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THE BARDS OF ANGUS AND THE MEARNS AN ANTHOLOGY OF THE COUNTIES
Mysteriously, on the first day of sunny weather in weeks, the 707 had crashed into Jamaica Bay, Queens, killing everyone aboard. Now, in 1965, it
remained the worst commercial-aviation disaster in the nation's history, and because of the unprecedented dramatic television coverage, the story
was a permanent scar in Celestina's memory, although she had been living a continent away at the time..No matter. He was a future-focused,
focused man. The past is for losers. No, wait, humility is for losers. "The past is the teat that feeds those too weak to face the future." Yes, that was
the line from Zedd that Junior had stitched on a needlepoint pillow..He felt for the railing. Grasped at the empty air only briefly. Found the
handrail. He climbed to the porch..Neither customers nor staff could be found in the first of the three large rooms. Only cheaper galleries were
crowded with browsers and unctuous sales personnel. In an establishment as upscale as Coquin, the hoi polloi were discouraged from gawking,
while the high value and extreme desirability of the art were made evident by the staff's almost pathological aversion to promoting the
merchandise..He was confused initially, frowning at the heart monitor and at the IV rack that loomed over him. When his eyes met Celestina's, his
gaze clarified, and the smile that he found for her brought as much light into her heart as the diamond ring he had slipped onto her finger so few
hours before..As Obadiah lowered himself into a well-worn armchair, he said to Edom, "Son, don't I know you from somewhere?".As best he
could, he examined his clothes. They were better pressed than he expected, and not noticeably soiled.."Yes, you did, and it's exactly what
experience has no doubt taught you to think. But I'm forty-seven and you're twenty-".In a red coat with a red hood, Bartholomew appeared first in
the arms of the tall lanky man, the Ichabod Crane look-alike, who also had a large tote bag hanging from his shoulder..Instinctively, he knew he
should not give massages to Negroes. He sensed that somehow he would be physically or morally polluted by this contact..When he dared to look
in the mirror above the sink, he expected to see a haggard face, sunken eyes, but the grim experience had left no visible mark. He quickly combed
his hair. Indeed, he looked so fine that women would as usual caress him with their yearning gazes when he made his way back through the
gallery..The hum, the buzz, the rattle, the grinding of machinery, power tools. Sheet steel and tougher structural steel snarling against the teeth of a
metal-cutting saw..In the Fairmont coffee shop, Junior ordered french fries, a cheeseburger, and cole slaw. He requested that the burger be served
cooked but unassembled: the halves of the bun turned face up, the meat pattie positioned separately on the plate, one slice each of tomato and onion
arranged beside the pattie, and the slice of unmelted cheese on a separate dish..Meanwhile, he became an accomplished meditator. Guided by Bob
Chicane, Junior progressed from concentrative meditation with seed the mental image of a bowling pin-to meditation without seed. This advanced
form is far more difficult, because nothing is visualized, and the purpose is to concentrate on making the mind utterly blank..Out of respect for his
mother, Barty struggled to hold fast to his eyeless second sight, living in the idea of a world where he still had vision, until she had been accorded
the honors she deserved and had been laid to rest beside his father..Junior must have shouted shut up more than he realized, because the neighbors
began to pound on the wall to silence him.."Enough," said the nurse, and the nun reached through clouds of steam to crank off the water..Instead,
he was given a small color brochure featuring samples of the artist's work. It also contained the same photograph of her smiling face that graced the
window..The thorns had not been stripped from the long stem of the white rose. Vanadium clutched it so tightly that the sharp points punctured his
meaty palm. He seemed to be unaware of his wounds.."Your dad didn't just like Christmas, he loved Christmas. He started planning for it in June.
If there wasn't already a Santa Claus, your father would have taken on the job.".He doused the light and crouched motionless in the absolute
darkness, leaning against a wall of the dumpster to steady himself, because his feet were planted in slippery layers of fog-dampened plastic trash
bags..As Celestina and her mother loaded the last of the pies into the ice chests in the Suburban, Paul and Agnes came back from her station wagon
at the head of the caravan.."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..He nodded. "You do. Yes. But you don't need to know right now. Later, when you're calmer, when you're
clearer. It's too important to rush you through it now.".Always, he was good with Barty, and on this occasion, he teased more than the usual number
of smiles and giggles from the boy as he tried to get him to read the Snellen chart on the wall. Then he lowered the lights in the examination room
to study his eyes with an ophthalmometer and an ophthalmoscope..The presence of the brochure disturbed Vanadium also because he assumed that
after being dead-ended by Nolly, Cain had subsequently discovered that Celestina had taken custody of the baby to raise it as her own. For some
reason, the nine-toed wonder originally believed the child was a boy, but if he'd tracked down Celestina, he now knew the truth..A moment later, in
the corridor, as Nolly locked the door to his suite, Kathleen linked her right arm through Vanadium's left. "Do I call you Detective Vanadium,
Brother, or Father?".When he heard the snick of the lock being disengaged, he rammed into the men's room..Angel pointed to a Mercedes parked
about forty feet behind the Buick, just as its headlights went off..The sight of her sister's blood and the persistence of the flow made Celestina weak
with apprehension. She was afraid she had done the wrong thing by delaying hospitalization..With a portion of his profits from Tammy Bean's
stock picks, Junior had bought a second painting by Sklent. Titled In the Baby's Brain Lies the Parasite of Doom, Version 6, it was so exquisitely
repellent that the artist's genius could not be in doubt..Nothing in his reading offered a satisfactory explanation for what had been happening to him.
None of the women filled the hole in his heart, and all of the Bartholomews were harmless. Only the needlepoint offered any satisfaction, but
though Junior was proud of his craftsmanship, he knew that a grown man couldn't find fulfillment in stitchery alone..The family didn't exist in
anticipation of developments with Barty and Angel, didn't put the pair at the center of their world. Instead, they did the good work, shared the
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satisfactions that came daily with being part of Pie Lady Services, and got on with life.."If I ever get there, I'll be back," she promised the gathered
family. "Imagine how much we'll have to talk about. Maybe I'll even get some new pie recipes from Over There."."Yes, Barty," Tom said. "I feel a
depth to life, layers beyond layers. Sometimes it's ... scary. Mostly it inspires me. I can't see these other worlds, can't move between them. But with
this quarter, I can prove that what I feel isn't my imagination." He extracted a quarter from a jacket pocket, holding it between thumb and forefinger
for all but Barty to see. "Angel?".Serving a formal dinner was Agnes's way of declaring-to herself more than to anyone else in attendance-that the
time had come for her to get on with life for Bartholomew's sake, but also for her own..The beetle-green Pontiac waited in the driveway, with a
shine that tempted nature to throw around some bad weather. Joey always kept a spotless car, and he probably wouldn't have had time to earn a
living if he had resided in some shine-spoiling climate rather than in southern California..The popeyed little toad smirked over there on the far side
of his pretentious desk.."Better hurry," Wally advised, gracing Celestina's other cheek with a dryer kiss.."No. But I'm sure as can be, the kid is
better off undiscovered by the likes of him.".Celestina was maneuvered aside as the surgical team began resuscitation procedures. Stunned, she
backed away from the table until she encountered a wall. In southern California, as dawn of this new momentous day looms.Although he found
Magusson's face sufficiently disturbing that he avoided looking at it more than necessary, and though Magusson's bulging eyes were so moist with
bitterness and with need that they inspired nightmares, Junior shifted his gaze from his half-numb hands to his attorney. "Luck? I lost my wife. And
my unborn baby.".In spite of her nature, Agnes could not find forgiveness in her heart this time. Words of absolution clotted in her throat. Her
bitterness dismayed her, but she could not deny it..The Finder.Instead of gaping at her as though she had been possessed by an inarticulate demon,
Wally urgently fumbled a small box out of his jacket pocket and blurted, "Will you marry me?".When all were gathered on the porch, lined up
across the head of the steps and along the railing, in chill damp air that smelled faintly of ozone and less faintly of jasmine, Barty said, "Mr.
Vanadium, your quarter trick is really cool. But here's something out of Heinlein.".When the attorney finally came on the line, he sounded
put-upon, as though Junior were the equivalent of a troublesome toe that he would like to shoot off..You have the teeth to do it, Junior thought, but
he restrained himself from saying it. "This can't be a dead end.".With the same surprising ease that she had gotten a plane out of San Francisco on a
one-hour notice, Celestina booked two return seats on an early-evening flight from Oregon, as though she had a supernatural travel agent..Number
three on the charts was "Mr. Lonely," by Bobby Vinton, an American talent from Canonsburg, Pennsylvania. Junior sang along..When Renee,
sweetly oblivious of her looming doom, claimed to have inherited a sizable industrial-valve fortune, Junior thought she might be inventing the
wealth or at least exaggerating to make herself more desirable. But when he accompanied her back to her place, he discovered a level of luxury that
proved she wasn't a shop girl with fantasies..Like autumn-red ivy, lushly leafed vines of flame crawled up the house. The porch under them was
ablaze, as well. Shingles smoldered beneath their feet, and flames ringed the roof on which they stood..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..and proceeded to turn it across his knuckles as swiftly and smoothly as be bad with his
right hand..As though giving voice to her worst fear had made it come true, Agnes was seized by a contraction so painful that she cried out and
clutched the paramedic's hands tightly enough to make him wince. She felt a peculiar swelling within, then an awful looseness, pressure followed at
once by release..Each page comprised four columns of names and numbers, most with addresses. Approximately one hundred names filled each
column, four hundred to a page..Celestina stared curiously at Tom Vanadium. She had witnessed the effect of vanishment, though she hadn't
actually seen the coin disappear in midair. Yet she seemed to sense either that something more than sleight of hand had just transpired or that the
trick had a meaning she'd missed..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..So Barty and Tom just happened to be chatting about a quantum physicist they had seen on a
television program, a documentary about the uncanny resonance between the belief in a created universe and some recent discoveries in quantum
mechanics and molecular biology. The physicist claimed that a handful of his colleagues, though by no means the majority, believed that with a
deepening understanding of the quantum level of reality, there would in time be a surprising rapprochement between science and faith..The car
shuddered, wrenched steel screamed, and a cry of triumph rose from the rescuers..To the waiter, Nolly was Nolly, Kathleen was Mrs. Wulfstan, and
Tom Vanadium was sir--though not the usual perfunctorily polite sir, but sir with deferential emphasis. Tom was unknown to the waiter, but his
shattered face gave him gravitas; besides, he possessed a quality, quite separate from carriage and demeanor and attitude, an ineffable something,
that inspired respect and even trust..When the convulsive seizure passed, as he collapsed back on the spattered pillow, shuddering at the stench
rising from his hideously fouled clothes, Junior was suddenly struck by an idea that was either.The hospital was eerily quiet, except for the
occasional squeak of rubber-soled shoes on the vinyl floor of the corridor..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..If there had been footsteps,
they had fallen silent the moment Junior froze to listen for them. Even over the hard drumming of his heart, he would have heard any noise. The
pillowy fog seemed to smother sound in the alleyway more effectively than ever..Vanadium arrived and stood beside Junior. His black suit was
cheap, but it fit better than Rudy's..At home, after phoning her folks, Celestina made a ham sandwich. She ate a quarter of it. Then two bites of a
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chocolate croissant. One spoonful of butter pecan ice cream. Everything was without taste, more bland than Phimie's hospital food, and it cloyed in
her throat..If he woke, however, and saw her sitting vigil, Barty would understand how terrible his condition might be..Shortly after six o'clock,
Saturday morning, she stirred from a fretful dream and saw Barty sitting up in bed, reading..Although this was perhaps the happiest evening of
Celestina's fife, it wasn't without a note of melancholy. She couldn't avoid thinking about Phimie..He had taken refuge in meditation, because he'd
been frustrated by his continuing failure in the Bartholomew hunt and disturbed by his apparently paranormal experiences with quarters and with
phone calls from the dead. More deeply disturbed than he had realized or had been able to admit.."Too few," said Maria, "might mean you made an
admirably small number of moral mistakes but also that you failed to take reasonable risks and didn't make full use of the gift of life.".Instead of
staring at Barty directly, he watched Angel as she studied the eyeless boy. She had exhibited no horror at the concave slackness of his closed lids,
and when one lid fluttered up to reveal the dark hollow socket, she hadn't shown any revulsion. Now she moved closer to Barty's chair, and when
she touched his cheek, just below his missing left eye, the boy didn't flinch in surprise..The bow business had started a few months ago. Angel said
she wanted to look pretty in her sleep, in case she met a handsome prince in her dreams..The old man assumed the solemn and knowing expression
of one guarding mysteries, a sphinx without headdress and mane. "If I told you, dear lady, it wouldn't be magic anymore. Merely a trick.".Junior
liked women who drank a lot. They were usually amorous or at least unresistant..If either of them suspected that she was lying, it was Edom. He
looked puzzled, but he didn't pursue the issue..Junior's agony might have made him howl like a cankered dog or might even have dropped him to
his knees if he hadn't used the pain to fuel his anger. His knobby countenance was so sensitive that the light breeze flailed his skin as cruelly as if it
had been a barbed lash. Empowered by rage even more beautiful than his countenance was monstrous, he crossed the parking lot, looking through
car windows in the hope of seeing keys dangling from an ignition..IN HOSPITALS, AS in farmhouses, breakfast comes soon after dawn, because
both healing and growing are hard work, and long days of labor required to save the human species, which spends as mu& time earning its pain and
hunger as it does trying to escape them..In the hall that served the two ground-floor apartments, they encountered Rena Moller, the elderly woman
who lived in the unit across from theirs. She was polishing the dark wood of her front door with lemon oil, a sure sign that her son and his family
were coming to dinner..She figured that she could stay home, devoting herself to Barty, for perhaps three years before she would be wise to find
work..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..In the afternoon, Dr.
Schurr came to the hospital to review test results and to reexamine Barty. When the early-winter twilight gave way to night, he sent them back to
Dr. Chan, and Agnes didn't press Schurr for an opinion. All day she'd been impatient for a diagnosis, but suddenly she was loath to have the facts
put before her.."No, the more I think about it, the more it feels like this is just kids. Some kids goofing around, that's all. I- guess Vanadium got
deeper under my skin than I realized, so when this came up, I couldn't think straight about it."."Which is?" His eyes widened, and his voice became
husky with pretended fear. "They're always ... evil..Recently, Wally administered to Angel a set of apperception tests for three-year-olds, and the
results indicated that she might not ever be a math whiz or a verbal gymnast, but that she might be highly talented in other ways. Her appreciation
of color, her innate understanding of the derivation of secondary hues from the primary colors, her sense of spatial relationships, and her
recognition of basic geometric forms regardless of the angle at which they were presented were all far beyond what was exhibited by other kids her
age. Wally said she was visually, rather than verbally, gifted, that she would undoubtedly exhibit increasing precociousness in matters artistic, that
she might follow Celestina's career path, and that she might even prove to be a prodigy.."I can't sleep half the time," Deed said, twisting the
baseball cap in his hands. "I've lost weight, and I'm so nervous, jumpy.".LATE TUESDAY AFTERNOON in Bright Beach, as a darker blue and
iridescent tide rolled across the sky, seagulls rowed toward their safe harbors, and on the land below, shadows that had been upright at work all day
now stretched out, recumbent, preparing for the night..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?".Too rattled to want lunch at the St. Francis Hotel or anywhere
else, Junior returned to his apartment.."--and we're from different worlds, which I respect. I respect you and your wonderful family ... your
centeredness, your certainty. I want to do this only because it's what I owe you.".The baby felt too light to be real. She weighed five pounds
fourteen ounces, but she seemed lighter than air, as though she might float up and out of her aunt's arms..He felt some guilt at this-but only a little.
His sister had done much for him; but jobless, ruled by his obsessions, hobbled by too much of his father's dour nature, there wasn't a lot that he
could do for her. Just this benign deceit with the cards..Not a word of that would come to Paul, but his frustrating speechlessness might have been
for the best. From everything he knew about this hero, such effusive praise would embarrass him..He groaned. "That just doesn't cut it, Mom. If I
gotta be blind, I think I should get to say peed off.".twenty-eight pounds. Typically, seven to eight pounds of this is the fetus. The placenta and the
amniotic fluid weigh three pounds. The remaining eighteen are due to water retention and fat stores..Admitting to the likelihood that he would
never again devote himself seriously to his business, Paul sold it to Jim Kessel, long his good right hand and fellow pharmacist..Lying on his side
in bed, clothed and shod, knees drawn up, arms folded across his chest, hands pressed under his chin, like a precocious fetus dressed and waiting
for birth, Junior tried to recall the chain of logic that had led to this long and difficult pursuit of Bartholomew. That chain led three years into the
past, however, which to Junior was an eternity, and not all the links were still in place..In adversity lies great opportunity, as Caesar Zedd teaches,
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and always, of course, there is a bright side even when you aren't able immediately to see it..He must be careful in his approach to her. He dared not
rush into this. Think it through. Devise a strategy. This valuable opportunity must not be wasted.
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