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EURIPIDES IPHIGENIA AMONG THE TAURIANS
Barty stood in the rain, surrounded by the rain, pummeled by the rain, with the rain. Saturated grass squished under his sneakers. The droplets, in
their millions, didn't bend-slip-twist magically around his form, didn't hiss into steam a millimeter from his skin. Yet he remained as dry as baby
Moses floating on the river in a mother-made ark of bulrushes..Books were stacked high on a nearby table, favorite novels and volumes of verse, all
of which Agnes had read before. With time so limited, she preferred the comfort of the familiar to the possibility that new writers and new stories
would fail to please. Paul read to her often, as did Angel. Tom Vanadium sat with her, too, as did Celestina and Grace..Junior assumed the dead girl
had come from a family of stature in the Negro community, which would explain the stonecarver's accelerated service. Vanadium, according to his
own words, was a friend of the family; consequently, the father was most likely a police officer..Nevertheless, Junior was thrilled to hear the name
Bartholomew, and to know that the boy of whom Celestina spoke was the Bartholomew of Bartholomews, the menacing presence in his
unremembered dream, the threat to his fortune and future that must be eliminated..For a while he enjoyed being challenged to figure the number of
seconds elapsed since a particular historical event. Given the date, he did the calculations in his head, providing a correct answer in as little as
twenty seconds, rarely taking more than a minute.."And, listen, if you leave too soon behind me, I've got a guy watching, and he'll put a
hollow-point thirty-eight in your ass.".As he'd proved to himself on his previous two visits-his first night in town and then two nights thereafter-this
number was merely part of the pianist's repertoire. Nothing supernatural here..Edom marveled at Agnes's ability to rise above the past and to
transcend so many years of torment. She was able to see the house as simple shelter, whereas to her brothers, it was-and always would be-the place
in which their spirits had been shattered. Even living within sight of it would have been out of the question if they had been employed, with
options..From serviceway to alley to serviceway to street, into the city and the fog and the night, Junior ran from the Cain past into the Pinchbeck
future..might be grumpy and would certainly be torpid, bleary-eyed, and uncommunicative. Angel awake was always fully awake, soaking up color
texture-mood, marveling in the baroque detail of Creation, and generally lending support to the apperception--test prediction that she might be an
art prodigy..Her first year at college, she had hoped only to be able one day to earn a living as an illustrator for magazines or on the staff of an
advertising agency. A career in the fine arts, of course, was every painter's fantasy, the full freedom to explore her talent; but she would have been
grateful for the realization of a much humbler dream. Now, she was just twenty-three, and the world hung before her like a ripe plum, and she
seemed able to reach high enough to pluck it off the branch..One apartment to the right, one to the left. Junior went to the right, to Apartment 1,
where he'd seen the lights come on behind the curtained windows..He shouldered past two counter waitresses, past the short-order cook who was
working eggs and burgers and bacon on the open griddle and grill. Whatever expression wrenched Junior's face, it must have been intimidating, for
without protest but with walleyed alarm, the employees squeezed aside to let him pass..In the first drawer, he discovered an address book.
Logically, Vanadium would have taken this with him, even if on the lam from a murder rap, so Junior tucked it in his jacket pocket.."Stop it, stop
it! " Agnes, only ten years old, slender and shaking, but wild with righteousness, until now held in thrall by her own fear, by the memory of all the
beatings that she herself has taken. She screams at their father and strikes him with a book she's brought from the house. The Bible. She strikes
their father with the Bible, from which he's read to them every night of their lives. He drops the roses, tears the holy book out of Agnes's hands, and
pitches it across the yard. He rakes up a handful of the scattered roses, intending to make his son resume this dinner of sin, but here comes Agnes
once more, the Bible recovered, brandishing it at him, and now she says what all of them know to be true but what none of them has ever dared say,
what even Agnes herself will never again dare to say after this day, not while the old man lives, but she dares to say it now, holding the Bible
toward him, so he can see the gold-embossed cross upon the imitation-leather cover. "Murderer," Agnes says. "Murderer " And Edom knows that
they're all as good as dead now, that their father will slaughter them right here, right this minute, in his rage. "Murderer," she says accusingly,
behind the shield of the Bible, and she doesn't mean that he is killing Edom, but that he killed their mother, that they heard him in the night, three
years before, heard the short but awful struggle, and know that what happened was no accident. Roses fall from his skinned and pierced hands, a
flurry of petals yellow and petals red. He rises and takes a step toward Agnes, his dripping fists crimson with his blood and with Edom's. Agnes
doesn't back away, but thrusts the book toward him, and scintillant sunlight caresses the cross. Instead of tearing the book out of her hands again,
their father stalks away, into the house, surely to return with club or cleaver ... yet they will see no more of him this day. Then Agnes-with tweezers
for the thorns, with a basin full of warm water and a washcloth, with iodine and Neosporin and bandages-kneels beside him in the yard. Jacob, too,
comes forth from the dark crawlspace under the porch, having watched in terror from behind the latticework skirt. He is shaking, crying, flushed
with embarrassment because he didn't intervene, although he was wise to hide, for the disciplinary beating of one twin usually leads to the pointless
beating of the other. Agnes gradually settles Jacob by involving him in the treatment of his brother's wounds, and to Edom she says, often
thereafter, "I love your roses, Edom. I love your roses. God loves your roses, Edom." Overhead, agitated wings quiet to a soft flutter, and the
shrieking crows grow silent. The air pools as still and heavy as the water in a hidden lagoon within a secret glade, in the perfect garden of the
unfallen.....No one was surprised by his proposal, her acceptance, and the wedding. Barty and Angel were both eighteen when they were married in
June of 1983..The following morning, he canceled his German lessons. It was an impossible language. The words were enormously long.."I'm
gifted to a small extent, and it's an unusual gift," he admitted. "Nothing world-shaking. More than anything, really, it's a special perception I've
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been given. Angel's gift seems to be different from mine but related. In fifty years, she's the first I've ever met who's somewhat like me. I'm still
shaking inside from the shock of finding her. But please, let's save this for Bright Beach and a better evening. You go down there tomorrow with
Paul, okay? I'll stay here to look after Wally. When he's able to travel, I'll bring him with me. I know you'll want him to hear what I have to say,
too. Is it a deal?".Undeterred, the girl said, "Not magic. But maybe I can't learn to do that one, ever.".A forgetful client had left the bumbershoot in
the office six months ago. Otherwise, Nolly wouldn't have had any umbrella at all..Because his pinching fingers deformed the shape of her mouth,
her voice was compressed: "I see all the ways you are."."No member of the society ever violates a secret confidence," Agnes assured him..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?".Strapped to the bracing board, semi-immobilized
to prevent the accidental dislodgement of the intravenous feed, Junior's right arm felt half numb, stiff from disuse..Admittedly, she had allowed
herself to be disturbed by the fall of the cards, too. According them any credibility at all opened the door to full belief..Before setting out from
home, Joey had buckled his lap belt, but because of Agnes's condition, she hadn't engaged her own. She rammed against the door, pain shot
through her right shoulder, and she thought, Oh, Lord, the baby!.He groaned. "That just doesn't cut it, Mom. If I gotta be blind, I think I should get
to say peed off.".To her mother, Celestina said, "What did you mean when you said you'd heard all about Barty here?".He pushed back the
bedclothes and sat up, leaning against the pillows and headboard. "This is maybe a hard thing for you to do, but it's really important.".Nevertheless,
being cautious even as he seized the day--or the night, in this case-he parked a short distance from his destination, on a parallel street. He walked
the last three blocks..Renee Vivi spoke with a silken southern accent. Vivacious without being cloyingly coquettish, well-educated and well-read
but never pretentious, direct in her conversation without seeming either bold or opinionated, she was charming company..The upper end of the bed
was elevated. Otherwise, Agnes would not have been able to see the room, for she was too weak to raise her head from the pillows.."-called himself
King Obadiah, Pharaoh of the Fantastic. He traveled all over the country playing nightclubs-".While the doctor proceeded with his evening rounds,
the nurse remained with Junior until it was clear that the tranquilizer had calmed him and that he was no longer in danger of succumbing to another
bout of hemorrhagic vomiting..Twice during dinner, he seemed to draw near The Subject, but then he circled around it and flew off, each time to
report some news of little relevance or to recount something funny that Angel had said..Although he was seventy-six, Tom still worked for Pie
Lady Services. They had no set retirement age for staff, and Father Tom expected to die at his work. "And if it's a pie-caravan day, just leave my
old carcass where I drop until you make all the deliveries. I won't be responsible for anyone missing a promised pie.".The rocking chair stopped
squeaking under her. She heard the sincerity in Vinnie's voice, and as her disbelief dissolved, she was shocked into immobility. She whispered,
"My little superstition.".Edom removed two of the pies from the table and put them on the counter near the ovens..Ever the romantic, he wanted to
surprise her. Voila! Flowers, wine, and moi. Since their electrifying connection in the hospital, she had been yearning for him; but she wouldn't
expect a visit for a few weeks yet. He was eager to see her face brighten with delight..a scene out of a movie about Robin Hood: a battle with
cudgels on a slippery log bridge over a river. "Yes. I ... I'm still soaked with sweat.".Her hands shook, her entire body shook, and in her mind was a
hard clatter of fear like the wheels of a roller coaster rattling over poorly seamed tracks..If Vanadium was watching, however, he would interpret
the pitch of the coin to mean that his unconventional strategy was working, that Junior's nerves were frayed to the breaking point. With an
adversary as indefatigable as this cuckoo cop, you dared never show weakness..On that busy night, with Vanadium's corpse in the Studebaker and
Victoria's cadaver awaiting a fiery disposal at her house, Junior was too distracted to recognize the pertinence of the message. Now it tormented
him from a dark nook in his subconscious.."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.".The gurney, one wheel rattling. The young orderly behind it, dressed all in white.
And the nurse again..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.."She reads too much hard-boiled detective
fiction," Nolly said. "And lately, she's talking about writing it.".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.".Even the Shantung-softened lamplight blazed too bright and did not serve her well, so she switched it off and said, "Scoot over.".A siren in
the city wailed toward St. Mary's. An ambulance. Through streets bustling with hope, always this lament for the dying..After nudging the door shut
with his shoulder, Barty carried the sodas out of the kitchen and forward along the hall. Pausing at the livingroom archway, he said, "Uncle
Jacob?".After examining Phimie, who was nauseous, Daines prescribed an anticonvulsant, an antiemetic, and a sedative, all intravenously..On
October 15, Junior acquired a third Sklent painting: The Heart Is Home to Worms and Beetles, Ever Squirming, Ever Swarming, Version
3..Soundlessly, reluctantly, Agnes pulled the bedroom door nearly shut, and went down to the kitchen, where she sat alone, drinking coffee and
nibbling at mysteries. Of all the gifts that Barty opened on Christmas morning, the hardback copy of Robert Heinlein's The Star Beast was his
favorite. Instantly enchanted by the promise of an amusing alien creature, space travel, an exotic future, and lots of adventure, he seized every
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opportunity throughout the busy day to crack open those pages and to step out of Bright Beach into stranger places..At worst, Vanadium might
begin to wonder if Junior had a link to Seraphim, might uncover the physical-therapy connection, and in his paranoia, might erroneously conclude
that Junior had something to do with her traffic accident. That was nuts, of course, but the detective was evidently not a rational man..She got a can
of soda, returned to the table, and sat down as if finished with her explorations. "You're okay, Barty.".The second and third rooms proved to be
deserted, as well, and as muffled as the cushioned spaces of a funeral home, but an office was tucked discreetly at the back of the final chamber. As
Junior crossed the third room, apparently monitored by closed-circuit security cameras, a man glided out of the office to greet him.."Dr. Lipscomb
delivered the baby like two minutes ago. The afterbirth hasn't even been removed yet," the nurse informed her..BARTY TODDLED, Barty walked,
and ultimately Barty carried a pie for his mother on one of her delivery days, wary of his balance and solemn with responsibility..In a minute or
two, one of the cops returned, crouching close as the medics worked. "There's no intruder."."I'm not sad," Tom said, "because though I have this
face here in this world, I know there's another me-in fact, lots of other Tom Vanadiums-who don't have this face at all. Somewhere I'm doing just
fine, thank you.".Wet cobblestones and tattered blacktop. Hurry, hurry. Past the lighted casement window in the gallery men's room..Sitting up in
bed, he passed a little time reading favorite, marked passages in Zedd's You Are the World. The book presented a brilliant argument that
selfishness was the most misunderstood, moral, rational, and courageous of all human motivations..Junior gave the Raisinets to him, and Google
left the theater with his candy and his cash..By now he recognized that the man approaching from the other graveside service was neither a Negro
nor a stranger. Detective Thomas Vanadium was annoying enough to be an honorary Hackachak..I have trusted in thy mercy, she thought
desperately, reaching for comfort to Psalms 13:5..AS GREASY WITH FEAR sweat as a pig on a slaughterhouse ramp, Junior woke from a
nightmare that he could not remember. Something *is reaching for him-that's all he could recall, hands clutching at him out of the dark-and then he
was awake, wheezing. Night still pressed at the glass beyond the venetian blind. The pharmacy lamp in the comer was aglow, but the chair that
had been beside it was no longer there. It had been moved closer to Junior's bed..During the first year of her illness, she had been slowly weaned
off an iron lung. Until she was seventeen, she required the chest respirator, but gradually gained the strength to breathe unassisted..He was wrong
about this. On the final Friday of every month, in sunshine and in rain, Junior routinely took a walking tour of the six galleries that were his very
favorites, browsing leisurely in each and chatting up the galerieurs, with a one-o'clock break for lunch at the St. Francis Hotel. This was a tradition
with him, and invariably at the end of each such day, he felt wonderfully cozy..Calling after her, Agnes said, "No, wait, sugarpie. He should be
coming down right now, before it gets dark.".This night in Weott, with the high solemn silence of the redwood forests out there now and waiting to
embrace him in the morning, he slept without dreams..Meanwhile, she could offer him only a few pieces of ice, which he was forbidden to chew.
"Let them melt in your mouth.".Paul sat by himself, at the far end of the restaurant from them. He ordered orange juice and waffles..The middle
finger on his right hand throbbed under the pair of Band-Aids. He'd sliced it earlier, while using the electric sharpener to prepare his knives, and the
wound had been aggravated when he'd had to strangle Neddy Gnathic. He would never have cut himself in the first place if there had been no need
to be well-armed and ready for Bartholomew and his guardians..Friday night, he slept more soundly than he'd slept since coming home from the
pharmacy to discover Joshua Nunn and the paramedic in solemn silence at Perri's bedside. He didn't dream of trekking across a wasteland, neither
salt flats nor snow-whipped plains of ice, and when he woke in the morning, he felt rested in body, mind, and soul..The white padded eye patches
rebuffed her, and she realized how profoundly the boy's double enucleation would affect how easily she could read his moods and know his mind.
Here was a littler loss until now shadowed by the greater destruction. Denied the evidence of his eyes, she would need to be better at noting and
interpreting nuances of his body language-also changed by blindness-and his voice, for there would be no soul revealed by hand-painted, plastic
implants..Whereas the lone heart at the center of the rectangular white field inspired amazement and delight in her brothers and in Maria, Agnes
reacted to it with dread. She strove to mask her true feelings with a smile as thin as the edge of a playing card..His wife, Dorothea, adored him, not
least of all because he had taken in her eighty-year-old mother and treated that elderly lady as though she were both a duchess and a saint. He was
equally generous to the poor, burying their dead at cost but with utmost dignity..Highly impressed by the spot-on hyena scream with which Frieda
had purged herself of the childhood emotional trauma inflicted by an authoritarian grandmother, Junior asked her to go out with him..Hard
experience had taught him, however, that killing someone he knew, while occasionally necessary, didn't release stress. Or if it did briefly release
stress, then unforeseen consequences always contributed to even worse future stress..Opening the directory to the marker, he found a card tucked
between the pages. A joker, with BARTHOLOMEW in red block letters..Meanwhile, as attorneys met on Tuesday afternoon, Junior, having taken
leave from work, phoned a locksmith to change the locks at his house. As a cop, Vanadium might have access to a lock-release gun that.Everything
was proceeding precisely as Junior had envisioned in the instant when Naomi had first discovered the rotten section of railing and had nearly fallen
without assistance. The entire plan had come to him, wholly formed, in a blink, and during the following two circuits of the observation deck, he
had mulled it over, seeking flaws but finding none..Whether making love or killing, he was never guided by bigotry. A private little joke with
himself. But true..Under a declining moon, he fled discreetly three blocks to his Suburban, parked on a parallel street. He encountered no traffic,
and on the way, he stripped off the gardening gloves and discarded them in a Dumpster at a house undergoing remodeling..As the fragrances of wet
wool and sodden denim rose from her sweater and jeans, Agnes switched on the heater and angled the vanes of the middle vent toward Barty.
"Honey, turn that other vent toward yourself.".On Thursday, December 28, employing forged driver's licenses and social-security cards as
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identification, Junior opened small savings accounts and also rented safe-deposit boxes for Pinchbeck and Gammoner at different banks with which
he'd never previously done business, using the mailing addresses that he'd established earlier..Junior had seen the silvery coin snapping off the cop's
thumb and spinning upward. Now it was gone, as though it had vanished in midair.."So what I am is I'm your talking eyes." Lowering her hand
from his face, Angel said, "Do you know where bacon comes from?".Even Barty seemed to be attentive, but Angel happily applied crayons to a
coloring book and hummed softly to herself..Agnes called their two-car parade a Christmas caravan, which appealed to Barty's sense of magic and
adventure. Repeatedly he turned in his seat and rose to his knees to look back at his uncle Edom, waving vigorously..Although a cold current
crackled along the cable of her spine, Agnes smiled at the card. She was determined to change the dark mood that had descended over
them..Copyright (c) 1999 by Ursula K. Le Guin. "Dragonfly" first appeared in Legends..Devil mountains, sacred islands, sacramental rivers and
cities, Jesuits: These spiritual references at every turn made Junior uneasy. This was a haunted night, no doubt about that. He wouldn't have been
greatly surprised if he had glanced at his rearview mirror and seen Thomas Vanadium's blue Studebaker Lark Regal closely tailing him, not the real
car raised from Quarry Lake, but a ghostly version, with the filthy-scabby-monkey spirit of the cop at the wheel, an ectoplasmic Naomi at his side,
Victoria Bressler and Ichabod and Bartholomew Prosser and Neddy Gnathic in the backseat: the Studebaker packed full of spirits like a
bozo-stuffed clown car in a circus, though there would be nothing funny about these revenge-minded spooks when the doors flew open and they
came tumbling out..She repeated this ritual eleven more times--"For Andrew, for James, for John"--frequently glancing into the nave behind her, to
be sure that she was unobserved..His mother, gently pushing Tom to the prime view point at the head of the stairs, seemed unconcerned about her
child's venture into the storm.."A wonderful wedding," Celestina promised her, taking a pair of pajamas from a dresser drawer..For the next few
days, they would eat all their meals in the suite. Most likely, Cain had left San Francisco. And even if the killer hadn't fled, this was a big city,
where a chance encounter with him was unlikely. Yet having, assumed the role of guardian, Tom Vanadium had a zero tolerance for risk, because
the inimitable Mr. Cain had proved himself to be a master of the unlikely..In Room 724, standing alone at her sister's bedside, watching the girl
sleep, Celestina told herself that she was coping well. She could handle this unnerving development without calling in either of her parents..Junior
and Naomi had taken their dried apricots from the same bag. Reached in the bag without looking. Shook them out into the palms of their hands.
She could not have controlled which pieces of fruit he received and which she ate..As always, curious about how others lived-or, in this case, bad
lived-Junior explored the house, poking in drawers and closets. For a widower, Bartholomew Prosser was neat and well-organized..He felt
remarkably well when he arrived home: calm, proud of his quick thinking and stalwart action, pleasantly tired. He hadn't chosen to kill again; this
obligation had been thrust on him by fate. Yet he had proven that the boldness he'd shown on the fire tower, rather than being a transient strength,
was a deeply rooted quality..The girl was creepy, no doubt about it, and Junior felt now precisely as he had felt on the night of Celestina's
exhibition at the Greenbaum Gallery, when he had come out of the alleyway after disposing of Neddy Gnathic in the Dumpster and had checked his
watch only to discover his bare wrist. He was missing something here, too, but it wasn't merely a Rolex, wasn't a thing at all, but an insight, a
profound truth..The missing paintings. The missing collection of Zedd's books. You didn't take these things with you for a weekend in Reno. You
took them if you thought you might never be coming back..Bright though they were at all times, Barty's Tiffany eyes shone brighter now with
beams of North Pole magic. "Maybe I do feel it."."Wally gave her tests. She's got an exceptional understanding of color, spatial relationships, and
geometric forms for a child her age. She may be a visual prodigy.".When Frieda finished retching and passed out in a heap, Junior left her on the
floor and immediately set out to explore her rooms..Above the wainscoting, the walls were Sheetrock, unlike the plaster elsewhere in the apartment.
On one of them, Enoch Cain had scrawled Bartholomew three times.
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