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SURRENDER YOUR JUNIOR GOD BADGE
In November, Edom asked Maria Gonzalez to dinner and a movie. Although he was only six years older than Maria, both agreed that this was a
date between friends, not really a boy-girl thing..At the end of his fourth month, instead of in his seventh, he said "Mama," and clearly knew what it
meant. He repeated it when he wanted to get her attention..Junior had thought the news was the lab report, which had found no ipecac in his spew.
All that had been distraction..Junior worried, however, that they had noticed him after he pulled to the curb twice behind them, that they were
keeping an eye on him, ready to bolt if he got out of the car, in which case they might all make it inside before he could cut them down..He liked
her face, too. She wore no makeup, and pulled her brown hair back in a bun. Some might say she was mousy, but the only things mousy that Nolly
saw about her were a piquant tilt to her nose and a certain cuteness..Eventually Agnes came to suspect that for all the pleasure the boy took in math
and for all his aptitude with numbers, his greatest gift and his deepest passion lay elsewhere. He was finding his way toward a destiny both more
astonishing and stranger than the lives of any of the many prodigies about whom she'd read..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..straddles him, driving big fists into his back, brutally into his sides.
With high fences and hedgerows of Indian laurels.The singular beauty of San Francisco and the exquisite patina of its colorful history spoke to her
heart and kindled in her such an unreasonable passion that she sometimes wondered, at least half seriously, if she had spent other lives here. Often,
streets were wondrously familiar to her the first time that she set foot on them. Certain great houses, dating from the late 1800s and early 1900s,
inspired her to imagine elegant parties thrown.Avoiding the graveled driveway, on which he was more likely to scuff his freshly polished loafers,
he approached the house across the lawn, beneath the moon-sifting branches of a great pine that made itself useless for Christmas by spreading as
majestically as an oak..He backed toward the hall door, watching as the fire spread. After lingering until certain that the house would soon be a
seething pyre, he finally sprinted along the hall to the front door..He had not yet disposed of her personal effects. In the dark, he went to the dresser,
opened a drawer, and found a cotton sweater that she had worn recently..against the operating table. The lights had grown painfully bright, and the
air had.The ghost cop was forty feet behind him, beyond ranks of other pedestrians, every one of whom might as well have been faceless now,
smooth and featureless from brow to chin, because suddenly Junior could see no countenance other than that of the walking dead man. The
haunting visage bobbed up and down as the grim spirit strode along, vanishing and reappearing and then vanishing again among all the bobbing
and swaying heads of the intervening multitudes..The only bad moment in the evening came when the pianist played "Someone to Watch over
Me.".Extracting documents from his valise, Vinnie said, "Well, I've no right to talk. Food is my obsession. Look at me, so fat you'd think I'd been
raised from birth for sacrifice.".When her hand went limp in Celestina's, her body sagged, too, and her eyes were no longer either focused or rolling
wildly. They shimmered into stillness, darkled with death, as the cardiac monitor sang the one long note that signified flatline..Celestina, surprised
by Lipscomb's arrival, was still mentally numb from Neddy's harangue. "Doctor, I didn't know you were coming.".His thought had been that
Reverend White might find in Agnes, Bright Beach's beloved Pie Lady, a subject who would inspire a sequel to the sermon that had so deeply
affected Paul-who was neither a Baptist nor a regular churchgoer-when he had heard it on the radio more than three years ago..This momentous
day. In every ending, new beginnings. But, thank God, no ending here..Although he harbored no fear of coming under suspicion for the murder of
Victoria Bressler, he intended to leave Spruce Hills this very night. No future existed for him in such a sleepy backwater. A wider world awaited,
and he had earned the right to enjoy all that it could offer him..He hurried the length of the diner, pushing past waitresses, checking out all three of
the possibilities, but of course, none of them was the dead detective--or anyone else Junior had ever seen before. He was looking for--what?--a
ghost, but vengeful ghosts didn't sit down to a meat-loaf lunch in the middle of a hauntin.Spacious, the living room was furnished for two purposes:
as a parlor in which to receive visiting friends, but also with two beds, because here Paul and Perri slept every night.."Yes?" the silver-haired
eminence replied, wrinkling his nose as though he suspected that this customer would ask if the display pedestal was included in the price..Holding
a shaker in each hand, Tom walked them forward, causing them to diverge slightly at first, but then moving them along exactly parallel to each
other..He was, admittedly, surprised that Nurse Bressler was strongly compelled to come on to him even though she had read his patient file and
knew that he'd recently been a veritable geyser of noxious spew, that during the violent seizure in the ambulance, he had also lost control of bladder
and bowels, and that he might at any moment suffer an explosive relapse. This was a remarkable testament to the animal lust he inspired even
without trying, to the powerful male magnetism that was as much a part of him as his thick blond hair..SHORTLY BEFORE one o'clock, the
Hackachaks descended in a fury, eyes full of bloody intent, teeth bared, voices shrill..THE DEAD DETECTIVE, grinning in the moonlight, a pair
of silvery quarters gleaming in the sockets once occupied by his eyes..Anyway, if Seraphim were still alive, she would be only nineteen now, too
young to have graduated from Academy of Art College..But he was more than she had ever imagined her boy to be, more than merely a
prodigy..She tried to tell him that he was going to make it, that he would be with her for a long time, that the universe was not so cruel as to take
him at thirty with all their lives ahead of them, but the truth was here to see, and she could not lie to him..Too much clatter, drawing attention. No
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leisure for romance now, no chance for a two-sister score. just kill Celestina, kill Bartholomew, and go, go.."So do I," said the visitor, and Junior
almost frowned at this peculiar response, wondering what was meant in addition to what was merely said..What didn't come as a surprise to Paul
was Agnes's determination that the Whites, during their period of lying low, should stay with her and Barty..spades. Friday night, she had ripped
the cards in thirds and had been carrying the twelve pieces with her since then, waiting for this quiet Sunday evening..He had nothing against
Negroes. He didn't wish them ill. He wasn't prejudiced. Live and let live. He believed that as long as they stayed with their own kind and abided by
the rules of a polite society, like everyone else, they had a right to live in peace..Those spike-sharp eyes, - tenpenny gray, nailed Junior to the bed,
pinning him for scrutiny..Had Junior been chest-deep in wet concrete, he would have been more mobile than he was now. He had no feeling in his
legs..Either this chatterbox was at all times a babbling airhead or Junior particularly disconcerted him..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..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..When Agnes woke at 1:50 A.M., she was in the grip of a vague apprehension for which she couldn't identify a source..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..Frowning,
Angel studied the tasty strip of meat pinched between her fingers, reevaluating everything she thought she knew about the source of bacon..By
comparison, the strip club-neon aglow, theater lights twinkling----looked warm, cozy. Welcoming..He tugged on a pair of thin latex surgical
gloves. Flexed his hands. All right..Copyright (c) 2001 by Ursula K. Le Guin All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or
transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording, or any information storage and retrieval
system, without permission in writing from the publisher..The upper shelf of the closet held boxes and two inexpensive suitcases: pressboard
laminated with green vinyl. He took down the suitcases and put them on the bed..Astonished and appalled by the cop's insensitivity, Junior said,
"You just drop this on me? I lost my wife and my baby. My wife and my baby.".His musical abilities were most likely an offshoot of his more
extraordinary talent for math. He said that music was numbers, and what he seemed to mean was that he could all but instantly translate the notes
of any song into a personal numerical code, retain it, and repeat the song by repeating the memorized sequence of code. When he read sheet music,
he saw arrangements of numbers..Deciduous black oaks lined the street. All were leafless at this time of year, gnarled limbs clawing at the
moon..In this case, he was sure that vanity was not a fault, not the result of a swollen ego, but merely healthy self-esteem. That he was irresistible
to women wasn't simply his biased opinion, but an observable and undeniable fact, like gravity or the order in which the planets revolved t around
the sun..Second-stage labor was supposed to last about fifty minutes in a woman bearing her first child, as little as twenty if the birth was not the
first, but she sensed that Bartholomew was not going to come into the world by the book..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..A shiver of awe traveled Celestina's spine,
because she knew what the physician's next words would surely be..Not that he failed to perform well. As always, he was a bull, a stallion, an
insatiable satyr. None of his lovers complained; none had the energy for complaint when he'd finished with them..The car shuddered, wrenched
steel screamed, and a cry of triumph rose from the rescuers.."Here we are," said the driver, braking to a stop at the curb in front of the
gallery..When the sound-suppressor was properly attached to the pistol, Junior Cain leaned closer to the girl, peered into her eyes, and whispered,
"Naomi, are you in there?" Near the top of the stairs, Barty thought he heard voices in his bedroom. Soft and indistinct. When he stopped to listen,
the voices fell silent, or maybe he only imagined them..Junior was starving, but he didn't trust his bowels enough to risk dinner in a restaurant. The
affliction seemed to have passed, but it might recur when he had food in his system again..With the second shot, the dead woman tumbled out of
her chair, and the chair clattered onto its side..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..Although Dr. Lipscomb spoke almost as softly as the long-winded pianist, and though the physician's narrow face
was homely and devoid of any trace of violent temperament, Neddy Gnathic flinched from him and retreated across the threshold, into the
hallway..In the end, the reason for the walking was the walking itself. Walking gave him something to do, a needed purpose. Motion equaled
meaning. Movement became a medicine for melancholy, a preventive for madness.."Six hundred ninety-five people were killed in three states.
Winds so powerful that some of the bodies were thrown a mile and a half from where they were snatched off the ground.".As outgoing as his twin
uncles were introverted, Barty didn't withdraw from the festivities. Agnes never needed to remind him that family and guests took precedence over
even the most fascinating characters in fiction, and the boy's delight in the company of others pleased his mother and made her proud..Assisted by
Edom and Jacob, Agnes-in a wheelchair-was rolled across the grass, between the headstones, to her husband's final resting place. Although no
longer in danger of renewed hemorrhaging, she was under doctor's orders to avoid strain..For an instant, she appeared to be frowning. Then he
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realized this couldn't be a frown. It must be a smoldering look of desire..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..Initially, when told that his patient was a Negro, Junior had been
reluctant to serve as her physical therapist. Her program of rehab required mostly structured exercise to restore flexibility and to gain strength in the
affected limb, but some massage would be involved, as well, which made him uncomfortable..Frowning, Panglo, said, "Terrible, you're right, so
many terrible things happen, but I don't see why trains-".She was not going to be as forthright with Barty as she had insisted that Joshua Nunn be
with her, in part because she was too shaken to risk forthrightness.."But what made you choose that life? You must have committed to the seminary
awfully young."."Now you don't have to worry," Angel said, "about what happens to him if ever you're gone, Aunt Aggie. If he can do this, he can
do anything, and you can rest easy.".After the paralytic bladder seizures had passed and Junior had drained Lake Mead, Chicane recommended
plenty of caffeine and sugar to guard against an unlikely but not impossible spontaneous return to a trance state. "Anyway, after pumping alpha
waves for as long as you just did, you shouldn't actually need to sleep anytime soon.".Junior couldn't leave the dead man in the hall and hope to
have any quality time with Celestina..Slowly rotating his raised hands before his eyes, as if he saw them young and supple-fingered, the magician
described the amazing manipulations that a master card mechanic could perform. Though he spoke without flash or filigree, he made these feats of
skill sound more sorcerous than hares from hats, doves from scarves, and blondes bisected by buzz saws..Halos and rainbows loomed in her
memory, ominous as they had never been before.."Possible complications include cerebral hemorrage, pulmonary edema, kidney failure, necrosis
of the liver, coma-to name a few.".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.."Enough," said the nurse, and
the nun reached through clouds of steam to crank off the water..Oblivious that she and Barty had become the center of attention, Angel said, "Does
he ever get the quarters back?".This was the same woman who had been stripping the second bed when Celestina arrived earlier. Now she was here
to remake the first..During those spells when she was too shaky to draw, she stood at the window, gazing at the storied city..Each page comprised
four columns of names and numbers, most with addresses. Approximately one hundred names filled each column, four hundred to a page..At home
again, in the safety of the family, Barty collapsed in exhaustion from the sustained effort to see with eyes that he didn't possess. Abed for ten days,
feverish, afflicted with vertigo and migraine headaches, nauseated, he lost eight pounds before his recovery was complete..Startled, Celestina said,
"Good grief, you're spooky. How could you know what I'm thinking?".In the morning, after Agnes showered and dressed, when she went
downstairs, she discovered Barty already at the kitchen table, eating a bowl of cereal while riveted to the book. Finished with breakfast, he returned
to his room, reading as he went..She was astonished and moved. "I'm a hopeless throwback to the nineteenth century. How could you realize what's
been on my mind?"."Don't worry, love. I'll make sure the snap's are constructed so you can get it off me easily enough.".Agnes's big brother by six
years, Edom had lived in one of the two apartments above the large detached garage, behind the main house, since he was twenty-five, when he'd
left the working world. He was now thirty-six..Professing befuddlement, the galerieur led the way through three rooms to the front windows,
gliding across the polished maple floors as though he were on wheels..In the noble ruin of his face, Thomas Vanadium's smoke-gray eyes were
striking, filled with a beautiful ... sorrow. Not self-pity. He clearly didn't regard himself as a victim. This, Kathleen felt, was the sorrow of a man
who had seen too much of the suffering of others, who knew the evil ways of the world. These were eyes that read you at a glance, that shone with
compassion if you deserved it, and that glared with a terrifying judgment if compassion wasn't warranted..With the earth still tenuously stable
beneath them, they arrived at their fifth destination, a new address on Agnes's mercy list..Sitting in the client's chair, across the cigarette-scarred
desk from Nolly, Junior heard or imagined that he heard the scurry of tiny rodent feet behind him, and something chewing on paper inside a pair of
rust spotted filing cabinets. Repeatedly, he wiped at the back of his neck or reached down to rub a hand over his ankles, convinced that insects were
crawling on him..She continued: "When we don't allow ourselves to hope, we don't allow ourselves to have purpose. Without purpose, without
meaning, life is dark. We've no light within, and we're just living to die.".Although a believer, Agnes was not at the moment able to spread the
flowers and ferns of faith over the hard, ugly reality of death. Cowled and skeletal, Death was here, all right, scattering his seeds among all her
gathered friends, one day to reap them..His words echoed back to her from July: My cold's just here, not every place I am.."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.".From the far end of the table, Agnes said, "For starters, Tom, we all want to hear about the
rhinoceros and the other you.".She thought that she already knew all about humility, about the necessity of it, about the power of it to bring peace
of mind and to heal the heart, but in the following few minutes, she learned more about humility than she had ever known before..She herself had
been too nervous to eat anything. She'd held the same glass of untasted champagne throughout the evening, clutching it as though it were a mooring
buoy that would prevent her from being swept away in a storm..Barty paced off the downstairs hallway to the kitchen, thinking about Dr. Jekyll
and the hideous Mr. Hyde..Ursula K. Le Guin.Nevertheless, with Gein in mind, how easy it was to imagine that a monstrous evil lurked nearby.
Watching. Scheming. Driven by an unspeakable hunger. In a century torn by two world wars, marked by the boot heels of men like Hider and
Stalin, the monsters were no longer supernatural, but human, and their humanity made them scarier than vampires and hell born fiends..Acutely
aware that someone with more need than patience might soon rap at the locked door, Junior dropped back into the men's room..A residual tension
drained out of Junior. He was somewhat surprised that he had still been concerned about the song..The blinds were raised, the windows bare.
surrender-your-junior-god-badge.pdf
Page 3/6

Surrender Your Junior God Badge

Usually, she liked the smoky, reddish-gold glow of the city at night, but this once it made her uneasy..As she turned away from him and continued
along the hall toward the kitchen, Agnes said, "They'll be as good as new when she's mended them.''.A floor-to-ceiling bookshelf was crammed
with pulp magazines that had been published throughout the 1920s, '30s, and '40s, before paperback books supplanted them. The All-Story,
Mammoth Adventure, Nickel Western, The Black Mask, Detective Fiction Weekly, Spicy Mystery, Weird Tales, Amazing Stories, Astounding
Stories, The Shadow, Doc Savage, G-8 and His Battle Aces, Mysterious Wu Fang ....must either change her mind or commit herself to a more
difficult and challenging life than any she had envisioned only this morning.
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