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TO THE OCEAN DEEP
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..In that slow, flat delivery with which Junior was becoming increasingly
impatient, Detective Vanadium said, "We all were, Doctor. It was another election year, remember? More than once during that campaign, I
could've chugged ipecac. What else would work if I wanted to have a good vomit?".As the nurse slapped a bar of lye soap in Celestina's right hand,
she turned on the water in the sink..A shock-haired, bright-eyed woman with a candle bound to her forehead set down her pick to show Otter a little
cinnabar in a bucket, brownish red clots and crumbs. Shadows leapt across the earth face at which the miners worked. Old timbers creaked, dirt
sifted down. Though the air ran cool through the darkness, the drifts and levels were so low and narrow the miners had to stoop and squeeze their
way. In places the ceilings had collapsed. Ladders were shaky. The mine was a terrifying place; yet Otter felt a sense of shelter in it. He was half
sorry to go back up into the burning day..Junior Cain definitely was not a crazed sex-killer, not driven to homicide by weird lusts beyond his
control. A single night of sex and death-an indulgence never to be repeated-wouldn't require serious self-examination or a reconsideration of his
self-image..This trick, however, was far more difficult than walking where the rain wasn't. Sustaining vision took both a mental and physical toll
from him..Junior phoned a twenty-four-hour-a-day locksmith and paid premium post midnight rates to have the double deadbolts re-keyed..Indeed,
subconsciously, she had known that Nella was gone since receiving the call at 4:15 this morning. When the old woman had finished what she
needed to say, the silence on the line had been eerily perfect, without one crackle of static or electronic murmur, unlike anything Celestina had ever
heard on a telephone before.."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.".Your deeds ... will return to you, magnified beyond imagining ... the spirit of Bartholomew
... will find you ... and mete out the terrible judgment that you deserve..This graciousness didn't free Paul to speak. Instead, he felt his throat
thicken, trapping his voice more tightly still..In a rocking chair, holding her tiny son in her arms, Agnes cried quietly. Often, Barty slept through
her weeping. Awakened, he smiled or squinched his face into a puzzled frown.."I wouldn't just whack anyone, not even a worm bucket like Cain,
any more than I would commit suicide. Remember, I believe in eternal consequences.".He couldn't easily refuse the assignment. Later that year,
President Lyndon Johnson, with strong backing from both the Democratic and the Republican Parties, was expected to sign the Civil Rights Act of
1964, and currently it was dangerous for clearheaded believers in the primacy of self to express their healthy instincts, which might be mistakenly
perceived as racial prejudice. He could be fired.."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.."Money's no object. I can afford whatever you'd like to charge. And I'd be a diligent
student.".proud," she said, smiling as she quoted one of their father's most familiar sermons, "nor powerful-".Panic set in when he began to wonder
if these intestinal spasms were going to prevent him from leaving Spruce Hills. In fact, what if they required hospitalization?.The girl's appetite was
sharp, even though the food was soft and bland. Soon, she slept..At the bedside, Joshua Nunn, friend and physician, looked up as Paul approached.
He rose as though under a yoke of iron..The ghost cop was forty feet behind him, beyond ranks of other pedestrians, every one of whom might as
well have been faceless now, smooth and featureless from brow to chin, because suddenly Junior could see no countenance other than that of the
walking dead man. The haunting visage bobbed up and down as the grim spirit strode along, vanishing and reappearing and then vanishing again
among all the bobbing and swaying heads of the intervening multitudes.."He'll just think I'm an incompetent detective. If he comes around wanting
his five hundred bucks back, I'll give it to him.".He was Father Tom again, having recommitted to his vows three years previous. At his request, the
Church had assigned him as the chaplain of Pie Lady Services..With every step through the long night walk, Paul had considered what he would
say, must say, if this encounter ever took place. Now all his practiced words deserted him..Agnes had the craziest notion that he was counting them,
when at is age, Of course, he would have no concept of numbers..Sklent proved to be angry, suspicious, volatile, but also a man of tremendous
intellectual power. A profound and dazzling conversationalist, he rattled off breathtaking insights into the human condition, astonishing yet
unarguable opinions about art, and revolutionary philosophical concepts. Later, except in the matter of ghosts, Junior would not be able to
remember a single word of what Sklent had said, only that it had all been brilliant and really cool..She moved beside him. "For one minute, after
her heart stopped the first time, she wasn't here in St. Mary's, was she? Her body, yes, that was still here, but not Phimie.".Tom didn't understand
Edom's comment or the smiles that it drew, but otherwise, he was impressed by the ease with which these people absorbed what he had said and by
the imagination with which they began to expand upon his speculation. It was almost as though they had long known the shape of what he'd told
them and that he was only filling in a few confirming details..Wild exhilaration burst through him like pyrotechnics blazing in a night sky,
reminiscent of the rush of excitement that followed his bold action on the fire tower. Happily, Junior had no emotional connection to Prosser, as
he'd had to beloved Naomi; therefore, the purity of his.Junior needed something in his life, a missing element without which he could never be
complete, something more than a heart mate, more than German or French, or karate, and for as long as he could remember, he'd been searching for
this mysterious substance, this enigmatic object, this skill, this thingumajigger, this dowhacky, this flumadiddle, this force or person, this insight,
but the problem was that he didn't know what he was searching for, and so often when he seemed to have found it, he hadn't found it after all,
therefore he worried that if ever he did find it, then he might throw it away, because he would not realize that it was, in fact, the very jigger or
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gigamaree that he'd been in search of since childhood..He capped the bottle, pocketed it, and then kicked the dead man, kicked him again, and spat
on him..mother's understanding of the world and of her own existence. Unlike most other toddlers, Barty was entirely comfortable with change.
From bottle to drinking glass, from crib to open bed, from favorite foods to untried flavors, he delighted in the new. Although Agnes usually
remained near at hand, Barty was as pleased to be put temporarily in the care of Maria Gonzalez as in the care of Edom, and he smiled as brightly
for his dour uncle Jacob as for anyone..In fact, although weak and achy, Junior felt mentally refreshed and wonderfully alert..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:.She leaned against the apartment door for a long moment, holding on to the doorknob and to the
thumb-turn of the second deadbolt, as though she were convinced that if she let go, she would float off the floor like a cloud-stuffed child..Among
themselves, the authorities spoke more often than not in murmurs. Or perhaps Junior was too distracted to hear them clearly..Startled, the pianist
turned to face him-and backed off a step, as though his personal space had been too deeply invaded. "Oh, well, thank you, that's kind. I love my
work, you know, it's so much fun it hardly qualifies as work at all. I've been playing the piano since I was six, and I was never one of those children
who whined about having to take lessons. I simply couldn't get enough.".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..To the alleyway again. Not through the clodhopper-cluttered gallery this time. Around the block at a brisk walk..Kneeling at her side,
Junior placed the decorative pillow over her lovely face and pressed down firmly while Frank Sinatra finished "Hello, Young Lovers," and sang
perhaps half of "All or Nothing at All." Victoria never regained consciousness, never had a chance to struggle..Eventually he found himself alone at
the large viewing window of the neonatal-care unit. Seven newborns were in residence. Fixed to the foot of each of the seven bassinets was a
placard on which was printed the name of the baby..In the living room stood a Christmas tree, and under the tree lay prettily wrapped presents.
Junior enjoyed opening all of them, but he didn't find anything he wanted to keep..He got behind the wheel of the Studebaker, started the engine,
did a hard 180-degree turn, using more lawn than driveway, and cried out in terror when Vanadium moved noisily in the backseat..Anyway-and
curiously-Industrial Woman increasingly looked to him like Scamp. As various abraded and inflamed mucous membranes constantly reminded
him, he'd had more than enough of Scamp for a while. At last the day arrived: Friday, January 12.."Oh, yes. When he phoned, Reverend Collins
told me all about you and Bartholomew. At the front door, when I asked the boy's name, I already knew it and was just setting up this little trick for
you.".Paul Damascus remained busy, filling prescriptions, until he was finally able to take a lunch break at two-thirty..Nearly two weeks ago, in the
Spruce Hills hospital, Junior had been drawn by some strange magnetism to the viewing window at the neonatal-care unit. There, transfixed by the
newborns, he sank into a slough of fear that threatened to undo him completely. By some sixth sense, he had realized that the mysterious
Bartholomew had something to do with babies..Junior poured half the vodka over the corpse, splashed some around other parts of the kitchen, and
spilled the last on the cook top, where it trickled toward the active burner. This was not an ideal accelerant, not as effective as gasoline, but by the
time he threw the bottle aside, the spirits found the flame..Nicholas Deed was not the knave. He had already brought all the ruin into their lives that
he was going to bring..Edom would have judged this a perfect day-except for the earthquake weather. He was convinced that the Big One would
bring the coastal cities to ruin before twilight..He wanted, all right, but -intuition warned him that he ought to continue to be discreet for a while
longer.."It isn't just the rotten railing," Junior said, still paging through the report, his outrage growing. "The stairs are unsafe.".She stood just inside
the front door of the apartment, admiring herself in a full-length mirror, waiting patiently for Celestina, who was packing dolls, coloring books,
tablets, and a large collection of crayons into a zippered satchel..Junior no longer leaned casually on the casing. He put both hands flat against the
door..Agnes delighted in their conversations. Barty was far ahead of the language learning curve for his age, but he was still a child, and his
observations were filled with innocence and charm. "You mean your cold is like in your nose but not in your feet?"."No, that's not necessary,"
Junior said, trying to sound casual. "Considering what you told me, I'm sure whoever's bothering me here can't be Vanadium. I mean, him being on
the run, with plenty of his own troubles, the last thing he'd do is follow me here just to screw with my head a little.".Agnes remembered the blood,
the awful red flood. Excruciating pain and such fearsome crimson torrents. She'd thought her baby had entered the world stillborn on a tide of its
own blood and hers..After a while, a voice broke the vacuum-perfect silence. Bob Chicane. His instructor..The fact that Barty saw twisty spots with
either eye closed had prepared Agnes for this bleak news. Yet in spite of the defense that foreknowledge provided her, the teeth of sorrow bit
deep..When she turned to him again, he had already slipped into his jacket and snatched the car keys off the foyer table. He put his left hand under
her right arm, as though Agnes were feeble and in need of sup-.At the foot of the bed: a cedar chest. Four feet long, two feet wide, perhaps three
high. Brass handles..Barty whispered: "The North Pole Society of Not Evil Adventurers is now in session.".In his light backpack, he carried one
change of clothes, spare socks, candy bars, bottled water. He planned his journeys to be in a town every nightfall, where he washed one set of
clothes and donned the other..Thus began the first day of the last weekend of their old lives. Maria visited on Saturday, sitting in the kitchen,
embroidering the collar and cuffs of a blouse, while Agnes baked pies..As Junior blew his nose and blotted his eyes, Vanadium said, "I believe
YOU actually loved her in some strange way.".Frowning, Panglo, said, "Terrible, you're right, so many terrible things happen, but I don't see why
trains-".Eventually, dinner over, cleanup finished, when Maria and the uncles had gone, Agnes and Barty faced the stairs together. She followed,
holding his cane, which he said he preferred not to use in the house, prepared to catch him if he stumbled..He snatched up the wine list before she
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could look at it. "If you're paying, then I'm ordering whatever costs the most, regardless of what it tastes like.".Once in a while, however, he
reverted to his roots, to the food that gave him comfort. Thus, the cheeseburger and its decadent accoutrements..He turned the knob. The door eased
inward, but he pushed it open only a fraction of an inch..As she turned away from him and continued along the hall toward the kitchen, Agnes said,
"They'll be as good as new when she's mended them.''.He didn't allow himself to ponder why Vanadium had come here or what relationship might
have existed between the cop and Victoria. All that was for later consideration, after he had dealt with this unholy mess..Paul shook his head. He
presented a second picture of Perri, this one taken on Christmas Day, 1964, less than a month before she died. She lay in her bed in the living room,
her body shrunken, but her face so beautiful and alive..Taking her mother's advice to heart, Celestina sighed. "All right. Let's just pray they catch
him. But if they don't ... two weeks, and then the rest of the plan, the way you said, Tom. Except that I can't tolerate two weeks-in a hotel, cooped
up, afraid to go into the streets, no sun, no fresh air.".When she left Our Lady of Sorrows a few minutes later, she was convinced that the knave of
spades--whether a human monster or the devil himself-would never cross paths with Barty Lampion..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..Two soft-boiled eggs, one slice of bread neither toasted nor buttered, a glass of apple juice, and a dish of orange.During the
past ten days, he'd proved that he was clever, bold, with exceptional inner resources. He needed to tap his deep well of strength and resolve now,
more than ever. He'd been through far too much, accomplished too much, to be brought down by mere biology..Clutching the red rose in his left
hand, the brightly wrapped gift box half crushed in his right, Thomas Vanadium lay at Junior's mercy, with no tricks to perform, no quarter to set
dancing across his knuckles,.under the spoon to catch drips, she conveyed the shimmering sliver to Agnes's mouth..If blood tests revealed that
Junior wasn't the father, Vanadium would have a motive. It wouldn't be the right motive, because Junior truly hadn't known either that his wife was
pregnant or that she was possibly screwing around with another man. But the detective would be able to sell it to a prosecutor, and the prosecutor
would convince at least a few jurors..She bent down and kissed his cheek, his right eye, his left, his brow, his dry cracked lips. "I love you so much.
I wanted to die when I thought you weren't with me anymore..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..During the day and then following a dinner break,
the Hackachaks persisted. The hospital had never witnessed such a spectacle. Shifts changed, and new nurses came to attend to Junior in greater
numbers than necessary, using any excuse to get a glimpse of the freak show..Soon he dispensed with picture books and progressed to short novels
for more accomplished readers, and then rapidly to books meant for young adults. Tom Swift adventures and Nancy Drew mysteries captivated him
through the summer and early autumn.."No, the monster lives in there," Barty said, which was a joke, because he'd never suffered night frights of
that-or any--sort..As the bitch began her backswing, Junior grabbed the chair. He didn't try to tear it out of her hands, but used it to shove her as
hard as he could..A cold wind raised a haunting groan as it harried itself around and around in the bronze hollow of the bell atop the church steeple,
shook dead needles from the evergreens, and resisted Paul's progress with what seemed to be malicious intent. Miles ago, between the towns of
Brookings and Pistol River, he had decided that he wouldn't again walk this far north at this time of year, even if the guidebooks did claim that the
Oregon coast was a comparatively temperate zone in winter..This venerable old building, as solidly constructed as a castle, was well-insulated;
noises in other apartments rarely penetrated to Junior's. Never before had he heard a neighbor's voice distinctly enough to comprehend the words
spoken-or, in this case, sung..With remarkably little splash, the sedan eased into the water. Briefly it floated, bobbling near shore, tipped forward
by the weight of the engine. As the lake flooded in through the floor vents, the vehicle settled steadily-then sank rapidly when water reached the
two partially open windows..Of course, Angel might have been playing around with the talking book. Or, even though she'd left the dolls
downstairs, she might have been filling the time until Barty's return by having a nice chat with Miss Pixie and Miss Velveeta. She had other voices,
too, for other dolls, and one for a sock puppet named Smelly..Elsewhere in the cemetery, about 150 yards away, another interment service-with a
much larger group of mourners-had begun prior to this one for Naomi. Now it was over, and the people were dispersing to their cars..He hadn't
seen Thomas Vanadium since Monday, at the cemetery, and Vanadium 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..Kathleen and Nolly shifted their attention to Tom's clenched left hand, although the quarter could not possibly have traveled from one fist
to the other..While waiting for inspiration to present him with a better strategy, Junior returned to the telephone book in search of the right
Bartholomew. Not the directory for Spruce Hills and the surrounding county, but the one for San Francisco..Of the three Bartholomews that he'd
turned up recently, he chose Prosser because, burdened by the name Enoch, Junior felt sympathy for any girl whose parents had cursed her with
Zelda..Jacob cooked corn bread, cheese-and-parsley omelettes, and crisp home fries with a dash of onion salt..Tom plucked the quarter off the
glass, folded it into his right fist, and then at once opened his hand, which was now empty.."Who?" she shouted, though they were perched side by
side on a black-leather love seat..be entombed in one of those memorial walls, well above ground level, where nothing was likely to seep into
them..On Thursday, January 4, he used his John Pinchbeck identity to purchase a new Ford van with a cashier's check. He leased a private garage
space in the Pinchbeck name, near the Presidio, and stored the van there..That saving smile once more returned lost harmony to the scarred and
broken face. "Not me. From my perspective, psychology is just one more of those easy sources of false meaning-like sex, money, and drugs. But I
will admit to knowing a thing or two about evil."."You did just fine, Tom, just fine," Agnes said in a consoling tone that she might have used with a
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boy whose performance, at a piano recital, had been earnest but undistinguished. "We were all quite impressed.".She hadn't sung since the
early-morning hours of October 18, and no other paranormal event had occurred since then. The waiting between manifestations scraped at Junior's
nerves worse than the manifestations themselves..This was not the same card he'd found at his bedside, under two dimes and a nickel, on the night
following Naomi's funeral. He had torn that one and had thrown it away..He went in a pretense of blindness, gripping Angel's arm, but he missed
nothing, and etched every detail in his memory, against the need of them in the coming dark..Edom bit his lower lip, shook his head, and
stubbornly clung to Barty's left foot..For a while, leaning forward in his chair and staring at the floor with an intensity and an expression that could
not have been inspired by the insipid vinyl tiles, Tom mulled over what she'd told him. Then: "The connection is there, but it's still not entirely
clear to me. So he took perverse pleasure in raping her with her father's sermon as accompaniment . . . and maybe without his realizing it, the
reverend's message got deep inside his head. I wouldn't think our cowardly wife killer has the capacity for guilt ... although maybe your dad worked
a sort of miracle and planted that very seed.".By Thursday, September 23, due to Junior's accident and surgery, the draft board-which had reinstated
his I -A status after he'd lost the exemption that had come with his former job as a rehabilitation therapist-agreed to schedule a new physical
examination in December..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.."I know Edom and Jacob have been a burden," said Vinnie, "you having
to be responsible for them-"."I'll teach her," Wally said, moving past them to the apartment door, fishing a ring of keys out of his coat pocket..This
declaration was received seriously by Edom and Jacob, as if the devil often strolled the streets of Bright Beach and from time had been known to
snatch little babies from their mothers' and eat them with mustard..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..Angel, busy with a cookie through most of this, licked crumbs from
her lips and asked Paul, "Do you have a puppy?".His inner turmoil boiled ever more fiercely, and the external evidence of it grew more obvious. In
the cool air of the fading afternoon, he perspired as profusely as a man already being strapped into an electric chair; it streamed, gushed. He shook,
shook, and he was half convinced that he could hear his bones rattling together like the shells of hard-boiled eggs in a rolling cook pot.."It was...
the only dream that mattered," Joey said. "You ... loving me. It was a good life because of you.".After his conversation with Magusson, however,
Junior realized this fear was irrational. If the detective had miraculously escaped the cold waters of the lake, he would have been in need of
emergency medical treatment. He would have staggered or crawled to the county highway in search of help, unaware that Junior had framed him
for Victoria's murder, too badly wounded to care about anything but getting medical attention..The blue vault above, cloudless now, was the most
threatening sky that Edom had ever seen. The air was astonishingly dry so soon after a storm. And still. Hushed. Earthquake weather. Before this
momentous day was done, great temblors and five-hundred-foot tidal waves would rock and swamp the coast..Focus, Caesar Zedd teaches, is the
sole quality that separates millionaires from the flea-ridden, sore-pocked, urine-soaked winos who five in cardboard boxes and discuss vintages of
Ripple with their pet rats. Millionaires have it, winos don't. Likewise, nothing but the ability to focus separates an Olympic athlete from a cripple
who lost his legs in a car wreck. The athlete has focus, and the cripple doesn't. After all, Zedd notes, if the cripple had it, he would have been a
better driver, an Olympic athlete, and a millionaire..He sat on the edge of the bed and held her right hand. She had passed away such a short time
ago that her skin was still warm.
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