Little Frog In The Big Jungle

LITTLE FROG IN THE BIG JUNGLE
"In a way, he does," Vanadium said. "When you're as hollow as Enoch Cain, the emptiness aches. He's desperate to fill it, but he doesn't have the
patience or the commitment to fill it with anything worthwhile. Love, charity, faith, wisdom-those virtues and others are hard won, with
commitment and patience, and we acquire them one spoonful at a time. Cain wants to be filled quickly. He wants the emptiness inside poured full,
in quick great gushes, and right now. ".Of the curiosities Junior uncovered, Frieda's weapons interested him most. Guns were stashed throughout
the apartment: revolvers, pistols, and two pistol-grip shotguns. Sixteen altogether..What might have become a waiting game of epic duration was
ended when the door to the room swung inward, and a doctor in a white lab coat entered from the corridor. He was backlighted by fluorescent
glare, his face in shadow, like a figure in a dream.."No. Just tricks. Turn a leaf to a gold piece. Seemingly.".Aware that his tension was building
intolerably, Junior decided that he needed Scamp more than he dreaded her. He spent the remainder of Wednesday, until dawn Thursday, with the
indefatigable redhead, whose bedroom contained a vast collection of scented massage oils in sufficient volume to fragrantly lubricate half the
rolling stock of every railroad company doing business west of the Mississippi.."I'll never forget it," Dr. Salk promised. With his attention still on
Perri's pictures, he said, "But I'm afraid you give me far too much credit. I'm no superman. I didn't do the work alone. So many dedicated people
were involved.".The ship of night floated over the city and cast down nets of darkness, gathering millions of lights like luminous fishes in its black
toils.."I got to admit," Nolly said, "I'm surprised these little pranks have rattled him so deeply.".CLOUDS SWARMED THE late-afternoon sun,
and the Oregon sky grew sapphire where still revealed. Cops gathered like bright-eyed crows in the lengthening shadow of the fire tower..After
undressing for the night, he sat on the edge of the bed for a while, rubbing the coin between the thumb and forefinger of his right hand, brooding
about Thomas Vanadium. He tried rolling it across his knuckles; he dropped it repeatedly..Wally drove slowly, carefully, with all the responsibility
that you would expect from an obstetrician, pediatrician, and spanking-new fianc?. The trip home to Pacific Heights took twice as long as it would
have taken in clear weather on a night without a pledge of troth..Wally's own house was in the same neighborhood, a block and a half away, a
three-story Victorian gem that he entirely occupied..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..This was pathetic. Only thickheaded fools, unschooled and unworldly, would
be shaken into confession by ham-handed tactics like these..If the detective believed that Seraphim had been raped, his natural desire to exact
vengeance for his friend's daughter might motivate him to commit the relentless harassment that Junior had endured now for four days..almost
recoiled in disgust. She held the newborn so that its mother could look into.Finally Angel dropped and slithered, vanishing under the overhanging
bedclothes with a final flurry of yellow socks..The rough massage had only just begun to bring a little relief to Junior's legs when Sparky returned
with six stoppered rubber bags full of ice. "This was all the bags they had down at the drugstore.".Immediately at the thought of regurgitation, his
abdominal muscles contracted like those of a laboratory frog zapped by an electric current, and he choked on a rising horror.."It's partly that," she
agreed. "But originally, Daddy wanted Phimie to tell, so the man could be charged and prosecuted. Though he's a good Baptist, Daddy isn't without
a thirst for vengeance.".Tongue clamped between his teeth as he concentrated on keeping the blue crayon within the lines of the bunny, Barty
nodded. "Yeah..Junior was not immune to traditional logic, but in this case he recognized the superior wisdom of Zedd's philosophy. His dread of
Bartholomew and his gut-level animosity toward a child he'd never met defied all reason and exceeded simple paranoia; therefore, it must be
purest, infallible animal instinct..His enjoyment of the art was diminished by these associations, and as Junior turned away from Industrial Woman,
his attention was suddenly captured by the quarters. Three lay on the floor at her gear wheel-and-meat-cleaver feet. They had not been here
earlier..The blonde was coming on to him, just as a score of other women had done since his arrival, so Junior tried to balance seduction with
information gathering. Putting his hand over the hand with which she was gently massaging his thigh, he said, "I knew her brother in Nam. Then I
got wounded, shipped out, lost touch. Like to find him.".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..In a stolen black Dodge Charger 440 Magnum, Junior Cain shot out of Spruce Hills on as straight a
trajectory to Eugene as the winding roads of southern Oregon would allow, staying off Interstate 5, where the policing was more
aggressive..Embarrassment flushed her when she realized that the paramedic had cut away the pants of her jogging suit. She was naked from the
waist down..Chase after her on foot. Shoot her in the car. Maybe. He'd have five rounds left if he used one on the man, four on Bartholomew..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 . . ..By comparison, the strip club-neon aglow, theater lights twinkling----looked warm, cozy.
Welcoming..Behind them, the door rebounded forcefully from a rubber-tipped stopper and closed with a thud. The lock wasn't engaged, however,
and they might be interrupted momentarily.."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? ".Sitting at the desk, Celestina phoned her parents again. She shook uncontrollably, but her voice was steady.."Well,
anyway," she said, as though Muffins uncharacteristic viciousness had been adequately explained, "this mending ought to cover ten more
lessons.".Junior was motivated not by twisted needs, but by rational self interest. Consequently, he opted to load the detective's body into the
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cramped backseat of the Studebaker with all limbs intact and head attached.."I get peed off, and I miss some things terrible. But I'm not sad. And
you've got to not be sad, either, 'cause it spoils everything.".Junior closed his weary eyes and gratefully submitted as the paramedic wiped his
greasy face and his crusted lips with a cool, damp cloth..RED SKY IN THE morning, sailors take warning; red sky at night, sailors delight..He
continued until four aces of hearts and four aces of diamonds were on the table in front of him. These eight draws he had prepared, and this effect
was his intention..Dr. Leland Daines, Celestina's internist, arrived directly from dinner at the Ritz-Carlton. Although Dairies had receding white
hair and a seamed face, time had been kind enough to make him look not so much old as dignified. Long in practice, he was nevertheless free of
arrogance, soft-spoken and with a bottomless supply of patience..When she turned to him again, he had already slipped into his jacket and snatched
the car keys off the foyer table. He put his left hand under her right arm, as though Agnes were feeble and in need of sup-.Convinced that the house
was playing tricks on him, Barty went downstairs, step by measured step, to the foyer and the ground-floor hall..Sitting on the edge of the bed,
taking his hand, she stared at his sweet little bow of a mouth, whereas before she would have met his eyes. "Tell me.".Agnes was so weary, her
eyes so sore and grainy, that even this soft radiance stung. She almost closed her eyes and gave herself to sleep again, that little brother of Death,
which was now her only solace. What she saw in the lamplight, however, compelled her attention.."December 1, 1958, in Chicago, Illinois, a
parochial-school fire killed ninety-five.".From out of the fog and darkness came the slap of running feet on bricks. He was sprinting toward the
back of the house..STILL WEARING HIS white pharmacy smock over a white shirt and black slacks, striding purposefully along the streets of
Bright Beach, under a malignant-gray twilight sky worthy of a Weird Tales cover, with ominous accompanying rhythm provided by wind-clattered
palm fronds overhead, Paul Damascus headed home for the day..Lifting his martini, theatrically gesturing to the tablecloth where the glass had
stood, as though the lack of coins proved that he, too, had sorcerous power, Nolly said, "Another round of this magical concoction? ".In that slow,
flat delivery with which Junior was becoming increasingly impatient, Detective Vanadium said, "We all were, Doctor. It was another election year,
remember? More than once during that campaign, I could've chugged ipecac. What else would work if I wanted to have a good vomit?".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.".With a smudge of flour on one cheek, wiping her hands on a red-and-white checkered dishtowel, Agnes answered the door, saw the car
in the driveway, and said, "Paul! You're not walking?".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..Agnes was only thirty-nine years
old, full of plans and vigor, so Angel's words seemed premature. Yet in too few years, she would have reason to wonder if perhaps these gifted
children foresaw, unconsciously, that she would need the comfort of having witnessed this climb..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..Maria's belief in the efficacy of this ritual was not as strong as her faith in the Church, but nearly so.
As she leaned over the votive glass, watching the final fragment dissolve into ashes, she felt a terrible weight lifting from her..Over the final refrain
of "I'll Be Seeing You" came a man's voice from the foyer, raised quizzically, with perhaps a note of surprise: "Victoria..Otter shook his head..The
night of Barty's birth, when Joey actually lay dead in the pickup-bashed Pontiac, as a paramedic had rolled Agnes's gurney to the back door of the
ambulance, she had seen her husband standing there, untouched by that rain as her son was untouched by this. But Joey-dry-in-the-storm had been
a ghost or an illusion fostered by shock and loss of blood..Junior was pleasantly surprised by his flexibility and by his audacity. He was, indeed, a
new man, a daring adventurer, and by the day he grew more formidable..Celestina screamed-"Here! In here!"--as she slapped the magazine into the
butt of the pistol..The slamming of Junior's heart sounded as loud to him as mortar rounds. He stepped back and sideways, out of the vending
machine's line of fire..The tenderness with which Grace acceded to Phimie's desire, at the expense of her own peace of mind, filled Celestina with
emotion. She'd always admired and loved her mother to an extent that no words-or work of art-could adequately describe, but never more than
now..Pecan cakes, cinnamon custard pies boxed in insulated coolers, gifts wrapped with bright paper and glittery ribbons. Agnes Lampion made
deliveries to those friends who were on her list of the needful, but also to friends who were blessed with plenty. The sight of each beloved face,
each embrace, each kiss, each smile, each cheerfully spoken "Merry Christmas" at every stop fortified her heart for the sad task awaiting her when
all gifts were given.."Other Bartys and other Agneses in other houses like this-all here together now."."So do I, honey. Oh, Lord, so do I." She
kissed his forehead. "Listen, kiddo, in spite of their stories and all their funny ways, your uncles are good men."."I was twenty-three. At St.
Anselmo's I was the prefect of one dormitory floor. The floor on which all the murders occurred. After that ... I decided maybe I could better
protect the innocent if I were a cop. For a while, the law gave me more to hold on to than faith did.".Junior was disturbed that the mysterious
chanteuse had been performing when he wasn't home. He felt violated. Invaded..After the detective returned the box to the nightstand, the coin
began to turn again..Before he could replay the memory for further contemplation, Junior saw Ichabod exiting the house. The man returned to the
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Buick, seeming to float through the mist, like a phantom on a moor. He started the engine, quickly hung a U-turn in the street, and drove uphill to
the house from which he had earlier collected Bartholomew..From Christmas through February, he dated a beautiful stock analyst and
broker-Tammy Bean-who specialized in finding value in companies that had rewarding relationships with brutal dictators..During the following
day, January 6, as Phimie was wheeled around the hospital for tests in various departments, Celestina remained in 724, working on her portfolio for
a class in advanced portraiture. She was a Junior at the Academy of Art College..voice was flat, a drone; he had delivered not an emotional threat,
but a quiet promise..Not every coincidence, however, has meaning. Toss a quarter one million times, roughly half a million heads will turn up,
roughly the same number of tails. In the process, there will be instances when heads turn up thirty, forty, a hundred times in a row. This does not
mean that destiny is at work or that God-choosing to be not merely his usual mysterious self but utterly inscrutable-is warning of Armageddon
through the medium of the quarter; it means the laws of probability hold true only in the long run, and that short-run anomalies are meaningful
solely to the gullible..Still looming over her, he snatched the pad out of her hands and examined the sketch. "Where would you have seen
this?".Even Angel, mere wisp of a cherubim, couldn't squeeze through a seven-inch opening..After wiping her floury hands, Agnes took the book
from him and, examining it, could find nothing wrong. She flipped back a few pages, then a few forward, but the lines of type were crisp and clear.
"Show me where, honey.".Bad news. Having been identified by another guest put Junior at risk of later being tied to the killing; having been
recognized by a close personal friend of Celestina White's was even worse. It had become imperative now that he know why the pianist had been
watching him from across the room with such intensity..By eleven months, his vocabulary had expanded to nineteen words, by Agnes's count: an
age when even a precocious child usually spoke three or four at most..Sliding Victoria's chair away from the table, he turned her to face him. He
adjusted her body so that her head was tipped back and her arms were hanging slack at her sides..Dishes dried and put away, Jacob retired to the
living room and settled contentedly into an armchair, where he would probably become so enthralled with his new book of dam disasters that he
would forget to make luncheon sandwiches until Barty and Angel rescued him from the flooded streets of some dismally unfortunate
town..Because you can walk in the rain without getting wet, because you walk in SOME OTHER PLACE, and God knows where that place is or
whether YOU COULD GET STUCK THERE somehow, get stuck there AND NEVER COME BACK, and if you can do this, there's surely other
impossible things you can do, and even as smart as you are, you can't know the dangers of doing these things--nobody could know-and then there
are the people who'd be interested in you if they knew you can do this, scientists who'd want to poke at you, and worse than the scientists,
DANGEROUS PEOPLE who would say that national security comes before a mother's rights to her child, PEOPLE WHO MIGHT STEAL YOU
AWAY AND NEVER LET ME SEE YOU AGAIN, which would be like death to me, because I want You to have a normal, happy life, a good
life, and I want to protect you and watch you grow UP and be the fine man I know you will be, BECAUSE USE I LOVE YOU MORE THAN
ANYTHING, AND YOU'RE SO SWEET, AND YOU DON'T REALIZE HOW SUDDENLY, HOW HORRIBLY, THINGS CAN GO
WRONG..For a moment, none of them spoke. The silence was as flawless as the preternatural hush reputed to precede the biggest quakes..She
started toward the door, stopped, and turned to him in the dark. "Kid of mine?".Barty came out of the house with the library copy of Podkayne Of
Mary, which his mother had promised to read to him later, in the hospital. "Are we all going?" he asked..And so Agnes went alone to her bedroom
and there, as on so many nights, sought the solace of the rock who was also her lamp, of the lamp who was also her high fortress, of the fortress
who was also her shepherd. She asked for mercy, and if mercy was not to be granted, she asked for the wisdom to understand the purpose of her
sweet boy's suffering..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 right hand around the coin, then with a snap of his wrist, flung
it at Angel, simultaneously distracting with flourishes aplenty..She twisted her sweat-drenched face in what might have been frustration, closed
her.He fished the sound-suppressor from a jacket pocket, drew the pistol from his shoulder holster, and began to screw the former to the latter. He
misthreaded it at first because his hands had begun to shake..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.".Matching her fierce attention with a sudden intensity of his own, Joey said,
"Bartholomew.".She slipped into her shoes and stood for a moment watching his lips move as he gave thanks for his blessings and as he asked that
blessings be given to others who needed them..This baffled Junior. To the best of his recollection, during the weeks that Seraphim had come to him
for physical therapy, she had never mentioned an older sister or any sister at all..Rubbermaid container from his own pantry. Junior would never
again use it to store leftover soup..Moving around the front of the station wagon, waving at his mother, reveling in her astonishment, Barty shouted,
"Not scary!.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..She hadn't looked up from her sketching. Although Junior thought she hadn't seen him, she'd apparently been
aware of him all along..Given a child-size harmonica, he extemporized simplified versions of songs he heard on the radio. The Beatles' "All You
Need Is Love." The Box Tops' "The Letter." Stevie Wonder's "I Was Made to Love Her." After hearing a tune once, Barty could play a
recognizable rendition..Sitting on the edge of the bed, Maria lightly salted the runny eggs and spooned them into Agnes's mouth. "Eggs is as
chickens does.".Again, he cast his line of memory into murky waters nearly four years in the past, to the night of passion that he had shared with
Seraphim in the parsonage. As before, he could recall nothing she'd said, only the exquisite look of her, the nubile perfection of her body..Yet
Agnes feared him, for reasons similar to those that might cause a superstitious primitive to tremble in the presence of a witch doctor. Although he
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was a healer, his dark knowledge of the mysteries of cancer seemed to give him godlike power; his judgment carried the force of fate, and his was
the voice of destiny.."Why should I care whether you have any peace?" she asked, and she seemed to be listening to a woman other than
herself..With a paper towel, Junior wiped the revolver. He dropped it on the floor beside the riddled nurse..Junior was flattered, he really was.
Women couldn't get enough of him. The story of his life. They never let go gracefully. He was wanted, needed, adored, worshiped. Women kept
calling after they should have taken the hint and gone away, insisted on sending him notes and gifts even after he told them it was over. Junior
wasn't surprised that women would return from the dead for him, nor was he surprised that women he'd killed would try to find a route back to him
from Beyond, without malice, without vengeance in their hearts, merely yearning to be with him again, to hold him and to fulfill his needs. As
gratified as he was by this tribute to his desirability, he simply didn't have any romantic feelings left for Naomi and Seraphim. They were the past,
and he loathed the past, and if they wouldn't let him alone, he would never be able to live in the future..The forger's crossed eyes glowed with
reflected light from the screen. He licked his rubbery lips, and his prominent Adam's apple bobbled: "Like to drain my pipes in that Faye Dunaway,
huh?".The ninth piece was not art, certainly not a work by Griskin, and could disturb no one half as much as it rattled Junior. Upon a black pedestal
stood a pewter candlestick identical to the one that had cracked the skull of Thomas Vanadium and had added dimension to the cop's previously
pan-flat face.
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