Practical Dementia Care

PRACTICAL DEMENTIA CARE
He pressed his right ear to the door, held his breath, heard nothing, and addressed the top lock first. Quietly, he slid the thin pick of the lock-release
gun into the key channel, under the pin tumblers..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..He considered himself to be a thoroughly useless man, taking up space in a world to which he
contributed nothing, but he did have a talent for baking. He could take any recipe, even one from a world-class pastry chef, and improve upon it..To
the left, a door led to a back staircase, accessible with the special key already in his hand. To the right: a key-operated service elevator for which
he'd been provided a separate key..Phimie's eyes widened, her hand tightened painfully on her sister's hand, her entire body convulsed, thrashed,
and she cried, "Unnn, unnn, unnn!".When Nolly sighed and frowned, his lumpish face seemed in danger of sliding off his skull, like oatmeal
oozing off a spoon. "Mr. Cain, much as I regret it, I'm afraid I'm going to have to return half of the retainer you gave me.".The man, whom the
others called Licky, led him out into a hot, bright morning that dazzled his eyes. Leaving his cell he had felt the spellbonds loosen and fall away,
but there were other spells woven about other buildings of the place, especially around a tall stone tower, filling the air with sticky lines of
resistance and repulsion. If he tried to push forward into them his face and belly stung with jabs of agony, so that he looked at his body in horror for
the wound; but there was no wound. Gagged and bound, without his voice and hands to work magic, he could do nothing against these spells.
Licky had tied one end of a braided leather cord around his neck and held the other end, following him. He let Otter walk into a couple of the
spells, and after that Otter avoided them. Where they were was plain enough: the dusty pathways bent to miss them.."Because Cain had called him
to get a recommendation of a P. I. here in San Francisco," said Kathleen. "To find out what happened to Seraphim White's baby.".Since her
conversation with Joshua Nunn the previous Thursday, she'd had more than four days to armor herself for the worst. She prepared for it as well as
any mother could while still holding on to her sanity..By eleven months, his vocabulary had expanded to nineteen words, by Agnes's count: an age
when even a precocious child usually spoke three or four at most.."Another year," Edom said, "and instead of me, Barty can drive the car for
you.".Consequently, Edom was abroad in the land with pies and parcels, following a list of names and addresses provided by his sister, even though
he believed an unprecedentedly violent earthquake, the fabled Big One, was likely to strike before noon, certainly before dinner. This was the last
day of the rest of his life.."That would be John George Haigh," Agnes said, checking Barty's diaper before nestling him tenderly in the crook of her
arm..Therefore, after the nasty shooting, as the Bartholomew hunt continued, so did the good life..Rising from his chair and rolling down his
shirt-sleeves, Nolly said, "If you'll be our guest for dinner, I suspect we'll all have a fascinating evenings.".He stopped straining to see through the
black room to the corner armchair. He closed his eyes and tried to lull himself to sleep by summoning into his mind's eye a lovely but calculatedly
monotonous scene of gentle waves breaking on a moonlit shore..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..The decision had already been made that Grace would move in with Celestina and
then-following the wedding-with Celestina and Wally. In Spruce Hills, she had dear friends whom she would miss, but there was nothing else in
Oregon to draw her back, other than the narrow plot beside Harrison, where she expected eventually to be buried. The parsonage fire had destroyed
all her personal effects and every family treasure from Celestina's grade-school spelling-bee medals to the last precious photograph. She wanted
only to be close to her one remaining daughter and her granddaughter, to be part of the new life that they would build with Wally Lipscomb..The
girl smiled, as stunningly beautiful as he remembered her, but she was no longer fifteen, as she had been when last he'd seen her. Since her death in
childbirth nearly three years ago, she'd matured and grown lovelier than ever..The wedding reception-big, noisy, and joyous-spread across the three
properties without fences. His mother's name was so often mentioned, her presence so strongly felt in all the lives that she had touched, that
sometimes it seemed that she was actually there with them..Among those present before the caravan returned were a few who should have known
better than to allow this madness. Tom Vanadium, Edom, Maria. They stared up at the boy, tense and solemn, and Agnes could only suppose that
they, too, had arrived after the fact, with the boy already beyond easy recall..The coin stopped turning across his knuckles and, as though with
volition of its own, it slipped into the tight curve of his curled forefinger. With a snap of his thumb, he flipped the quarter into the air..Sunday
morning, when Agnes returned from church, Edom and Jacob joined her for lunch. During the afternoon, Jacob helped her bake seven pies for
Monday delivery.."Lock it anyway. And don't hang up. Stay on the line until the patrolmen get there.".She thought of herself as a creative person, a
capable and efficient and committed person, but she did not think of herself as a strong person. Yet she would need great strength for what lay
ahead..The second ring was followed by a click, and then a familiar droning voice said, "Hello. I'm Thomas Vanadium-".A cheer went up from
family and friends, and Agnes could only imagine what it must feel like to be Barty, both blind and blessed, his heart as rich in courage as in
kindness..Holding the mug in his right hand, Tom picked up the coin and rolled it across the knuckles of his left. Paul's quarter, after all. A two-bit
temptation to panic. As gifted with physical grace as with good looks, Junior stepped into the bedroom doorway, lithely and with feline stealth. He
leaned against the jamb..First he tore two paper towels from a wall-mounted dispenser and held one in each hand, as makeshift gloves. He was
determined to leave no fingerprints..Now, without realizing when it had happened, he had been lowered from his knees to his right side. Head
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elevated and tilted by one of the paramedics. So he could expel the bile, the blood, rather than choke on it..By habit, she shifted her attention to his
eyes, because though the scientific types insist that the eyes themselves are incapable of expression, Agnes knew what every poet knows: To see
the condition of the hidden heart, you must look first where scientists will not admit to looking at all..His daughter, his affliction, his millstone,
granddaughter of the boil-giving voodoo Baptist ....He was astonished that adoption records would be sealed and so closely guarded when a child
was being placed with a member of its immediate family, with its mother's sister..When his stomach rolled uneasily and his scalp prickled, he was
seized by panic, certain that he was going to suffer both violent nervous emesis and severe hives, breaking out and chucking up at the same time.
He popped the capsules into his mouth but couldn't produce enough saliva to swallow them, so he turned on the faucet, filled his cupped hands with
water, and drank, dribbling down the front of is jacket and sweater.."You should be with your children," Agnes worried. Maria looked up. "My
babies are sitted with my sister.".He exploded off Renee with the velocity of high-powered rifle fire. Stunned, disgusted, humiliated, he backed
away from the chaise lounge, spluttering, wiping at his mouth, cursing.."Is it as bad as that?" Celestina wondered plaintively, though she knew the
answer. "I love San Francisco. The city inspires my work. I've built a life here. Is it really as bad as that?".Now that neither of them had a doubt that
the other shared the same need and that eventually they would satisfy each other, Victoria was opting for discretion. Wise woman.."Take care he
doesn't turn your belt on you with a spell!" said his uncle..As Edom crossed the threshold, moving outside to the landing at the top of the stairs,
Jacob followed, proselytizing for his faith: "Christmas Eve, 1940, St. Anselmo's Orphanage, San Francisco. Josef Krepp killed eleven boys, ages
six through eleven, murdering them in their sleep and cutting a different trophy from each-an eye here, a tongue there.".Overlaying the birthmark
were brighter stains. The plain face, less homely now, was less flat, too, pocked and torn into a new and horrendous geography..For eight months
following that night, until late September of 1965, Vanadium had been in a coma, and his doctors had not expected him to regain consciousness. A
passing motorist had found him lying along the highway near the lake, soaked and muddy. When, after his long sleep, he awakened in the hospital,
withered and weak, he'd had no memory of anything after walking into Victoria's kitchen-except a vague, dreamlike recollection of swimming up
from a sinking car..A man came out of the stone tower. He passed them, walking hurriedly with a queer shambling gait, staring straight ahead. His
chin shone and his chest was wet with spittle leaking from his lips..And although Simon would have denied it, would even have joked that a
conscience was a liability for an attorney, he possessed a moral compass. When he traveled too far along the wrong trail, that magnetized needle in
his soul led him back from the land of the lost..She cupped his face in both of her hands and was barely able to lift his head, for fear of what she
would see..One nurse and one nun brought Celestina into the creche behind the viewing window..buttery sunshine, and emerald-black where the
shadows of limbs and leaves overlay it. Fat crows as black as.For an instant, she appeared to be frowning. Then he realized this couldn't be a frown.
It must be a smoldering look of desire..The verdant hills to the east lay like slumbering giants under blankets of winter grass, bright in the morning
sun. But when the shadows of clouds sailed off the sea and gathered inland, the slopes darkened to a blackish green, as somber as shrouds, and a
landscape that had appeared to be sleeping forms now looked dead and cold..He was a man of medicine and science, who had been served well by
hard logic and by an unwavering commitment to reason. He wasn't prepared easily to accept the notion that logic and reason, while essential tools
to anyone hoping to lead a full and happy life, were nevertheless sufficient to describe either the physical world or the human experience.."No,"
said Vanadium, "you only think you know who I am and what I am, but you don't know anything. That's all right. You'll learn.".He snatched up the
wine list before she could look at it. "If you're paying, then I'm ordering whatever costs the most, regardless of what it tastes like.".Walking away,
he was aware of the many faces at the windows, all as stupid as the faces of cud-chewing cows. He had given them something to talk about when
they returned from lunch to their shops and offices. He'd reduced himself to an object of amusement for strangers, had briefly become one of the
city's army of eccentrics..Agnes discovered, from her research, that among child prodigies, Barty was not a wonder of wonders. Some math
whizzes were absorbed by algebra and even by geometry before their third birthdays. Jascha Heifetz, became an accomplished violinist at three,
and by six, he played the concertos of Mendelssohn and Tchaikovsky; Ida Haendel performed them when she was five..Later, at home, after Agnes
sent Edom back to his apartment, she opened a bottle of vodka that she had bought on the way back from Maria's. She mixed it with orange juice in
a waterglass..Reflections of those tracks appeared as stigmatic tears on the long face of the physician..Something was due to happen in this
peculiar, extended, almost casual haunting under which he had suffered for more than two years, since finding the quarter in his cheeseburger.
While all around him in the streets, people bustled in good cheer, Junior slouched along in a sour mood, temporarily having forgotten to look for
the bright side..He'd listened to the message and thought it incomprehensible, of no import. Suddenly, tardy intuition told him that it could not have
been any more important to him if it had been dead Naomi calling from beyond the grave to leave testimony for the detective..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.."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.For a while he enjoyed being challenged to figure the
number of seconds elapsed since a particular historical event. Given the date, he did the calculations in his head, providing a correct answer in as
little as twenty seconds, rarely taking more than a minute..As Junior blew his nose and blotted his eyes, Vanadium said, "I believe YOU actually
loved her in some strange way.".The infant Bartholomew was here in San Francisco. He must be found. He must be dispatched. By the time Junior
devised a plan of action to locate the child, he was so hot with anger that he was sweating, and he stripped off one of his two pairs of briefs..Shortly
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after Agnes turned out the light, she said, "Kiddo, it's been one whole week since you walked where the rain wasn't, and I've been doing a lot of
thinking about that."."It's easy to see you as a cop," Kathleen said. All the whacks, pops, and worm buckets just trip off your tongue, so to speak.
But it takes some effort to remember you're a priest, too.".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..As if he sensed her reluctance to return to Dr. Chan, Barty had kept her occupied with talk of the red planet as they
approached the office building, had talked her off the street, along the driveway, and into a parking space, where finally she relinquished the
fantasy of an endless road trip. At 5:45, long past the end of office hours, Dr. Chan's suite was quiet..Every time Junior glanced back, Vanadium
was following his wake through the throng. Stocky but almost gliding. Grim and grimmer. Hideous. And closer..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..Instead of engaging in the confrontation for which he had
been pressing ever since his first visit, Vanadium surprised Junior by breaking eye contact, turning from the bed, and crossing the room to the
door..He got in the Suburban, pulled the door shut, but didn't at once start the engine..Junior assumed the dead girl had come from a family of
stature in the Negro community, which would explain the stonecarver's accelerated service. Vanadium, according to his own words, was a friend of
the family; consequently, the father was most likely a police officer.."Maybe he could if he was able to lift it, but I couldn't throw a pig or an Oreo
or anything else into any other place. It's just not something I know how to do.".Indeed, subconsciously, she had known that Nella was gone since
receiving the call at 4:15 this morning. When the old woman had finished what she needed to say, the silence on the line had been eerily perfect,
without one crackle of static or electronic murmur, unlike anything Celestina had ever heard on a telephone before..Worse, the vengeful and
vicious bitch-or bastard, whatever-evidently had made up vile stories about him, which on a slow evening she'd shared with Neddy, with the
bartender, with anyone who would listen. The staff of the lounge believed Junior was a dangerous sadist, No doubt she had concocted other lurid
stories, as well, charging him with everything from a degenerate interest in bodily wastes to the selfmutilation of his genitalia..playing cards, Agnes
fixated on Deed's blond bangs, which curled across his broad brow..That saving smile once more returned lost harmony to the scarred and broken
face. "Not me. From my perspective, psychology is just one more of those easy sources of false meaning-like sex, money, and drugs. But I will
admit to knowing a thing or two about evil.".After Agnes read the final words on the final page, Barty was drunk on speculation, chattering about
what-might-have-happened-next to these characters that had become his friends. He talked nonstop while changing into his pajamas, while peeing,
while brushing his teeth, and Agnes wondered how she would wind him down to sleep.."Then you only have to wait eighteen years," he said,
opening the apartment door and stepping aside once more, allowing Celestina to precede him..Hound smiled. "They haven't undone what you did
yet, either," he said. "Old Whiteface was crawling all over her yesterday, growling and muttering. Ordered the helm replaced." He meant Losen's
chief mage, a pale man from the North named Gelluk, who was much feared in Havnor.."I can do this with just a very little Novocain," she said,
"so your mouth won't be numb for dinner.".The street in front of the gallery was as flooded by a sea of fog as the alleyway at the back. The
headlights of passing traffic probed the gloom like beams from deep-salvage submersibles at work on the ocean floor..By dawn, when the intestinal
paroxysms finally passed, this bold new man of adventure felt as flat and limp as road kill..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.".During the five years following Agnes's death, their family of many names
thrived. Barty and Angel had brought them all together in this place fifteen years previously, but the destiny about which Toni had spoken on the
back porch, that night in the rain, seemed to be in no hurry to manifest itself Barty could find no painless way to sustain secondhand sight, so he
lived without the light. Angel had no reason to shove anyone else into the world of the big bugs, where she'd pushed Cain. The only miracles in
their lives were the miracles of love and friendship, but the family remained convinced of eventual wonders, even as they got on with the day at
hand..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..FOR JUNIOR CAIN, the Year of the Horse (1966) and the Year of the Sheep (1967) offered many
opportunities for personal growth and self-improvement. Even if by Christmas Eve, '67, Junior would not be able to take a dry walk in the rain, this
nevertheless was a period of great achievement and much pleasure for him..A stab of horror punctured Celestina as she failed to repress a mental
image of a carnival-sideshow monster, half dragon and half insect, coiled in her sister's womb. She hated the rapist's child but was appalled by her
hatred, for the baby was blameless.."My God," Junior said, pretending that his befuddlement had faded and that his mind had just now clarified,
"you think Naomi was murdered, don't you?".Worse than the tenderness in the bones, the bleeding gums, the headaches, the ugly bruises, worse
than the anemia-related weariness and the spells of breathlessness, was the suffering that her battle caused to those whom she loved. More
frequently as the days passed, they were unable to conceal their worry and their sorrow. She held their hands when they trembled. She asked them
to pray with her when they expressed anger that this should happen to her-of all people, to her, and she wouldn't let them go until the anger was
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gone. More than once, she pulled sweet Angel into her lap, stroked her hair, and soothed her with talk of all the good times shared in better days.
And always Barty, watching over her in his blindness, aware that she would not be dying in all the places where she was, but taking no consolation
from the fact that she would continue to exist in other worlds where he could never again be at her side..Agnes was not fully aware of how she was
lifted from the car, but she remembered looking back and seeing Joey's body huddled in the tangled shadows of the wreckage, remembered
reaching toward him, desperate for the anchorage that he had always given her, and then she was on the gurney and moving..Crouching beside the
boy as he rubbed a brighter shine onto the granite, Agnes said, "Barty, honey, why are you ....Trying to ignore his phantom toe, which itched
furiously, he searched the apartment. He proceeded carefully, determined not to shoot himself in the foot accidentally this time..By the time the
family was ushered out, protesting, at the end of evening visiting hours, Junior hadn't succumbed to their pressure. If his conversion was to appear
convincingly reluctant, he would have to resist them for at least another few days..Meanwhile, before they needed to plan the wedding, there was
time for an orange soda and a root beer, and more of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde..On second thought-no. If Seraphim had told anyone she'd been raped,
the police would have been at Junior's doorstep in minutes, with a warrant for his arrest. No matter that they would have no proof. In this age of
high sympathy for the previously oppressed, the word of a teenage Negro girl would have greater weight than Junior's clean record, fine reputation,
and heartfelt denials..place settings. He returned with them to the kitchen and put them in the lower oven, as though Victoria were using it as a
plate warmer..Clinging to the desperate hope of an ultimate reunion, he put the gun away, went to the kitchen, and made a grilled-cheese sandwich:
cheddar, with dill pickles on the side..He missed Naomi. She'd always known exactly the right thing to say or do, improving his mood with a few
words or with just her touch, when he was feeling down..Earlier, the dirty-sheet clouds had been wrung dry. Now, the trees that overhung the house
had finally stopped dripping on the cedar shingled roof The night was so still that Agnes could hear the sea softly breaking upon the shore more
than half a mile away..Since he knew where Celestina would be on January 12, there was no point in taking risks to find her sooner. He had plenty
of time to prepare for their encounter, time to savor the sweet anticipation..If he was left standing on the porch, the visitor would circle the house,
peering in windows where the drapes were not drawn, trying the doors in hope of finding one unlocked. Fearful that Victoria was sick or injured,
that perhaps she had slipped on a pat of butter and cracked her Mad against the comer of an open oven door, he might try to force his way inside,
break a window. Certainly he would go to the neighbors to call the police.."Not so bad, two thousand," Tom heard himself say idiotically. "I mean,
compared to nearly four million.".Furthermore, fear of the unknown is a weakness also because it humbles us. Humility, Caesar Zedd declares, is
strictly for losers. For the purpose of social and financial advancement, we must pretend to be humble-shuffle our feet and duck our heads and
make self-deprecating remarks-because deceit is the currency of civilization. But if ever we wallow in genuine humility, we will be no different
from the mass of humanity, which Zedd calls "a sentimental sludge in love with failure and the prospect of its own doom.".After a hesitation, she
said, "You're the boogeyman, except when I saw you, I was hiding under the bed where you're supposed to be.".Angel returned to the table for
apple juice and to announce, "They got a cookie-jar Jesus!".Turning his patched eyes in the general direction of his mother, Barty said,
"Oops.".Other rooms were furnished as sparely as those in a monastery. Indeed, the dining room contained nothing whatsoever..In his right hand
again, the real gun, loaded with ten hollow-point rounds, felt charged with supernatural power: to Bartholomew as a crucifix to Dracula, as holy
water to a demon, as kryptonite to Superman..Having been an object of Thomas Vanadium's fixation, Junior felt fortunate to have survived. He
shuddered..Onward he came, past the left front fender, gleefully hopping up and down, as if on a pogo stick, still waving..Havnor Great Port is the
city at the heart of the world, white-towered above its bay; on the tallest tower the sword of Erreth-Akbe catches the first and last of daylight.
Through that city passes all the trade and commerce and learning and craft of Earthsea, a wealth not hoarded. There the King sits, having returned
after the healing of the Ring, in sign of healing. And in that city, in these latter days, men and women of the islands speak with dragons, in sign of
change..On Tuesday, January 2, Junior met with the drug dealer who had introduced him to Google, the document forger, and he arranged to
purchase a 9-mm handgun with custom-machined silencer..The Bright Beach Library was open until nine on Friday evening. Arriving an hour
before closing, they returned the Heinlein novels that Barty had already read and checked out the three that he wanted. In a spirit of optimism, they
borrowed a fourth, Podkayne of Mars.."The girl's baby," said Nolly, "was placed with Catholic Family Services for adoption."."Your mother's an
artist. Besides, you wouldn't want to put poor Mrs. Ornwall out of a job, would you?".Before he searched the bedroom, Vanadium walked quickly
back through the rooms that he had already inspected, suddenly remembering the three bizarre paintings of which Nolly, Kathleen, and Sparky had
spoken, and wondering how he could have overlooked them. They were not here. He was able to locate, however, the places on the walls where the
art works had hung, because the nails still bristled from the pocket plaster, and picture hooks dangled from the nails..Taking no chances, Junior
swung the candlestick again, bending down as he did so. The second impact was not as solid as the first, a glancing blow, but
effective..Fortunately, at least the desk was cigarette-scarred, because it came with the office. It had been the property of a skip-tracer named Otto
Zelm, who'd made a good living at the kind of work Nolly avoided out of boredom: tracking down deadbeats and repossessing their vehicles. On a
stakeout, Zelm fell asleep in his car, while smoking, thereby triggering the payoff of both life- and casualty-insurance policies, and freeing the lease
on this furnished space..Junior vigorously scrubbed his corpse-licked cheek with one hand. Then he scrubbed his hand against the musician's
raincoat..Draped across his midsection, the terrible cold weight had chilled his flesh; but now his bone marrow prickled with ice at the thought of
the birthmarked detective sitting silently in the dark, watching. Junior would have preferred dealing with Naomi, dead and risen and seriously
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pissed, rather than with this dangerously patient man..The following morning, he canceled his German lessons. It was an impossible language. The
words were enormously long..Eventually, a braless blonde in shiny white plastic boots, a white miniskirt, and a hot-pink T-shirt featuring the
silk-screened face of Albert Einstein, said, "Sure, I know her. Had some classes with her. She's nice enough, but she's kind of nerdy, especially for
an Afro-American. I mean, they're never nerdy--am I right?".He was able to play peekaboo in his fifth month instead of his eighth, stand while
holding on to something in his sixth instead of eighth..Rescuers appeared with hydraulic pry bars and metal cutting saws. Civilians were
shepherded back to the sidewalks..Happiness could grow out of unspeakable tragedy with such vigor that it produced dazzling blooms and lush
green bracts. This insight served, for Celestina, as a primary inspiration for her painting and as proof of the grace granted in this world that we
might perceive and be sustained by the promise of an ultimate joy to come..In a sudden desperate burst of action, Junior tore at the dead man's
closed hand, sprang open the trap of fingers and palm-and did not find a quarter. Nor two dimes and a nickel. Nor five nickels. Nothing. Zip. Zero.
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