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THE GHASTLING BOOK SEVEN
1969 through 1973: the Year of the Rooster, chased by the Year of the Dog, followed fast by the Pig, faster by the Rat, with the Ox passing in a
stampede pace. Eisenhower dead. Armstrong, Collins, Aldrin on the moon: one giant step on soil untouched by war. Hot pants, plane hijackings,
psychedelic art. Sharon Tate and friends murdered by Manson's girls seven days before Woodstock, the Age of Aquarius stillborn, but the death
unrecognized for years. McCartney split, Beatles dissolved. Earthquake in Los Angeles, Truman dead, Vietnam sliding into chaos, riots in Ireland,
a new war in the Middle East, Watergate..than the crows. Tumbled on the grass, in fragments: the broken trophy for the prize rose, the symbol of
his sinful.Orange firelight bloomed in the living room below, a wave of heat washed over Paul, and immediately behind the heat came greasy
masses of roiling black smoke, drawn to the stairwell as to a flue..Tom opened his empty hands and then filled one of them with his water glass.
The rattling ice belied his calm face..The moment he had seen the building in which Nolly maintained an office-an aged three-story brick structure
in the North Beach district, a seedy strip club occupying the ground floor-Junior knew he'd found the breed of snoop he needed. The detective was
at the top of six flights of narrow stairs-no elevator-at the end of a dreary hallway with worn linoleum and with walls mottled by stains of an origin
best left unconsidered. The air smelled of cheap disinfectant, stale cigarette smoke, stale beer, and dead hopes..Jacob had spent most of two days
baking Barty's favorite pies, cakes, and cookies, and he'd prepared a meal as well. Maria's girls were at her sister's place this evening, so she stayed
for dinner. Edom poured wine for everyone but Barty, root beer for the guest of honor, and while this couldn't be called a celebration, Agnes's
spirits were lifted by a sense of normality, of hope, of family..Although he had made no effort to summon them, tears spilled from Junior's closed
eyes. They weren't drawn from him by thoughts of poor Naomi. These next few days-perhaps weeks-were going to be tedious, until he could have
Nurse Victoria Bressler. Under the circumstances, he had good reason to feel sorry for himself..Everyone thought the moptops were the coolest
thing ever--ever but to Junior, their music was just all right. He wasn't stirred to sing along, and he didn't find their stuff particularly
danceable..Eleven days had passed since Wally stopped three bullets. He still had a little residual weakness in his arms, grew tired more easily than
before he'd wound up on the wrong end of a pistol, complained of stiffness in his muscles, and used a cane to keep his full weight off his wounded
leg. The rest of the medical care he required, as well as physical rehabilitation, could be had in Bright Beach as well as in San Francisco. By March,
he should be back to normal, assuming that the definition of normal included massive scars and an internal hollow space where once his spleen had
been..During Barty's hospitalization, they had graduated from the young adult novels by Robert Heinlein to some of the same author's science
fiction for general audiences. Now, pajamaed and in bed, with his sunglasses on the nightstand but his padded eye patches still in place, Barty
listened, rapt, to the beginning of Double Star.Junior was pleasantly surprised by his flexibility and by his audacity. He was, indeed, a new man, a
daring adventurer, and by the day he grew more formidable..Deeply distressed that he was planning the funeral of a man as young as Joe Lampion,
whom he had liked and admired, Panglo paused to express his disbelief and to murmur comforting words, more to himself than to Jacob, as each
decision was made. With one hand on the chosen casket, he said, "Unbelievable, a traffic accident, and on the very day his son is born. So sad. So
terribly sad.".More good American music. The Supremes were Negroes, sure, but Junior was not a bigot. Indeed, he had once made passionate love
to a Negro girl..In Junior's estimation, this was not the way that a normal person lived. This was the home of a deranged loner, a dangerously
obsessive man..Rising from his chair and rolling down his shirt-sleeves, Nolly said, "If you'll be our guest for dinner, I suspect we'll all have a
fascinating evenings.".Agnes was not fully aware of how she was lifted from the car, but she remembered looking back and seeing Joey's body
huddled in the tangled shadows of the wreckage, remembered reaching toward him, desperate for the anchorage that he had always given her, and
then she was on the gurney and moving..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..A half bath downstairs. Two bedrooms and a full bath on the upper floor. All deserted..Rapt, frightened yet wonderstruck, Agnes
leaned forward, squinting between the whisking wipers..As a homicide detective, Vanadium had a career-spanning ninety eight percent
closure-and-conviction record on the cases he handled. Once convinced he had found the guilty party, he didn't rely solely on solid police work. He
augmented the usual investigative procedures and techniques with his own brand of psychological warfare-sometimes subtle, sometimes not-which
frequently encouraged the perpetrator to make mistakes that convicted him..Dr. Zedd's death, just last Thanksgiving, had been a blow to Junior, a
loss to the nation, to the entire world. He considered it a tragedy equal to the Kennedy assassination one year previous..And God has four hundred
billion billion fingers, and He plays a really hot version of "Hawaiian Holiday..Reminding himself that nature was merely a dumb machine, utterly
devoid of mystery, and that the unknown would always prove familiar if you dared to lift its veil, Junior discovered he could move. Each of his feet
seemed to weigh as much as one of Wroth Griskin's cast bronzes, but he crossed the sidewalk an went into Galerie Coquin..Golden lamplight
gilded the front windows downstairs. He would sit with Victoria on the living-room sofa, sipping wine as they got to know each other. She might
tell him to call her Vicky, and maybe he'd ask her to call him Eenie, the affectionate name Naomi had given him when he wouldn't tolerate Enoch.
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Soon, they would be necking like two crazy kids. Junior would disrobe her on the sofa, caressing her smooth pliant body, her skin buttery in the
lamplight, and then he would carry her, naked, to the dark bedroom upstairs..Tom proved to be more useful than either a cop or a priest to Pie Lady
Services, when he discovered a talent for money management that protected their funds from twelve percent inflation and in fact brought them a
handsome return in real terms..Now, without realizing when it had happened, he had been lowered from his knees to his right side. Head elevated
and tilted by one of the paramedics. So he could expel the bile, the blood, rather than choke on it..When he passed by his own lunch plate on the
counter and again saw the quarter gleaming in the cheese, he spat out a curse..He was having difficulty focusing his attention on the problem at
hand. Through his mind, odd and disconnected thoughts rolled like slow, greasy, eye-of-the-hurricane waves on an ominous sea..Evidently, either
Frank Sinatra was an enthusiasm that Victoria and the detective shared, or the nurse purchased some of the crooner's records expressly for their
dinner engagement..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..STILL WEARING HIS white pharmacy smock over a white shirt and black slacks, striding purposefully
along the streets of Bright Beach, under a malignant-gray twilight sky worthy of a Weird Tales cover, with ominous accompanying rhythm
provided by wind-clattered palm fronds overhead, Paul Damascus headed home for the day..In fifty years, until Angel, Tom had found no other
like himself and now a second in little more than a week. "I can't do what you did.".In the neatly ordered bedroom, he removed his shoes.
Stretching out on the bed, he stared at the ceiling, feeling useless..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.".The previous day, Jacob and Edom had driven back to Bright Beach, to prepare for Barty's arrival. Now they hurried down the back porch
steps and across the lawn, as Maria followed the driveway past the house and parked near the detached garage at the rear of the deep property..As
beautiful as they were, none of these women satisfied him as profoundly as Naomi had satisfied him..Wishing he had left the gauze wrappings on
his face, but afraid that the airwaves might already be carrying news of the bandaged man who had killed a minister in Spruce Hills, Junior
abandoned the Dodge and hurriedly walked back to the private-service terminal, where the pilot from Sacramento waited. At the sight of his
passenger, the pilot blanched and said, Allergic reaction to WHAT? And Junior said, Camellias, because Sacramento was the Camellia Capital of
the World, and all that he wanted was to get back there, where he'd left his new Ford van and his Sklents and his Zedd collection and everything he
needed to live in the future. The pilot couldn't conceal his intense revulsion, and Junior knew that he would have been stranded if he hadn't paid the
round-trip charter fare in advance.."She. Was eating. Dried apricots." Junior spoke almost in a whisper yet the ridge was so quiet that he had no
doubt each of these uniformed but unofficial jurors heard him clearly. "Walking. Around the deck. Paused. The view. She. She. She leaned.
Gone.".If he killed Bartholomew and got away clean, as he expected that he would, then he could subsequently return everything in the van to the
apartment. He was just being prudent by planning for his future, because the future was, after all, the only place he lived..Frowning, Angel studied
the tasty strip of meat pinched between her fingers, reevaluating everything she thought she knew about the source of bacon..Friday morning,
Junior resigned his position as a physical therapist at the rehabilitation hospital. He expected to be able to live well off interest and dividends for
the rest of his life, because his tastes were modest..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..His dry tongue, his
parched mouth, his desiccated throat felt packed fall of sand, and his voice lay buried alive down there..Impressed by the sureness and swiftness
with which the blind boy negotiated the steps and set off across the lawn, Tom didn't initially notice anything unusual about his stroll through the
deluge..For a driver who had just engaged in a demolition derby with a house, the mummified man was steady on his feet and unhesitant in his
actions. He turned to Harrison White and shot him twice in the chest..Hound told his master that they had the hexer in a safe place, and Losen said,
"Who was he working for?".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..When he pushed Naomi, profit was the motive. He killed Victoria and Vanadium in self-defense. Those three deaths were necessary..... That
discord sets up lots of other vibrations, some of which will return to you in ways you might expect ...."That's just ... an old joke," she heard herself
saying, as from a distance. "You didn't really walk between the drops?".The window gave way an instant before Celestina squeezed off the shot.
The man dropped out of sight. She didn't know if she had scored a hit..Never had the familiar red Bicycle design of the U.S. Playing Card
Company looked ominous before, but it was fearsome now, as strange voodoo veve or satanic conjuration pattern..He assumed that she hadn't
phoned the police to make a formal report. No need to go out of her way to slander Junior when Thomas Vanadium had been prowling the hospital
at all hours of the day and night, ready to lend an ear to any falsehood about him, as long as it made him appear to be a sleazeball and a wife
killer..He nervously fingered the fabric of his slacks, outlining the quarter in his pocket. Still there.."Take care he doesn't turn your belt on you with
a spell!" said his uncle..Everyone regarded him expectantly, as if there would be more magic, as if flipping a coin into another reality was
something you saw every week or two on the Ed Sullivan Show, between the acrobats and the jugglers who could balance ten spinning plates on
ten tall sticks simultaneously..He was a pretty good detective, but as regarded the minutiae of daily fife, he wasn't as organized as he would like to
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be. He never remembered to set aside his holey socks for darning; and once he had worn a hat with a bullet hole in it for nearly a year before he'd at
last thought to buy a new one..Agnes was grateful for the speed with which these arrangements were made, but she was also disturbed. Chan's
expeditious management of Barty's case resulted in part from his friendship with Joshua, but an urgency arose, as well, during his examination of
the boy, from a suspicion that he remained reluctant to put into words. Dr. Morley Schurr, the oncologist, who had offices in a building near Hoag
Hospital, proved to be tall and portly, although otherwise much like Franklin Chan: kind, calm, and confident..Dishes dried and put away, Jacob
retired to the living room and settled contentedly into an armchair, where he would probably become so enthralled with his new book of dam
disasters that he would forget to make luncheon sandwiches until Barty and Angel rescued him from the flooded streets of some dismally
unfortunate town..The modulated electronic brrrrr was similar to the sound of the telephone in Vanadium's cramped study, on Sunday night. Junior
was transported back to that place, that moment in time..Rhythmic breathing. Slow and deep. Slow and deep. Per Zedd, the route to tranquility is
through the lungs..Hope, on many wings, hovered all around the physician, but he was afraid to let it roost..Her lead gaze was still surprisingly
clear. How remarkable that the impact hadn't caused a starburst hemorrhage in either of her exquisite, lavender-blue eyes. No blood, lust
surprise..done with it at last, he opens his mouth, lets the roses be shoved in, the bitter green taste of the juice crushed from.For a moment, none of
them spoke. The silence was as flawless as the preternatural hush reputed to precede the biggest quakes.."In the early hours of January seventh,"
Nolly continued, "Miss White died in childbirth, as you figured.".When he came to himself, sick and weak from the poison and with an aching
skull, he was in a room with brick walls and bricked-up windows. The door had no bars and no visible lock. But when he tried to get to his feet he
felt bonds of sorcery holding his body and mind, resilient, clinging, tightening as he moved. He could stand, but could not take a step towards the
door. He could not even reach his hand out. It was a horrible sensation, as if his muscles were not his own. He sat down again and tried to hold still.
The spellbonds around his chest kept him from breathing deeply, and his mind felt stifled too, as if his thoughts were crowded into a space too
small for them..Vanadium understood the depth of his old friend's pain, and he knew that the anguish over the loss of a child could make the best of
men act out of emotion rather than good judgment, and so he accepted Harrison's preference to let the matter rest. When enough time passed for
reflection, what Vanadium ultimately decided was that of the two of them, Harrison was much the stronger in his faith, and that he himself, perhaps
for the rest of his life, would be more comfortable behind a badge than behind a Roman collar.."Well," Kathleen said, "even if the money wasn't so
nice, I'd be sorry to see this case end.".Over many proud generations and at least to the extent of second cousins, no one on either side of Celestina's
family had skin of this light color. They were without exception medium to dark mahogany, many shades darker than this infant..On the way home,
he repeatedly checked the rearview mirror. No vehicle followed him..He picked up Angel, picked up Barty. "Hold on." He carried them out of the
room, down the stairs, out of the house, to the yard under the great tree, where they would wait for the police, and where they would not see Jacob's
body when the coroner removed it by way of the front door..Luck favored Paul: The hero was here, having breakfast. He and two other men were
deep in conversation at a comer table..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.."No pie!" Agnes agreed. She parenthesized his head with her hands and punctuated his sweet face with kisses..Two
of her largest and best paintings were in the show windows, dramatically lighted. They were dazzling. They were dreadful. They were beautiful.
They were hideous..Chase after her on foot. Shoot her in the car. Maybe. He'd have five rounds left if he used one on the man, four on
Bartholomew..Paul sat by himself, at the far end of the restaurant from them. He ordered orange juice and waffles..His instructor, Bob
Chicane-who visited twice a week for an hour-advised him to imagine a perfect fruit as the object of his meditation. An apple, a grape, an orange,
whatever..She closed her eyes, and he thought that she was gone, but then she opened them again. "There is one place beyond all the ways things
are.".Besides, the possibilities repulsed him. The very thought of a splendid-looking woman like Victoria submitting to a grotesque like Vanadium
would have withered his soul if he had possessed a soul..To look entirely like her name, she needed only white wings. He would give her wings: a
short flight out the window, into the oak..In a few instances, when his suspicions were aroused in spite of their denials, Junior tracked down their
residences. He observed them in the flesh and made additional-and subtle-inquiries of their neighbors until he was satisfied that his quarry was
elsewhere..Perched on a chair with two plump bed pillows to boost her, Angel extracted one crisp strip from her club sandwich and asked Tom,
"Where's bacon come from?"."It's all the same. Cars, trains, ships, all the same," Jacob insisted. "You remember the Toya Maru? Japanese ferry
capsized back in September '54. Eleven hundred sixty-eight people dead. Or worse, in '48, off Manchuria, God almighty, the boiler exploded on a
Chinese merchant ship, six thousand died. Six thousand on a single ship!".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..Nevertheless, Thomas Vanadium's hostile ghost, that terrible prickly bur of stubborn energy, wasn't
done with Junior yet. Until Bartholomew was dead, the cop's filthy-scabby-monkey spirit would keep coming back and coming back, and it would
surely grow more violent.."Oh, sure, I know," Mary said. "But when it's a bad place, you feel it before you go in. So you just go around to the next
place that isn't bad. No big deal."."Great guy. Do you have an address for her, a way maybe I could get in touch about her brother?"."But let's
pretend it's me, okay? So here I am, stepping off the curb without looking both ways-".-nor cruel, nor hateful, nor envious, nor mean," Phimie
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recited, "for all these are sicknesses of this fallen world-".Yet he didn't fault himself for a lack of sensitivity. He'd met this woman only once
before. He wasn't emotionally invested in her as he had been in sweet Naomi..After a day of work, the pencil portrait of Nella Lombardi was
finished. The second piece in the series-an extrapolation of her appearance at age sixty-was begun..With all twelve fragments destroyed, the curse
should have been lifted from little Bartholomew: the threat of the unknown, violent enemy who was represented by the four knaves. Somewhere in
the world, an evil man existed who would one day have killed Barty, but now his journey through life would take him elsewhere. Eleven saints had
been given twelve shares of responsibility for lifting this curse..Assuming this criticism was amusing hyperbole, Junior laughed, but Sklent
squinted those virtually colorless eyes, and Junior's laugh withered in his throat. "Well, maybe that's how it'll work out," he said, wanting to be on
Sklent's good side, but he was at once sorry he'd spoken those words in front of witnesses..A stab of horror punctured Celestina as she failed to
repress a mental image of a carnival-sideshow monster, half dragon and half insect, coiled in her sister's womb. She hated the rapist's child but was
appalled by her hatred, for the baby was blameless..I was hoping you might know," said Edom, studying the collar of Jacob's green flannel
shirt..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.."If you don't, your feeling gland isn't working. Want me to read you to sleep?".Aftermath was not important. Only
movement mattered. Just forget the busload of nuns smashed on the tracks, and stay with the onrushing train. Keep moving, looking forward,
always forward.."Can't change your own form, even seemingly?"."Just now." Although Angel tried to sound nonchalant, she was trembling. "I'm
not sure I can do it again.".His precious wife had fallen from the tower and died only hours before this girl was born. This girl ... this vessel..When
the police operator answered, Junior shrieked, "I've been shot! Jesus! Shot! Help me, an ambulance, oooohhhh shit! Hurry!".Action. just
concentrate on action and ignore the disgusting aftermath. Remember the runaway train and the bus full of nuns stuck on the tracks. Stay with the
train, don't go back to look at the smashed nuns, just keep moving forward, and everything will be all right..Paul realized that the kitchen had fallen
silent, that the women had turned to the two children and now stood as motionless as figures in a waxworks tableau..Agnes's faith told her that the
world was infinitely complex and full of mystery, and in a peculiar way, Barty's talk of infinite possibilities supported her belief and gave her the
comfort to sleep. Monday morning, New Year's Day, Agnes carried two suitcases out of the back door, set them on the porch, and blinked in
surprise at the sight of Edom's yellow-and-white Ford Country Squire parked in the driveway, in front of the garage. He and Jacob were loading
their suitcases into the car..And in time, the surgeon did appear, bearing the good news that neither of the malignancies had spread to the orbit and
optic nerve, but he had no greater miracle to report..Kid's room. Bartholomew's room. Furniture in cheerful primary colors. Pooh posters on the
wall..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,.Not limited to a survey of the nursing staff on a single floor of the
hospital, Junior used the elevators to roam higher and lower. Checking out the skirts..Celestina slammed the door, pressed the lock button in the
knob, shoved-rocked-muscled the dresser in front of the door, astonished by her own strength, and heard Angel speaking into the phone:
"Mommy's moving furniture.".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..Unable to speak, the girl kissed her and then gently
placed her head against Agnes's breast, capturing forever in memory the pure sound of her heart..More likely than not, this was a lie, and the
detective was, setting him up. Suddenly Junior wished that he had denied dreaming..Neddy talked when Celestina paused for breath, talked over
her when she didn't pause, heard only his own mellifluous voice and was pleased to conduct both sides of the conversation, wearing her down as
surely as-though far more rapidly than-the sand-filled winds of Egypt diminished the pharaohs' pyramids. He talked through the first polite "Excuse
me" of the tall man who stepped into the open doorway behind him, through the second and third, and then with an abruptness that was as
miraculous as any cure at the shrine of Lourdes, he fell silent when the visitor put a hand on his shoulder, eased him gently aside, and entered the
apartment..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..By the time his ferocious
in-laws had finished with him, Junior would have won the sympathy of Knacker, Hisscus, Nork, and everyone else who might have harbored
doubts about his role in Naomi's demise. Perhaps even Thomas Vanadium would find his suspicion worn away..So much argued against the idea
that they could succeed as a couple. In this age when race supposedly didn't matter anymore, it sometimes seemed to matter more year by year. Age
mattered, too, and at fifty, he was twenty-six years older than she was, old enough to be her father, as surely her father would quietly but
pointedly--and repeatedly!-observe. He was highly educated, with multiple medical degrees, and she had gone to art school..Edom and Jacob came
to dinner with Agnes every evening. And though the past weighed heavily on them when they were under this roof, without fail they stayed long
enough to wash the dishes before fleeing back to their apartments over the garage..If Junior was patient, he could slip in there, find Bartholomew,
kill the boy in bed, whack Ichabod second, and still have a chance to make love to Celestina..Exactly. The shock. The devastating loss. Junior felt it
now, anew, and was afraid he might betray himself with tears, although he seemed to be done with vomiting.."Three hundred and ninety-six of the
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dead were children under the age of ten," Jacob continued. "A passenger train was tumbled off the tracks, killing twenty. Another train with tank
cars got smashed around, and oil spilled across the flood waters, ignited, and all these people clinging to floating debris were surrounded by flames,
no way to escape. Their choice was being burned alive or drowning."."If they always go there, smoosh--smoosh, then you're going to wind up with
one really fat finger." *.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..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.
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