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BARTY AND THE WORRY MONSTER
On the other hand, one needed to believe in something. Junior didn't clutter his mind with superstitious nonsense or allow himself to be constrained
by the views of bourgeois society or by its smug concepts of right and wrong, good and evil. From Zedd, he'd learned that he was the sole master of
his universe. Self-realization through self-esteem was his doctrine; total freedom and guiltless pleasure were the rewards of faithful adherence to
his principles. What he believed in-the only thing he believed in-was Junior Cain, and in this he was a fiercely passionate believer, devout unto
himself Consequently, as Caesar Zedd explained, when any man was clearheaded enough to cast off all the false.To his surprise, when Naomi
expressed an interest in romance, Junior was a bull again. He would have thought he had left his best stuff at Reverend Harrison White's
parsonage..This graciousness didn't free Paul to speak. Instead, he felt his throat thicken, trapping his voice more tightly still..Judging by his great
pleasure in learning, Barty didn't feel robbed of anything. To him, the world was an orange of infinite layers, which he peeled and savored with
increasing delight..The gray pewter appeared to be mottled with a black substance. Perhaps char. As though it had been soiled in a fire..When the
police operator answered, Junior shrieked, "I've been shot! Jesus! Shot! Help me, an ambulance, oooohhhh shit! Hurry!".Perhaps she was afflicted
with only expressive aphasia, but she must be confused to some degree. The baby, which would be placed for adoption, was not hers to
name..Aside from purchasing the T S. Eliot book, which he hadn't found time to read, Junior was only peripherally aware of current events,
because they were, after all, current, while he tried always to focus on the future. The news of the day was but a faint background music to him,
like a song on a radio in another apartment..Robert Heinlein saved her. Over hot dogs and chips, she read to Barty from Red Planet, beginning at
the top of page 104. He had previously shared enough of the story with Agnes so that she felt connected to the narrative, and soon she was
sufficiently involved with the tale that she was better able to conceal her anguish..When she looked up from Barty, she saw the attorney with his
hands full of documents. "Surprise? I know what's in Joey's will.".Someone she had known. Someone Celestina, too, might know. He lived in or
around Spruce Hills, because Phimie had considered him still to be a threat..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..What the commodifiers of fantasy count on and exploit is the insuperable
imagination of the reader, child or adult, which gives even these dead things life-of a sort, for a while..As Obadiah lowered himself into a
well-worn armchair, he said to Edom, "Son, don't I know you from somewhere?".His daughter, his affliction, his millstone, granddaughter of the
boil-giving voodoo Baptist ....These past ten days had been the most difficult of her life, harder even than those following Joey's death. Back then,
although she had lost a husband and a gentle lover and her best friend all at once, she'd had her undiminished faith, as well as her newborn son and
all the promise of his future. She still had her precious boy, even though his future was to some extent blighted, and her faith remained with her,
too, though diminished and offering less solace than before..In Oregon, standing at Junior Cain's bedside, turning a quarter across the knuckles of
his left hand, Thomas Vanadium asks about the name that his suspect had spoken in the grip of a nightmare..No more than a minute after
Vanadium departed, a nurse arrived in a rush, no doubt sent by the hateful cop. Hard to tell, through all the tears, if she was a looker. A nice face,
perhaps. But such a stick-thin body..The word diarrhea was inadequate to describe this affliction. In spite of the books he'd read to improve his
vocabulary, Junior could not think of any word sufficiently descriptive and powerful enough to convey his misery and the hideousness of his
ordeal..Turning in circles, he tipped his head back, presenting his face to the streaming sky, laughing.."Do you want me to call and confirm how
Vanadium was harassing you up here?" asked Magusson..Blue fire flashed across the top of the range and followed drips down the baked-enamel
front to the floor. Blue flared to yellow, and the yellow darkened when the blaze found the cadaver..From his first birthday to his third, Barty made
worthless all the child-care and child-development books that a first-time mother relied on to know what to expect of her offspring, and when.
Barty grew and coped and learned according to his own clock.."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.".The bitch was getting tired, but Junior still didn't like his odds in a
hand-to-hand confrontation. Her hair was disarranged. Her eyes flashed with such wildness that he was half convinced he saw elliptical pupils like
those of a jungle cat. Her lips were skinned back from her teeth in a snarl..As if a door had briefly opened between this windless day and another
world, a single gust rattled rain against the windows..The verdant hills to the east lay like slumbering giants under blankets of winter grass, bright
in the morning sun. But when the shadows of clouds sailed off the sea and gathered inland, the slopes darkened to a blackish green, as somber as
shrouds, and a landscape that had appeared to be sleeping forms now looked dead and cold..For a long time, she sat alone in the dark living room,
in the armchair that had been Joey's favorite, thinking about many things but returning often to the memory of Barty's dry walk in wet
weather..He'd wanted to give Celestina more help than she would accept. She continued working nights as a waitress for two years, while she
completed classes at the Academy of Art College, and she quit her job only when she began to sell her paintings for enough to equal her wages and
gratuities..Paul's Mediterranean complexion didn't make a blush easy to detect, but Tom thought his face brightened until it was a shade or two
closer to the color of his rust-red hair. His eyes, usually so direct, evaded Celestina..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..To Dr. Parkhurst, Vanadium
barty-and-the-worry-monster.pdf
Page 1/7

Barty And The Worry Monster

said, "In my work, I see lots of people who've just lost loved ones. None of them has ever puked like Vesuvius.".Frequently, people told Agnes that
she should find an agent for Barty, as he was wonderfully photogenic; modeling and acting careers, they assured her, were his for the asking.
Though her son was indeed a fine-looking lad, Agnes knew he wasn't as exceptionally handsome as many perceived him to be. Rather than his
looks, what made Barty so appealing, what made him seem extraordinarily good-looking, were other qualities: an unusual gracefulness for a child,
such a physical easiness in every movement and posture that it seemed as though some curious personal relationship with time had allowed him
twenty years to become a three-year-old; an unfailingly affable temperament and quick smile that possessed his entire face, including his
mesmerizing green blue eyes. Perhaps most affecting of all, his remarkable good health was expressed in the lustrous sheen of his thick hair, in the
golden-pink glow of his summer-touched skin, in every physical aspect of him, until there were times when he seemed radiant..The ball of sodden
Kleenex was gripped so tightly in Junior's left hand that had its carbon content been higher, it would have been compacted into a diamond. He saw
Vanadium staring at his clenched fist and sharp white knuckles. He tried to ease up on the wad of Kleenex, but he wasn't able to relent..The night
was holding its breath again, the previous breeze now pent up in the breast of darkness..Many nights, his sleep wasn't half as restful as he would
have wished, for he often dreamed of walking in a wasteland. Sometimes, desert salt flats stretched in all directions, with here and there a
monument of weather-gnarled rock, all baking under a merciless sun. Sometimes, the salt was snow, and the monuments of rock were ridges of ice,
revealed in the hard glare of a cold sun. Regardless of the landscape, he walked slowly, though he had the desire and the energy to proceed faster.
His frustration built until it was so intolerable that he woke, kicking in the tangled sheets, restless and edgy..In the cab, pulling into traffic, the
driver said, "The mister tells me you're the star of the show tonight.".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..Glaring and red-faced, lowering his voice almost to a whisper, Neddy said, "I'm sorry,
but you've got me all wrong. I'm not like Renee and you."."In cases like this, the malignancy is often more advanced in one eye than the other. If
the size of the tumor requires it, we remove the eye containing the greatest malignancy, and we treat the remaining eye with radiation.".She wanted
to go to San Francisco with Celestina, to have the baby in the city, where the father-and not incidentally her friends and Reverend White's
parishioners-would never know she'd given birth. The more her parents and sister argued against this plan, the more agitated Phimie became, until
they worried that they would jeopardize her health and mental stability if they didn't do as she wished..So that my mind could move about among
the years and centuries without getting things all out of order, and to keep contradictions and discrepancies at a minimum while I was writing these
stories, I became (somewhat) more systematic and methodical, and put my knowledge of the peoples and their history together into "A Description
of Earthsea." Its function is like that of the first big map I drew of all the Archipelago and the Reaches, when I began to work on A Wizard of
Earthsea over thirty years ago: I needed to know where things are, and how to get from here to there-in time as well as in space..Snap, snap, snap!
Three more quarters ricocheted off the left side of his face-temple, cheek, jaw..When Agnes and Paul returned from a honeymoon in Carmel, they
discovered that Edom had finally cleared out Jacob's apartment. He donated his twin's extensive files and books to a university library that was
building a collection to satisfy a growing professorial and student interest in apocalyptic studies and paranoid philosophy..He squirmed deep under
the covers, clamped a plump pillow over his head to muffle the singing, and chanted, "Find the father, kill the son," until at last he fell exhausted
into sleep..As spectacularly busty as the not-yet-dead Jayne Mansfield, Frieda never wore a bra. In 1966, this free-swinging style was little seen.
Initially, Junior didn't realize bralessness was a declaration of Frieda's liberation; he thought it meant she was a slut..The roses filling the
countersunk vases in the comers of Joey's gravestone were not Edom-grown, but they were Edom-bought. He had visited the florist himself,
personally selecting each bloom from the inventory in the cooler; but he didn't have the courage to accompany Agnes and Barty to the grave..Junior
Cain was committed to continuous self-improvement. He believed in the need constantly to expand his knowledge and horizons order to better
understand himself and the world. The quality of life was solely the responsibility of oneself he author of How to Have a Healthier Life through
Autohypnosis was Dr. Caesar Zedd, a renowned psychologist and best-selling author of a dozen self-help texts, all of which Junior owned in
addition to the literature that he had acquired from the book club. When he had been only fourteen, he'd begun buying Dr. Zedd's titles in
paperback, and by the time he was eighteen, when he could afford to do so, he'd replaced the paperbacks with hardcovers and thereafter bought all
the doctor's new books in the higher-priced editions. The collected works.Then her breath caught repeatedly in her breast as her throat tightened
against the influx of air. One particularly difficult inhalation dissolved into a sob, and she wept..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..When his stomach rolled uneasily and his scalp prickled, he was seized by panic, certain that he was going to suffer both violent nervous
emesis and severe hives, breaking out and chucking up at the same time. He popped the capsules into his mouth but couldn't produce enough saliva
to swallow them, so he turned on the faucet, filled his cupped hands with water, and drank, dribbling down the front of is jacket and sweater..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..As she struggled to cope with her loss, the last thing Agnes needed was the reminder posed by that empty chair. Maria's intentions were
good, however, and Agnes didn't want to hurt her feelings..Celestina circled him, half carrying but also half dragging the chair, either because her
nerves were still ringing and her arms were weak--or because she was faking weakness in the hope of luring him to a reckless response. Junior
circled her while she rounded oil him frantically trying to deal with the pistol without taking his eyes off his adversary..Agnes returned home from
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a pie run with the usual team-grown to five vehicles, including paid employees-to find a gathering in the yard and Barty halfway up the
oak.."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."."I thought so," Angel said, dubiosity squinching her face. "Mrs. Ornwall made me cheese.".Skinny, pasty-faced, chattering sissy,"
he hissed, still so furious with Neddy that he wanted to jam the pianist's head in the toilet even though he was dead. Jam his head in and stomp on
him. Stomp him into the bowl. Flush and flush, stomp and stomp..In the hall that served the two ground-floor apartments, they encountered Rena
Moller, the elderly woman who lived in the unit across from theirs. She was polishing the dark wood of her front door with lemon oil, a sure sign
that her son and his family were coming to dinner..The chest respirator, which Joshua had evidently applied, lay discarded on the bedclothes beside
her. She seldom required this apparatus to assist her breathing, and then only at night..While they waited for the room-service waiter to arrive, Tom
got from Paul a detailed report of Enoch Cain's attack on the parsonage. He had heard most of it from friends in the state-police homicide division,
which was assisting the Spruce Hills authorities. But Paul's account was more vivid. The ferocity of the assault convinced Tom that whatever the
killer's twisted motives might be, Celestina and her mother-and not least of all Angel-were in danger as long as Cain roamed free. Perhaps as long
as he lived..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..As Wally followed them inside,
Celestina grinned at him. "From the car to the living room, all as neat as a well-practiced ballet. We've got a big headstart on this married
thing.".Kathleen had never heard a religious calling described in such odd words as these, and she was surprised, indeed, to hear a priest refer to
God as "strange.".They were married in September of that year, much later than even Grace White's wager date. As Grace's guess had been closer
than her daughter's, however, Celestina paid with a month of kitchen duty..IN HOSPITALS, AS in farmhouses, breakfast comes soon after dawn,
because both healing and growing are hard work, and long days of labor required to save the human species, which spends as mu& time earning its
pain and hunger as it does trying to escape them..Celestina threw down the weapon even before she turned, and as two cops entered the room, she
cried, "He's getting away!"."Well, you ought to be," Grace said, taking her pies out to the Suburban that Wally had bought solely for this
enterprise..She tried to tell him that he was going to make it, that he would be with her for a long time, that the universe was not so cruel as to take
him at thirty with all their lives ahead of them, but the truth was here to see, and she could not lie to him..He returned to the house and extinguished
the three blown-glass oil lamps on the living-room coffee table. Out, as well, the silk-shade lamp..self-controlled as he would need to be in any
interrogation conducted by this brush-cut, thick-necked toad..In those days they had no fixed names for the various kinds and arts of magic, nor
were the connections among those arts clear. There was-as the wise men of Roke would say later-no science in what they knew. But Hound knew
pretty surely that his prisoner was concealing his talents..Fathoms of silence flooded the line. Still, she listened. He sensed her there, though as if at
a great depth..Amused, Wally said, "You artists do love to dramatize-or have I forgotten the San Francisco blizzard of '65?".In his mind, Junior saw
a quarter turning knuckle over knuckle, and he heard the maniac cop's droning voice: There's a fine George and Ira Gershwin song called
"Someone to Watch over Me. " You ever hear it, Enoch? I'm that someone for you, although not, of course, in a romantic sense..He was still her
boy. As always, her boy. Bartholomew. Barty. Her sweetie. Her kiddo..The traffic light turned green. Now onward home. Rolex recovered and
bright upon his wrist, Junior Cain drove his Mercedes with a restraint that required more self-control than he had realized he could tap, even with
the guidance of Zedd..He couldn't see into the next aisle through the gaps between rows of books, because the shelves had solid backs..Later, at
home in bed, after Nolly proved the value of oysters, he and Kathleen lay holding hands. Following a companionable silence, he said, "It's a
mystery.".He backed toward the hall door, watching as the fire spread. After lingering until certain that the house would soon be a seething pyre, he
finally sprinted along the hall to the front door..He heard her explain that the title of the exhibition had been inspired by one of her father's sermons,
which aired on a nationally syndicated weekly radio program more than three years ago. This wasn't a religious program, per se, but rather one
concerned with a search for meaning in life; it usually broadcast interviews with contemporary philosophers as well as speeches by them, but from
time to time featured a clergyman. Her father's sermon received the greatest response from listeners of anything aired on the program in twenty
years, and three weeks later, it was rerun by popular demand.."Not only coal miners. Old as you are in some ways, you're still too young for me to
explain. I will someday.".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..sky grew sullen in the early twilight, and the city once more arrayed itself in the red gesso and gold leaf that had indirectly illuminated
Celestina's apartment ceiling the previous night..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..His happy expectation thickened into dread when he spotted the ambulance at the curb. And in the driveway stood the Buick that
belonged to Joshua Nunn, their family doctor..Grace White was petite, and Paul wasn't. Otherwise he might not have been able to halt her
determined rush toward her husband, might not have been able to scoop her off her feet and, carrying her in his arms, spirit her to safety..They sat
in silence, and the moment held such an extraordinary quality of expectation that Kathleen would not have been surprised if the vanished quarter
had suddenly appeared in midair and dropped, winking brightly, to the center of Nolly's desk, there to spin with perpetual motion, until Vanadium
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chose to pluck it up..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..Therefore, after the nasty shooting, as the Bartholomew hunt continued, so did the good
life..Tom believed that the girl had an intuitive understanding of the true complexity of the world, but she was only three, after all, and neither
ready nor able to absorb the scientific theory that supported her intuition..In his blindness, Barty listened to her reports and, through her, saw more
than he could have seen if never he had lost his eyes..Here again were these peculiar grammatical constructions, which sometimes she had thought
were just the mistakes that even a prodigy could be expected to make, and which sometimes she had interpreted as expressions of fanciful
speculations, but which lately she had suspected were of a more complex-and perhaps darker-nature. Now her dread took form, and she wondered
if the personality disorders that had shaped her brothers' lives could have roots not just in the abuse they had taken from their father, but also in a
twisted genetic legacy that could manifest again in her son. In spite of his great gifts, Barty might be destined for a life limited by a psychological
problem of a unique or at least different-nature, first suggested by these occasional conversations that seemed not fully coherent..A cast-bronze
figure, fixed to lacquered walnut in want of raw dogwood, suffered above the bed. This crucifix, contrasting starkly with the white walls, reinforced
the impression of monastic economy..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..Even in this soft light, Nolly could see that she was blushing like a young girl. She glanced around at the nearby
tables..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..Abruptly, without a cannonade of thunder, without artillery strikes of lightning, the storm broke. As loud
as marching armies, rain tramped across the roof..From Joey's closet, she extracted an old blue blazer that he seldom wore anymore. The lining was
sagging, worn,.He went upstairs to change out of his dark blue suit and badly scuffed black shoes..The hall was deserted. Then a woman came out
of one of the offices and walked toward the gallery, without glancing at him..He was wrong about this. On the final Friday of every month, in
sunshine and in rain, Junior routinely took a walking tour of the six galleries that were his very favorites, browsing leisurely in each and chatting up
the galerieurs, with a one-o'clock break for lunch at the St. Francis Hotel. This was a tradition with him, and invariably at the end of each such day,
he felt wonderfully cozy..Cold, wind-driven rain slashed through the missing windows, and voices rose in the street as people ran toward the
Pontiac-thunder in the distance-and on the air was the ozone scent of the storm and the more subtle and more terrible odor of blood, but none of
these hard details could make the moment seem real to Agnes, who, in her deepest nightmares, had never felt more like a dreamer than she felt
now..Freed for the moment from the need to be strong for her sleeping Angel or for Wally, Celestina turned to Tom Vanadium, saw in his gray
eyes both the sorrow of the world and a hope to match her own, saw in his ruined face the promise of triumph over evil, leaned against him for
support, and finally dared to cry..Junior was disturbed that the mysterious chanteuse had been performing when he wasn't home. He felt violated.
Invaded..Everyone agreed, and the order was placed when their waiter brought appetizers: crab cakes for Nolly, scampi for Kathleen, and calamari
for Tom..When Agnes woke at 1:50 A.M., she was in the grip of a vague apprehension for which she couldn't identify a source..At the end of their
second date, however, Frieda invited Junior up to her apartment, to see her Lientery collection and, no doubt, to take a ride on the Cain ecstasy
machine. She owned seven canvases by the painter, received as partial payment of his PR bills..Edom had turned away from the box of groceries
that he was packing. Frowning at the pies, he said, "You don't think. . ..Agnes's chilled bones. Pushing a tangle of wet hair away from her face, she
realized that her hands were shaking..unwittingly oversell any strong reaction, striking a false note and raising suspicions..Music played within. An
up-tempo number. Possibly swing. He couldn't quite identify the tune..With the second shot, the dead woman tumbled out of her chair, and the
chair clattered onto its side..Barty wore elfin-size, knitted blue pajamas complete with feet, white rickrack at the cuffs and neckline, and a matching
cap. His white blanket was decorated with blue and yellow bunnies..He might not have this future-living thing down perfectly, but he was
absolutely terrific at anger..Earlier, he had placed an open fifth of vodka on the table, in front of Victoria. The nurse, no longer in the chair,
sprawled on the floor as if she had emptied another bottle before this one..Startled, he braked to a halt. Agnes didn't say anything until Joey had
taken three or four deep,.Celestina dropped to one knee in front of Angel, to tie the drawstrings of the hood under the girl's chin..If Junior had not
been such a rational man, schooled in logic and reason by the books of Caesar Zedd, he might have snapped there in the street, before the
photograph of Seraphim, might have begun to shake and sob and babble until he wound up in a psychiatric ward. But although his trembling knees
felt no more supportive than aspic, they didn't dissolve under him. He couldn't breathe for a minute, and his vision darkened at the periphery, and
the noise of passing traffic suddenly sounded like the agonized shrieks of people tortured beyond endurance, but he held fast to his wits long
enough to realize that the name under the photo, which served as the centerpiece of a poster, read Celestina White in four-inch letters, not
Seraphim..Backing off, trying to feel his way to the foyer and front door, afraid that if he stumbled over a chair, she'd descend upon him like a
screaming hawk upon a mouse, Junior denied her accusation. "You're crazy. How could I know? Look at you! How could 1 possibly know?".His
alcohol-soured breath washed over Agnes as he asked, "How's Bartholomew doing, is he okay, is the little guy in good health?"."Less than a year
and a half ago, Hurricane Flora--she killed over six thousand in the Caribbean.".Before he searched the bedroom, Vanadium walked quickly back
through the rooms that he had already inspected, suddenly remembering the three bizarre paintings of which Nolly, Kathleen, and Sparky had
spoken, and wondering how he could have overlooked them. They were not here. He was able to locate, however, the places on the walls where the
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art works had hung, because the nails still bristled from the pocket plaster, and picture hooks dangled from the nails..Carrying him to the window,
gazing up at the stars, the moon, she said, "I'll always read to you, Barty.".If her beautiful son was to be a prodigy of any kind, she would thank
God for his talent and would do anything she could to help him achieve his destiny..In spite of the ravages of illness and age, beauty remained in
the old woman's face. Her bone structure was superb. In youth, she must have been stunning..With Barty's presence, Christmas Eve dinners had
become even more agreeable, especially this year when he was almost-three-going-on-twenty. He talked about the visits to friends that he and his
mother and Edom had made earlier in the day, about Father Brown, as if that cleric-detective were real, about the puddle-jumping toads that had
been singing in the backyard when he and his mother had arrived home from the cemetery, and his chatter was engaging because it was full of a
child's charm yet peppered with enough precocious observations to make it of interest to adults..Worse, to make credible his anguish and to avoid
suspicion, he would have to play the devastated widower for at least another couple weeks, perhaps for as long as a month. As a dedicated follower
of the self-improvement advice of Dr. Caesar Zedd, Junior was impatient with those who were ruled by sentimentality and by the expectations of
society, and now he was required to pretend to be one of them-and for an interminable period of time..Otter was reluctant to answer. He had to like
Hound, but didn't have to trust him. "Shape-changing," he mumbled at last..From serviceway to alley to serviceway to street, into the city and the
fog and the night, Junior ran from the Cain past into the Pinchbeck future..The mummified moon had unwound itself from its rags of embalming
clouds. Its pocked face glowered in full brightness on the spreading branches of the pine, on the yard, and on the graveled driveway.
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