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THE MERCHANT OF VENICE
"With this money, you won't have to cut back on the number of pies you give away--and all of that.".He rolled his head back and forth on the
pillow. "Nope. It's still just something you gotta feel."."Frozen firing pin," Cain said. His smile was venomous. "I worked on it. I hoped you'd get
here in time to see the consequences of your stupid games."."Even in an infinite number of worlds," Wally objected, "there's no place I was that
stupid."."Evidence suggests Vanadium killed a woman here, a nurse at the hospital. Lover's quarrel, perhaps. He set her house on fire with her body
in it, to cover his tracks, but he must have realized they would still finger him, so he lit out.".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..That happened ten years ago, the first and last time anyone shot at Nolly. The real work of a private
eye had nothing in common with the glamorous stuff depicted on television and in books. This was a low-risk profession full of dull routine, as
long as you chose your cases wisely--which meant staying away from clients like Enoch Cain.."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..Between
his surgeries and for many months thereafter, Vanadium had devoted his energies to speech therapy, physical rehabilitation, and the concoction of
periodic torments for Enoch Cain, which Simon Magusson was able to implement, every few months, through Nolly and Kathleen. The idea wasn't
to bring Cain to justice by torturing his conscience, since he'd allowed his conscience to atrophy a long time ago, but to keep him unsettled and
thereby magnify the impact of his first face-to-face encounter with the resurrected Vanadium..Indeed, the tree inspired him. After he shot the girl,
he would open the window and toss her body into the oak Let Celestina find her there, randomly pierced by branches in a freestyle
crucifixion..Junior leaned forward and slid the packet of cash across the desk, toward the detective. "There's more where this came from.".She
owned a public-relations firm specializing in artists, and over dinner she rhapsodized about the work of Jack Lientery. His current series of
paintings-emaciated babies against backdrops of ripe fruit and other symbols of plenty-had critics swooning..He vanished through some hole, some
slit, some tear bigger than anything through which Tom flipped his quarters..He stopped for lunch at a restaurant with a spectacular view of the
Pacific, framed by massive pines..Paul withdrew the pistol from the drawer. The weapon didn't feel as good to him as guns always felt in the hands
of pulp heroes..Some acts were distasteful, too, such as searching the lunatic lawman for his car keys and his badge..The hardest was being in this
room at the very moment when Phimie had moved on. Celestina knew beyond doubt that this was the worst thing she would have to endure in all
her life, worse than her own death when it came..The man's voice echoed hollowly in Junior's ears, as if coming from the far end of a tunnel. Or
from the terminus of a death-row hallway, on the long walk between the last meal and the execution chamber..Junior realized that killing Renee this
very night would be an unthinkable waste. Instead, he could marry her first, enjoy her for a while, and eventually arrange an accident or suicide that
left him with all-or at least a significant portion of her assets..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..Junior took two steps toward him, sighting
the gun on his face. "Why should I be afraid of a stumbling blind boy no bigger than a midget?".Another machine beside the first, stocked with
copies of a sexually explicit publication for gays, fired a quarter that hit Junior's forehead. The next snapped against the bridge of his
nose..Everyone was silent. The day was morgue-still. The crows had fled the sky, but a single hawk gilded soundlessly, like justice with its prey in
sight, high above the tower..Heart racing, Tom produced another quarter from a pants pocket. For the benefit of the adults, he performed the proper
preparation-a little patter and the ten-finger flimflam-because in magic as in jewelry, every diamond must have the proper setting if it's to glitter
impressively..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?".She hung her head, covered her face with her chilled hands, and wondered how her
mother could sustain faith in God when such terrible things could happen to someone as innocent as Phimie..No elevator. He didn't have to worry
that with no more warning than a ding, doors might slide open, admitting witnesses into the hall..Carrying the candlestick, he raced to the kitchen at
the end of the short hall. The door stood open, but he had to enter the room to see Victoria slumped in one of the two chairs at the small
dinette.."From time to time now, you're going to be written about," Helen warned. "Be prepared for a peevish critic or two, furious about your
optimism.".If the state police did get involved, and even if they found evidence that the accident was staged, they would most likely point the finger
of blame at the man for whom Victoria had been preparing dinner.."Yes, but it's a Catholic hospital, and they offer this option to all unwed
mothers-doesn't matter what their religion.".Bolting up from the couch-"Mom, are you there?"--she turned to Tom, her face collapsing in a ghastly
expression..The cop had picked up the .22 pistol, using a pencil through the trigger guard, to prevent the destruction of fingerprints..He doubted
that the singer had been Victoria Bressler, dead nurse, but he believed this was the same voice he'd heard on the telephone, back on the twenty-fifth
of June, when someone purporting to be Victoria had called with an urgent warning for Bartholomew..Edom and Jacob came to the house, asking
what Dr. Chan had said, and Agnes lied to them. "There are some test results we won't have until Monday, but he thinks Barty is going to be all
right.".Eventually Junior crossed the room to stand before Industrial Woman in all her scrap-metal glory. Her soup-pot breasts reminded him of
Frieda's equally abundant bosom, and unfortunately her mouth, open wide in a silent shriek, reminded him of Frieda retching..He nervously
fingered the fabric of his slacks, outlining the quarter in his pocket. Still there..There was an otter in our brook.Eventually he put the quarter on the
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nightstand, switched off the lamp, and slipped into bed..They ordered martinis, and when Kathleen, perusing a menu, asked her husband what
looked good for dinner, he suggested, "Oysters?".Neither customers nor staff could be found in the first of the three large rooms. Only cheaper
galleries were crowded with browsers and unctuous sales personnel. In an establishment as upscale as Coquin, the hoi polloi were discouraged
from gawking, while the high value and extreme desirability of the art were made evident by the staff's almost pathological aversion to promoting
the merchandise.."You must've slipped this one in my pocket when you first came in here," Nolly deduced..On the fourth floor, at Dr. Klerkle's
suite, the hall door stood ajar. Past office hours, the small waiting room was deserted..This seemed to be a statement of great mystery and beauty,
and Agnes was still contemplating it when the last of the ice melted on her tongue. Instead of more ice, sleep was spooned into her, as dark and rich
as baker's chocolate..The crazy bitch wielded it with such ferocity that the force of the impact with the floor, rebounding upon her, must have
numbed her arms. She stumbled backward, dragging the chair, temporarily unable to lift it..After a long time the door opened and several men
came in. He could do nothing against them as they gagged him and bound his arms behind him. "Now you won't weave charms nor speak spells,
young'un," said a broad, strong man with a furrowed face, "but you can nod your head well enough, right? They sent you here as a dowser. If you're
a good dowser you'll feed well and sleep easy. Cinnabar, that's what you're to nod for. The King's wizard says it's still here somewhere about these
old mines. And he wants it. So it's best for us that we find it. Now I'll walk you out. It's like I'm the water finder and you're my wand, see? You lead
on. And if you want to go this way or that way you dip your head, so. And when you know there's ore underfoot, you stamp on the place, so. Now
that's the bargain, right? And if you play fair I will.".The rocking chair stopped squeaking under her. She heard the sincerity in Vinnie's voice, and
as her disbelief dissolved, she was shocked into immobility. She whispered, "My little superstition.".With everyone in the diner now aware of
Junior, with every head turned toward him and with every wary eye tracking him, he dropped the bun cap and the mustard dispenser on the floor.
Barging through the swinging gate at the end of the lunch counter, he entered the narrow work area behind it..Considering Junior's actions on his
last night in Spruce Hills, eleven months ago, he must be cautious now. Without incriminating himself, pretending ignorance, he hoped to learn if
his carefully planned scenario, regarding Victoria's death and Vanadium's sudden disappearance, had convinced the authorities-or whether
something had gone wrong that might explain the quarter at the diner..Grinning but with an odd edge of concern in his expression that Celestina
could see even through her tears, Wally said, "Does that mean you ... you will?".One moment, girl and yellow vinyl ball. The next moment, gone as
if they'd never been..Agnes wasn't able to interpret his expression, not because he was in the least difficult to read, but because her perceptions
were skewed by sudden fear and a flood of adrenaline. Her heart seemed to spin like a flywheel in her breast..Pity warmed the physician's ascetic
face. "You loved your wife very much, didn't you?".Harmless though they were, the sight of them, swaddled and for the most part concealed, first
troubled him and then quickly brought him --inexplicably, irrationally, undeniably--to the trembling edge of outright fear..Oblivious that she and
Barty had become the center of attention, Angel said, "Does he ever get the quarters back?".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.".He went directly to the kitchen and drew a glass of
water at the sink faucet. He swallowed two antiemetic tablets that he had brought with him, to guard against vomiting..Rising slowly like the blade
in the hands of an ax murderer as deliberate as an accountant, Thomas Vanadium's gaze arced from Junior's clenched fist to his face..Blue fire
flashed across the top of the range and followed drips down the baked-enamel front to the floor. Blue flared to yellow, and the yellow darkened
when the blaze found the cadaver..of color had to search for mentoring, especially in 1922, when twenty year-old Obadiah dreamed of being the
next Houdini..Each booth was at a large window, and each window provided a view of the street. Vanadium wasn't out there, watching from the
sidewalk, either: no glimpse of his pan-flat face shining in the December sun..When Agnes had asked him to deliver the pies, before she had set out
with Joey for the hospital the previous day, Edom had wanted to beg off, but he had agreed without hesitation. He was prepared to suffer every
viciousness that nature could throw at him in this life, but he could not endure seeing disappointment in his sister's eyes.."Mr. Cain, if he bothers
you, would you want me to have his choke chain yanked?".PERRI'S POLIO-WHITTLED body did not test the strength of her pallbearers. The
minister prayed for her soul, her friends mourned her loss, and the earth received her..The most shameful thing Junior found was the "art" on the
walls. Tasteless, sentimentalized realism. Bright landscapes. Still lifes of fruit and flowers. Even an idealized group portrait of Prosser, his late
wife, and Zelda. Not one painting spoke to the bleakness and terror of the human condition: mere decoration, not art..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..Maria Elena Gonzalez, where no one
lived with fear like her brothers Edom and Jacob,.Anyway, traumatic as it had been, the shooting was not the worst thing that happened to him that
year..Junior glimpsed Vanadium first in profile-and then, as the cop rode down and away, only the back of his head. He hadn't seen this man in
almost three years, yet he was instantly certain that this was no coincidental look-alike. Here went the filthy-scabby-monkey spirit itself..Houses
made settling noises all the time. That was one reason why he couldn't rely much on sound to guide him through the darkness. A noise he thought
had been made by the weight of his tread might as easily have been produced by the house itself as it adjusted to the.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?".Hisscus,
Nork, and Knacker exchanged sharp glances, nonplussed. Finally, one of them said, "We couldn't do that, Mr. Cain. Not until you've consulted an
attorney.".From serviceway to alley to serviceway to street, into the city and the fog and the night, Junior ran from the Cain past into the Pinchbeck
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future..Vanadium flipped the quarter straight into the air and at once spread his arms, palms turned up to show that his hands were empty..In the
face of his kindness, however, she couldn't refuse his request. She nodded..His previous plan to create a tableau-butter on the floor, open oven
door-to portray Victoria's death as an accident was no longer adequate. A new strategy was required..The diminutive mortician spoke a few
comforting words instead of commenting on the dental history of the deceased, and when he put a consoling hand on Jacob's shoulder, Jacob
cringed from his touch.."He's blind, sure, but he's also a boy," Angel said, "and trees are something that boys gotta do.".When she tried to speak to
him, she could no more easily raise her voice than she could extend a hand to him..She appeared to be in her early thirties, perhaps six years older
than Junior, but he didn't hold that against her. He wasn't any more prejudiced against older people than he was against people of other races and
ethnic origins..Flush with the promise of their engagement, still excited by the success at the gallery, with Angel exuberant in spite of the hour and
Oreo energized, he was amazed that they had made the transfer of the little red whirlwind from house to Buick to house with nothing else forgotten
other than one purse. Celie called it ballet, but Wally thought that it was merely momentary order in chaos, the
challenging-joyous-frustrating-delightful-exhilarating chaos of a life full of hope and love and children, which he wouldn't have traded for calm or
kingdoms..Already the fortune foretold, which she had strived to dismiss as a game with no consequences, was coming true..Through the
cacophony of shattering glass, splintering wood, and cracking plaster, Paul heard the hard roar of an engine, the blare of a horn, and suspected what
must have happened. Some drunk or reckless driver had crashed at high speed into the parsonage..It was hard for him to lie. He thought he was
awkward at it because he had no practice. Hound knew better. He knew that magic itself resists untruth. Conjuring, sleight of hand, and false
commerce with the dead are counterfeits of magic, glass to the diamond, brass to the gold. They are fraud, and lies flourish in that soil. But the art
of magic, though it may be used for false ends, deals with what is real, and the words it works with are the true words. So true wizards find it hard
to lie about their art. In their heart they know that their lie, spoken, may change the world..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.."Go home. Sleep," he said. "You'll be no help to your sister if you wind up
a patient here yourself.".Out of the car, along the sidewalk, up the steps, from Mercedes to mist to murder. Pistol in his right hand, lock-release gun
in his left, three knives in sheaths strapped to his body..Like a spring-loaded novelty snake erupting from a can, Junior exploded up from the chair,
nearly knocking it over..In his car, currently a Mercedes, he made three trips between his apartment and the garage in which he'd stored the Ford
van under the Pinchbeck name. He took precautions against being followed..While you're trying to decide, hand me a knife, and I'll cut your jugular
you brainless medical-school dropout..TALES FROM.Upon arriving at the creche window, he had been in a buoyant mood. As he studied the
quiet scene, however, he grew uneasy..The driver shook his head. "I knew everything anyone would need to know about you when I heard you ask
your kid what would happen if the stupid boogeyman showed up in her dream."."So what I am is I'm your talking eyes." Lowering her hand from
his face, Angel said, "Do you know where bacon comes from?".Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data Le Guin, Ursula K.,
1929-.Edom, who had never made it big, medium, or little, watched his sister blur before him. He strove to contain the shimmering hotness in his
eyes. His love was not for magic, and his pride was not in any skill he possessed, for he possessed none worth noting. His love was for his good
sister; she was his pride, too, and he felt that his small life had precious meaning as long as he was able to drive her on days like this, carry her pies,
and occasionally make her smile..In early May, he sought self-improvement by taking French lessons. The language of love..Agnes's contractions
were getting more frequent and slightly more severe, so she said, "All right, but let me go tell Edom and Jacob that we're leaving.".A
nuclear-powered sound system blasted out the Doors, Jefferson Airplane, the Mamas and the Papas, Strawberry Alarm Clock, Country Joe and the
Fish, the Lovin' Spoonful, Donovan (unfortunately), the Rolling Stones (annoyingly), and the Beatles (infuriatingly). Megatons of music crashed
off the brick walls, made the many-paned metal framed windows reverberate like the drumheads in a hard-marching military band, and created
simultaneously an exhilarating sense of possibility and a sense of doom, the feeling that Armageddon was coming soon but that it was going to be
fun..If the directory proved to be of no help, Junior would proceed next to the registry office at the county courthouse, to review the records of
births going back to the turn of the century if necessary. Bartholomew, of course, might not have been born in the county, might have moved here
as a child or an adult. If he owned property, he'd show up on the register of deeds. Whether a landowner or not, if he did his civic duty every two
years, he would appear on the voter rolls..At last, as the sun slowly set, he arrived at the highest of the high redoubts, beyond which the branches
were too young and too weak to support him farther. Against a sky red enough to delight the most sullen sailors, he rose and stood in a final crook
of limbs, pressing his left hand against a balancing branch, right hand planted cockily on his hip, lord of his domain, having kicked off the
trammels of darkness and fashioned from them a ladder.."I just wanted everyone to come see the spider, that's all. It was a really, really icky
interesting bug.".During the course of this momentous day, he had employed Zedd learned techniques to channel his hot anger into a red-hot rage.
Now, without any conscious effort on his part, rage grew into molten-white fury..Her special son, walking where the rain wasn't, had made all
things seem possible..In the hall that served the two ground-floor apartments, they encountered Rena Moller, the elderly woman who lived in the
unit across from theirs. She was polishing the dark wood of her front door with lemon oil, a sure sign that her son and his family were coming to
dinner..Outside, flames churned to the left and right of the opening. The front of the house was afire..He had taken refuge in meditation, because
he'd been frustrated by his continuing failure in the Bartholomew hunt and disturbed by his apparently paranormal experiences with quarters and
with phone calls from the dead. More deeply disturbed than he had realized or had been able to admit..The search for Cain was secondary. Getting
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to the revolver took Priority. Regain the gun and then proceed room by haunted room to hunt him down. Hunt him down, if he was here. And if
Cain didn't do the hunting first..Earlier, after sprinting down the fire road, he had been breathing hard when he reached his Chevy, and by the time
that he'd raced to Spruce Hills, the nearest town, he had spiraled down into this strange condition. His driving became so erratic that a
black-and-white had tried to pull him over, but by then he was a block from a hospital, and he didn't stop until he got there, taking the entry drive
too sharply, jolting across the curb, nearly slamming into a parked car, sliding to a stop in a no-parking zone at the emergency entrance, lurching
like a drunkard as he got out of the Chevy, screaming at the cop to get an ambulance..Her shaking threatened her composure. She was Barty's
mother and father, his only rock, and she must always be strong for him. She clenched her teeth and tensed her body and gradually quieted the
tremors by an act of will..Dr. Chan's manner remained professional, providing the strength that Agnes required, but his pain was evident when his
gentle voice softened further: "These tumors are so advanced, we won't know until surgery if the malignancy has spread. We may already be too
late. And if we aren't too late, we'll have only a small window of opportunity. A small window. Eight days would entail too much risk.".One of the
coin seekers knocked against Junior, jarring him loose of his paralysis, but when he stumbled out of the line of fire of the second vending machine,
a third machine shot quarters at him.."I believe I'll just wait here until Mr. Cain wakes," Vanadium said. "I've nothing more pressing to do."."I
thought so," Angel said, dubiosity squinching her face. "Mrs. Ornwall made me cheese.".Piano music drifted into the restaurant from the adjacent
bar, so soft and yet sprightly that it made the clink of silverware seem like music, too..than the left: slack yet with a pulled look. The left eyelid
drooped. That side of her.Thereafter, Junior managed to drive four miles before he was forced to pull off the road at another service station, after
which he felt that his ordeal might be over. But less than ten minutes later, he settled for more rustic facilities in a clump of bushes alongside the
highway, where his cries of anguish frightened small animals into squeaking flight..Most likely, if Victoria was entertaining, the visitor's car would
have been parked in the driveway..Airborne, Phimie complained of ringing in her ears, which might have been related to the flight. She also
suffered an episode of double vision and, in the airport after landing, a nosebleed, which appeared to be related to her previous symptoms..Edom
had turned away from the box of groceries that he was packing. Frowning at the pies, he said, "You don't think. . ..Those ominous words again,
turning through his memory, reel to reel. This time he actually heard them spoken. The voice commanded minded attention with a deeper timbre
and crisper diction than his own..Not one day in anyone's life, so her father taught, is an uneventful day, no day without profound meaning, no
matter how dull and boring it might seem, no matter whether you are a seamstress or a queen, a shoeshine boy or a movie star, a renowned
philosopher or a Downs syndrome child. Because in every day of your life, there are opportunities to perform little kindnesses for others, both by
conscious acts of will and unconscious example. Each smallest act of kindness-even just words of hope when they are needed, the remembrance of
a birthday, a compliment that engenders a smile-reverberates across great distances and spans of time, affecting lives unknown to the one whose
generous spirit was the source of this good echo, because kindness is passed on and grows each time it's passed, until a simple courtesy becomes an
act of selfless courage years later and far away. Likewise, each small meanness, each thoughtless expression of hatred, each envious and bitter act,
regardless of how petty, can inspire others, and is therefore the seed that ultimately produces evil fruit, poisoning people whom you have never met
and never will. All human lives are so profoundly and intricately entwined-those dead, those living, those generations yet to come-that the fate of
all is the fate of each, and the hope of humanity rests in every heart and in every pair of hands. Therefore, after every failure, we are obliged to
strive again for success, and when faced with the end of one thing, we must build something new and better in the ashes, just as from pain and
grief, we must weave hope, for each of us is a thread critical to the strength-to the very survival-of the human tapestry. Every hour in every life
contains such often-unrecognized potential to affect the world that the great days for which we, in our dissatisfaction, so often yearn are already
with us; all great days and thrilling possibilities are combined always in this momentous day..He was a man with a plan, focused, committed, ready
to act and then think, as soon as he was able to act. A spasm of pain weakened his hand. Cartridges slipped through his fingers, fell to the floor..The
shriek of the sirens groaned into silence. The police must have pulled to the curb in the street..As Barty ascended higher, Agnes's fear became
purer, but at the same time, she was filled with a wonderful, irrational exhilaration. That this could be accomplished, that the darkness could be
overcome, struck music from the harpstrings of the soul. From time to time, the boy paused, perhaps to rest or to mull over the three-dimensional
map in his incredible mind, and every time that he started upward again, he put his hands in exactly the right place, whereupon Agnes would speak
a silent inner yes! Her heart was with Barty high in the tree, her heart in his, as he had been with her, safe inside her womb, on the rainy twilight
that she had ridden the spinning, tumbling car to widowhood..Angel interrupted, bursting into the room, gasping for breath. "Come quick! It's
incredible. It's wonderful. You've got to see this. And I mean, Barty, you have to see this.".Barty stood in the rain, surrounded by the rain,
pummeled by the rain, with the rain. Saturated grass squished under his sneakers. The droplets, in their millions, didn't bend-slip-twist magically
around his form, didn't hiss into steam a millimeter from his skin. Yet he remained as dry as baby Moses floating on the river in a mother-made ark
of bulrushes..Leaving the children under the tree, Tom returned to the house to phone the police..open grave. In his hand: the white rose, its thorns
slick with his blood. He dropped the bloom, and it fell out of sight, into the gaping earth, atop Naomi's casket.."I'll come by at eight o'clock for
breakfast," Wally suggested. "We have to set a date.".Angel followed him at two steps, and when she stood beside his chair, watching him open the
soft drink, Barty said, "Why were you following me?".She told them of Phimie's request that the baby be named Angel. "At the time, I assumed she
wasn't able to think clearly because of the stroke..Solitude, however, was his preference. He found the sympathy of friends unbearable, a constant
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reminder that Perri was gone.."He came through the surgery well. He'll be in post-op for a while, then brought here to the ICU. His condition's
critical, but there are degrees of critical, and I believe we'll be able to upgrade him to serious long before this day is over. He's going to make it."
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