After Many Days An American Novel

AFTER MANY DAYS AN AMERICAN NOVEL
Outside, flames churned to the left and right of the opening. The front of the house was afire..In Cain's bedroom, Tom Vanadium's hooded
flashlight revealed a six-foot-high bookcase that held approximately a hundred volumes. The top shelf was empty, as was most of the second..'She
didn't reach into your thoughts and pluck out the name Rowena. Or Beezil or Feezil.'.Though Celestina was still holding Angel, Wally kissed her,
and again it was lovely, though shorter than before, and Angel said, "That's a messy kiss."."From childhood, I've had this ... awareness, this
perception of an infinitely more complex reality than what my five basic senses reveal. A psychic claims to predict the future. I'm not a psychic.
Whatever I am ... I'm able to feel a lot of the other possibilities inherent in any situation, to know they exist simultaneously with my reality, side by
side, each world as real as mine. In my bones, in my blood-".After an interminable silence, the detective said, "Do you know what believe about
life, Enoch?".She was not yet twenty-one, and he was at least twice her age, but he leaned like a small child against her, and like a mother she
comforted him..Junior realized that thick drool oozed out of the right comer of his mouth. Shakily, he raised one hand to wipe his face..From her
Volkswagen bus in the middle of the line, Maria joined them. "In case we get separated, Agnes, I don't have an itinerary."."Some Baptists are
opposed to drink, Doctor, but we're the wicked variety. Though all we have is a warm bottle of Chardonnay.".Artificial eyes were on order. He
would soon return to Newport Beach for a third fitting before implant. They weren't glass, as commonly believed, but thin plastic shells that fit
neatly behind the eyelids in the cavities left after surgery. On the inner surface of the transparent artificial cornea, the artificial iris would be
skillfully hand-painted, and movement of the ocular prosthesis could be achieved by attaching the eye-moving muscles to the conjunctiva..Holding
his precious face between her hands, she kissed him. She met his gaze, and furiously she blinked away her tears, for she wanted to be clear-sighted,
to be looking into his eyes, to see him, the truest part of him in there beyond his eyes, until that very last moment when she could not have him
anymore..Having shuffled all four stacks of cards, Jacob cut two decks and shuffled the halves together, controlling them exactly as he had
controlled them on Friday evening. Then the other two halves.."Could you undo the spell you put on her?".For reasons of mice and dust, doors at
the Lampion house were never left ajar, let alone open this wide..And now she didn't need him anymore. He gazed at her face, held her cooling
hand; his anchor was slipping away from him, leaving him adrift..Jell-O were served to Agnes Lampion as, on farms farther inland from the coast,
roosters still crowed and plump hens clucked contentedly atop their early layings..With remarkably little splash, the sedan eased into the water.
Briefly it floated, bobbling near shore, tipped forward by the weight of the engine. As the lake flooded in through the floor vents, the vehicle settled
steadily-then sank rapidly when water reached the two partially open windows..Agnes got out of bed, switched on the lamp, and tucked Barty in
once more. "Say your silent prayers.".The boy's silvery giggles rang as merrily as sleigh bells, his Christmas spirit undampened. "Not between,
Mommy. Nobody could do that. I just ran where the rain wasn't.".If Junior was not discreet, and if gossip about the widower Cain and the sexy
nurse began to circulate, Vanadium would be on the case again even if it had been closed. The cop was sick, hateful, driven by unknowable inner
demons. Although he might for the moment have been reined in by those in higher office, mere gossip of a spicy nature would be excuse enough
for him to open the file again, which he'd surely do without informing his superiors..He had noted all seven names on the bassinets, but he read
them again. He sensed in their names-or in one of their names-the explanation for his seemingly mad perception of a looming threat..Junior liked
women who drank a lot. They were usually amorous or at least unresistant..And when she finally looked directly at him, blinked at him, her lashes
flicking off a spray of fine droplets, Agnes saw that Barty was dry. Not a single jewel of rain glimmered in his thick dark hair or on the
baby-smooth planes of his face. His shirt and sweater were as dry as if they had just been taken off a hanger and from a dresser drawer. A few
drops darkened the legs of the boy's khaki pants--but Agnes realized this was water that had dripped from her arm as she'd reached across him to
adjust the vent..Junior Cain definitely was not a crazed sex-killer, not driven to homicide by weird lusts beyond his control. A single night of sex
and death-an indulgence never to be repeated-wouldn't require serious self-examination or a reconsideration of his self-image..Besides, even before
he had fully turned on his charm, before he had shown her that a ride on the Junior Cain love machine would make other men seem forever
inadequate, Renee was so hot for him that it might have been wise to open a bottle of champagne to douse her when spontaneous combustion
destroyed her Chanel suit.."I don't know anyone named Bartholomew." He decided that the truth, in this instance, could not harm him..Anyway, the
thing that scared her was not the monstrous father of this child. The fearsome thing was the decision that she had made a few minutes ago, in the
unused hospital room on the seventh floor.."Everybody needs cheese," Angel said, which apparently meant that Mrs. Ornwall would never lack
work. "Mommy, you're wrong.."Mr. Magusson, you once told me that if Detective Vanadium ever bothered me again, you'd have his choke chain
yanked. Well, I think you need to talk to someone about that.".First, he searched immediately around the dead man, figuring that the watch might
still be snared on the coat belt or on one of the sleeve straps. No luck.."It was... the only dream that mattered," Joey said. "You ... loving me. It was
a good life because of you.".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.Agnes returned home from a pie run with the usual team-grown to five vehicles,
including paid employees-to find a gathering in the yard and Barty halfway up the oak..In the execution, he was likewise scrupulous, for he didn't
want the grownups to see what Angel saw; he preferred they believe it was sleight of hand-or magic. After the usual moves, he briefly closed his
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right hand around the coin, then with a snap of his wrist, flung it at Angel, simultaneously distracting with flourishes aplenty..Clenching his right
hand around the quarter, waving left hand over right, he intoned, "Jingle-jangle, mingle-jingle." Opening his right hand, he revealed that the coin
had vanished..almost recoiled in disgust. She held the newborn so that its mother could look into.buttery sunshine, and emerald-black where the
shadows of limbs and leaves overlay it. Fat crows as black as.Junior could almost feel sorry for this sad, stocky, haunted detective, deranged by
years of difficult public service..So smoothly did the waiter move, that three martinis on a corklined mahogany tray seemed to float across the room
in front of him and then hover beside their table while he served the cocktails to the lady first, the guest second, and the host third..Kitchen to
dining room, dining room to hallway, keeping his back to the wall, easing quickly along, then into the foyer. Wait here, listening.."What was it like,
Enoch? Did you look into her eyes when you pushed her?" Vanadium's uninflected monologue was like the voice of a conscience that preferred to
torture by droning rather than by nagging. "Or doesn't a woman-killing coward like you have the guts for that? "."Nonsense," Agnes breezed on,
"it's no imposition. You'll be a great help with my baking, the pie deliveries, all the work that I put aside during Barty's surgery and recovery. It'll
either be fun, or I'll wear you down to the bone, but either way, you won't be bored. I've got two extra rooms. One for Celie and Angel, and one for
Grace. When your Wally arrives, we can move Angel in with Grace, or she can bunk with me.".She whispered then: "You are my little lampion,
Barty. You light the way for me.".And though Barty was not shy, neither was he a show-off. He didn't seek praise for his accomplishments, and in
fact, they were little known outside of his immediate family. His satisfaction came entirely from learning, exploring, growing..Because they knew
the date of the rape, and because that attack had been Phimie's sole sexual experience, the day of impregnation could be fixed, delivery calculated
with more precision than usual..The same thought had occurred to her, a consolation that might make acceptance of these riches possible. Yet she
remained chilled by the thought of receiving a life-changing amount of money as the consequence of a death..Acutely aware that someone with
more need than patience might soon rap at the locked door, Junior dropped back into the men's room..Taking no chances, Junior swung the
candlestick again, bending down as he did so. The second impact was not as solid as the first, a glancing blow, but effective..At the front door of
the funeral home, as Panglo was showing him out, Jacob leaned close. "Joe Lampion didn't have any gold teeth."."--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.".He liked her face, too. She wore no makeup, and pulled her brown hair back in a bun. Some might say she was mousy, but the only things
mousy that Nolly saw about her were a piquant tilt to her nose and a certain cuteness..A mere silhouette against the fluorescent glare, Vanadium
stepped it the hall. The bright light seemed to enfold him. The detective shimmered and vanished the way that a mirage of a man, on a fiercely hot
desert highway, will appear to walk out of this dimension into another, slipping between the tremulous curtains of heat as though they hang
between realities..I know what you're thinking," her mother said, reaching across the table and placing one hand over Celestina's. "I know how
useless you feel, how helpless, how small, but you must remember this . . .."Yeah, they think we're with Candid Camera. So Jimmy points to this
United Parcel truck parked across the street and says the cameras are in there.".Being ruthlessly honest with himself, as always, he acknowledged
that killing Tammy would not solve his problem. She might have told friends and colleagues about the Rolex, just as she had surely shared with her
girlfriends the juiciest details about Junior's unequaled lovemaking. During the two months that he and the cat woman dated, others had heard her
call him Eenie. He couldn't kill Tammy and all her friends and colleagues, at least not on a timely enough schedule to thwart the police..In the
kitchen again, Junior spread the blanket on the floor, to one side of the blood. He rolled Vanadium onto the blanket, and drew the ends of it
together, fashioning a sled with which to drag the detective out of the house..Celestina often thought of his wife and twin boys-Rowena, Danny,
and Harry--dead in that airliner crash six years ago, and sometimes she was pierced by a sense of loss so poignant that they might have been
members of her own family. She grieved as much over their loss of Wally as over his loss of them, and as blasphemous as the thought might be,
she wondered why God had been so cruel as to sunder such a family. Rowena, Danny, and Harry had crossed all waters of suffering and lived now
eternally in the kingdom. One day they would all be rejoined with the special husband and father they had lost; but even the reward of Heaven
seemed inadequate compensation for being denied so many years here on earth with a man as good and kind and big of heart as Walter
Lipscomb..of the deceased. This memorial was modest, neither large nor complicated in design. Nevertheless, often the carvers in this line of
business followed days after the morticians, because the stones to which they applied their craft demanded more labor and less urgency than the
cold bodies that rested under them..The Beatles began singing the number-one song, "I Feel Fine," as Junior turned off the county highway and
followed the lake road northeast around the oil-black water. They had two titles in the American top five. In disgust, he switched off the radio..And
the mills of capitalism provide them. Supply meets demand. Fantasy becomes a commodity, an industry..It didn't seem to him to amount to much.
It was such an easy matter to him to make a silvery light shine in a dark room, or find a lost pin by thinking about it, or true up a warped joint by
running his hands over the wood and talking to it, that he couldn't see why they made a fuss over such things. But his father raged at him for his
"shortcuts," even struck him once on the mouth when he was talking to the work, and insisted that he do his carpentry with tools, in silence.."Will I
love you tomorrow, you mean, and the day after tomorrow, and on forever? Of course, forever, Wally, always.".Tongue clamped between his teeth
as he concentrated on keeping the blue crayon within the lines of the bunny, Barty nodded. "Yeah..Kathleen expected this would prove to be true.
She herself was not frightened by Thomas Vanadium's appearance; but then she had been prepared for it before she first saw him. And she wasn't a
murderer, fearful of retribution, to whom this particular face would seem like Judgment personified..To the waiter, Nolly was Nolly, Kathleen was
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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..The deejay announced song number four for the week: the Beatles' "She's a Woman." The
Fab Four filled the Studebaker with music.."With this money, you won't have to cut back on the number of pies you give away--and all of
that."."You figure all this," Jolene asked, "because Mother Nature gives us a nice warm day in January?"."There's a fine George and Ira Gershwin
song called 'Someone to Watch Over Me.'.Now, after removing the four decks of cards from the pressboard packs in which they had come, Jacob
lined them up side by side on the scarred maple top of the table..The first was an ace of hearts. This, Maria said, was a very good card, indeed. It
meant that Barty would be lucky in love..ready to hear me. However long you need. But something ... something extraordinary happened here
before you arrived."."Yes. In syrup form. It's a good item for your home medicine chest, in case your child ever swallows poison and you need to
purge it from him quickly.".Following little Bartholomew's murder, however, people might remember the man who had been asking after the
mother, Celestina. Junior wasn't just any man, either; irresistibly handsome, he left an indelible impression on people, especially on women.
Inevitably, the cops would be knocking on his door, sooner or later.."This momentous day," Thomas Vanadium said quietly, stiff gazing into the
grave, "seems full of terrible endings. But like every day, it's actually full of nothing but beginnings.".Unfortunately, Caesar Zedd had not written a
self-help book on how to commit homicide and escape the consequences thereof, and as before, Junior was entirely on his own..Tom Vanadium
checked the small wastebasket next to the sink and discovered a wad of bloody Kleenex. The crumpled wrappers from two
Band-Aids..Undiminished antiperistaltic waves coursed through his duodenum, stomach, and esophagus, and now he gasped desperately for air
between each expulsion, without much success..She switched on the windshield wipers. Repeatedly, in the, arc of cleared glass, the graveyard was
revealed in sharp detail, and yet the place remained less than fully familiar to her. Her whole world had been changed by Barty's dry walk in wet
weather..Bartholomew might be a teenager living with his parents or a dependent adult residing with family; if so, he wouldn't be revealed in this
search, because the phone would not be listed in his name. Or maybe the guy loathed his first name and never used it except in legal matters, going
by his middle name, instead..Caesar Zedd teaches that every experience in our lives, unto the smallest moment and simplest act, is preserved in
memory, including every witless conversation we've ever endured with the worst dullards we've met. For this reason, he wrote a book about why
we must never suffer bores and fools and about how we can be rid of them, offering hundreds of strategies for scouring them from our lives,
including homicide, which he claims to favor, though only tongue-in-cheek..Stepping forward, Agnes said, "When Barty holds my hand and walks
me through the rain, I get wet even while he stays dry. The same for all the rest of us here ... except Angel.".When the ophthalmologist saw her
misery, his kind face softened further, and his pity became palpable..Junior Cain felt as if his heart had been lanced by a needle so thin that the
muscle still contracted rhythmically but painfully around it. She did? She. . . she wrote that?".From the bathroom, Junior gathered an electric razor
and toiletries. He added these to the suitcases.."Well, sure," said Mary, "without dying first. That would be the easy way to get there. I'm a
Lampion, aren't I? Do we take the easy way, if we can avoid it? Did Daddy take the easiest way up the oak tree?".Furrowing her brow and
narrowing her eyes as though prepared to scold him, she slowly lowered her face to his, until their noses were touching, and she whispered,
"Because it's more fun if it's secret.".Their evenings together were comfortable bliss, though usually they just watched television, or he read to her.
She enjoyed being read to: mostly historical novels and occasional mysteries..Consequently, Edom was abroad in the land with pies and parcels,
following a list of names and addresses provided by his sister, even though he believed an unprecedentedly violent earthquake, the fabled Big One,
was likely to strike before noon, certainly before dinner. This was the last day of the rest of his life..Only a few theater goers attended the matinee.
No one sat near, so Google and Junior openly swapped packages: a five-by-six manila envelope to Google, a nine-by-twelve to
Junior..Uncommonly healthy, he didn't suffer croup, flu, sinusitis, or most of the ailments to which other children were vulnerable..He was glad
that he'd taken the double dose of antiemetics. In spite of this provocation, his stomach felt as solid and secure as a bank vault..He knew what she
made of it, all right, and he could see that the others on the porch knew as well, and likewise he could see that all of them wanted to hear him
confirm the conclusion at which Agnes had arrived long before he'd come here with Wally this evening. Even in the dining room, before the proof
in the rain, Tom had recognized the special bond between the blind boy and this buoyant little girl. In fact, he couldn't have arrived at any
conclusion different from the one Agnes reached, because like her, he believed that the events of every day revealed mysterious design if you were
willing to see it, that every fife had profound purpose.."It sure is," Barty said. When only a mortified silence followed his remark, he added: "Gee, I
thought that was kinda funny.".No time for horror, disgust. Every second mattered now, and every minute might cost another life..The moment that
the roof of the car vanished beneath the water, Junior hurried away, retracing on foot the route he had driven. He didn't have to go all the way back
to Vanadium's place, only to the dark house where he'd left Victoria Bressler. He had a date with a dead woman..Waking from a bad dream, he
sometimes thought he heard the ratcheting of gear-wheel feet. The scrape and creak of rusted iron joints. The clink of rake-tine fingers rattling
against one another..Agnes could not bear to watch Maria sewing. The light no longer stung, but her new future,.Later, in early '66, out of his coma
and recovering sufficiently to have visitors, Vanadium spent a most difficult hour with his old friend Harrison White. Out of respect for the
memory of his lost daughter, and not at all out of concern for his image as a minister, the reverend had refused to acknowledge either that Seraphim
had been pregnant or that she'd been raped-although Max Bellini had already confirmed the pregnancy and believed, based on cop's instinct, that it
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had been the consequence of rape. Harrison's attitude seemed to be that Phimie was gone, that' nothing could be gained by opening this wound, and
that even if there was a villain involved, the Christian thing was to forgive, if not forget, and to trust in divine justice..The window was French with
small panes, so Celestina couldn't simply break the glass and climb out..To the growing pile of ruin, she added one of Joey's cardigan sweaters,
after popping loose one bone button and almost completely detaching a sewn-on patch pocket. A pair of knockabout khaki pants: quickly clip open
the seat seam; cut the corner of' the wallet pocket, then rip it with both hands; snip loose some stitching and half detach the cuff on the left leg..For
two years, since finding the quarter in his cheeseburger, Junior had been searching for a metaphysics that he could embrace, that squared with all
the truths that he had learned from Zedd, and that didn't require him to acknowledge any power higher than himself Here it was. Unexpected.
Complete. He didn't fully understand the bit about monkeys and barrels, but he got the rest of it, and peace of a sort descended upon him..Two
cranks operated the winch.. The mortician and his assistant turned the handles in unison, and as the mechanism creaked softly, the casket slowly
descended into the hole..the grass, silent because he is barely conscious, too badly beaten to protest or to plead for mercy, but also."But nothing
equals a quake for killing. Big one in Shaanxi, China, killed eight hundred thirty thousand.".His request felt like an assault. Agnes almost rocked
backward as though struck..Joey couldn't raise his head, couldn't turn more directly toward her ... because his spine had been damaged, perhaps
severed, and he was paralyzed..Somehow, Vanadium's malevolent spirit was also to blame for Junior's failure to find a new heart mate, in spite of
all the women he'd been through. Undoubtedly, when Bartholomew was dead and Vanadium vanquished with him, romance and true love would
bloom..Seraphim White had come to California to give birth to him in or to spare her parents-and their congregation--embarrassment..One of his
favorite gifts for Christmas 1967 was a twelve-hole chromatic harmonica with forty-eight reeds providing a full three-octave range. Even in his
little hands, and with the limitations of his small mouth, this more sophisticated instrument enabled him to produce full-bodied versions of any
song that appealed to him.."God bless us, every one," Agnes repeated with all her extended family, and after a sip of the wine, she made an excuse
to check on something in the kitchen, where she pressed hot tears into a cool, slightly damp dishtowel to prevent the telltale swelling of her
eyes.."Fear?" Kathleen asked, more interested in Vanadium's words than in his prestidigitation. "You said you're offering fear to Cain ... as if that
was something he would want.".Smiling in the fearless dark, she listened to the rhythmic breathing of a sleeping boy..Maria said, "It is ... the only
thing ... I can do for him now, for you. I be nobody, not.I have trusted in thy mercy, she thought desperately, reaching for comfort to Psalms
13:5..Dr. Daines spoke with Celestina in the corridor, outside the door to 724. Some of the passing nurses were nuns in wimples and full-length
habits, drifting like spirits along the hallway.."I don't have to graduate in the spring of next year. I can take fewer classes, graduate the spring after.
That's no big deal.".He sat on the edge of the bed and held her right hand. She had passed away such a short time ago that her skin was still
warm..The magazine covers were colorful, lurid, full of violence and eeriness and the coy sexual suggestiveness of a more innocent time. Most
days, he read a story while eating the two pieces of fruit that were his lunch, but sometimes he lost himself in a particularly vivid illustration,
daydreaming about far places and great adventures..She traded silence for silence. Then: "Kiddo, I'm still totally confused by this stuff."."We have
reason to believe that the man who raped your sister is stalking you.".Barty set one other rule: "Without dying first ... and you have to be sure you
can get back.".were a favorite pair when he was puttering around the house on weekends. "Oh," he said, "that dog.".He also sought a supplier of
high-quality counterfeit ID. This proved easier than he anticipated..Though they had expected the cause of the explosion, both Paul and Harrison
were halted by shock at the sight of all this ruination. They had expected to find the car jammed into the wall of the house, never this far inside.
The speed required to penetrate this distance into the structure beggared Paul's skills of calculation and made him wonder if even recklessness and
alcohol were sufficient to produce, such a catastrophe..When he noticed a blonde staring at him from a nearby booth, he smiled and winked at her.
Although she was not attractive enough to meet his standards, there was no reason to be impolite..Magusson was a small man behind a huge desk.
His head appeared too large for his body, but his ears seemed no bigger than a pair of silver dollars. Large protuberant eyes, bulging with
shrewdness and feverish with ambition, marked him as one who'd be hungry a minute after standing up from a daylong feast. A button nose too
severely turned up at the tip, an upper lip long enough to rival that of an orangutan, and a mean slash of a mouth completed a portrait sure to repel
any woman with eyesight; but if you wanted an attorney who was angry at the world for having been cursed with ugliness and who could convert
that anger into the energy and ruthlessness of a pit bull in the courtroom, even while using his unfortunate looks to gain the jurors' sympathy, then
Simon Magusson was the counselor for you..With only a faint twinge of sentimental longing, he drove away from the house that had been his and
Naomi's love nest for fourteen blissful months..The weather was good, so he went for a walk, though he crossed the street repeatedly to avoid
passing newspaper-vending machines..Tom proceeded, "is that an infinite number of realities exist, other worlds parallel to ours, which we can't
see. For example ... worlds in which, because of the specific decisions and actions of certain people on both sides, Germany won the last great war.
And other worlds in which the Union lost the Civil War. And worlds in which a nuclear war has already been fought between the U.S. and
Soviets.".During the drive, he alternated between great gales of delighted laughter and racking sobs wrought by pain and self-pity. The voodoo
Baptist was dead, the curse broken with the death of he who had cast it. Yet Junior must endure this final devastating plague..Curious to know what
Neddy had said, Junior quickly approached the same gallery staffer. "Excuse me, but I've been looking for my friend ever so long in this mob, and
then I saw him talking to you-the gentleman in the London Fog and the tux-and now I've lost him again. He didn't say if he was leaving, did he?
He's my ride home.".Music played within. An up-tempo number. Possibly swing. He couldn't quite identify the tune..Through the door came the
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sound of running water splashing in a sink. Neddy washing his hands..Using the straight edge of a ruler to guide his eye down each column, Junior
searched for Bartholomew, ignoring surnames. He had already checked to see if anyone in the county had Bartholomew for a last name; no one in
this directory did..People like Enoch Cain, of course, never choose between the right and the wrong thing, but between two evils. For themselves,
they create world after world of despair. For others, they make worlds of pain.
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