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THE CHURCH IN EARNEST
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.."And how about this," he continued. "Every point in the universe is directly connected to every other point, regardless of distance, so any
point on Mars is, in some mysterious way, as close to me as is any of you. Which means it's possible for information-and objects, even people-to
move instantly between here and London without wires or microwave transmission. In fact, between here and a distant star, instantly. We just
haven't figured out how to make it happen. Indeed, on a deep structural level, every point in the universe is the same point. This interconnectedness
is so complete that a great flock of birds taking flight in Tokyo, disturbing the air with their wings, contributes to weather changes in Chicago.".Of
course, there was no possibility whatsoever of 'drawing four identical jacks from combined decks that had been exquisitely manipulated and
meticulously arranged by a master mechanic-unless the effect of the jacks was intended, which in this case it was not. The odds couldn't be
calculated because it could never happen. No element of chance was involved here. The cards in that stack should have been as predictably
ordered-to Jacob-as were the numbered pages in a book..Outside, flames churned to the left and right of the opening. The front of the house was
afire..Carrying him to the window, gazing up at the stars, the moon, she said, "I'll always read to you, Barty.".Perhaps his sister intuited what Edom
was about to say, because she didn't let him get started..Otter stated it as an unfortunate fact, not as a moral assertion. Hound looked at him with
appreciation. Living with the pirate king, he was sick of boasts and threats, of boasters and threateners..Whether making love or killing, he was
never guided by bigotry. A private little joke with himself. But true..The various flavors of canned soda were always racked in the same order,
allowing Barty to select what he wanted without error. He got orange for Angel, root beer for himself, and closed the refrigerator..It's been a joy to
me to go back to Earthsea and find it still there, entirely familiar, and yet changed and still changing. What I thought was going to happen isn't
what's happening, people aren't who-or what-I thought they were, and I lose my way on islands I thought I knew by heart..The word diarrhea was
inadequate to describe this affliction. In spite of the books he'd read to improve his vocabulary, Junior could not think of any word sufficiently
descriptive and powerful enough to convey his misery and the hideousness of his ordeal..An hour later, when Barty decided he wanted a soda, he
switched off the book and asked Angel if she would like something to drink..Prepared for any contingency, Junior listened to the house until he was
certain that he needed the knife for no one else.."-though this Tom now has a rhinoceros-smacked face, this other Tom, in his own world, has an
ordinary face. Poor him, so ordinary.".If either of them suspected that she was lying, it was Edom. He looked puzzled, but he didn't pursue the
issue..He was no longer in his scrubs, but wore gray wool slacks and a blue cashmere sweater over a white shirt. Face somber, he looked less like
an obstetrician engaged in the business of life than like a professor of philosophy forever pondering the inevitability of death..Five days ago,
reasoning that an unscrupulous attorney would know how to find an equally unscrupulous private detective, even across state borders, Junior had
phoned Simon Magusson, in Spruce Hills, for a confidential recommendation. Apparently, there also existed a brotherhood of the terminally ugly,
the members of which sent business to one another. Magusson-he of the large head, small ears, and protuberant eyes-had referred Junior to Nolly
Wulfstan..He paused, not sure how to proceed. He was not accustomed to writing letters to total strangers..Dense, white, slowly billowing masses
of fog rolled through the neighborhood, scented with woodsmoke from numerous fireplaces, as though everything north to the Canadian border
were ablaze..When he judged that he was near the porch steps, he probed with his cane. Two paces later, the tip rapped the lowest step..Junior
leaned forward and slid the packet of cash across the desk, toward the detective. "There's more where this came from.".She might have attributed
his problem to eyestrain from all the reading he'd done during the past few days. She might have put drops in his eyes, told him to leave the books
alone for a while, and sent him into the backyard to play. She might have counseled herself not to be one of those alarmist mothers who detected
pneumonia in every sniffle, a brain tumor behind every headache..For a moment, none of them spoke. The silence was as flawless as the
preternatural hush reputed to precede the biggest quakes.."Not really. I love you, Mommy." He yawned and dropped into sleep with a quickness
that always amazed her. And then everything changed in one stunning moment. Changed profoundly and forever..Junior didn't find anything to
explain her paranoia-though, to his surprise, he discovered six books by Caesar Zedd in her small library. The pages were dog-eared; the text was
heavily underlined..Joey was not illuminated by the light of this world. Agnes realized that he was translucent, his skin like fine milk glass through
which shone a light from elsewhere..The Bright Beach Library was open until nine on Friday evening. Arriving an hour before closing, they
returned the Heinlein novels that Barty had already read and checked out the three that he wanted. In a spirit of optimism, they borrowed a fourth,
Podkayne of Mars..Angel liked to perch sideways with a drawing tablet in the window seat in Barty's room, look out at the oak tree from the upper
floor, and draw pictures inspired by things she heard in whatever book he was currently listening to. Everyone said she was a pretty good artist for
a three-year-old, and Barty wished he could see how good she was. He wished he could see Angel, too, just once.."More than remorse," the
magician said. "Shame. I come from good people. I wasn't raised to be a cheat. Sometimes, trying to figure how I went wrong, I think it wasn't the
need for money that ruined me. At least not that alone, not even that primarily. It was pride in my skill with the cards, frustrated pride because I
wasn't getting enough nightclub work to show off as much as I wanted to.".His homely face was long and narrow, as though pulled into that shape
by the weight of his responsibilities. In other circumstances, however, his generous mouth might have shaped an appealing smile; and his green
eyes had in them the compassion of someone who himself had known great loss..Cradling the baby, the nun turned with it to Celestina, folding
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back a thin blanket to present her with a good look at the tiny girl.."I don't ... don't understand." Blinking sleepily, pretending to be still thickheaded
from tranquilizers and whatever other drugs they were dripping into his veins, Junior was pleased by the note of perplexity in his hoarse voice,
although he knew that even an Oscar-caliber performance would not win over this critic..Having anticipated a problem of one kind or another,
Junior withdrew a packet of crisp new hundred-dollar bills from an inside jacket pocket. The bank band still wrapped the stack, and on it was
printed $10,000..Suddenly she realized-Good Lord!-that someone else had a had inside her, up the very center of her, massaging her uterus in the
same lazy pattern as that made by the piece of melting ice on her belly..He stashed two suitcases full of clothes and toiletries-plus the contents of
Pinchbeck's safe-deposit box-in the van, and then added those precious items that he'd be loath to lose if the hit on Bartholomew went wrong,
forcing him to leave his Russian Hill life and flee arrest. The works of Caesar Zedd. Sklent's three brilliant paintings. The needlepoint pillows, to
which he'd colorfully applied the wisdom of Zedd, constituted the bulk of this collection of bare essentials: 102 pillows in numerous shapes and
sizes, which he had completed in just thirteen months of feverish stitchery~.With Angel at breakfast, instead of just Uncle Jacob, at least Barty had
someone to talk to, even if she did insist on speaking more often through her dolls than directly. Apparently, the dolls were on the table, propped up
with bowls. The first, Miss Pixie Lee, had a high-pitched, squeaky voice. The second, Miss Velveeta Cheese, spoke in a three year-old's idea of
what a throaty-voiced, sophisticated woman sounded like, although to Barty's ear, this was more suitable to a stuffed bear..Agnes discovered that
watching her child be totally consumed by a new enthusiasm was an unparalleled delight. Through Barty, she had a tantalizing sense of what her
own childhood might have been like if her father had allowed her to have one, and at times, listening to the boy exclaim about the space-faring
Stone family or about the mysteries of Mars, she discovered that at least some part of a child still lived within her, untouched by either cruelty or
time..Like a disc fish with silvery scales, the coin lay in the cup of Junior's palm. Directly over his life line..Angel, busy with a cookie through most
of this, licked crumbs from her lips and asked Paul, "Do you have a puppy?".The weather was good, so he went for a walk, though he crossed the
street repeatedly to avoid passing newspaper-vending machines..A pathologically suspicious cop, aware of Junior's acute.; emesis following
Naomi's death, might imagine a connection between this epic bout of diarrhea and Victoria's murder, and Vanadium's disappearance Here was an
avenue of speculation that he did not want to encourage..The port-wine birthmark appeared to be darker than before and differently mottled than he
remembered it..He threw away his necktie, because in the elevator, on the way down from Renee's-or Rene's--penthouse, and again on the walk
back to his apartment, he had scrubbed his tongue with it. On further consideration, he threw away everything that he had been wearing, including
his shoes..In the time of the kings, mages gathered in the court of Enlad and later in the court of Havnor to counsel the king and take counsel
together, using their arts to pursue goals they agreed were good. But in the dark years, wizards sold their skills to the highest bidder, pitting their
powers one against the other in duels and combats of sorcery, careless of the evils they did, or worse than careless. Plagues and famines, the failure
of springs of water, summers with no rain and years with no summer, the birth of sickly and monstrous young to sheep and cattle, the birth of
sickly and monstrous children to the people of the isles-all these things were charged to the practices of wizards and witches, and all too often
rightly so..Therefore, after the nasty shooting, as the Bartholomew hunt continued, so did the good life.."He's an attorney, and this grieving
husband comes to him with a big liability case. There's money to be made."."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.".The two men detached and rolled up the pleated green skirt
that hung from the rectangular frame of the graveyard winch on which the casket was suspended. Green, rather than black, because Naomi loved
nature: Junior had been thoughtful about the details of the service.."Sure they do," said Wally as he unlocked the two deadbolts. "But you gotta be
twenty-one years old to get a license for one."."All right. Well ... Jesuits are encouraged to pursue education in any subject that interests them, not
theology alone. I was deeply interested in physics.".Celestina rose, heart suddenly clumping in her breast, like heavy footsteps hurrying away from
an approaching bearer of bad news, but she herself couldn't run, could only stand rooted in her hope-and hear in her mind six versions of a bleak
prognosis in the two seconds before the doctor actually spoke..He knew she wouldn't just step back to calculate her batting average, so he rolled at
once, out of her way, immensely relieved that he could move, because judging by the pain coruscating across his back, he wouldn't have been
surprised if she had broken his spine and paralyzed him. The chair crashed down again, exactly where Junior had been sprawled an instant
before..Once in a while, however, he reverted to his roots, to the food that gave him comfort. Thus, the cheeseburger and its decadent
accoutrements..With a tenderness that surprises and moves Celestina, the tall nurse closes the dead girl's eyes. She opens a fresh, clean sheet and
places it over the body, from the feet up, covering the precious face last of all..When Agnes and Paul returned from a honeymoon in Carmel, they
discovered that Edom had finally cleared out Jacob's apartment. He donated his twin's extensive files and books to a university library that was
building a collection to satisfy a growing professorial and student interest in apocalyptic studies and paranoid philosophy.."My God," Junior said,
pretending that his befuddlement had faded and that his mind had just now clarified, "you think Naomi was murdered, don't you?".In the city again,
he stopped long enough to donate the raincoat to a homeless man who didn't notice the few odd stains. This pathetic hobo happily accepted the fine
coat, donned it-and then cursed his benefactor, spat at him, and threatened him with a claw hammer..In time, his hand tightened feebly on hers. And
a while after that hopeful sign, his eyelids fluttered, opened..Shaking his head, his coffee cup rattling against the saucer, Edom said, "Uh, no, sir,
no, I don't think we've ever met till now.".Besides, being a future-focused guy who believed that the past was a burden best shed, he never made an
effort to nurture memories. Sentimental wallowing in nostalgia had none of the appeal for him that it had for most people..A dumpster and a dead
the-church-in-earnest.pdf
Page 2/6

The Church In Earnest

musician had humbled him as thoroughly as he had ever been humbled before, as completely as violent nervous emesis and volcanic diarrhea had
humbled him, and he had no tolerance for being humbled. Humility is for losers..From the moment the girl was admitted on the evening of January
5, the nurses at St. Mary's Hospital in San Francisco called her Phimie, too, not because they knew her well enough to love her, but because that
was the name they heard Celestina use..Junior flung back the covers and came to his feet, but his knees proved weak, and he sat at once on the edge
of the bed.."He's not a real contemporary person, not anyone Cain needs to fear. So how did he develop this obsession with finding someone named
Bartholomew?" He met Celestina's eyes, as if she might have answers for him. "Is there a real Bartholomew? And how does this tie in with his
assault on you? Or is there any tie-in at all?".Toward the front of the house, along a hallway suddenly as dark as a tunnel, toward a vague light in
the seething gloom. And here a window at the end of the hall..Nothing in life was risk free, so he hesitated only a moment: at the foot of the porch
steps before climbing them and knocking on the door..He first eased from aisle to aisle, but soon moved more quickly, convinced that the singer
would be found beyond the next turn, and then the next. Was that her trailing shadow he had glimpsed, slipping around the comer ahead of him?
Her womanly scent lingering in the air after her passage?.Judging by his great pleasure in learning, Barty didn't feel robbed of anything. To him,
the world was an orange of infinite layers, which he peeled and savored with increasing delight..Maybe every accidental death was suspicious to
Vanadium. His obsessive hounding of Junior might be his standard operating procedure..In case someone was waiting in the hallway, he flushed
the john for authenticity, though binding foods and paregoric still gave him the sturdy bowels of any brave knight in battle..Against the sight of
Franklin Chan's pity, which implied the hopelessness of Barty's condition, Agnes closed her eyes. But she opened them at once, because this
chosen darkness reminded her that unwanted darkness might be Barty's fate..The tone sounded, as promised, and a man's voice spoke from the box:
"It's Max. You're psychic. I found the hospital here. Poor kid bad a cerebral hemorrhage, arising from a hyperensive crisis caused by ... eclampsia,
I think it is. Baby survived. Call me, huh?".In retrospect, he realized meditation didn't suit him. It was a passive activity, while by nature he was a
man of action, happiest when doing..Tom didn't understand Edom's comment or the smiles that it drew, but otherwise, he was impressed by the
ease with which these people absorbed what he had said and by the imagination with which they began to expand upon his speculation. It was
almost as though they had long known the shape of what he'd told them and that he was only filling in a few confirming details..He no longer had
any reason to follow an exercise regimen. For twenty-three years, he'd needed to maintain good health in order to meet his responsibilities, but all
the responsibilities that mattered to him had been lifted from his shoulders..Having risen higher in the sky during the past couple hours, the
gold-coin moon reminted itself as silver, and in the black lake, its reflection rolled across the knuckles of the quiet wavelets..The Bones of the
Earth.Unquestionably, if he hadn't killed Vanadium, the maniac cop would have blown him away. That was clearly an act of self-defense..WITH A
CRASH as loud as the dire crack of heaven opening on Judgment Day, the Ford pickup broadsided the Pontiac. Agnes couldn't hear the first
fraction of her scream, and not much of the rest of it, either, as I."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.....The ball of sodden Kleenex was gripped so tightly in Junior's left hand
that had its carbon content been higher, it would have been compacted into a diamond. He saw Vanadium staring at his clenched fist and sharp
white knuckles. He tried to ease up on the wad of Kleenex, but he wasn't able to relent.."Search me. But I didn't tell him different. The less he
knows, the better. I can't figure his motivation, but if you were tracking this guy by his spoor, you'd want to look for the imprint of cloven
hooves.".Too much had happened in those rooms. They were stained dark with family history, and in the night, when either Edom or Jacob slept
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under that gabled roof, the past came alive again in dreams..Most of these firearms were loaded and ready for use, but five remained in their
original boxes, in the back of her bedroom closet. Evidently, considering the original bill of sale taped to each of the five boxed handguns, she must
have acquired all the weapons legally..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.."That was five years ago. After more surgeries
than I care to remember, I was left with these." He raised his goblin hands again. "There's pain in humid weather, less when it's dry. I can take care
of myself, but I'll never be a card mechanic again ... or a magician.".He desperately needed closure in the matter of Naomi's death. That was what
these past three years and these supernatural events were all about..He didn't bother to press Vanadium's hand around the weapon. There wasn't
going to be a wealth of evidence for the Scientific Investigation Division to sift through, anyway, when the fire was finally put out: just enough
charred clues to allow them an easy conclusion..would allow herself to feel the loss, the misery against which she was now armored. Phimie
deserved dignity in this final.With his refreshed drink, studying Celestina's photograph in the brochure, Junior returned to the living room. She was
as stunning as her sister, but unlike her poor sister, she wasn't dead and was, therefore, an appealing prospect for romance. From her, he must learn
whatever she knew that might help him in the Bartholomew hunt, without alerting her to his motive. At the same time, there was no reason that
they couldn't have a fling, a love affair, even a serious future together..In his mind, Junior saw a quarter turning knuckle over knuckle, and he heard
the maniac cop's droning voice: There's a fine George and Ira Gershwin song called "Someone to Watch over Me. " You ever hear it, Enoch? I'm
that someone for you, although not, of course, in a romantic sense..He groaned. "That just doesn't cut it, Mom. If I gotta be blind, I think I should
get to say peed off.".In the sermon that brought him a moment of fame that he'd found more uncomfortable than not, Daddy had used the life of
Bartholomew to illustrate his point that every day in every life is of the most profound importance. Bartholomew is arguably the most obscure of
the twelve disciples. Some would say Lebbaeus is less known, some might even point to Thomas the doubter. But Bartholomew certainly casts a
shadow far shorter than those of Peter, Matthew, James, John, and Philip. Daddy's purpose in proclaiming Bartholomew the most obscure of the
twelve was then to imagine in vivid detail how that apostle's actions, seemingly of little consequence at the time, had resonated down through
history, through hundreds of millions of lives-and then to assert that the life of each chambermaid listening to this sermon, the life of each car
mechanic, each teacher, each truck driver, each waitress, each doctor, each janitor, was as important as the resonant life of Bartholomew, although
each dwelt beyond the lamp of fame and labored without the applause of multitudes..Having been an object of Thomas Vanadium's fixation, Junior
felt fortunate to have survived. He shuddered..Celestina looked out a kitchen window and saw Agnes in the Lampion driveway, where the
three-vehicle caravan was assembled. She was loading her station wagon..His waitress was a cutie. She flirted with him, and he knew he could have
her if he wanted..Without commenting, Tom continued: "And worlds just like ours-except that my parents never met, and I was never born. Worlds
in which Wally was never shot because he was too unsure of himself or just too stupid to take Celestina to dinner that night or to ask her to marry
him.".Now, here, all three on the street and vulnerable at once-the man, Celestina, the bastard boy..The little hands, so weak now but someday
strong: Would they eventually be capable of savagery, as were the father's hands? Misbegotten offspring. This seed of a demonic man whom
Phimie herself had called sick and evil. However innocent-looking now, what pain might she eventually in-- on others? What outrages might she
commit in years to come? Although Celestina searched intently, she could not glimpse the father's evil in the child..The toast now came to
Celestina. "To Phimie, who will be with me in memory every hour of every day for the rest of my life, until she is with me again for real. And to ...
to this most momentous day."."Oh, it doesn't mean you're nervous in that sense. Nervous in this case means psychologically induced. Grief, Enoch.
brief and shock and horror-they can have profound physical effects.".To celebrate, upon leaving the gallery, he went to the coffee shop in the
Fairmont Hotel, atop Nob Hill, determined to have a beer and a cheeseburger.."Who hired him to hex the ship, fool?".folded over his too-tight shirt
collar, and with a second chin more prominent than.With a paper towel, Junior wiped the revolver. He dropped it on the floor beside the riddled
nurse..Industrial Woman, which he'd purchased for a little more than nine thousand dollars, less than eighteen months ago and at another gallery,
would fetch at least thirty thousand in the current market, so rapidly had Bavol Poriferan's reputation risen..Trembling, she sat beside the bassinet
and gazed at her baby with such love that the force of it ought to have rocked him awake..He also concluded arrangements to open an account for
Gammoner in a Grand Cayman Island bank and one for Pinchbeck in Switzerland..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.".The muscles of his legs grew as hard as any of the
landscapes that he trod. Granite thighs; calves like marble, roped with veins..ready to hear me. However long you need. But something ...
something extraordinary happened here before you arrived.".Sometimes, just the thought of getting in the car and venturing into the dangerous
world was intolerable. Then he settled into his La-ZBoy and waited for the natural disaster that would soon scrub him off the earth as though he
had never existed..Again he fired into the lock, squeezed the trigger a second time, and discovered that no rounds remained in the magazine. Extra
cartridges were distributed in his pockets..He knew that he needed to get a grip on himself. But he could not keep his breathing slow and deep,
couldn't remember any of Zedd's other foolproof methods of self-control, couldn't recall a single useful meditative technique..Using a clean rag that
they had brought to polish the engraved face of the memorial, Barty said, "Is he good with numbers like me?"
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