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DNIGHT SUNBEAMS OR BITS OF TRAVEL THROUGH THE LAND OF THE NORSEMA
This comment left Tom nonplussed. He could only imagine that Jacob had known someone who died in that crash-yet the twin's tone of voice and
his expression seemed to suggest that a world without the Bakersfield train wreck would be a less convivial place than one that included it..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 gigamaree that he'd been in search of since childhood..After wiping her
floury hands, Agnes took the book from him and, examining it, could find nothing wrong. She flipped back a few pages, then a few forward, but
the lines of type were crisp and clear. "Show me where, honey.".As Barty ascended higher, Agnes's fear became purer, but at the same time, she
was filled with a wonderful, irrational exhilaration. That this could be accomplished, that the darkness could be overcome, struck music from the
harpstrings of the soul. From time to time, the boy paused, perhaps to rest or to mull over the three-dimensional map in his incredible mind, and
every time that he started upward again, he put his hands in exactly the right place, whereupon Agnes would speak a silent inner yes! Her heart was
with Barty high in the tree, her heart in his, as he had been with her, safe inside her womb, on the rainy twilight that she had ridden the spinning,
tumbling car to widowhood.."You can't take much of anything by mouth for a few hours yet," said the nurse. "Nausea is too great a risk. Retching
might start you hemorrhaging again.".After using a paring knife to section and core an apple, Paul withdrew a sheet of stationery from his desk and
uncapped a fountain pen. His penmanship was old-fashioned -in its neatness, as precise and appealing as fine calligraphy. He wrote: Dear Reverend
White ....Agnes saw no arc of color from candle to candle, and she thought that he must mean for her to look at the many cut-crystal wineglasses
and water glasses, in which the lambent flames were mirrored. Here and there, the prismatic effect of the crystal rended reflections of the flames
into red-orange-yellow-green-blue-indigo-violet spectrums that danced along beveled edges..In spring, summer, and fall, they brightened the grave
with the roses that Edom grew in the side yard. In this less rose-friendly season, these Christmas bouquets had been purchased at a flower shop..At
the farthest end of the loft from the stereo speakers, voices nevertheless had to be raised in even the most intimate exchanges. The artist who had
created In the Baby 's Brain Lies the Parasite of Doom, Version 6, however, possessed a voice as deep, sharp-edged, and penetrating as his
talent.."By law, adoption records are sealed and so closely guarded that you'd have an easier time acquiring a complete roster of the CIA's deep
cover agents worldwide than finding this one baby.".Magically, a shiny quarter appeared in Thomas Vanadium's right hand. It turned end over end,
knuckle to knuckle, disappeared between thumb and forefinger, and reappeared at the little finger, beginning its cross-hand journey once
more.."My dad's already armored me," Celestina assured her. "He says art lasts, but critics are the buzzing insects of a single summer day.".Wally
switched off the engine and killed the headlights. "Home, where the heart is.".Junior closed his weary eyes and gratefully submitted as the
paramedic wiped his greasy face and his crusted lips with a cool, damp cloth..The friendship, the work, and not least of all the sense of home and
belonging that everyone felt within minutes of crossing Agnes's threshold-these things appealed to Celestina and Grace. But they didn't want Paul
to feel that his hospitality was unappreciated..Assuming that the boy had closed his eyes and was talking to himself, somewhere between his
self-told bedtime story and a dream, Agnes retreated from the room, pulling the door only half shut behind her..face with one hand, as if pulling off
cobwebs. "Did you say you were in my house?".Sitting on a stool at the counter, he ordered a cheeseburger, coleslaw, french fries, and a cherry
Coke..When Junior tried to lift Victoria, her voluptuousness lost its appeal. As dead weight, she was heavier than he expected..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..Even a cool day on the pie route could produce a good sweat by journey's end,
because with the addition of the men to this ambitious project, they now not only made deliveries but also performed some chores that were a
problem for the elderly or disabled..OF THE SEVEN NEWBORNS, none was fussing, too fresh to the world to realize how much was here to
fear..No, impossible. He had killed Victoria almost a year and a half before this phone call. When you were dead, you were gone forever..He
couldn't much longer take advantage of Paul Damascus's hospitality. Since bringing Wally to town, Tom had been staying in Paul's guest bedroom.
He knew that he was welcome indefinitely, and the sense of family that he'd found with these people had only grown since January, but he
nevertheless felt that he was imposing..Halfway home, he heard sirens and saw the beacons of approaching emergency vehicles. He pulled the
Suburban to the side of the road and watched as two fire trucks passed, followed by an ambulance..Because Junior's right arm was encumbered by
the bracing board and the intravenous needle, he tugged a mass of tissues from the box with his left hand..With the uniformed troopers was a
stocky, late-fortyish, brush-cut man in black slacks and a gray herringbone sports jacket. His face was almost pan flat, his first chin weak, his
second chin stronger than the first, and his function unknown to Junior. He would have been the least likely man to be noticed in a
ten-thousand-man convention of nonentities, if not for the port-wine birthmark that surrounded his right eye, darkening most of the bridge of his
nose, brightening half his forehead, and returning around the eye to stain the upper portion of his cheek..Holding the pistol, fully extending his right
arm in execution style, the gunman approached the fallen minister..Like a spring-loaded novelty snake erupting from a can, Junior exploded up
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from the chair, nearly knocking it over..As he passed the living-room archway, he said, "Watch out for tidal waves, Uncle Jacob.".Happiness could
grow out of unspeakable tragedy with such vigor that it produced dazzling blooms and lush green bracts. This insight served, for Celestina, as a
primary inspiration for her painting and as proof of the grace granted in this world that we might perceive and be sustained by the promise of an
ultimate joy to come..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..Because this kind of fictional fact, like maps of imaginary realms, is of real interest to some readers, I include the description after the stories.
I also redrew the geographical maps for this book, and while doing so, happily discovered a very old one in the Archives in Havnor..During the
following day, January 6, as Phimie was wheeled around the hospital for tests in various departments, Celestina remained in 724, working on her
portfolio for a class in advanced portraiture. She was a Junior at the Academy of Art College..No one could put him in prison because of his
dreams. "I can't remember. Those are the worst, when you're not able to remember them-don't you think? They're always so silly when you can
recall the details. When you draw a blank ... they seem more threatening.".Celestina looked up from the scarred top of the desk toward the
fog-white sky beyond the window, from reality to the promise..As though stirred by static electricity, the fine hairs on the backs of Tom's hands
quivered, and a current of expectation coursed through him..Heinlein dreamed of traveling to far worlds. Prior to his death, John Kennedy had
promised that men would walk on the moon before the end of the decade. Barty wanted nothing so grand, only to read a few stories, to lose himself
in the wonderful private pleasure of books, because soon each story would be a listening experience only, no longer entirely a private journey..The
only light came from a reading lamp. An adjustable brass shade directed the light down onto a chair.."Yeah," he confirmed, applying a blue crayon
to a grinning bunny that was dancing with a squirrel..This was not the time to ponder the nature of the relationship between the treacherous Miss
Bressler and Vanadium. Junior had a bloody trail to cover, and precious time was ticking away..No. Not exactly then. Not at the sight of the coin or
the detective. He had felt this way at Vanadium's mention of the name that he, Junior, had supposedly spoken in his nightmare..Glorying in the
cloudless day and the warmer than usual weather, he drove seventy miles north, through phalanxes of evergreens that marched down the steep hills
to the scenic coast. All the way, he monitored the traffic in his rearview mirror. No one followed him..This wasn't thrill killing-which, now that he'd
had time to think about it, he realized was beneath him, even if in the service of personal growth. This would be murder for good, justifiable
cause.."Oh, yes, 1 recall it now. Polar bears eating tourists in Union Square, wolf packs prowling the Heights."."Well, Uncle Jacob doesn't
understand kids. Anyway, this is pretty good stuff."."There's nothing here for you," she said, stepping back from the door in order to close it..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..The fire
department. The firemen could come without sirens, quietly with their ladders, so as not to break Barty's concentration..This was one of many
things about Agnes that amazed Edom. If he had dared to make a list of all the qualities that he admired in her, he would have sunk into despair at
the consideration of how much better she had coped with adversity than either he or Jacob..EVERY MOTHER BELIEVES that her baby is
breathtakingly beautiful. She will remain unshakably convinced of this even if she lives to be a centenarian and her child has been harrowed by
eight hard decades of gravity and experience..The apartment above Elena's Fashions could be reached by a set of exterior stairs at the back of the
building. The climb had never before taxed Agnes in the least, but now it took away her breath and left her legs trembling by the time she reached
the top landing..After the service, among those who came to Agnes at graveside, trying to express the inexpressible, was Paul Damascus, the owner
of Damascus Pharmacy on Ocean Avenue. Of Mideastern extraction, he had dark olive skin and, incredibly, rust--red hair. With his rust-red
eyebrows, lashes, and mustache, his handsome face looked like that of a bronze statue with a curious patina.."Ouch," said Edom, and this earned
him loving smiles from Maria, Agnes, and Barty..He had experienced considerable self-revelation during the past eighteen hours, but of all the new
qualities he had discovered in himself, Junior was most proud of the realization that he was such a profoundly sensitive person. This was an
admirable character trait, but it would also be a useful screen behind which to commit whatever ruthless acts were required in this dangerous new
life he'd chosen..That night her sleep was deeper than it had been in a long time, deep as she had expected sleep would never be again, and she was
not plagued by any dreams at all, not a dream of children suffering, nor of tumbling in a car along a rain-washed street, nor of thousands of
windblown dead leaves rattling-hissing along a deserted street and every leaf in fact a jack of spades..Because he genuinely liked women and hoped
always to please them, always to be discreet and chivalrous and giving, Junior did as she wished, spinning a vivid account of the grisly vengeance
he would take if ever Seraphim told anyone what he'd done to her. Vlad the Impaler, the historical inspiration for Brain Stoker's Dracula--thank
you, Book-of-the-Month Club--could not have imagined bloodier or more horrific tortures and mutilations than those that Junior promised to visit
upon the reverend, his wife, and Seraphim herself Pretending to terrorize the girl excited him, and he was perceptive enough to see that she was
equally excited by pretending to be terrorized..At a gun shop, Junior purchased two hundred rounds of ammunition. Later, that many cartridges
seemed excessive to him. Later still, he purchased another two hundred..He would have done it, too, and risked establishing a pattern that police
might notice; but the still, small voice of Zedd guided him now, as so often before, and counseled calm, counseled focus..That was all right, for she
had done the same for Otter's elder sister, and so his parents sent him to her in the evenings. But she taught Otter more than the song of the
Creation. She knew his gift. She and some men and women like her, people of no fame and some of questionable reputation, had all in some degree
that gift; and they shared, in secret, what lore and craft they had. "A gift untaught is a ship unguided," they said to Otter, and they taught him all
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they knew. It wasn't much, but there were some beginnings of the great arts in it; and though he felt uneasy at deceiving his parents, he couldn't
resist this knowledge, and the kindness and praise of his poor teachers. "It will do you no harm if you never use it for harm," they told him, and that
was easy for him to promise them.."Maybe because we didn't want to be called witches," said Obadiah with a smile, "and give folks one more
reason to hang us.".Barty's release from Hoag Presbyterian had been delayed by an infection, and thereafter he had spent three days in a
Newport-area rehabilitation hospital. Rehab consisted largely of orientation to his new dark world, since his lost function could not be recovered by
either diligent exercise or therapy.."We don't believe it does, do we, Daddy? We don't believe blood tells. We believe we're born to hope, under a
mantle of mercy, don't we?".Junior picked up his pace, pushing through the crowd, repeatedly glancing back, and although he caught only quick
squints of the dead cop's face, he could tell that something was terribly wrong with it. Never a candidate for matinee-idol status, Vanadium looked
markedly worse than before. The port-wine birthmark still pooled around his right eye. His features were not merely pan-flat and plain, as they had
been before, but were ... distorted..Celestina finally zipped shut the satchel. "You better watch out for the big bad wolf.".Looking up at the mirror
above the sink, he saw reflected not the self-improved and fully realized man that he'd worked so hard to become, but the pale, round-eyed little
boy who had hidden from his mother when she had been in the deepest and darkest end of one of her cocaine-assisted, amphetamine-spiced mood
swings, before she traded cold reality for the warm coziness of the asylum. As if some whirlpool of time was spinning him backward into the
hateful past, Junior felt his hard-won defenses being stripped away.."If they always go there, smoosh--smoosh, then you're going to wind up with
one really fat finger." *."You must be thinking of someone else," she said, pushing a wad of bills into his hand. "Me, I'm a jellyfish in high
heels.".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..The longer he crouched, head cocked, breathing silently through his open mouth,
the more convinced Junior became that he had heard a man approaching. Indeed, the terrible conviction grew that someone was standing
immediately in front of the dumpster, head cocked, also breathing through his open mouth, listening for Junior even as Junior listened for him..Off
with the cap. Yellow capsules in the bottle, also blue. He managed to shake one of each color into the palm of his left hand without spilling the rest
on the floor..Her metal hands were still crossed defensively over her breasts. The artist had welded large hexagonal nuts to her rake-tine fingers to
suggest knuckles, and balanced on one nut was a fourth quarter.."Well, actually, I owe Phimie. It's what she said between her two deaths on the
delivery table that's changed my life."."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.".They were inseparable, her son and this cherished girl, as they had been
virtually since the moment they had met, more than six years ago. The special perception that they shared--all the ways things are-accounted for
part of their closeness, but only part. The bond between them was so deep that it defied understanding, as mysterious as the concept of the Trinity,
three gods in one..Harrison was a Baptist, Vanadium a Catholic, and although they approached the same faith from different angles, they weren't
coming to it from different planets, which was the feeling Vanadium had been left with following their conversation. It was true that Enoch Cain
could never be brought successfully to trial for the rape of Phimie, subsequent to her death and in the absence of her testimony. And it was also
uncomfortably true that exploring the possibility that Cain was the rapist would tear open the wounds in the hearts of everyone in the White family,
to no useful effect. Nevertheless, to rely on divine justice alone seemed naive, if not morally questionable..For Junior, 1968-the Chinese Year of the
Monkey--would be the Year of the Plastic Surgeon. He would require extensive dermabrasion to restore the smoothness and tone to his skin, to be
as irresistibly kissable as he had been before. While at it, he would need surgery to make subtle changes in his features. Tricky. He didn't want to
trade perfection for anonymity. He must take care to ensure that his postsurgery look, when he let his hair grow in and perhaps dyed it, would be as
devastating to women as his previous appearance..Retracing his path across the kitchen, he caught a faint whiff of jasmine from the backyard.
Funny, jasmine here inside. Two paces later, he felt a draft..Maybe he would get lucky, and an airliner would fall out of the sky right now, right
here, obliterating him in an instant..But first, in early July, he stopped taking French lessons. It was an impossible language. Difficult to pronounce.
Ridiculous sentence constructions. Anyway, none of the good-looking women he met spoke French or cared whether he did..Suddenly so many of
Zedd's greatest maxims seemed to conflict with one another, when previously they had together formed a reliable philosophy and guide to
success..The room was bright enough for him to confirm that he was alone. The interior of the box in which Naomi now resided could be no more
silent than this house..A few gasps and exclamations. A sweet giggle and applause from Angel. The reactions were surprisingly mild..WALTER
PANGLO, the only mortician in Bright Beach, was a sweet tempered wisp of a man who enjoyed puttering in his garden when he wasn't planting
dead people. He grew prize roses and gave them away in great bouquets to the sick, to young people in love, to the school librarian on her birthday,
to clerks who had been polite to him..summoned an expression no less dubious than that of a policeman listening to the alibi of a suspect with
bloody hands. Then: "I'm quite sure that Wroth Griskin does not make candlesticks. If that's what you're looking for, I'd recommend the
housewares department at Gump's."."Nature has no maternal instincts," Edom said quietly but with conviction. "To think otherwise is sheer
sentimentality at its worst. Nature is our enemy. She's a vicious killer."."We have reason to believe that the man who raped your sister is stalking
you.".Then from San Francisco International, through the fog-shrouded streets of the night city, to St. Mary's, to Room 724. And to the discovery
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that Phimie's blood pressure was so high-210 over 126-that she was in a hypertensive crisis, at risk of a stroke, renal failure, and other
life-threatening complications..They agreed that to the outside world, Barty must continue to appear to be a sightless man-or otherwise either be
treated like a freak or be subjected, perhaps unwillingly, to experimentation. In the modern world, there was no tolerance for miracles. Only family
could be told of this development.."More than remorse," the magician said. "Shame. I come from good people. I wasn't raised to be a cheat.
Sometimes, trying to figure how I went wrong, I think it wasn't the need for money that ruined me. At least not that alone, not even that primarily.
It was pride in my skill with the cards, frustrated pride because I wasn't getting enough nightclub work to show off as much as I wanted to.".The
wedding reception-big, noisy, and joyous-spread across the three properties without fences. His mother's name was so often mentioned, her
presence so strongly felt in all the lives that she had touched, that sometimes it seemed that she was actually there with them..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..Permissions Department, Harcourt, Inc., 6277 Sea Harbor Drive, Orlando, Florida 32887-6777. www.harcourt.com
"Darkrose and Diamond" first appeared in The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction..Ordinarily, when Celestina was troubled, her art was a
perfect sanctuary from all woes. When she was planning, composing, and rendering, time had no meaning for her, and life had no sting.."Dr.
Lipscomb delivered the baby like two minutes ago. The afterbirth hasn't even been removed yet," the nurse informed her..Although she had acutely
felt the loss of Joey during the past three years, she had never missed him as much as she missed him now. Marriage is an expression of love and
respect and trust and faith in the future, but the union of husband and wife is also an alliance against the challenges and tragedies of life, a promise
that with me in your corner, you will never stand alone..Copyright (c) 2001 by Ursula K. Le Guin All rights reserved. No part of this publication
may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording, or any information
storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher..After a while, Franklin Chan asked, "Do you want me with you
when you tell him?".Uncle Jacob, cook and baby-sitter and connoisseur of watery death, cleaned off the table and washed the dishes while Barty
patiently endured a rambling postbreakfast conversation with Pixie Lee and with Miss Velveeta Cheese, whose name wasn't an honorary tide
earned by winning a beauty contest sponsored by Kraft Foods, as he had first thought, but who, according to Angel, was the "good" sister to the
rotten lying cheese man in the television commercials..Pain again, but not a mere contraction. Such an excruciation, unendurable. The hobnailed
wheels ground through her once more, as though she were being broken on a medieval torture device..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..Then it would stop. The torment would stop. Surely. His sense of drift, of sliding aimlessly
through the days, would lift from him, and he would find purpose once more in determined self-improvement. He would definitely learn French
and German. He would take cooking classes and become a culinary master. Karate, too.."Sit down, sit down," Agnes urged. "I can offer coffee now
and pie in a little bit.".The popeyed little toad smirked over there on the far side of his pretentious desk..Barty rode with his mother in her green
Chevrolet station wagon. Because the cakes, pies, and gifts were too numerous to be contained in one vehicle, Edom followed them in his flashier
yellow-and-white '54 Ford Country Squire..When she still didn't meet his stare, he seized her by the chin and tipped her head back..By the time he
got back to Spruce Hills, the early night had fallen. The pearly, waxing moon floated over a town that glimmered mysteriously among its richness
of trees, flickering and shimmering as though it were not a real town, but a dreamland where a multitude of Gypsy clans gathered by the lambent
amber light of lanterns and campfires..Frankness and tough talk pleased her, because too many people dealt with her as though her spirit were as
frail as her limbs. She laughed with delight-but still refused him..Shaking with a fear that had nothing to do with Junior Cain and flying bullets, or
even with memories of Josef Krepp and his vile necklace, Tom Vanadium closed the sketch pad and put it on the window seat. He opened the
window, and in rushed the susurration of breeze-stirred oak leaves..Walking was part of a fitness regimen that he took seriously. He would never be
called upon to save the world, like the pulp heroes in the tales he enjoyed; however, he had solemn responsibilities he was determined to meet, and
to do so, he must maintain good health.."He came through the surgery well. He'll be in post-op for a while, then brought here to the ICU. His
condition's critical, but there are degrees of critical, and I believe we'll be able to upgrade him to serious long before this day is over. He's going to
make it."."December 1, 1958, in Chicago, Illinois, a parochial-school fire killed ninety-five.".Then the boy put new and puzzling shadings on his
meaning when he said, "Daddy died here, but he didn't die every place I am.".Junior locked the door. He started the engine and drove out of the
cemetery faster than was prudent on the winding service road..During the girl's final appointment, Junior discovered she would be home alone that
same night, her parents at a function she wasn't required to attend. She appeared to reveal this inadvertently, quite innocently; however, Junior was
a bloodhound when it came to smelling seduction, regardless of how subtle the scent..Requital. Restitutional apology, which must have been
learned in a law school where English was the second language. Even atonement.
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