The
rain-washed street shimmered greasily under the tires, and the intersection lay halfway up a long hill, so gravity was aligned with fate against them.
The driver's side of the Pontiac lifted. Beyond the windshield, the main drag of Bright Beach tilted crazily. The passenger's side slammed against
the pavement..Junior couldn't imagine why some Negro stranger would want to intrude. He hoped there wouldn't be trouble..As though frightened
of the gentle certainty in Celestina's eyes, the doctor turned away from he, and toward the window once more..For a while, Junior profited
enormously from Tammy's investment advice, and the sex was great. As a thank-you for the hefty trading commissions she earned-and not
incidentally for all the orgasms-Tammy gave him a Rolex. He didn't mind her four cats, didn't even care when the four grew to six, then to
eight..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,
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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..Ordinarily, she would have returned to the first of the candles and offered a
second fragment to Saint Peter. In this case, however, she entrusted it to the least known of the apostles, because she was sure that he must have
special significance in this matter.."That's correct," Parkhurst said. "Probably one or more small blood vessels ruptured from the extreme violence
of the emesis.".This show was hopeless, disastrous, stupid, foolish, painful, lovely, wonderful, glorious, sweet.."So entertaining, I felt I should have
paid for those seats. When the third machine starts whizzing coins at him, he bolts like a kid running a graveyard at midnight on a dare." Nolly
laughed, remembering..He carried the mug to the sink, poured the brew down the drain and saw the cooler standing in the corner. He hadn't noticed
it before. A medium-size, molded-plastic, Styrofoam-lined ice chest, of the type you filled with beer and took on picnics..Everyone agreed, and the
order was placed when their waiter brought appetizers: crab cakes for Nolly, scampi for Kathleen, and calamari for Tom..At best, Vanadium might
decide Junior had come here to learn what other funeral his nemesis had attended-which was, in fact, the true motivation. But this made it clear that
Junior feared him and was striving to stay one step ahead of him. Innocent men didn't go to such length. As far as the fruitcake cop was concerned,
Junior might as well have painted I killed Naomi on his forehead.."Well, it's true," he said, finally turning the key in the proper direction and firing
up the engine..Over potato soup and an asparagus salad, the dinner conversation got off to a promising start: a discussion of favorite potato dishes,
observations on the weather, talk of Mexico at Christmas..Lipscomb turned to Celestina. "Before lapsing into semicoherence again, your sister said,
'Beezil and Feezil are safe with her,' which may sound less than coherent to you, but not to me.".The hum, the buzz, the rattle, the grinding of
machinery, power tools. Sheet steel and tougher structural steel snarling against the teeth of a metal-cutting saw..This room didn't face the street by
which Cain would approach the building, so Vanadium switched on the lights. He spent fifteen minutes examining the mundane contents of the
cupboards, searching for nothing in particular, merely getting an idea of how the suspect lived-and, admittedly, hoping for an item as helpful to a
conviction as a severed head in the refrigerator or at least a plastic-wrapped kilo of marijuana in the freezer..One of the most unnerving aspects of
life in southern California was that earthquake weather came in so many varieties. As many days as not, you got out of bed, checked the sky and
the barometer, and realized with dismay that conditions were indicative of catastrophe..To see his newborn baby girl, Barty shared the sight of
other Bartys, and he so adored this little wrinkled Mary that he sustained his vision all day, until a thunderous migraine became too much to bear
and a sudden frightening slurring of speech drove him back to the comfort of blindness..The night was holding its breath again, the previous breeze
now pent up in the breast of darkness..He got everything he ordered-full value, and more. When he lifted off the top of the bun to squeeze mustard
onto the burger, he discovered a shiny quarter pressed into the half-melted cheese..Rhythmic breathing. Slow and deep. Slow and deep. Per Zedd,
the route to tranquility is through the lungs..Joey was not illuminated by the light of this world. Agnes realized that he was translucent, his skin like
fine milk glass through which shone a light from elsewhere..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..The infant's
smile was so captivating and his puzzlement so comically earnest that both expressions worked on Agnes's misery as surely as yeast leavens dough.
Her bitter tears turned sweet.."Not only coal miners. Old as you are in some ways, you're still too young for me to explain. I will someday.".The
hall was deserted. Then a woman came out of one of the offices and walked toward the gallery, without glancing at him..On the day that Vanadium
attended the graveside service for Seraphim and subsequently stopped at Naomi's grave to needle Cain, he had suspected that Phimie didn't die in a
traffic accident, as claimed, but he hadn't for a moment thought that the wife killer was in any way connected. Now, finding this gallery brochure in
the nightstand drawer seemed to be one more bit of circumstantial proof of Cain's guilt..Dusk had arrived, strangling the day, and the throttled sky
hung low, as blue-black as bruises. The streetlights had come on. Gouts of red light from pulsing emergency beacons alchemized the rain from
teardrops into showers of blood..Leashed like a dog, he walked along, sullen and shivering with sickness and rage. He stared around him, seeing
the stone tower, stacks of wood by its wide doorway, rusty wheels and machines by a pit, great heaps of gravel and clay. Turning his sore head
made him dizzy..Above the wainscoting, the walls were Sheetrock, unlike the plaster elsewhere in the apartment. On one of them, Enoch Cain had
scrawled Bartholomew three times..He knew the sermon, of course. The example of Bartholomew. The theme of chain-reaction in human lives.
The observation that a small kindness can inspire greater and ever-greater kindnesses of which we never learn, in lives distant both in time and
space..Tom pushed his chair back from the table, got to his feet, and moved toward Celestina..With a prayer to the Holy Mother, Maria held one
third of a knave of spades to the bright flame of the first candle. When it caught fire, she dropped the fragment into the votive glass, and as it was
consumed, she said aloud, "For Peter," referring to the most prominent of the twelve apostles..Shortly past nine o'clock, an hour after Edom and
Jacob had gone, Barty came downstairs, book in hand. "The twisties are back.".Curiosity brought him here. Curiosity and a talent for
self-preservation. Earlier, Vanadium had not come to Naomi's graveside as a mourner. He had been there as a cop, on business. Perhaps he had
been at the other funeral on business, too..His leonine head and bold features, framed by golden hair, should have conveyed strength, but the
impression he might have made was compromised by a fringe of bangs that curled across his forehead, a style unfortunately reminiscent of effete
emperors of ancient Rome..As Sinatra began to sing "I'll Be Seeing You," Junior stepped around the bloom and the Merlot. He cautiously peeled
back two inches of the curtain at one of the sidelights..For a while he enjoyed being challenged to figure the number of seconds elapsed since a
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particular historical event. Given the date, he did the calculations in his head, providing a correct answer in as little as twenty seconds, rarely taking
more than a minute..She didn't have experience with guns, but having seen him trying to press cartridges into the magazine, she knew how to load.
She inserted one round. Then a second. Enough..Nicholas Deed was not the knave. He had already brought all the ruin into their lives that he was
going to bring..In his apartment once more, enjoying a cognac and a handful of pistachios as Monday changed to Tuesday, he decided that he
should make 'preparations for the possibility that he might one day leave incriminating evidence in spite of his precautions. He ought to convert a
portion of his assets into easily portable and anonymous wealth, like gold coins and diamonds. Establishing two or three alternate identities, with
documentation, also would be wise..To the window in the driver's door, Barty came with a repertoire of comic expressions, mugging at his mother,
sticking one finger up his nose and exaggeratedly boring with it as though exploring for nasal nuggets. "Not scary, Mommy!".Shifting the
Suburban out of park, Wally said, "I didn't know Baptists indulged in wagering.".By now he recognized that the man approaching from the other
graveside service was neither a Negro nor a stranger. Detective Thomas Vanadium was annoying enough to be an honorary Hackachak.."Paul," she
said, "you've got a lovely house, but Celestina and Grace are doers. They need to keep occupied. They'll go stir-crazy if they don't stay busy. Am I
right, ladies?"."If you ranted at him about earthquakes, tornadoes, erupting volcanoes, and all that stuff, how could he mistake you for me?".The
rocking chair stopped squeaking under her. She heard the sincerity in Vinnie's voice, and as her disbelief dissolved, she was shocked into
immobility. She whispered, "My little superstition.".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..Two things about him were remarkable, beginning with his face. His head was wrapped with white gauze bandages, so he looked like
Claude Rains in The Invisible Man or like Humphrey Bogart in that movie about the escaped convict who has plastic surgery to foil the police and
to start a new life with Lauren Bacall. Blond hair sprouted from the top of the elaborate wrappings. Otherwise, only his eyes, his nostrils, and his
lips were uncovered..And had Phimie, retrieved from death by the resuscitation procedures of the surgical team, repaid Nella's kindness with her
own stunning message to Lipscomb?.Chicane wasn't alone. Sparky Vox, the building superintendent, approached behind him and hovered.
Seventy-two yet as spry as a monkey, Sparky didn't walk so much as scamper like a capuchin..Perched on a chair with two plump bed pillows to
boost her, Angel extracted one crisp strip from her club sandwich and asked Tom, "Where's bacon come from?".He wasn't required to torture
himself in search of pleasant conversation with those they visited. Agnes had virtually invented pleasant conversation..A matronly nurse arrived,
alerted to the patient's return to consciousness by the telemetry device associated with the heart monitor..the hilly streets of the city, ignoring all
traffic lights and stop signs, pegging the speedometer needle at its highest mark, as though he might eventually be air-cooled by sufficient speed.
He wanted to slam through unwary pedestrians, crack their bones, and send them tumbling..Just as Celestina snapped shut the latches on the
suitcase and turned to the door, a nurse's aide entered, pushing a cart loaded with towels and bed linens.."You feel remorse, though," said Agnes. "I
can see you do. And not just because of what happened to your hands.".He possessed vast files on tragic fires, and most of them were committed to
memory. In Vienna's magnificent Ring Theater, December 8, a blaze claimed 850 lives. On May 25, 1887, 200 dead at the Opera Comique, Paris.
November 28, 1942, in the Coconut Grove nightclub in Boston-when Jacob was only fourteen years old and already."You mean it's like with you in
the kitchen, but not if you go into the living room? Your cold has a mind of its own?".There was a valuable lesson to be learned from the encounter
with Renee Vivi: Many things in this life are not what they first appear to be. To Junior, however, the lesson was not worth learning if he had to
live with the vivid memory of his humiliation..If he was left standing on the porch, the visitor would circle the house, peering in windows where
the drapes were not drawn, trying the doors in hope of finding one unlocked. Fearful that Victoria was sick or injured, that perhaps she had slipped
on a pat of butter and cracked her Mad against the comer of an open oven door, he might try to force his way inside, break a window. Certainly he
would go to the neighbors to call the police..Too late, Paul thought of the one more thing he had wanted to say. Too late, he said it anyway, "God
bless you.".Although the piano was at some distance and the restaurant was a little noisy, Kathleen recognized the tune at once. She looked up from
her veal, her eyes full of merriment..In the instant that Junior had shoved Naomi into the rotted railing, he had foreseen this visit from Rudy,
Sheena, and Kaitlin. He'd known he could pretend to be offended at the state's offer to put a price on his loss, could feign revulsion, could resist
convincingly--until gradually, after grueling days or weeks, he reluctantly allowed the indefatigable."I don't like the old crazy doctor," she said, still
drawing. "I wish it was about bunnies on vacation-or maybe a toad learns to drive a car and has adventures.".She always had a generous heart.
After disease whittled Perri's flesh, leaving her so frail, her great heart, undiminished by her suffering, seemed bigger than the body that contained
it..He preferred to venture inside the house while some lights remained on. He didn't want to be reduced to creeping stealthily in the dark through
strange rooms: The very idea filled his guts with shiver chasing shiver..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.."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.".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..Twenty minutes later, at home, he poured sherry over ice. Sipping, he stood in the living room, admiring his two paintings..Tom
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Vanadium rose to his feet and, with one hand on Barty's shoulder, he surveyed the faces of those gathered on the porch. Most of these people were
such new acquaintances that they were all but strangers to him. Nevertheless, for the first time since his early days in St. Anselmo's Orphanage,
he'd found a place where he belonged. This felt like home..This was a test of Junior's gullibility, and he would not give Vanadium the satisfaction
of searching his robe for the coin..Switching on the windshield wipers, Joey said, "That's the first time I've ever heard you admit that either of your
brothers is odd.".Besides, Junior was reluctant to kill Vanadium, for real this time, and risk discovering- that the detective's filthy-scabby-monkey
spirit would in fact prove to be a relentless haunting presence that gave him no peace.."And after Phimie was gone ... he still hoped to learn the
rapist's name, put him in prison. But then something changed his mind ... oh, maybe two years ago. Suddenly, he wanted to let it go, leave
judgment to God. He said if the rapist was as twisted as Phimie claimed, then Angel and I might be in danger if we ever learned a name and went to
the police. Don't stir a hornet's nest, let sleeping dogs he, and all that. I don't know what changed his mind.".Returning the newborn to the nun,
Celestina asked for the use of a phone, and for privacy.."The mass of these malignancies suggest they will soon spread-or have already spread-out
of the eye to the orbit. There is no hope that radiation therapy will work in this instance, and no time to risk trying it even if there were hope. No
time at all. No time. Dr. Schurr and I agree, to save Bartholomew's life, we must remove both eyes immediately.".Edom did as asked. Then he cut
the deck into two approximately equal stacks when requested to do so..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..Either Obadiah intuited Agnes's fear or he was motivated by her kindness to reveal his method, after all. "I'm embarrassed
to say what you saw wasn't real magician's work. Crude deception. I chose the ace of diamonds exactly because it represents wealth in
fortune-telling, so it's a positive card that people respond well to. The ace with your boy's name was prepared beforehand, inserted face up toward
the bottom of the deck, so a middle cut wouldn't reveal it.".As long as Junior continued to fake sleep, the cop couldn't be absolutely sure that any
deception was taking place..Agnes pulled the stack of cards in front of her. She discarded the first two, as Maria would have done, and turned over
the third..Six captain's chairs encircled the big round table, one for everybody, including Agnes, but only Paul and Barty stayed seated..A sedan had
come to a stop in the graveled driveway, over to the right of the house, almost out of view. As Junior watched, the headlights were doused. The
engine shut off. The driver's door opened. A man got out of the car, a shadowy figure in the fearsome yellow moonlight. The dinner guest..As they
moved around the base of the oak from one vantage point to another, people stopped by to reassure Agnes, although never with a word, as though
to speak would be to jinx the climb. Maria placed a hand on her arm, squeezed gently. Celestina briefly massaged the nape of her neck. Edom gave
her a quick hug. Grace slipped an arm around her waist for a moment. Wally with a smile and a thumbs-up sign. Tom Vanadium, thumb and
forefinger in a confident OK. Lookin' good. Hang in there. Signs and gestures, maybe because they didn't want her to hear the quivers and catches
in their voices..The second and third rooms proved to be deserted, as well, and as muffled as the cushioned spaces of a funeral home, but an office
was tucked discreetly at the back of the final chamber. As Junior crossed the third room, apparently monitored by closed-circuit security cameras, a
man glided out of the office to greet him..In a few instances, when his suspicions were aroused in spite of their denials, Junior tracked down their
residences. He observed them in the flesh and made additional-and subtle-inquiries of their neighbors until he was satisfied that his quarry was
elsewhere.
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