The Spirit Of Discovery Or The Conquest Of Ocean A Poem In Five Books

THE SPIRIT OF DISCOVERY OR THE CONQUEST OF OCEAN A POEM IN FIVE BOOKS
Tom knew only three of the eight. Grace White, Angel, and Paul Damascus. The others were introduced quickly by Celestina. Agnes Lampion,
their hostess. Edom and Jacob Isaacson, brothers to Agnes. Maria Gonzalez, best friend to Agnes. And Barty..Although weak, he was no longer in
danger of spewing bile and blood like a harpooned whale. The siege had passed.."Can't change your own form, even seemingly?"."All right,"
Celestina conceded, and looked relieved. "Thank you, Paul. You're not only an exceptionally brave man but a gracious one, as well.".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.."Hasn't the sheriff's department already reached a determination of accidental death?" Parkhurst asked. "They're good men, good
cops, every last one of them," said Vanadiuin, "and if they've got more pity in them than I do, that's a virtue, not a shortcoming. What could Mr.
Cain have taken to make himself vomit?".As was true of the entire house, the bedroom was immaculate. The wood floor gleamed as though
polished by hand. A simple white chenille spread conformed to the bed as smoothly and tautly as the top blanket tucked around a soldier's barracks
bunk.."I've seen them," Tom assured her. "My dear, you've never smelled anything better than a field full of bacon vines.".Perhaps she was
afflicted with only expressive aphasia, but she must be confused to some degree. The baby, which would be placed for adoption, was not hers to
name..Only a few theater goers attended the matinee. No one sat near, so Google and Junior openly swapped packages: a five-by-six manila
envelope to Google, a nine-by-twelve to Junior.."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.".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.."It's even worse," Junior rasped, convinced that he was losing some indefinable advantage if the cop left without playing out this moment as it
would usually unfold in an intellectual television crime drama like Perry Mason or Peter Gunn..After nudging the door shut with his shoulder,
Barty carried the sodas out of the kitchen and forward along the hall. Pausing at the livingroom archway, he said, "Uncle Jacob?".Ursula K. Le
Guin.As nimble as a geriatric cat, crying out with pain, Junior nevertheless sprang onto the deep windowsill and shoved against the twin panes of
the window. They were already partly open-but they were also stuck. Crouched on the deep sill, pushing against the parted casement panes of the
tall French window, using not just muscle but the entire weight of his body, leaning into them, the maniac tried to force his way out of the
bedroom..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?"."Whatever you're paying here, that's what you'll pay for the new place," Lipscomb said..done with it at last, he opens his mouth,
lets the roses be shoved in, the bitter green taste of the juice crushed from."And in some of them, maybe I died the night you were born, and you
live alone with your dad.".Not incidentally, the project served as a vehicle by which some older citizens, in financial crisis, could receive money in
a way that spared their dignity, gave them hope, and repaired their damaged self esteem. Agnes asked Obadiah to enrich the project by accepting a
one year grant to record the story of his life with the help of the head librarian..A fine carpenter can wield a hammer with an economy of movement
and accuracy as elegant as the motions of a symphony conductor with a baton. A cop directing traffic can make a rough ballet out of the work.
However, of all the humble tasks that men and women can transform into visual poetry by the application of athletic agility and grace, clambering
into a Dumpster holds the least promise of beautification..As Lipscomb picked up the freshened baby, Grace said, "That was as effective as any
minister's wife could've been with an impossible parishioner-and, oh, do I wish we could sometimes be that pointed.".Sunday, Junior hid out from
Scamp, using his Ansaphone to screen her calls, and worked with such astonishing focus on his needlepoint pillows that he forgot to go to bed that
night. He fell asleep over his needles at ten o'clock Monday morning..At one point late in the afternoon, as all three Hackachaks were hurling scorn
and invective at Junior, he noticed Vanadium standing in the doorway, observing. Perfect. He pretended not to see the cop, and when next he
sneaked a look, he discovered that Vanadium had vanished like a wraith. A thick slab of a wraith.."I can do this with just a very little Novocain,"
she said, "so your mouth won't be numb for dinner.".When Junior tried to lift Victoria, her voluptuousness lost its appeal. As dead weight, she was
heavier than he expected..The search for Cain was secondary. Getting 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..He tried to lean back as he dropped, with
the hope that he would fall under her, providing cushion if they met with sidewalk instead of lawn..She struggled, wept, pretended disgust, faked
shame, swore to bring the police down on him. Another man, not as highly skilled at reading men as Junior, might have thought the girl's resistance
was genuine, Sat her charges of rape were sincere. Any other man might have backed off, but Junior was neither fooled nor confused..The detective
shrugged. "The girl might've had her baby at a third rate hospital, one with poor control of patients' records and a less professional staff. Or the kid
might have been placed for adoption through some baby brokerage in it strictly for the money. Then there would've been opportunities to learn
something. But as soon as I discovered it was St. Mary's, I knew we were screwed.".Thus began the first day of the last weekend of their old lives.
Maria visited on Saturday, sitting in the kitchen, embroidering the collar and cuffs of a blouse, while Agnes baked pies..He and the homicide
detective had been friends for almost thirty years, since Max had been a uniformed rookie on the SFPD and Vanadium had been a young priest
freshly assigned to St. Anselmo's Orphanage here in the city. Before choosing police work, Max had contemplated the priesthood, and perhaps
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back then he had sensed the cop-to-be in Tom Vanadium..Yet, uncaught, the quarter would have dropped to the floor. Junior would have heard it
ring off the tiles. Which he hadn't..A delay of a few hours, before getting her under a physician's care, might still be risky. But so was forcing her
into a local hospital to endure the mortification she desperately wanted to avoid..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.".He had learned many things about
himself on this momentous day--that he was more spontaneous than he had ever before realized, that he was willing to make grievous short-term
sacrifices for long-term gain, that he was bold and daring-but perhaps the most important lesson was that he was a more sensitive person than he'd
previously perceived himself to be and that this sensitivity, while admirable, was liable to undo him unexpectedly and at inconvenient times..He
wasn't afflicted with parenthood envy. A baby was the last thing he would ever want, aside from cancer. Children were nasty little beasts. A child
would be an encumbrance, a burden, not a blessing..Head lowered, as if his visit to Jacob were a weight that bowed him, his attention was on the
ground. Otherwise, he might not have noticed, might not have been halted by, the intricate and beautiful pattern of sunlight and shadow over which
he walked.."We don't believe it does, do we, Daddy? We don't believe blood tells. We believe we're born to hope, under a mantle of mercy, don't
we?".Fed up with them and with this exhibition, Junior half wished that he would again be stricken by violent nervous emesis. Even in his
suffering, he would enjoy spraying these insistently appealing canvases with the reeking ejecta of his gut: criticism of the most pungent
nature.."Why? What was he going to get out of it?".Two staff members were at the front desk, when last he'd seen them, out of sight now and too
far away to hear the crooning. Junior had been waiting at the doors when the library opened, and thus far he'd encountered no other patrons..The
accountant lived in a white Georgian house on a street fined with huge old evergreens..Edom bit his lower lip, shook his head, and stubbornly clung
to Barty's left foot..The boy fell and rolled even as he pitched the can, anticipating the shots that Cain fired, which cracked into the doorframe
inches from Tom's knees..Celestina had no illusions about playing detective. She would never be able to track down the bastard, and she had no
stomach for confronting him..When he got no response, he wedged the toe of his right loafer under the guy's chest and, with some effort, rolled him
onto his back..Traditional logic argued that an infant, no more than two weeks old, could not be a serious threat to a grown man..Junior was
educated. He wasn't merely a masseur with a fancy title; he had earned a hill bachelor of science degree with a major in rehabilitation therapy.
When he watched television, which he never did to excess, he rarely settled for frivolous game shows or sitcoms like Gomer Pyle or The Beverly
Hillbillies, or even I Dream of Jeannie, but committed himself to serious dramas that required intellectual involvement-Gunsmoke, Bonanza, and
The Fugitive. He preferred Scrabble to all other board games, because it expanded one's vocabulary. As a member in good standing of the
Book-of-the-Month Club, he'd already acquired nearly thirty volumes of the finest in contemporary literature, and thus far he'd read or skim-read
more than six of them. He would have read all of them if he had not been a busy man with such varied interests; his cultural aspirations were
greater than the time he was able to devote to them..Junior had the picture now. Clear as Kodachrome. Victoria was in a relationship, and she had
come on to him in the hospital not because she was looking for more action, but because she was a tease. One of those women who thought it was
funny to get a man's juices up and then leave him stewing in them..Paul shook his head. He presented a second picture of Perri, this one taken on
Christmas Day, 1964, less than a month before she died. She lay in her bed in the living room, her body shrunken, but her face so beautiful and
alive..Besides, he couldn't any longer afford to spend endless hours either learning a new language or attending the opera. His life was too full,
leaving him insufficient time for the Bartholomew search..During the past few years, he had discovered that a lousy few million could buy even
more freedom than he had thought when he'd shoved Naomi off the fire tower. Great wealth, fifty or a hundred million, would purchase not only
greater freedom, and not just the ability to pursue even more ambitious self-improvement, but also power..She devoted half her work time to the
neighbors-in-need route that Agnes had established and steadily expanded, the other half to her painting. She was in no rush to mount a new show;
anyway, she didn't dare renew contact with the Greenbaum Gallery or with anyone at all from her past life, until the police found Enoch Cain.."Not
so unbelievable," said Jacob. "Forty-five thousand people every year die in automobiles. Cars aren't transportation. They're death machines. Tens of
thousands are disfigured, maimed for life."."It's not a specific brand you can't have, it's the whole idea of a candy bar."."Living high. When I wasn't
on the road, I had a fine house here in Bright Beach, not this rental shack I'm in now, but a nice little place with an ocean view. You can guess what
went wrong."."I've always wanted to learn the piano myself," Junior claimed, "but I guess you really have to start young.".Bracing her feet against
the floorboards, clutching the seat with her left hand, fiercely gripping the door handle with her right, she prayed, prayed that the baby would be all
right, that she would live at least long enough to bring her child into this wonderful world, into this grand creation of endless and exquisite beauty,
whether she herself lived past the birth or not..Her voice as bright as her bed ensemble, spiritual sister to baby chicks everywhere, yellow Angel
raised her head from the pillow and said, "Will you have a wedding?".Before Junior had become a physical therapist, he had considered studying to
be a dentist. A low tolerance for the stench of halitosis born of gum disease had decided him against dentistry, but he still could appreciate a set of
teeth as exceptional as these.."Done," Agnes said. "Now put away the three dollars, and let's have our lesson before my water breaks.".All the way
to the nightstand, he expected to discover that the revolver had been taken from the drawer. Yet here it was. Loaded..Returning from his tests, he'd
gotten into bed without stripping off the thin, hospital-issue robe. He was still wearing it over his pajamas..SERAPHIM AETHIONEMA WHITE
was nothing whatsoever like her name, except that she had as kind a heart and as good a soul as any among the hosts in Heaven. She did not have
wings, as did the angels after which she had been named, and she couldn't sing as sweetly as the seraphim, either, for she had been blessed with a
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throaty voice and far too much humility to be a performer. Aethionema were delicate flowers, either pale-or rose-pink, and while this girl, just
sixteen, was beautiful by any standard, she was not a delicate soul but a strong one, not likely to be shaken apart in even the highest
wind..Celestina, the battering Baptist, back in action, came at him again. With one leg broken, another cracked, and the stretcher bar splintered, the
chair wasn't as formidable a weapon as it had been. She swung it, Junior dodged, she struck at him again, he juked, and she reeled away from him,
gasping..Slamming through the door, letting it bang shut behind him hard enough to crack the glass, crossing the porch, Tom took the beauty of the
day like a fist in the gut. It was too blue and too bright and too gorgeous to harbor death, and yet it did, birth and death, alpha and omega, woven in
a design that flaunted meaning but defied understanding. It was a blow, this day, a hard blow, brutal in its beauty, in its simultaneous promises of
transcendence and loss..This momentous day, he thought, and he shook with sudden terror at the inevitability of new beginnings..An alley opened
on Junior's left. He stepped out of the crowd, into this narrow service way shaded by tall buildings, and walked even more briskly, still not quite
running because he continued to believe that he possessed the unshakable calm and self-control of a highly self improved man..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..He wanted to say: The vain, power-mad politicians who milk cheers from ignorant crowds, the sports stars and preening actors who hear
themselves called heroes and never object, they should all wither with shame at the mention of your name. Your vision, your struggle, the years of
grueling work, your enduring faith when others doubted, the risk you took with career and reputation--it's one of the great stories of science, and I'd
be honored if I could shake your band..In the time of the kings, mages gathered in the court of Enlad and later in the court of Havnor to counsel the
king and take counsel together, using their arts to pursue goals they agreed were good. But in the dark years, wizards sold their skills to the highest
bidder, pitting their powers one against the other in duels and combats of sorcery, careless of the evils they did, or worse than careless. Plagues and
famines, the failure of springs of water, summers with no rain and years with no summer, the birth of sickly and monstrous young to sheep and
cattle, the birth of sickly and monstrous children to the people of the isles-all these things were charged to the practices of wizards and witches, and
all too often rightly so..Intuition told Tom Vanadium that the removal of the paintings was significant, but he wasn't a talented enough Sherlock to
leap immediately to the meaning of their absence..than the crows. Tumbled on the grass, in fragments: the broken trophy for the prize rose, the
symbol of his sinful.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..As Junior stood at Seraphim's grave, his breath smoked from him in the still night
air, as though he were a dragon..Angel was adamant: "Nope. I could learn that. Like dressing myself and saying thank-you.".He was relieved that
he hadn't moved his head or made a sound. He wanted to understand as much of the situation as possible before revealing that he was
awake..Junior knew that she must be teasing him. Her sense of play was delicious. Such deviltry in her scintillant blue eyes, such sauciness..A
knife already lay on the counter nearby. He used it to slice four pats of butter, yellow and creamy, each half an inch thick, off the end of the
stick.."No. Just tricks. Turn a leaf to a gold piece. Seemingly.".As home tours went, this one was notably less interesting than most. The accountant
appeared to have no secret life, no perverse interests that he hid from the world..As though he were home to a species of termites that preferred the
taste of men to that of wood, Vanadium felt a squirming in his marrow..Testing Celestina's nerves as fully as Barty had tested his mother's, Angel
pulled-levered -shinnied-swung herself so fast up through the tree, arriving at the boy's side while red streaks still enlivened a sky that was
repainting itself purple. She stood in the crook of limbs with him, and her delighted laughter rang down through the cathedral oak. 1975 through
1978: Hare ran from Dragon, Snake fled from Horse, and '78 bounced to the beat, because disco ruled. The reborn Bee Gees dominated the
airwaves. John Travolta had the look. Rhodesian rebels, grasping the dangers inherent in any battle between equals, had the manful courage to
slaughter unarmed women missionaries and schoolgirls. Spinks won the title from Ali, and Ali won it back from Spinks.."Please try not to be
alarmed, Miss White, but I have a patrol car on the way to your address.".She. Heretofore, Celestina hadn't given a thought to the gender of the
baby, because, to her, it had been less a person than a thing..Edom and Jacob came to dinner with Agnes every evening. And though the past
weighed heavily on them when they were under this roof, without fail they stayed long enough to wash the dishes before fleeing back to their
apartments over the garage..Because, since childhood, Jacob had been drawn to stories and images of doom, to catastrophe on both the personal
and the planetary scale-from theater fires to all-out nuclear war-he had a flamboyant imagination second to none and a colorful if peculiar
intellectual life. For him, therefore, the most difficult part of learning card manipulation had been coping with the tedium of practice, but for years
he had applied himself diligently, motivated by his love and admiration for his sister, Agnes..Granted that he was only three going on four,
nevertheless Barty had never met anyone with as much cheerful imagination as Angel. He intended to marry her in, oh, maybe twenty years..This
wasn't thrill killing-which, now that he'd had time to think about it, he realized was beneath him, even if in the service of personal growth. This
would be murder for good, justifiable cause.."I'm not saying there's anything wrong with it, you understand," Neddy whispered with a sort of fierce
conciliation, "but I'm not gay, and I'm not interested in teaching you the piano or anything else. Besides, after the stories Renee told about you, I
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can't imagine why you think any friend of his ... hers would get near you. You need help. Renee is what she is, but she's not a bad person, she's
generous and she's sweet. She doesn't deserve to be beaten, abused, and ... and all those horrible things you did. Excuse me.".Since discovering the
quarter in his cheeseburger, Junior had been half convinced that the maniac cop survived the bludgeoning. In spite of his grievous wounds, perhaps
Vanadium had swum up through a hundred feet of murky water, barely avoiding being drowned.."Good day, sir," Lipscomb said, closing the door
in Neddy's face, possibly compressing his nose and bruising his boutonniere..He spent the afternoon with her and stayed for dinner. He ate at her
bedside, feeding both himself and her, balancing the progress of his meal with hers, so they finished together. He'd never fed her before, yet he
wasn't awkward with her, or she with him, and later what he remembered of dinner was the conversation, not the logistics..From the bathroom,
Junior gathered an electric razor and toiletries. He added these to the suitcases.."Crafty men" is what they called wizards in those days..Some
information she'd withheld from him: that the cancer might already have spread, that he might still die even after his eyes were removed-and that if
it hadn't yet spread, it might soon do so.."You feel remorse, though," said Agnes. "I can see you do. And not just because of what happened to your
hands.".He also sought a supplier of high-quality counterfeit ID. This proved easier than he anticipated..Thus far, there were only two unexpected
developments, the first being his explosive vomiting. He hoped he would never have to endure another such episode..Although a cold current
crackled along the cable of her spine, Agnes smiled at the card. She was determined to change the dark mood that had descended over
them..Spinning off the stool, the bun cap in one hand and the mustard dispenser clutched in the other, Junior surveyed the long narrow diner.
Looking for the maniac cop. The dead maniac cop. He half expected to see Thomas Vanadium: head crusted in blood, face bashed to pulp, caked in
quarry silt, and dripping water as though he'd climbed out of his Studebaker coffin just minutes ago..The kiss was lovely, long and easy, full of
restrained passion that boded well for nights to come in the marriage bed..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..In a pew in Old St. Mary's Church, in Chinatown, Junior took delivery of the lock-release gun
and the untraceable 9-mm pistol with the custom-machined silencer, as previously arranged. The church was deserted at ten o'clock in the morning.
The shadowy interior and the menacing religious figures gave him the creeps..The sidewalks were crowded with businessmen in suits, hippies in
flamboyant garb, groups of smartly attired suburban ladies in town to shop, and the usual forgettably dressed rabble, some smiling and some surly
and some mumbling but as blank-eyed as mannequins, who might be hired assassins or poets, for all he knew, eccentric millionaires in mufti or
carnival geeks who earned their living by biting heads off live chickens.."Oh, yes, 1 recall it now. Polar bears eating tourists in Union Square, wolf
packs prowling the Heights."."You must be thinking of someone else," she said, pushing a wad of bills into his hand. "Me, I'm a jellyfish in high
heels.".Barty grinned mischievously. "One of the places we visited today. Some big kids. They saw this scary movie, said they had to wash their
shorts after.".I'm not the first to observe that much of what quantum mechanics reveals about the nature of reality is uncannily compatible with
faith, specifically with the concept of a created universe. Several fine physicists have written about this before me. As far as I am aware, however,
the notion that human relationships reflect quantum mechanics is fresh with this book: Every human life is intricately connected to every other on a
level as profound as the subatomic level in the physical world; underlying every apparent chaos is strange order; and "spooky effects at a distance,"
as the quantum-savvy put it, are as easily observed in human society as in atomic, molecular, and other physical systems. In this story, Tom
Vanadium must simplify and condense complex aspects of quantum mechanics into a few sentences in a single chapter, because although he isn't
aware that he's a fictional character, he is obliged to be entertaining. I hope that any physicists reading this will have mercy on him..As he passed
the living-room archway, he said, "Watch out for tidal waves, Uncle Jacob.".Already the fortune foretold, which she had strived to dismiss as a
game with no consequences, was coming true..pistol that he'd purchased in late June. The city operated a program to melt confiscated and donated
weapons and to remake them into plowshares or xylophones, or into the metal fittings of hookah pipes..The front door was unlocked. This was no
longer one house; it had been converted to an apartment building..The blocking dresser, which doubled as a vanity, was surmounted by a mirror.
One bullet drilled through the plywood backing, made a spider-web puzzle of the silvered glass, lodged in the wall above the bed-thwack-and
kicked out a spray of plaster chips.."Ouch," said Edom, and this earned him loving smiles from Maria, Agnes, and Barty..dent? You do believe
that? Because I don't see ... I don't know how could work with someone who thought I was capable of . . . ".Barty set one other rule: "Without
dying first ... and you have to be sure you can get back.".Yet that evening, when she'd accepted his proposal and asked if he wasn't frightened, he
said, "Not anymore.".The way one does research into nonexistent history is to tell the story and find out what happened. I believe this isn't very
different from what historians of the so-called real world do. Even if we are present at some historic event, do we comprehend it-can we even
remember it-until we can tell it as a story? And for events in times or places outside our own experience, we have nothing to go on but the stories
other people tell us. Past events exist, after all, only in memory, which is a form of imagination. The event is real now, but once it's then, its
continuing reality is entirely up to us, dependent on our energy and honesty. If we let it drop from memory, only imagination can restore the least
glimmer of it. If we lie about the past, forcing it to tell a story we want it to tell, to mean what we want it to mean, it loses its reality, becomes a
fake. To bring the past along with us through time in the hold-alls of myth and history is a heavy undertaking; but as Lao Tzu says, wise people
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