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MARK OF THE THIEF
Across the room, the girl on the window seat showed no awareness of his arrival. She sat sideways to him in the niche, with her back against one
wall, knees drawn up, a big sketch pad braced against her thighs, working intently with colored pencils..From, the darkness of his room, Barty now
spoke the words for which Agnes had been waiting, his whisper soft yet resonant in the quiet house: "Good-night, Daddy."."Each life," Barty
Lampion said, "is like our oak tree in the backyard but lots bigger. One trunk to start with, and then all the branches, millions of branches, and
every branch is the same life going in a new direction.".Aware of the dangers of dehydration, he drank a bottle of water and put two half-gallon
containers of Gatorade in the Suburban..Now, here, all three on the street and vulnerable at once-the man, Celestina, the bastard boy..He felt for the
railing. Grasped at the empty air only briefly. Found the handrail. He climbed to the porch..The white Buick glided through the tides of fog like a
ghost ship plying a ghost sea..With a nervous twitch of his avian head and a wary frown, the watcher broke eye contact and slipped into the
chattering crowd, lost as quickly as a slender sandpiper skittering among a herd of plump seagulls..Alone again with Wally, Celestina said, "They
told me that once you regained consciousness, I can only visit ten minutes at a time, and not that often, either.".Unobtrusively, Junior followed the
musician across the large front room, but by an indirect arc, using the babbling bourgeoisie for cover..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 opportunity throughout the busy day to crack open
those pages and to step out of Bright Beach into stranger places..He knew for a fact that Seraphim had died in childbirth. He had seen the gathering
of Negroes at her funeral in the cemetery, the day of Naomi's burial. He had heard Max Bellini's message on the maniac cop's Ansaphone..To the
alleyway again. Not through the clodhopper-cluttered gallery this time. Around the block at a brisk walk..must either change her mind or commit
herself to a more difficult and challenging life than any she had envisioned only this morning..He hadn't intended to enter the gallery. No one in his
usual circles would attend this show, unless in such a state of chemically altered consciousness that they wouldn't be able to recall the event in the
morning, so he wasn't likely to be recognized or remembered. Yet it seemed unwise to risk being identified as a reception attendee if Celestina
White's little Bartholomew and maybe the artist herself were murdered later. The police, in their customary paranoia, might suspect a link between
this affair and the killings, which would motivate them to seek out and."Wouldn't live in the Caribbean if you paid me," Bill said. "All that
humidity. All those bugs.".Junior Cain was committed to continuous self-improvement. He believed in the need constantly to expand his
knowledge and horizons order to better understand himself and the world. The quality of life was solely the responsibility of oneself he author of
How to Have a Healthier Life through Autohypnosis was Dr. Caesar Zedd, a renowned psychologist and best-selling author of a dozen self-help
texts, all of which Junior owned in addition to the literature that he had acquired from the book club. When he had been only fourteen, he'd begun
buying Dr. Zedd's titles in paperback, and by the time he was eighteen, when he could afford to do so, he'd replaced the paperbacks with hardcovers
and thereafter bought all the doctor's new books in the higher-priced editions. The collected works.Only one member of the distant funeral party
did not disperse toward the line of cars on the service road. A man in a dark suit headed downhill, between the headstones and the monuments,
directly toward Naomi's grave..Junior was accustomed to having women seduce him. His good looks were a blessing of nature. His commitment to
improving his mind made him interesting. Most important, from the books of Caesar Zedd, he had learned how to be irresistibly charming..One of
the gifts of power is to know power. Wizard knows wizard, unless the concealment is very skillful. And the boy had no skills at all except in
boat-building, of which he was a promising scholar by the age of twelve. About that time the midwife who had helped his mother at his birth came
by and said to his parents, "Let Otter come to me in the evenings after work. He should learn the songs and be prepared for his naming day.".He
phoned her before leaving, to be sure she was home. She didn't work weekend shifts at the hospital; but maybe she would have gone out on this
night off. When she answered, he recognized her seductive voice-and devilishly muttered, "Wrong number.".The restaurant wasn't fancy. A coffee
shop. Aromatic bacon sizzling, eggs frying. The warm cinnamony smell of fresh pastries, the bracing scent of strong coffee. Clean, bright
surroundings..In his light backpack, he carried one change of clothes, spare socks, candy bars, bottled water. He planned his journeys to be in a
town every nightfall, where he washed one set of clothes and donned the other..Paul's Mediterranean complexion didn't make a blush easy to
detect, but Tom thought his face brightened until it was a shade or two closer to the color of his rust-red hair. His eyes, usually so direct, evaded
Celestina..During the past three years, he'd suffered much because of these sisters, including most recently the humiliation in the Dumpster with the
dead musician, Celestina's pencil-necked friend with a propensity for postmortem licking. The memory of that horror flared so vividly-every
grotesque detail condensed into one intense and devastating flash of recollection-that Junior's bladder suddenly felt swollen and full, although he
had taken a long satisfying leak in an alleyway across the street from the restaurant at which the postcard-painting poseur had enjoyed a leisurely
dinner with Ichabod..Wally had disposed of his properties in San Francisco under Tom's careful supervision. Any attempt to trace him from the city
to Bright Beach would fail. His vehicles were purchased through a corporation, and his new house had been bought through a trust named after his
late wife..Ghosts. Sklent was an atheist, and yet he believed in spirits. Here's how that works: Heaven, Hell, and God do not exist, but human
beings are as much energy as flesh, and when the flesh gives out, the energy goes on. "We're the most stubborn, selfish, greedy, grubbing, vicious,
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psychotic, evil species in the universe," Sklent explained, "and some of us just refuse to die, we're too hardass to die. The spirit is a prickly bur of
energy that sometimes clings to places and people that were once important to us, so then you get haunted houses, poor bastards still tormented by
their dead wives, and crap like that. And sometimes, the bur attaches itself to the embryo in some slut who's just been knocked up, so you get
reincarnation. You don't need a god for all this. It's just the way things are. Life and the afterlife are the same place, right here, right now, and we're
all just a bunch of filthy, scabby monkeys tumbling through an endless damn series of barrels.".Also in the drawer was a pistol that he kept for
home defense. He stared at it, trying to decide whether to go downstairs and make a sandwich or kill himself..Uneasy nevertheless, Agnes went
down the hall to her son's room and found that he had fallen asleep sitting up, while reading. She slipped The Star Beast out of the tangle of his
arms, marked his place with the jacket flap, and put the book on the nightstand..Fully clothed, she lay atop the bedspread. She intended to listen to
a little classical music before brushing her teeth...The Worry Bear carries worries in his pockets. Under his Panama hat and in two gold lockets.
Carries worries on his back and under his arms. Nevertheless, dear old Worry Bear has his charms..Sitting forward in his armchair, Obadiah
lowered his hands to his knees, and in thoughtful silence, he stared at them..Murmuring reassurances, Celestina put a hand on the girl's head and
smoothed her brow, her hair, until the sour dream was sweetened by the touch..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..Agnes had
believed that through this ordeal, she'd largely spared her child from an awareness of the awful depth of her misery. In this, however, as in so many
other instances, the boy proved to be more perceptive and more mature than she'd realized. Now she felt that she had failed him, and this failure
ached like a wound..Barty whispered: "The North Pole Society of Not Evil Adventurers is now in session.".The police. The stupid police. Ringing
the bell when they knew he'd been shot. Ringing the damn doorbell when he lay here helpless, the Industrial Woman lurching toward him, his toe
on the other side of the kitchen, ringing the doorbell when he was losing enough blood to give transfusions to an entire ward of wounded
hemophiliacs. The stupid bastards were probably expecting him to serve tea and a plate of butter cookies, little paper doilies between each cup and
saucer..In the gallery windows, eight of the nine sculptures were so disturbing that many passersby, catching sight of them, blanched and looked
away and hurried on. Not everyone can be a connoisseur..With a nimbleness and an alacrity that a lemur would have admired, the girl ascended to
the first crotch..He wondered what it would be like to make love to Renee and kill her. Only once had he killed without good reason. And that had
been one of the infuriating Bartholomews. Prosser in Terra Linda. A man. On that occasion, no erotic element had been involved. This would be a
first..By habit, she shifted her attention to his eyes, because though the scientific types insist that the eyes themselves are incapable of expression,
Agnes knew what every poet knows: To see the condition of the hidden heart, you must look first where scientists will not admit to looking at
all..She loosened her hair and brushed it out, and Nolly took her to dinner at their favorite place, which had the decor of a classy saloon and a bay
view suitable for God's table. They came here often enough that the maitre d' greeted them by name, as did their waiter..People were at the car
windows, struggling to open the buckled doors, but Agnes refused to acknowledge them..The reception was from six o'clock to eight-thirty. If she
were to arrive on time, guardian angels would have to be perched on all the traffic lights along the way.."And even in her dreams, you're
determined to be there for her. There was a boogeyman, I have no doubt you would kick his hairy ass, and he wouldn't come around again, ever. So
you just go in this gallery,.Only madmen were capable of such butchery. Hopeless lunatics like Ed Gein, out there in Wisconsin, arrested just seven
years ago, when Junior had been sixteen. Ed, the inspiration for Psycho, had constructed mobiles out of human noses and lips. He used human skin
to make lampshades and to upholster furniture. His soup bowls had once been human skulls. He ate the hearts and selected other organs of his
victims, wore a belt fashioned from nipples, and occasionally danced under the moon while masked by the scalp and face of a woman he had
murdered..Barty followed the movement of her hand, raised his gaze to her eyes, hesitated, and then said questioningly, "No pie?".For Gammoner,
exactly as for Pinchbeck, Google had provided: a driver's license that was actually registered with the California Department of Motor Vehicles,
and that would, therefore, stand up to any cop's inspection; a legitimate social-security card; a birth certificate actually on file with the cited
courthouse; and an authentic, valid passport..Over many proud generations and at least to the extent of second cousins, no one on either side of
Celestina's family had skin of this light color. They were without exception medium to dark mahogany, many shades darker than this infant..Junior
was paying his dinner check and calculating the tip when the pianist launched into "Someone to Watch over Me." Although he'd expected it all
evening, he twitched when he recognized the tune..Yet that evening, when she'd accepted his proposal and asked if he wasn't frightened, he said,
"Not anymore.".In the park, rocketing along on the roller coaster, Barty had an experience, a reaction to more than the canted turns and steep
plunges. He grew excited in much the way that Agnes had seen him excited when grasping a new and arcane mathematical theory. At the end of the
ride, he wanted to get back on immediately, and so they did. There are no long waits for the blind at amusement parks: always to the head of the
line. Agnes rode twice again with him, and then Paul twice, and finally Angel accompanied him three times. This roller-coaster obsession wasn't
about thrills or even amusement. His exuberance gave way to a thoughtful silence, especially after a seagull flew within inches of his face, feathers
thrumming, startling him, on the next-to-last rollick along the tracks. Thereafter, the park held little interest for him, and all he would say was that
he'd thought of a new way to feel things-by which he meant all the ways things are-a fresh angle of approach to that mystery..The night was in
mark-of-the-thief.pdf
Page 2/6

Mark Of The Thief

flight, however, and he had a lot to do before it swooped straight into morning.."It's been a tough few years," he said. "Losing her ... and then
getting out of Nam alive.".Celestina didn't hear gunfire, but she couldn't mistake the bullets for anything else when they cracked through the
door..Having been an object of Thomas Vanadium's fixation, Junior felt fortunate to have survived. He shuddered..A deep storm of silence,
anti-thunder, the house fully drenched in a muffling rain of soundlessness..Glass in the door next to Agnes cracked, dissolved. Pebbly blacktop like
a dragon flank of glistening scales hissed past the broken window, inches from her face..He left the party and stood in the street for a while, taking
slow deep breaths, letting the brisk night air clean the pot smoke out of his lungs, slow deep breaths, suddenly sober in spite of the beer he'd drunk,
slow deep breaths, as chilled as a slab of beef in a meat locker, but not because of the cold night..From San Francisco south to Orange County
Airport on a crowded commuter flight, then farther south along the coast by rental car, Paul Damascus brought Grace, Celestina, and Angel to the
Lampion house. "Before we go to my place, there's someone I very much want you to meet. She's not expecting us, but I'm sure it'll be
okay.".Concerned that Junior's crying jag would trigger spasms of the abdominal muscles and ultimately another attack of hemorrhagic vomiting,
the nurse had with her a tranquilizer. She wanted him to use the apple juice to wash down the pill..Edom complied, and in the arc of red Bicycle
patterns, one card revealed too much white comer, because it was the only one face up..After much oily commiseration, sanctimonious babble
about Naomi having gone to a better place, and insincere talk of the government's desire always to ensure the public safety and to treat every
citizen with compassion, Knacker or Hisscus, or Nork, finally got around to the issue of compensation..RED SKY IN THE morning, sailors take
warning; red sky at night, sailors delight..The announcement poster seemed enormous, huge, far bigger than she remembered it, crazily-recklessly
large. By its very size, it challenged critics to be cruel, dared the fates to celebrate her triumph by shaking the city to ruin right now, in the quake of
the century. She wished Helen Greenbaum had opted, instead, for a few lines of type on an index card, taped to the glass..MONDAY MORNING,
far above Joe Lampion's grave, the translucent blue California sky shed a rain of light so pure and clear that the world seemed to have been washed
clean of all its stains..This room didn't face the street by which Cain would approach the building, so Vanadium switched on the lights. He spent
fifteen minutes examining the mundane contents of the cupboards, searching for nothing in particular, merely getting an idea of how the suspect
lived-and, admittedly, hoping for an item as helpful to a conviction as a severed head in the refrigerator or at least a plastic-wrapped kilo of
marijuana in the freezer..Clutching the blanket, she thought of the funerary lap robes that red the legs of the deceased in their caskets, for she felt
sometimes cove half dead. Both feet in this world-yet walking beside Joey on a strange road Beyond..Considering the protection that it would
afford him in a world full of warmongers, Junior considered the loss of the toe, while tragic, to be a necessary disfigurement. To his doctors and
nurses, he made jokes about dismemberment, and in general he put on a brave face, for which he knew he was much admired..Junior hoped that he
hadn't been betrayed by eyeshine in the fraction of a second before he closed his eyes to slits..Even the Shantung-softened lamplight blazed too
bright and did not serve her well, so she switched it off and said, "Scoot over.".Eventually, a braless blonde in shiny white plastic boots, a white
miniskirt, and a hot-pink T-shirt featuring the silk-screened face of Albert Einstein, said, "Sure, I know her. Had some classes with her. She's nice
enough, but she's kind of nerdy, especially for an Afro-American. I mean, they're never nerdy--am I right?".He had been surprised to learn her age.
She didn't appear to be that old. Thirty or not, Victoria was unusually attractive..At 3:22 in the morning, December 13, following a busy day of
conducting ghost research, seeking Bartholomews in a telephone book, and working on his needlepoint, Junior awakened to singing. A single
voice. No instrumental accompaniment. A woman..In the brief silence between cuts on the album, he heard the clink of the wineglass against the
bottle of Merlot, as the visitor evidently gathered them from the floor..Yet he brooded even at breakfast, in spite of the consolation of clotted cream
and berries, raisin scones and cinnamon butter. In better worlds, wiser Tom Vanadiums chose different tactics that resulted in less misery than this,
in a far swifter conveyance of Enoch Cain to the halls of justice. But he was none of those Tom Vanadiums. He was only this Tom, flawed "land
struggling, and he couldn't take comfort in the fact that elsewhere he had proved to be a better man..The receptionist, Rebecca, had stayed late, just
to keep company with Barty in the waiting room. As she settled into a chair beside the boy, he asked her if she knew what gravity was on Mars,
and when she confessed ignorance, he said, "Only thirty-seven percent what it is here. You can really jump on Mars.".Barty wanted to hug her. He
did hug her. He hugged Angel, too. He hugged Tom Vanadium..Finally Vanadium said, "According to the lab report, the baby she was carrying
was almost certainly yours.".In reaction to a terrible sense of weightlessness, Agnes's two-fisted grip on the steering wheel grew so tight her hands
ached. She held on with all her strength, as if at real risk of floating out of the car and up toward the source of the raveling skeins of rain..The
phone rang at 3:20 in the afternoon, just after he switched off the radio in disgust. Sitting in the breakfast nook, the Oakland telephone directory
open in front of him, he almost said, Find the father, kill the son, instead of, "Hello.".A flicker of complacency showed in Otters tired, battered
young face. "No," he said. "I don't think anybody can.".Thrusting the red rose at her again, insistently pressing it against her hand to distract her,
Junior swung the Merlot, and just as Sinatra sang the word sugar with a bounce, the bottle smacked Victoria in the center of her forehead..In the
years since I began to write about Earthsea I've changed, of course, and so have the people who read the books. All times are changing times, but
ours is one of massive, rapid moral and mental transformation. Archetypes turn into millstones, large simplicities get complicated, chaos becomes
elegant, and what everybody knows is true turns out to be what some people used to think..At Tom Vanadium's request, the taxi dropped him one
block from his new-and temporary-home shortly before ten o'clock in the evening..under the spoon to catch drips, she conveyed the shimmering
sliver to Agnes's mouth..Agnes was not fully aware of how she was lifted from the car, but she remembered looking back and seeing Joey's body
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huddled in the tangled shadows of the wreckage, remembered reaching toward him, desperate for the anchorage that he had always given her, and
then she was on the gurney and moving..As hard of head as she was hard of heart, Victoria had not sustained serious brain damage, only a
concussion..From the far end of the table, Agnes said, "For starters, Tom, we all want to hear about the rhinoceros and the other you.".Five days
later, on Barty's birthday morning, when Agnes and Edom were in the kitchen, making preparations for the visits that had earned her the
affectionate title of Pie Lady, Barty was in his highchair, eating a vanilla wafer lightly dampened with milk. Each time a crumb fell from the
cookie, the boy plucked it off the tray and neatly conveyed it to his tongue..A quick survey of the lavatory floor. The musician hadn't left anything
behind, neither a popped button nor crimson petals from his boutonniere.."I know what you mean. Mr. Cain, I'd never turn my back on that much
money if there was any damn way at all I could earn it.".On one particular street in Bright Beach, however, the most significant event of the year
occurred on a pleasant afternoon in early April, when Barty, now nine years old, climbed to the top of the great oak and perched there in triumph,
king of the tree and master of his blindness..Ordinarily, when Celestina was troubled, her art was a perfect sanctuary from all woes. When she was
planning, composing, and rendering, time had no meaning for her, and life had no sting..Frustrated on many levels, Junior hurried to a parking lot
one block from the detective's office, where he'd left his new Chevrolet Impala convertible. This Chinese-red machine was even more beautiful
when wet with rain than it had looked polished and pristine on the showroom floor..When Paul arrived with a Christmas gift, Perri was abed,
wearing Chinese-red pajamas, reading Jane Austen. A clever contraption of leather straps, pulleys, and counterweights assisted her in moving her
right arm more fluidly than would otherwise have been possible. A lap stand held the book, but she could tam the pages..In the dark woods of the
dream, still the presence: faceless and silent, radiating a merciless intent..Junior poured half the vodka over the corpse, splashed some around other
parts of the kitchen, and spilled the last on the cook top, where it trickled toward the active burner. This was not an ideal accelerant, not as effective
as gasoline, but by the time he threw the bottle aside, the spirits found the flame..After a little silence Otter said, "Thanks." And he looked up at
Hound, one brief, questioning, judging glance..Someone named Bartholomew had adopted Seraphim's son and named the boy after himself Junior
applied the patience learned through meditation to the task at hand, and instinctively, he soon evolved a motivating mantra that continuously cycled
through his mind while he studied the telephone directories: Find the father, kill the son..This wasn't art. This was pandering, mere illustration,
more suitable for painting on velvet than on canvas..Caring for her, in every sense of that word, had made him a far happier man than he would
otherwise have been-and a far better one..Hope, on many wings, hovered all around the physician, but he was afraid to let it roost..In a state of
wonderment that was laced with dread rather than delight, he looked up from the quarter, seeking an explanation from Vanadium, expecting to see
that anaconda smile..Dinner arrived, and Tom persuaded Celestina and Grace to come to the table for Angel's sake, even if they had no appetite.
After so much chaos and confusion, the child needed stability and routine wherever they could be provided. Nothing brought a sense of order and
normality to a disordered and distressing day more surely than the gathering of family and friends around a dinner table..The sight of the heavily
bandaged face apparently pressed all of the compassion buttons in the reverend, because he broke out of his paralytic shock and started
forward-before he registered the weapon..The Rolex. Because most of the trash in the huge bin was bagged, finding the watch would be easier than
Junior had feared..On the two-chair bed beside her mother, Angel issued small cries of distress in her sleep. Whatever presences flocked around her
in the dream, they weren't baby chickens.."Nick," he suggested, as though any reason existed for her to be on a first-name basis with the man who
killed her husband. "I wasn't drinking. "."You know Mommy," Barty said, almost desperately sponging up the sight of his little girl's face and
wringing the images into his memory to sustain him in the next long darkness..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.Only Angel spoke, with nary a catch
or quiver, fully confident in her Barty. "Anything he can teach me, I can learn, and anything I can see, he can know. Anything, Aunt
Aggie.".Wishing he had left the gauze wrappings on his face, but afraid that the airwaves might already be carrying news of the bandaged man who
had killed a minister in Spruce Hills, Junior abandoned the Dodge and hurriedly walked back to the private-service terminal, where the pilot from
Sacramento waited. At the sight of his passenger, the pilot blanched and said, Allergic reaction to WHAT? And Junior said, Camellias, because
Sacramento was the Camellia Capital of the World, and all that he wanted was to get back there, where he'd left his new Ford van and his Sklents
and his Zedd collection and everything he needed to live in the future. The pilot couldn't conceal his intense revulsion, and Junior knew that he
would have been stranded if he hadn't paid the round-trip charter fare in advance.
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