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The night was holding its breath again, the previous breeze now pent up in the breast of darkness..The masterpiece that Junior purchased was 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..under the spoon to catch drips,
she conveyed the shimmering sliver to Agnes's mouth..When at last the caller spoke again, her voice sounded a kingdom away: "Will you tell
Bartholomew ... ?".For a moment, Junior was mystified. Vanadium's movements had the quality of ritual, vaguely reminiscent of a priest raising
high the Eucharist..LATE TUESDAY AFTERNOON in Bright Beach, as a darker blue and iridescent tide rolled across the sky, seagulls rowed
toward their safe harbors, and on the land below, shadows that had been upright at work all day now stretched out, recumbent, preparing for the
night..A cause now apparent, the fear explained, Agnes held her baby more tightly. So new to the world, he seemed already to be slipping away
from her, captured by the whirlpool of a demanding destiny..Zedd endorses self-pity, but only if you learn to use it as a springboard to anger,
because anger-like hatred--can be a healthy emotion when properly channeled. Anger can motivate you to heights of achievement you otherwise
would never know, even just the simple furious determination to prove wrong the bastards who mocked you, to rub their faces in the fact of your
success. Anger and hatred have driven all great political leaders, from Hider to Stalin to Mao, who wrote their names indelibly across the face of
history, and who were-each, in his own way-eaten with self-pity when young..The boy wasn't translucent, as his father's ghost had been on that
drizzly January night almost three years ago. The same drowned light of this gray afternoon that revealed the gravestones and the dripping."But
before you leave St. Mary's," the physician said, "I'd like a few mutes of your time. It's very important to me. Personally.".Junior discovered more
tears than could have been found in ten thousand onions. His wife and his unborn baby. He had been willing to sacrifice his beloved Naomi, but
maybe he would have found the cost too high if he had known that he was also sacrificing his first-conceived child. This was too much. He was
bereft..On the afternoon of November ninth, when Paul and Barty were with her, reminiscing, and Angel was in the kitchen, getting drinks for
them, his mother gasped and stiffened. Breathless, she paled past chalk, and when she could breathe and speak again, she said, "Get Angel now. No
time to bring the others.".In the face of his kindness, however, she couldn't refuse his request. She nodded..Convinced that the house was playing
tricks on him, Barty went downstairs, step by measured step, to the foyer and the ground-floor hall..He found nothing especially gratifying,
switched off the lights, and moved on to the living room. If Cain was coming home, he could glance up from the street and see lights ablaze here,
so Vanadium resorted to a small flashlight, always carefully hooding the lens with one hand..She worried that he would need to go to the bathroom
during the night and that, half asleep, he might turn the wrong way, toward the stairs, and fall. Three times they paced off the route from the
doorway of his room to the hall bath. She would have walked it a hundred times and still not been satisfied, but Barty said, "Okay, I've got
it.".Harmless though they were, the sight of them, swaddled and for the most part concealed, first troubled him and then quickly brought him
--inexplicably, irrationally, undeniably--to the trembling edge of outright fear..Edom complied, and in the arc of red Bicycle patterns, one card
revealed too much white comer, because it was the only one face up.."Miss White was admitted to St. Mary's late January fifth," said Nolly, "with
dangerous hypertension, a complication of pregnancy.".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..than the left: slack yet with a pulled look. The left eyelid drooped. That side of her.He
vanished through some hole, some slit, some tear bigger than anything through which Tom flipped his quarters..Otter was reluctant to answer. He
had to like Hound, but didn't have to trust him. "Shape-changing," he mumbled at last..Thunder less distant now. Around her-the crackle of police
radios, the clang of tools being readied, the skirl of a stiffening wind. Dizzying, these sounds. She couldn't shut her ears against them, and when she
closed her eyes, she felt as though she were spinning..Junior knew that he must remain vigilant. Vigilant and focused until January 12 had come
and gone. Eight days to go..you greater strength and determination than any other motive. But you should know this much.... You need to keep her
safe for another reason. She's special. I don't want to explain why she's special or how I know that she is, because this isn't the time or place, not
with your dad's death and Wally in the hospital and you still shaky from the attack.".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.This time he
didn't flip the quarter straight into the air. He tipped his hand, and with his thumb, he shot the coin toward Agnes..Furthermore, fear of the unknown
is a weakness also because it humbles us. Humility, Caesar Zedd declares, is strictly for losers. For the purpose of social and financial
advancement, we must pretend to be humble-shuffle our feet and duck our heads and make self-deprecating remarks-because deceit is the currency
of civilization. But if ever we wallow in genuine humility, we will be no different from the mass of humanity, which Zedd calls "a sentimental
sludge in love with failure and the prospect of its own doom.".Ichabod passed Bartholomew through the open door to Celestina in the passenger's
seat, went around the Buick, put the tote bag in the back, and climbed behind the wheel once more..After coffee had been served, when Celestina
and Wally were no longer the center of attention, he indicated the array of desserts with his fork, smiled, and said, "I just want you to know, Celie,
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that these are sweets enough until we're married.".The previous April, the lads from Liverpool had claimed all five of the top five. Real Americans,
like the Beach Boys and the Four Seasons, were forced to settle for lower numbers. It made you wonder who had really won the Revolutionary
War..Embarrassed, cold, abruptly frightened, she returned to the Old West, where night on the low desert was warm. The campfire flickereded
welcomingly. John Wayne put an arm around her and said, "There are no dead husbands or dead babies here," and though he intended only to
reassure her, she was overcome by misery until Shirley MacLaine took her aside for some heart-to-heart girl talk. Agnes woke again and was no
longer chilled, but feverish. Her lips were cracked, her tongue rough and dry..If Vanadium appeared among these men, Junior would not only puke
out the contents of his stomach, but also would disgorge his internal organs, every last one of them, and spew up his bones, too, until he emptied
out everything within his skin..Because his lacrimal glands and tear ducts were intact, Barty could cry with his plastic eyes. Consequently, it didn't
seem all that much more incredible to be seeing with them..The old woman crumpled with a papery rustle, as though she were an elaborately folded
piece of origami. She would be unconscious for a while, and after she came around, she probably wouldn't remember who she was, let alone what
make of car she'd been driving, until Junior was well out of Eugene.."This is going to be an enormous settlement," the attorney promised. "And
there's more good news. County and state authorities have agreed to close the case on Naomi's death. It's now officially an accident.".daughter's
existence. Angel, if that's what she were eventually to be named, lived under a threat as surely as had all the children of Bethlehem, who'd been
slain according to the decree of King Herod. The baby curled one small hand around her aunt's index finger. So tiny, fragile, she nonetheless
gripped with surprising tenacity..Dressed entirely in a shade of pink that darkened to rouge when wet, Angel squealed and deserted Barty.
Spotted-streaked-splashed, with false tears on her cheeks, with a darkly glimmering crown of rain jewels in her hair, she raced up the steps as
though she were a princess abandoned by her coachman, and allowed herself to be scooped into her grandmother's arms..Agnes thought crazily of
their early dates and the first years of their marriage. They had occasionally gone to the drive-in, sitting close,.Mary Lampion, little light, was
home-schooled as her father and mother had been. But she didn't study just reading, writing, and arithmetic. Gradually she developed a range of
fascinating talents not taught in any school, and she went exploring in a great number of the many ways things are, journeying to worlds right here
but unseen..Mechanics have reliably steady hands, yet Jacob's hands shook as he discarded two cards and slowly turned over the ninth
draw..Thrusting the red rose at her again, insistently pressing it against her hand to distract her, Junior swung the Merlot, and just as Sinatra sang
the word sugar with a bounce, the bottle smacked Victoria in the center of her forehead..As to the distressing matter of Seraphim's daughter, Junior
at first decided to return to San Francisco to torture the truth out of Nolly Wulfstan. Then he realized that he'd been referred to Wulfstan by the
same man who had told him that Thomas Vanadium was missing and was believed to be Victoria Bressler's killer.."Joey was, after all, an insurance
broker," Vinnie reminded her. "He was going to look out for his family.".He stood at a window, staring down into the street, his profile to her, and
in his silence he searched for the words to describe the "something extraordinary" that he had mentioned earlier..Clinging to the desperate hope of
an ultimate reunion, he put the gun away, went to the kitchen, and made a grilled-cheese sandwich: cheddar, with dill pickles on the side..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.."No, no. But
being around him so much, inevitably I absorb some details. He's a compelling speaker when the subject interests him.".NOT IN A MOOD to
garden, but wearing the proper gloves, Junior clicked on the foyer light, the hall light, the kitchen light, and stepped around the
clubbed-smothered-shot nurse, to the range, where he switched on the right oven, in which an unfinished pot roast was cooling, and the left oven, in
which the dinner plates waited to be warmed. He cranked up a flame again under the pot of water that had been boiling earlier-and glanced hungrily
at the uncooked pasta that Victoria had weighed and set aside,.Third, Celestina had a daughter. Not a boy named Bartholomew. Seraphim's baby
had been a girl. Named Angel. This confused Junior as much as it stunned him..SERAPHIM AETHIONEMA WHITE was nothing whatsoever like
her name, except that she had as kind a heart and as good a soul as any among the hosts in Heaven. She did not have wings, as did the angels after
which she had been named, and she couldn't sing as sweetly as the seraphim, either, for she had been blessed with a throaty voice and far too much
humility to be a performer. Aethionema were delicate flowers, either pale-or rose-pink, and while this girl, just sixteen, was beautiful by any
standard, she was not a delicate soul but a strong one, not likely to be shaken apart in even the highest wind..The phone rang at 3:20 in the
afternoon, just after he switched off the radio in disgust. Sitting in the breakfast nook, the Oakland telephone directory open in front of him, he
almost said, Find the father, kill the son, instead of, "Hello.".Although, to her eyes, the natural world had an ominous cast this morning, she was
also aware of its great beauty. She wanted Barty to store up every magnificent vista, every exquisite detail.."This is for Zelda," Junior said,
ramming forward across the threshold with the knife..By the time he ordered cr?me brulee for dessert, he was able to laugh at himself. Had he
expected to see a ghost enjoying a cocktail and free cashews at the bar?.In July 1967, at two and a half, he finally contracted his first cold, an
off-season virus with a mean bite. His throat was sore, but he didn't fuss or even complain. He swallowed his medicine without resistance, and
though he rested occasionally, he played with toys and paged through picture books with as much pleasure as ever..too quiet and too patient to be
the living-dead incarnation of a murdered wife. This was a predatory silence, an animal cunning, not a supernatural hush. This was the elegant
stillness of a panther in the brush,.Eye to eye with Tom, Celestina herself did some clear-seeing. "You're special, too, in lots of obvious ways. But
like Angel, you're special in some secret way ... aren't you?".He hadn't seen Thomas Vanadium since Monday, at the cemetery, and Vanadium
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hadn't pulled any tricks since leaving twenty-five cents at his bedside that same night. Almost four days undisturbed by the hectoring detective. In
matters Vanadium, however, Junior had learned to be wary, prudent..She had expected horror, although perhaps not a horror quite as stark as this,
and she had also expected to be crushed by it, destroyed, because although she was able to survive any misery that might be visited upon her, she
didn't think that she possessed the fortitude to endure the suffering of her innocent child. Yet she listened, and she received the terrible burden of
the news, and her bones did not at once turn to dust, though unfeeling dust was what she now preferred to be..Having been a volunteer instructor of
English to twenty adult students over the years, having taught Maria Elena Gonzalez to speak impeccable English without a significant accent,
Agnes was little needed as a teacher by her son. Even more than other children, he asked why with numbing regularity, why this and why that, but
never the same question twice; and as often as not, he already knew the answer that he sought from her and was only confirming the accuracy of his
deduction. He was such an effective autodidact, he schooled himself better than any college of professors that could have been assigned to
him..Deciding that he didn't need an exit line, Junior headed toward the service road and his Suburban..If there had been footsteps, they had fallen
silent the moment Junior froze to listen for them. Even over the hard drumming of his heart, he would have heard any noise. The pillowy fog
seemed to smother sound in the alleyway more effectively than ever..And now she didn't need him anymore. He gazed at her face, held her cooling
hand; his anchor was slipping away from him, leaving him adrift..His mouth was dry when he said to Angel, "Well, it seems pretty magical to
me-that flipped-coin trick.".Looking from one to another of his companions, Tom said, "When I think of everything that had to happen to bring us
here tonight, the tragedies as well as the happy turns of fortune, when I think of the many ways things might have been, with all of us scattered and
some of us never having met, I know we belong here, for we've arrived against all odds." His gaze traveled back to Agnes, and he gave her the
answer that he knew she hoped to hear. "This boy and this girl were born to meet, for reasons only time will reveal, and all of us ... we're the
instruments of some strange destiny."."I'm not. I'm just going to be the conscience that Enoch Cain seems to have been born without.".As he rose
from his chair, Barty began to reacquaint himself with the feeling of all the ways things are, began to bend his mind around the loops and rolls and
tucks of reality that he had perceived on the roller coaster that day, and by the time he had followed Angel and Tom to the bottom of the stairs and
into the oak-shaded yard behind the house, the day faded into view for him..He remembered standing in the cemetery, downhill from Seraphim's
grave-although at the time he'd known only that it was a Negro being buried, not that it was his former lover-and thinking that the rains would over
time carry the juices of the decomposing Negro corpse into the lower grave that contained Naomi's remains. Had that been a half-psychic moment
on his part, a dim awareness that another and far more dangerous connection between dead Naomi and dead Seraphim had already been formed?.In
his smooth whiteness, Junior felt a pressure on his eyes, and then came visual hallucinations, disturbing his deep inner peace. He felt someone peel
up his eyelids, and Bob Chicane's worried face-with the sharp features of a fox, curly black hair, and a walrus mustache-was inches from his..On
the high marsh-Dragonfly-A description of Earthsea.."Not really. I love you, Mommy." He yawned and dropped into sleep with a quickness that
always amazed her. And then everything changed in one stunning moment. Changed profoundly and forever.."Living high. When I wasn't on the
road, I had a fine house here in Bright Beach, not this rental shack I'm in now, but a nice little place with an ocean view. You can guess what went
wrong.".He hurried into the bedroom and switched on the nightstand lamp, without concern for whether the light might be seen from the
street.."Well, you see, that's the funny thing about all the important choices we make. If we make a really big wrong choice, if we do the really
awful wrong thing, we're given another chance to continue on the right path. So the very moment I stupidly stepped off the curb without looking, I
created another world where I did look both ways and saw the rhinoceros coming. And so-".When the waiter had gone, -Tom said, "Don't worry
about abetting a crime. If I had to pop Cain to prevent him from hurting someone, I wouldn't hesitate. But I'd never act as judge and jury
otherwise.".Junior was accustomed to having women seduce him. His good looks were a blessing of nature. His commitment to improving his mind
made him interesting. Most important, from the books of Caesar Zedd, he had learned how to be irresistibly charming..He rolled Neddy onto one
side, but no gold watch lay underneath, so he let the musician flop onto his back again..On a morning in July, Junior was visiting the public library,
poring through the stacks in search of exotic volumes on the occult, when the phantom voice rose nearby. Here, the singing sounded softer than in
his apartment, little more than a murmur, and also threadier..Pecan cakes, cinnamon custard pies boxed in insulated coolers, gifts wrapped with
bright paper and glittery ribbons. Agnes Lampion made deliveries to those friends who were on her list of the needful, but also to friends who were
blessed with plenty. The sight of each beloved face, each embrace, each kiss, each smile, each cheerfully spoken "Merry Christmas" at every stop
fortified her heart for the sad task awaiting her when all gifts were given..The sidewalks were crowded with businessmen in suits, hippies in
flamboyant garb, groups of smartly attired suburban ladies in town to shop, and the usual forgettably dressed rabble, some smiling and some surly
and some mumbling but as blank-eyed as mannequins, who might be hired assassins or poets, for all he knew, eccentric millionaires in mufti or
carnival geeks who earned their living by biting heads off live chickens..Using the brochure as an ice-breaker, Junior circulated through the throng,
seeking anyone who'd attended the.Three and a half days had passed since he'd pushed his wife off the tower, and in that time he'd had no real fun.
He was gregarious by nature, never one to turn down a party invitation. He liked to laugh, to love, to live, but he couldn't enjoy life when he must
remember at all times to appear bereft and to keep sorrow in his voice..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..Kathleen expected this would prove to be true. She herself was not frightened by Thomas Vanadium's appearance; but then she had been
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prepared for it before she first saw him. And she wasn't a murderer, fearful of retribution, to whom this particular face would seem like Judgment
personified..He tried to lean back as he dropped, with the hope that he would fall under her, providing cushion if they met with sidewalk instead of
lawn..Of the curiosities Junior uncovered, Frieda's weapons interested him most. Guns were stashed throughout the apartment: revolvers, pistols,
and two pistol-grip shotguns. Sixteen altogether..As he passed the living-room archway, he said, "Watch out for tidal waves, Uncle Jacob.".You
struck a discord that can he heard, however faintly, all the way to the farthest end of the universe.....Champagne, then, and two shopping bags
packed full of Armenian takeout. Sou beurek, mujadereh, chicken-and-rice biryani, stuffed grape leaves, artichokes with lamb and rice, orouk,
manti, and more. Following a Baptist grace (said by Grace), Wally and the three White women, a fourth present in spirit, sat around the
Formica-topped table, feasting, laughing, talking about art and healing and baby care and the past and tomorrow, while up on Nob Hill, Neddy
Gnathic sat tuxedoed at a lacquered black piano, sprinkling diamond-bright notes through an elegant room..He half expected to hear Thomas
Vanadium in the distance, softly singing "Someone to Watch over Me.".She expected him to be gone, snatched by an accomplice who had come in
the back way while Deed had distracted her at the front door..Daylight had retreated from the windows. Winter night, wound in scarfs of fog, like a
leprous mendicant, rattled out a breath as though begging their attention beyond the glass..or the barber. Never was he afraid to fall asleep, and
having fallen asleep, he appeared to have only pleasant dreams..Prosser-fifty-six, a widower, an accountant-had a thirty-year-old daughter, Zelda,
who was an attorney in San Francisco. Junior had driven to Terra Linda previously, to research the accountant; he already knew Prosser had no
connection to Seraphim's fateful child..voice was flat, a drone; he had delivered not an emotional threat, but a quiet promise.."God bless us, every
one," Agnes repeated with all her extended family, and after a sip of the wine, she made an excuse to check on something in the kitchen, where she
pressed hot tears into a cool, slightly damp dishtowel to prevent the telltale swelling of her eyes..If he woke, however, and saw her sitting vigil,
Barty would understand how terrible his condition might be..Leaving Frieda unconscious and reeking, a condition in which her bralessness had no
power to arouse him, Junior left..The big trees on Vanadium's property also stood bare, allowing a relatively unobstructed view of the house. The
back of the residence as dark, but a soft light warmed two windows at the front..The lack of offensive odors indicated that he hadn't landed in a
container filled with organic garbage. In the blackness, judging only by feel, he decided that almost everything was in plastic trash bags, the
contents of which were relatively soft-probably paper refuse..JUNIOR CAIN WANDERED among the Philistines, in the gray land of conformity,
seeking one-just one-refreshingly repellent canvas, finding only images that welcomed and even charmed, yearning for real art and the vicious
emotional whirlpool of despair and disgust that it evoked, finding instead only themes of uplift and images of hope, surrounded by people who
seemed to like everything from the paintings to the canapes to the cold January night, people who probably hadn't spent even one day of their lives
brooding about the inevitability of nuclear annihilation before the end of this decade, people who smiled too much to be genuine intellectuals, and
he felt more alone and threatened than eyeless Samson chained in Gaza..Before Junior had become a physical therapist, he had considered studying
to be a dentist. A low tolerance for the stench of halitosis born of gum disease had decided him against dentistry, but he still could appreciate a set
of teeth as exceptional as these..Judging by Grace's expression when Paul plucked the chest off the floor, he figured it was heavy. He had no way of
knowing for sure, because he was in a weird state, so saturated with adrenaline that his heart squirted blood through his arteries at a speed Zeus
couldn't have matched with the fastest lightning bolts in his quiver. The chest felt no heavier than a pillow, which couldn't be right, even if it was
empty..On the morning of November third, Barty asked Maria to inquire of Agnes what she would like to have read to her. "Then when she
answers you, just turn and leave the room. I'll take it from there.".When Junior cut open a grapefruit for breakfast, he didn't find a quarter in it..As
though frightened of the gentle certainty in Celestina's eyes, the doctor turned away from he, and toward the window once more..knew Phimie died
in childbirth, not an accident, and Max's instincts told him rape. I explained to your dad why Cain was the man. I wanted whatever information he
might have. But I suppose ... sitting there, looking at my face, he decided that Cain is indeed the biggest hornet's nest ever, and he didn't want to put
his daughter and granddaughter at greater risk than necessary.".The young man raised his voice to be heard above the gobbling of the art turkeys.
"No, sir. He just asked where the men's room was."."But what made you choose that life? You must have committed to the seminary awfully
young.".He had sworn this vow before. An argument could be made that he had broken it..Harmonizing with Diana Ross, Mary Wilson, and
Florence Ballard, he drove to the granite quarry three miles beyond the town limits..Teasing out the card, Edom saw that it was an ace of
diamonds-remarkable in light of Maria Gonzalezs fortune'-telling session last Friday evening. He was more astonished, however, by the name
printed in black ink diagonally across the face of the card: BARTHOLOMEW..But both the Church and quantum physics contend there is no such
thing. Coincidence is the result of mysterious design and meaning--or it's strange order underlying the appearance of chaos. Take your pick. Or, if
you choose, feel free to believe that they're one and the same..Maria, puzzled but cooperative, left the room as instructed, and Barty removed the
correct book from the stack on the table, without anyone's guidance. He sat in the armchair at his mother's side and began to read:.His artificial eyes
were almost a month old. He'd been through surgery to have the eye-moving muscles attached to the conjunctiva, and everybody told him that the
look and movement were absolutely real. In fact, they had told him this so often, in the first week or two, that he became suspicious and figured
that his new eyes were totally out of control and spinning like pinwheels..Getting out of the stuffy car into air much chillier than it had been when
he'd left this place, Junior stood unsteadily as the police and the paramedics gathered around him. Then he led them through the wild grass to
Naomi, moving haltingly, stumbling on small stones that the others navigated with ease..Oblivious that she and Barty had become the center of
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attention, Angel said, "Does he ever get the quarters back?".Unerringly, in the darkness, he found her face with both hands. Smoothed her brow.
Traced her eyes with fingertips. Her nose, her lips. Her cheeks..The paramedic, fingers pressed to the radial artery in Junior's right wrist, must have
felt a rocket-quick acceleration in his pulse rate..She loosened her hair and brushed it out, and Nolly took her to dinner at their favorite place, which
had the decor of a classy saloon and a bay view suitable for God's table. They came here often enough that the maitre d' greeted them by name, as
did their waiter..What he saw next in the brochure wasn't the link that he sought, but it alarmed him so much that the three-fold pamphlet rattled in
his hands. The reception for Celestina's show had been this evening, had ended more than three hours ago..Currently, the rental market was
extremely tight. The first day of his search resulted only in the discovery that he was going to have to pay more than he expected even for modest
quarters..Junior was paying his dinner check and calculating the tip when the pianist launched into "Someone to Watch over Me." Although he'd
expected it all evening, he twitched when he recognized the tune..Then he closed his eyes, held the revolver in both hands, and at point-blank
range, he shot the dead woman twice..With a nervous twitch of his avian head and a wary frown, the watcher broke eye contact and slipped into the
chattering crowd, lost as quickly as a slender sandpiper skittering among a herd of plump seagulls..Celestina was amazed by her own courage in
combat and by the steady calm that served her so well now. She wasn't shaken by the thought of what might have happened to her, and to her
daughter, because her mind and her heart were with Wally-and because, having been watered with hope all of her life, she had a deep reservoir on
which to draw in a time of drought..At nearly forty years of age, Edom still dreamed of that grim summer afternoon, although not as often as in the
past. When it troubled his sleep these days, it was a nightmare that gradually metamorphosed into a dream of tenderness and hope. Until the last
few years, he'd always awakened when the roses were being jammed into his mouth or when the thorns flicked through his eyelashes, or when
Agnes began to strike their father with the Bible, thus seeming to assure worse punishment. This additional act, this transition from horror to hope
before he woke, had been added when Agnes was pregnant with Barty. Edom didn't know why this should be so, and he didn't try to analyze it. He
was simply grateful for the change, because he woke now in a state of peace, never with worse than a shudder, no longer with a hoarse cry of
anguish..He slipped behind the door and raised the pewter candlestick over his head. Weighing perhaps five pounds, the object made a formidable
bludgeon, almost as good as a hammer.
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