Narratology Beyond The Human Storytelling And Animal Life

NARRATOLOGY BEYOND THE HUMAN STORYTELLING AND ANIMAL LIFE
In Maria's kitchen, still just four days past Christmas, Agnes let dissolve her stoic mask, and wept at last..You struck a discord that can he heard,
however faintly, all the way to the farthest end of the universe.....Now that Tom knew what to look for, the gloom couldn't conceal the incredible
truth..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..Caesar Zedd recommended not merely seizing the day but devouring it. Chew it up, feed on the day,
swallow the day whole. Feast, said Zedd, feast, approach life as a gourmet and as a glutton, because he who practices restraint will have stored up
no sustaining memories when famine inevitably comes..St. Mary's social workers did not arrive with dawn, so Celestina was given the privacy of
one of their offices, where the wet face of the morning pressed blurrily at the windows, and where she phoned her parents with the terrible news.
From here, too, she arranged with a mortician to collect Phimie's body from the cold-storage locker in the hospital morgue, embalm it, and have it
flown home to Oregon..At last he said, "And there he is, hands in front of his face, quarters bouncing off him, these kids and this old lady
scrambling around him to snare some change.".When he reported for a physical and a reassessment of his draft classification, on Wednesday,
December 15, he left the insert in his hitching shoe; however, he limped like old Walter Brennan, the actor, hitching around the ranch in The Real
McCoys..Worse, the people who adopted Seraphim's baby might be anywhere in the nine-county Bay Area. Millions of phone listings to
scan..Being blind had few consolations, but Barty found that not being able to look at his uncles' files and books was one of them. In the past, he
never really, in his heart, wanted to see those pictures of dead people roasted in theater fires and drowned bodies floating in flooded streets, but a
few times he peeked. His mom would have been ashamed of him if she'd discovered his transgression. But the mystery of death had an undeniable
creepy allure, and sometimes a good Father Brown detective story simply didn't satisfy his curiosity. He always regretted looking at those photos
and reading the grim accounts of disaster, and now blindness spared him that regret..In fact, though he strained hard to recall their conversations, he
could dredge up nothing that Seraphim had said during therapy, as if he'd been stone-deaf in those days. The only things he retained were sensual
impressions: the beauty of her face, the texture of her skin, the firmness of her flesh under his ministering hands..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..Eventually, he settled on a
mental image of a bowling pin as his "seed." This was a smooth, elegantly shaped object that invited languorous contemplation, but it did not tease
his libido..Paul Damascus remained busy, filling prescriptions, until he was finally able to take a lunch break at two-thirty.."This momentous day,"
Thomas Vanadium said quietly, stiff gazing into the grave, "seems full of terrible endings. But like every day, it's actually full of nothing but
beginnings.".He nodded. "You do. Yes. But you don't need to know right now. Later, when you're calmer, when you're clearer. It's too important to
rush you through it now.".He was a pretty good detective, but as regarded the minutiae of daily fife, he wasn't as organized as he would like to be.
He never remembered to set aside his holey socks for darning; and once he had worn a hat with a bullet hole in it for nearly a year before he'd at
last thought to buy a new one..which was beginning to come into view, was as sharp as pins and needles, sheer torture to her eyes..The musician
had no talent for deception. His hopping-hen eyes pecked at the nearest painting, at other guests, down at the floor, everywhere but directly at
Junior, and a nerve twitched in his left cheek. "Well, I'm very good, you know, at faces, they stick with me, I don't know why. Goodness knows,
my memory is otherwise shot.".AT ST. MARY'S HOSPITAL, where Wally had brought Angel into this world three years ago, he was now
fighting for his life, for a chance to see the girl grow and to be the father she needed. He'd been taken to surgery already when Celestina and Angel
arrived a few minutes behind the ambulance..To the window in the driver's door, Barty came with a repertoire of comic expressions, mugging at his
mother, sticking one finger up his nose and exaggeratedly boring with it as though exploring for nasal nuggets. "Not scary, Mommy!"."I'm not
sad," Tom said, "because though I have this face here in this world, I know there's another me-in fact, lots of other Tom Vanadiums-who don't have
this face at all. Somewhere I'm doing just fine, thank you.".The room was bright enough for him to confirm that he was alone. The interior of the
box in which Naomi now resided could be no more silent than this house..Having arrived at this same astonishing but nonetheless obvious
conclusion, Harrison said, "Someone has to've been hurt." He hurried out of the kitchen, through the dining room, with Paul close behind him..No
one in Junior's circles seemed to care about the crisis in American music. He supposed he had a greater awareness of injustice than did most
people..In the kitchen again, Junior spread the blanket on the floor, to one side of the blood. He rolled Vanadium onto the blanket, and drew the
ends of it together, fashioning a sled with which to drag the detective out of the house..Rudy's blue suit, as usual, pinched and shorted his
shambling frame. Here in a boneyard, he appeared to be not just a man with a bad tailor, but a grave robber who looted the dead for his
wardrobe..Celestina, standing next to Agnes, put an arm around her waist, as perhaps she had once been in the habit of doing with her sister..Aware
of the dangers of dehydration, he drank a bottle of water and put two half-gallon containers of Gatorade in the Suburban..After carrying the two
pieces of luggage to the car in the garage, he returned to the study. He sat at the desk and examined the contents of the drawers, then turned to the
file cabinet..Police identified Junior as the prime suspect, and newspapers featured his photograph in most stories. They referred to him as
"handsome," "dashing," "a man with movie-star good looks." He was said to be well known in San Francisco's avant-garde arts community. He got
a thrill when he discovered that Sklent was quoted as calling him "a charismatic figure, a deep thinker, a man -with exquisite artistic taste .... so
clever he could get away with murder as easily as anyone else might get away with double-parking. " "It's people like him," Sklent continued, "who
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confirm the view of the world that informs my painting.".Only a small group of mourners gathered for this service. Junior and Naomi had been so
intensely involved with each other that, unlike many young married couples, they had made few friends..Awed, dropping to one knee before Barty,
Tom fingered the sleeve of the boy's shirt.."As long as the case was open and you were the sole suspect," said the lawyer, "they couldn't negotiate
an out-of-court settlement with you. But they were afraid that if eventually they couldn't prove you killed her, then they'd be in an even worse
position when a wrongful death suit finally went before a jury.".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..Without ceremony or prayer, although with much righteous anger, Junior hoisted the dead musician over the lip of the Dumpster. For a
dreadful moment, his left arm tangled in the loosely cinched belt of the London Fog raincoat. Straining a shrill bleat of anxiety through his
clenched teeth, he desperately shook loose and let go of the body..Room by room, closet by closet, Junior conducted a search for the detective. The
cop was not here..Finally wimping out completely, Parkhurst left the room. The heavy door sighed softly shut, silencing the squeak of rubber-soled
shoes, the swish of starched uniforms, and other noises made by the busy nurses in the corridor..Carrying the brochure, Vanadium returned to the
bathroom and switched on the overhead light. He stared at the slashed wall, at the name red and ravaged..The big-headed, bulging-eyed,
slit-mouthed runt had collected $850,000 from Naomi's death, so the least he could do was provide a little information. He'd probably bill for the
time, anyway..While Jacob had shuffled, Agnes had taken little Barty from his bassinet into her arms. She was surprised and discomfited to
discover that the baby was to have his fortune told first..By air from San Francisco south to Orange County Airport, then farther south along the
coast by rental car, one week in the wake of Paul Damascus and his three charges, following directions provided by Paul, Tom Vanadium brought
Wally Lipscomb to the Lampion house..out of hand. "Well ... yes, I suppose so." Spineless, unethical quack bastard, Junior thought bitterly..A cold
wind raised a haunting groan as it harried itself around and around in the bronze hollow of the bell atop the church steeple, shook dead needles
from the evergreens, and resisted Paul's progress with what seemed to be malicious intent. Miles ago, between the towns of Brookings and Pistol
River, he had decided that he wouldn't again walk this far north at this time of year, even if the guidebooks did claim that the Oregon coast was a
comparatively temperate zone in winter..With one tiny hand, Barty reached up for his mother. She gave him her forefinger, to which the sugar-bag
boy clung tenaciously.."I really am sorry about this," Junior said, regretting the necessity to deny her the right to look good at her own funeral, "but
it's got to appear to be a crime of passion.".Still looming over her, he snatched the pad out of her hands and examined the sketch. "Where would
you have seen this?".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.".According to the brief biographic note with the picture, Celestina White was a graduate of San Francisco's Academy of
Art College. She had been born and raised in Spruce Hills, Oregon, the daughter of a minister.."They're all the family I have," Junior said with what
he hoped sounded like sorrow and long-suffering love.."He worked in your shipyard, your highness." Losen liked to be called by kingly titles..It
didn't seem to him to amount to much. It was such an easy matter to him to make a silvery light shine in a dark room, or find a lost pin by thinking
about it, or true up a warped joint by running his hands over the wood and talking to it, that he couldn't see why they made a fuss over such things.
But his father raged at him for his "shortcuts," even struck him once on the mouth when he was talking to the work, and insisted that he do his
carpentry with tools, in silence..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..Frequently, these days, she found herself explaining aspects of life to Barty that she
hadn't expected to discuss for years to come. She wondered how she could make him understand this: Life can be so sweet, so full, that sometimes
happiness is nearly as intense as anguish, and the pressure of it in the heart swells close to pain..Ever since he'd searched Vanadium's house, over
fourteen months ago, Junior had enjoyed learning about other people by touring their homes in their absence. Because he was unwilling to risk
arrest for breaking and entering, these explorations were rare, other than in the homes of women whom he'd dated long enough to justify swapping
keys. Happily, in this golden age of trust and easy relationships, as little as a week of hot sex could lead to key-level commitment..There would be
lots of aftermath with three at once, especially if he took them out with point-blank head shots, but Junior was pumped full of reliable antiemetics,
antidiarrhetics, and antihistamines, so he felt adequately protected from his traitorous sensitive side. In fact, he wanted to see a significant quantity
of aftermath this time, because it would be proof positive that the boy was dead and that all this torment had come at last to an end..When she didn't
at once accept his generosity, he said, "All my life, I've lived just to get through the day. First survival. Then achievement, acquisition. Houses,
investments, antiques ... There's nothing wrong with any of that. But it didn't fill the emptiness. Maybe one day I'll return to medicine. But that's a
hectic existence, and right now I want peace, calm, time to reflect. Whatever I do from here on . . . I want my life to have a degree of purpose it's
never had before. Can you understand that?"."Acute nervous emesis," Junior croaked. "I've never thought of myself as a nervous person.".Because
the upper part of the hospital bed was somewhat raised, he didn't have to lift his head from the pillow to study the corner where the phantom
waited. He peered beyond the IV rack, past the foot of the.To prove himself, he read a little of Dickens when she requested it, a passage from Great
Expectations. Then a passage from Twain..same," Agnes admonished. "Who's been raising you, sugarpie, if you don't know that? Are you going to
pretend you've been brought up by wolves for nine years?".RED SKY IN THE morning, sailors take warning; red sky at night, sailors delight..With
narratology-beyond-the-human-storytelling-and-animal-life.pdf
Page 2/7

Narratology Beyond The Human Storytelling And Animal Life

a tenderness that surprises and moves Celestina, the tall nurse closes the dead girl's eyes. She opens a fresh, clean sheet and places it over the body,
from the feet up, covering the precious face last of all..When at last he spoke, real grief, quiet but profound, softened his voice: "March first, three
years ago, my wife and two sons-Danny and Harry, both seven, twins-were coming home from visiting her parents in New York. Shortly after
takeoff ... their plane went down."."You might as well beat a cloud for raining," said Otter's mother..Walking was part of a fitness regimen that he
took seriously. He would never be called upon to save the world, like the pulp heroes in the tales he enjoyed; however, he had solemn
responsibilities he was determined to meet, and to do so, he must maintain good health..He possessed vast files on tragic fires, and most of them
were committed to memory. In Vienna's magnificent Ring Theater, December 8, a blaze claimed 850 lives. On May 25, 1887, 200 dead at the
Opera Comique, Paris. November 28, 1942, in the Coconut Grove nightclub in Boston-when Jacob was only fourteen years old and already.Shortly
before ten o'clock, Junior returned to the cemetery and left his Suburban where the Negro mourners had parked earlier in the day. His was the only
vehicle on the service road..In the Fairmont coffee shop, Junior ordered french fries, a cheeseburger, and cole slaw. He requested that the burger be
served cooked but unassembled: the halves of the bun turned face up, the meat pattie positioned separately on the plate, one slice each of tomato
and onion arranged beside the pattie, and the slice of unmelted cheese on a separate dish..Chicane wasn't alone. Sparky Vox, the building
superintendent, approached behind him and hovered. Seventy-two yet as spry as a monkey, Sparky didn't walk so much as scamper like a
capuchin..Simon Magusson-capable of representing the devil himself for the proper fee, but also capable of genuine remorse-visited Vanadium in
the hospital, soon after learning that the detective had awakened from a coma. The attorney shared the conviction that Cain was the guilty party,
and that he'd also murdered his wife..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..The unmatched suite of bedroom furniture, cheap and
scarred, might have been purchased at a thrift shop. A double bed and one nightstand. A small dresser..Junior had thought most other policemen
must consider Vanadium to be a loose cannon, a rogue, an outcast. Perhaps the opposite was true-and if it was, if Vanadium was highly regarded
among his peers, he was immeasurably more dangerous than Junior had realized..Throughout lunch and, indeed, during his hours as an outpatient
at the hospital, Barty gave no indication that he understood the gravity of his situation. He remained cheerful, charming the doctors and technicians
with his sweet personality and precocious chatter..She lay beside her boy in the darkness, gazing at the covered window, where the faint glow of
the moon pressed through the blind, suggesting another world thriving with strange life just beyond a thin membrane of light..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..This
didn't seem strange to him. Among the many things that no longer mattered were the concepts of distance and time.."Oh, my Lord," Chicane
groaned as he and Sparky half carried Junior into the bathroom.."It was... the only dream that mattered," Joey said. "You ... loving me. It was a
good life because of you.".Their evenings together were comfortable bliss, though usually they just watched television, or he read to her. She
enjoyed being read to: mostly historical novels and occasional mysteries..Jacob didn't know how he could ever bear to look at Agnes when she
came home from the hospital. The sorrow in her eyes would kill him as surely as a knife to the heart..An elderly Negro gentleman answered the
door. His hair was such a pure white that in contrast to his plum-dark skin, it appeared to glow like a nimbus around his head. With his equally
radiant goatee, his kindly features, and his compelling black eyes, he seemed to have stepped out of a movie about a jazz musician who, having
died, was on earth once more as someone's angelic guardian.."After the quake," Edom said, "forty thousand people took refuge in a
two-hundred-acre open area, a military depot. A quake-related fire swept through so fast they were killed standing up, so tightly packed together
they died as a solid mass of bodies.".He kept a few paperbacks of Caesar Zedd's work in the bathroom, so that time spent on the john wouldn't be
wasted. Some or, his deepest insights into the human condition and his best ideas for self-improvement had come in this place, where Zedd's
luminous words seemed to shine a brighter light into his mind upon rereading..He vanished through some hole, some slit, some tear bigger than
anything through which Tom flipped his quarters..In the tree, the girl grinned. "Even if he stays up there until dawn, he'll still be coming down in
the dark, won't he. Oh, we'll be fine, Aunt Aggie..With a sigh, Obadiah differed: "Not clever. Crude. Before my hands became these great-knuckled
lumps, I could have dazzled you."."It's chilly and foggy and late, and there might be villains afoot at this hour," he intoned with mock gravity. "The
two of you are Lipscomb women now, or soon will be, and Lipscomb women never go unescorted through the dangerous urban night."."You
should be with your children," Agnes worried. Maria looked up. "My babies are sitted with my sister.".Evidently, last evening, prior to keeping a
dinner date with Victoria, when the taunting detective had illegally entered Junior's house and placed another quarter on the nightstand, he had seen
the directory open on the kitchen table. Deducing the meaning of the red check marks, he inserted this card and closed the book: another small
assault in the psychological warfare that he'd been waging..She walked the corridor until she came to a room with empty beds. Without turning on
the lights, she entered, put down the suitcase, and sat in a chair by the window..Switching on the windshield wipers, Joey said, "That's the first time
I've ever heard you admit that either of your brothers is odd.".Two things about him were remarkable, beginning with his face. His head was
wrapped with white gauze bandages, so he looked like Claude Rains in The Invisible Man or like Humphrey Bogart in that movie about the
escaped convict who has plastic surgery to foil the police and to start a new life with Lauren Bacall. Blond hair sprouted from the top of the
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elaborate wrappings. Otherwise, only his eyes, his nostrils, and his lips were uncovered..Outside, he turned to look at the display windows. He
expected to see the candlestick, supernaturally apparent only from this side of the glass, but it wasn't there. Throughout the autumn, Junior read
book after book about ghosts, poltergeists, haunted houses, ghost ships, s?ances, spirit rapping, spirit manifestation, spirit writing, spirit recording,
trance speaking, conjuration, exorcism, astral projection, Ouija-board revelation, and needlepoint..Naked, dripping, he roamed the apartment. As on
the night of December 13, the voice seemed to arise from thin air: ahead of him, then behind him, to the right, but now to the left.."Sure they do,"
said Wally as he unlocked the two deadbolts. "But you gotta be twenty-one years old to get a license for one.".Captivated by catastrophe, so lost in
his book that he might as well have stepped magically inside of it and closed the covers after himself, Uncle Jacob didn't answer..Tom pushed his
chair back from the table, got to his feet, and moved toward Celestina..No doubt thinking about the land of the big bugs, into which she had pushed
Enoch Cain, which was exactly what Barty had suddenly thought about, Angel said, "Honey, this is amazing, it's wonderful, but you've got to be
careful.".Not cheerful, life-loving, high-spirited, churchgoing Naomi. She saw every day through a golden haze that came from the sun in her
heart..Allowing one month for the job might be optimistic. On the other hand, he'd had a long time to perfect a strategy..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..Exactly. The shock. The devastating loss. Junior felt it now, anew, and was afraid he might betray himself with tears, although
he seemed to be done with vomiting..On other nights, she had overheard this and been touched. On this Christmas Eve, however, it filled her with
wonder and wondering, for she recalled their conversation earlier, at Joey's grave:.During the rest of that first year, he walked to Palm Springs and
back, a round trip of more than two hundred miles, and north to Santa Barbara..The hall was deserted. Then a woman came out of one of the offices
and walked toward the gallery, without glancing at him..He was having difficulty focusing his attention on the problem at hand. Through his mind,
odd and disconnected thoughts rolled like slow, greasy, eye-of-the-hurricane waves on an ominous sea..She asked him how many fingers she was
holding up, and he said four, and four it was. Then two fingers. Then seven. Her hands so pale, the palms both bruised..Surprised, Tom leaned in
his chair to look more directly at the blind boy. On the telephone, Celestina had mentioned only that Barty was a prodigy, which didn't quite
explain the aptness of the oak-tree metaphor..At Thanksgiving dinner, again at the three tables set end to end, in the year of the triple zero, Mary
Lampion, now fourteen years old, made an interesting announcement over the pumpkin pie. In her travels where none but she could go, after seven
fascinating years of exploring a fraction of all the infinite worlds, she said she sensed beyond doubt that, as Barty's mother had told him on her
deathbed, there is one special place beyond all the ways things are, one shining place..A Description of Earthsea.Kathleen watched him with
obvious amusement, aware that he was savoring her suspense as much as he was the appetizer..He planned, as soon as they took him out of his cell,
to use the old Changers spell of self-transformation and so escape. Surely his life was in danger, and it would be all right to use the spell? Only he
couldn't decide what to turn himself into-a bird, or a wisp of smoke, what would be safest? But while he was thinking about it, Losen's men, used to
wizard's tricks, drugged his food and he ceased to think of anything at all. They dumped him into a mule-cart like a sack of oats. When he showed
signs of reviving during the journey, one of them bashed him on the head, remarking that he wanted to make sure he got his rest..Against the sight
of Franklin Chan's pity, which implied the hopelessness of Barty's condition, Agnes closed her eyes. But she opened them at once, because this
chosen darkness reminded her that unwanted darkness might be Barty's fate..One apartment to the right, one to the left. Junior went to the right, to
Apartment 1, where he'd seen the lights come on behind the curtained windows..She protested that her ruined body had neither any comforts to
offer a man nor the strength to be a bride.."If I ever get there, I'll be back," she promised the gathered family. "Imagine how much we'll have to talk
about. Maybe I'll even get some new pie recipes from Over There."."I'm glad to hear it," Tom said. His thin smile might have been ironic, though it
wasn't easy to interpret the meaning of any subtle expression on his hammered face.The paramedic pulled shut the door, leaving Joey outside in the
night, in the storm, in the wind between worlds..Occasionally, when Junior returned home from a day of gallery hopping or an evening at a
restaurant, Industrial Woman-the artist's title-scared away his mellow mood. More than once, he'd cried out in alarm before realizing this was just
his prized Poriferan..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..Since the cops believed that Junior accidentally shot himself while
searching for a nonexistent burglar, he was already in their book as an idiot. If he tried to explain how Vanadium had tormented him with the
quarter, and how a quarter turned up, of all places, in his cheeseburger, they would figure him for a hopeless hysteric..The masterpiece that Junior
purchased was small, a sixteen-inch-square canvas, but it cost twenty-seven hundred dollars. The entire picture-titled The Cancer Lurks Unseen,
Version 1-was flat black, except for a small gnarled mass, bile-green and pus-yellow, in the upper-right quadrant. Worth every penny..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..Nevertheless,
his sense of violation grew as he paced these now songless rooms, mystified and frustrated. On April 19, the unmanned Surveyor 3, after landing
on the lunar surface, began transmitting photos to Earth, and when Junior stepped out of his morning shower, he again heard the eerie singing,
which seemed to arise from a place more distant, more alien, than the moon..Indeed, even the distinct fragrance of pulp paper, yellow with age, was
alone sufficient to start him fantasizing..Junior took one of the boxed guns, a 9-mm semiautomatic. Months would probably pass before she noticed
the pistol missing from the back of her closet, and by then she wouldn't know who had taken it..In the kitchen were a radio, a toaster, a coffeepot,
two place settings of cheap flatware, a small mismatched collection of thrift-shop plates and bowls and mugs, and a freezer full of TV dinners and
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English muffins..A dry laugh escaped the detective, but it had none of the warmth of most people's laughter. "You're not bad, Enoch. You're just
not as good as you think you are."."Where did it go?" Grace asked her granddaughter, making as much effort as she could to lighten the mood for
the girl's sake.."August, 1931. Along the Huang He River in China. Three million seven hundred thousand people died in a great flood," Edom
said.."so she's married," Junior said, figuring that maybe Celestina wasn't his heart mate, after all..From, the darkness of his room, Barty now spoke
the words for which Agnes had been waiting, his whisper soft yet resonant in the quiet house: "Good-night, Daddy."
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