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Junior in the fog. Trying oh-so-hard to live in the future, where the winners live. But being relentlessly sucked back into the useless past by
memory..murdered would be discounted. And if every death was suspicious to him, then he would quickly lose interest in Junior and move on to a
new enthusiasm, harassing some other poor devil..Maybes are for babies, Zedd tells us in Act Now, Think Later. Learning to Trust Your
Instincts..He couldn't see into the next aisle through the gaps between rows of books, because the shelves had solid backs..Tom Vanadium merely
arched one eyebrow, as if to say that more than a single answer ought to be obvious.."Just that she's aware of all the ways things are," Maria added.
"Like you and Barty.".In the Suburban with Wally and Grace, as they waited to hit the trail, Celestina said, "He took her to a movie again, Tuesday
night.".Urgency gripped the paramedics. The rescuers' equipment and the pieces of the car door were dragged out of the way to make a path for a
gurney, its wheels clattering across pavement littered with debris.."Did they rush you straight in here or did you arrange all the insurance matters at
reception, Mr. Pinchbeck?".Yet, with no recollection of rising from his chair, he found that he had shouldered his backpack and crossed the room.
The three men looked up expectantly.."Oh? Do they rent their house out to pirates with little pirate children, clowns with little clown children?".If
Vanadium appeared among these men, Junior would not only puke out the contents of his stomach, but also would disgorge his internal organs,
every last one of them, and spew up his bones, too, until he emptied out everything within his skin.."Nature has no maternal instincts," Edom said
quietly but with conviction. "To think otherwise is sheer sentimentality at its worst. Nature is our enemy. She's a vicious killer.".Though she was
only a week past her third birthday, Angel always selected her own clothes and carefully dressed herself. Usually she preferred monochromatic
outfits, sometimes with a single accent color expressed only in a belt or a hat, or a scarf. When she mixed several colors, the initial impression that
she gave was of chromatic chaos-but on second look, you began to see that these unlikely combinations were more harmonious than they had first
seemed..the hilly streets of the city, ignoring all traffic lights and stop signs, pegging the speedometer needle at its highest mark, as though he
might eventually be air-cooled by sufficient speed. He wanted to slam through unwary pedestrians, crack their bones, and send them
tumbling..Ford dealership, which he'd closed for business until three o'clock: lamentations, lunch, and moving reminiscences of the deceased
shared among the shiny new Thunderbirds, Galaxies, and Mustangs. That venue would provide Junior with the witnesses he required for his
reluctant, tearful, and perhaps even angry concession to the Hackachaks' insistent materialism..On this momentous day, however, drawing provided
no solace. Frequently, her hands shook, and she could not control the pencil..Prudence required that they strategize as though Enoch Cain were
Satan himself, as though every fly and beetle and rat provided eyes and ears for the killer, as though ordinary precautions could never foil
him..Assuming this criticism was amusing hyperbole, Junior laughed, but Sklent squinted those virtually colorless eyes, and Junior's laugh withered
in his throat. "Well, maybe that's how it'll work out," he said, wanting to be on Sklent's good side, but he was at once sorry he'd spoken those words
in front of witnesses.."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?".His homely face was long and narrow, as though pulled into that shape by the weight of his responsibilities. In
other circumstances, however, his generous mouth might have shaped an appealing smile; and his green eyes had in them the compassion of
someone who himself had known great loss..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..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..Because the glass wings of the open window didn't lie flat against the exterior wall, they blocked his view. He had to
thrust himself farther through the opening, until he seesawed on the sill, before he could see the length of the entire block, in which the gallery
stood at approximately the middle..Now, since he didn't intend to date this woman again, he grabbed the only chance he might ever have to learn
the intimate, eccentric details of her life. He began in her kitchen, with the contents of the refrigerator and cupboards, concluding his tour in her
bedroom..His mother, gently pushing Tom to the prime view point at the head of the stairs, seemed unconcerned about her child's venture into the
storm..Junior approached the headstone from behind, circled it, and shone the flashlight on the chiseled facts:."No, no, dear. It was little Muffin,
from next door. A big dog certainly would have torn up both you and the pants. We've got to have a credible story.".A smoldering cigarette, usually
dangling aslant from one corner of a hard mouth set in a cynical sneer, was standard issue for tough-guy gumshoes, but Nolly didn't smoke. His
failure to develop this bad habit resulted in a less satisfyingly murky atmosphere than the clients of a private dick might expect..Orange firelight
bloomed in the living room below, a wave of heat washed over Paul, and immediately behind the heat came greasy masses of roiling black smoke,
drawn to the stairwell as to a flue..They ordered martinis, and when Kathleen, perusing a menu, asked her husband what looked good for dinner, he
suggested, "Oysters?".Shuddering with dread, he placed one hand against the door and slowly pushed it open..When Junior cut open a grapefruit
for breakfast, he didn't find a quarter in it.."Better hurry," Wally advised, gracing Celestina's other cheek with a dryer kiss..Suddenly she
realized-Good Lord!-that someone else had a had inside her, up the very center of her, massaging her uterus in the same lazy pattern as that made
by the piece of melting ice on her belly..Tom between curiosity and emotional exhaustion, Celestina held his gaze, thinking, and finally she said,
"Deal.".Clearly, the musician recognized him, which seemed unlikely, even extraordinary, considering that they'd never spoken to each other, and
considering that Junior must be only one of thousands of customers who had passed through that lounge in the past three years..Junior had made a
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mistake when he smashed the pewter stick into Vanadium's face after the cop was already unconscious. He should have bound the bastard and
attempted to revive him for interrogation..He turned the brochure in his hands, to look at the front of it again. Gradually he began to suspect that the
title of the exhibition might be what had brought to mind the reverend's unremembered sermon..After tucking the flashlight under his belt, he
grabbed the lip of the Dumpster with both hands. The metal was gritty, cold, and wet..She cupped his face in both of her hands and was barely able
to lift his head, for fear of what she would see..This was tedious work and might cot bear fruit. He needed to begin somewhere, however, and the
telephone directory was the most logical starting point..Dr. Zedd's death, just last Thanksgiving, had been a blow to Junior, a loss to the nation, to
the entire world. He considered it a tragedy equal to the Kennedy assassination one year previous.."There's a fine George and Ira Gershwin song
called 'Someone to Watch Over Me.'.Indeed, the winter storm had dampened neither his hair nor his clothes. The rain appeared to slide away from
him a millimeter before contact, as though the water and the man were composed of matter and antimatter that must either repel each other or, on
contact, trigger a cataclysmic blast that would shatter the very foundation of the universe..Frankness and tough talk pleased her, because too many
people dealt with her as though her spirit were as frail as her limbs. She laughed with delight-but still refused him..Both angry and mortified, yet
still fearful, a walking multimedia collage of emotions, Junior left the gallery..He had nothing against men or women of color. Live and let live.
One earth, one people. All of that..Yet his heart slammed hard and heavy against his confining ribs, and fear stippled the nape of his neck..He
looked up into the eyes of the stocky man with the birthmark. They were gray eyes, hard as nail heads, but clear and surprisingly beautiful in that
otherwise unfortunate face..Paul sat by himself, at the far end of the restaurant from them. He ordered orange juice and waffles..Barefoot, in
midnight-blue silk pajamas, he walked through his rooms turning on lights in a considered pattern, which he had settled upon after much thought
and planning..He reached the end of the alleyway, stumbled into the stream of pedestrians, nearly knocked over an elderly Chinese man, turned,
and discovered ... no Vanadium..That same day, he dared to visit two galleries. Neither of them had a pewter candlestick on display.."If you ranted
at him about earthquakes, tornadoes, erupting volcanoes, and all that stuff, how could he mistake you for me?"."All right," Agnes said, and as she
voiced her acceptance, she was shivered by a sudden fear for which she couldn't at once identify a cause..Another thought: The young gallery
employee would remember that Junior had asked after Neddy and had followed him toward the men's room. He would provide a description, and
because he was an art connoisseur, therefore visually oriented, he'd most likely provide a good description, and what the police artist drew wouldn't
be some cubist vision in the Picasso mode or a blurry impressionistic sketch, but a portrait filled with vivid and realistic detail, like a Norman
Rockwell painting, ensuring apprehension..Had he ever thought he could get away with this? He must have been delusional, temporarily mad..With
her rock of faith under her, and breathing hope as much as ever, she was nevertheless unable to be as strong for him as she wanted to be. She felt
her face go soft, her mouth tremble, and when she tried to repress a sob, it burst from her with wretched force..Still seeking some missing fact,
some insight that would help him understand the maniac's Bartholomew obsession, Tom asked more questions until Celestina suddenly realized
and revealed what might be the information that he sought: Cain's perverse insistence on playing the reverend's taped rough draft of "This
Momentous Day" throughout his long assault on her sister..IN NEED OF OIL, the hand crank squeaked, but the tall halves of the casement window
parted and opened outward into the alleyway..In answer, Wally came running with his heavy medical bag, as he was vow doctor to some people on
the pie route. "The weather's a lot better than I expected, so I went back to change into lighter clothes.".Having anticipated a problem of one kind or
another, Junior withdrew a packet of crisp new hundred-dollar bills from an inside jacket pocket. The bank band still wrapped the stack, and on it
was printed $10,000..The beetle-green Pontiac waited in the driveway, with a shine that tempted nature to throw around some bad weather. Joey
always kept a spotless car, and he probably wouldn't have had time to earn a living if he had resided in some shine-spoiling climate rather than in
southern California..FOR THE BETTER PART of a week, on doctor's orders, Agnes avoided stairs. She took sponge baths in the ground-floor
powder room and slept in the parlor, on a sofa bed, with Barty nearby in a bassinet..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..The window didn't face the street. It overlooked a five-foot-wide passageway between this house and
the next. The police might not spot him leaving..Junior kept a file on each man, nevertheless, in case instinct later told him that one of them was, in
fact, his mortal enemy. He could have killed all of them, just to be safe, but a multitude of dead Bartholomews, even spread over several
jurisdictions, would sooner or later attract too much police attention..Worried that tears would frighten Barty, that indulging in a few would result
in a ruinous flood, Agnes held back the salt tides. A mother's duty proved to be the stuff from which dams were built..sport shirt just for no reason
at all, because she thought he'd look nice in it?".Nothing he had learned about the supernatural had led him closer to a belief in ghosts and in all that
ghosts implied. His faith still reposed entirely in Enoch Cain Jr., and he refused to make room on his altar for anyone or anything other than
himself.The girl sucked in deep lungsful of the weary clouds. "Better hold tight, Mommy, I'm gonna float.".Junior didn't know much about guns.
He didn't approve of them; he had never owned one..The longer they were required to lie low in fear, the more likely Celestina would be to cast
caution aside and return to Pacific Heights, Tom knew her well enough to be sure that she was a fighter rather than a runner. Being in hiding
frustrated her. Day by day, hour by hour, with no target date for resuming a normal life, she would quickly lose patience. Rubbed raw, her dignity
and sense of justice would compel her to act-perhaps more out of emotion than out of reason..The detective was driven by this string theory of his,
and maybe he also saw visions or even heard voices, like Joan of Arc. Joan of Arc with out beauty or grace, Joan of Arc with a service revolver and
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the authority to."Making too many wrong choices," Grace White said, "produces too many branches-a gnarled, twisted, ugly
growth.".WEDNESDAY, fully two days after delivering honey-raisin pear pies with Agnes, Edom worked up the nerve to visit Jacob..Junior found
no answers before the owner of the diner blocked him from proceeding out of the kitchen into the storeroom and the service alley beyond.
Simultaneously sweating and chilled, Junior cursed him, and the confrontation became ugly.."Besides, I still live by my vows as much as possible,
though I've had the longest continuing dispensation on record." A smile on that cracked countenance could be touching, but an ironic look now
worked less well; it gave Kathleen a chill. "Vanity is a sin I've more easily been able to avoid than some others.".With the infant in her arms, the
heavyset nurse pressed in beside Celestina, who.By the time he ordered cr?me brulee for dessert, he was able to laugh at himself. Had he expected
to see a ghost enjoying a cocktail and free cashews at the bar?.A shock-haired, bright-eyed woman with a candle bound to her forehead set down
her pick to show Otter a little cinnabar in a bucket, brownish red clots and crumbs. Shadows leapt across the earth face at which the miners worked.
Old timbers creaked, dirt sifted down. Though the air ran cool through the darkness, the drifts and levels were so low and narrow the miners had to
stoop and squeeze their way. In places the ceilings had collapsed. Ladders were shaky. The mine was a terrifying place; yet Otter felt a sense of
shelter in it. He was half sorry to go back up into the burning day..By nature, she was unable to hold fast to resentment, couldn't nurture a grudge,
and was incapable of vengeance. She had forgiven even her father, who had put her through hell for so long, who had blighted the lives of her
brothers, and who had killed her mother. Forgiving was not the same as condoning. Forgiving did not mean that you had to exonerate or forget..In
his car, currently a Mercedes, he made three trips between his apartment and the garage in which he'd stored the Ford van under the Pinchbeck
name. He took precautions against being followed..In a rocking chair, holding her tiny son in her arms, Agnes cried quietly. Often, Barty slept
through her weeping. Awakened, he smiled or squinched his face into a puzzled frown..Hound told his master that they had the hexer in a safe
place, and Losen said, "Who was he working for?".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... So he calls it the King. If you find him his King, he'll treat you well. He's often here. Come on, I'll show you. Dog can't track till he's had
the scent.".Although Thomas Vanadium was unconscious, perhaps even dead, and though both nailhead-gray eyes were closed, Junior knew those
eyes were watching him, watching through the lids.."Thanks, Sparky, but not tonight. I'm thinking of taking a look around downstairs if old Nine
Toes isn't stuck at home tonight with a case of paralytic bladder.".They lived too far from the nearest railroad tracks. He could not rationally expect
a derailed train to crash through the garage.."And even in her dreams, you're determined to be there for her. There was a boogeyman, I have no
doubt you would kick his hairy ass, and he wouldn't come around again, ever. So you just go in this gallery,.He was a patriotic guy, and he
preferred American rock to the British brand. He had nothing against the English, no prejudices against people of any nationality. Nevertheless, he
believed that the American Top 40 ought to feature American music exclusively..Not one day in anyone's life, so her father taught, is an uneventful
day, no day without profound meaning, no matter how dull and boring it might seem, no matter whether you are a seamstress or a queen, a
shoeshine boy or a movie star, a renowned philosopher or a Downs syndrome child. Because in every day of your life, there are opportunities to
perform little kindnesses for others, both by conscious acts of will and unconscious example. Each smallest act of kindness-even just words of hope
when they are needed, the remembrance of a birthday, a compliment that engenders a smile-reverberates across great distances and spans of time,
affecting lives unknown to the one whose generous spirit was the source of this good echo, because kindness is passed on and grows each time it's
passed, until a simple courtesy becomes an act of selfless courage years later and far away. Likewise, each small meanness, each thoughtless
expression of hatred, each envious and bitter act, regardless of how petty, can inspire others, and is therefore the seed that ultimately produces evil
fruit, poisoning people whom you have never met and never will. All human lives are so profoundly and intricately entwined-those dead, those
living, those generations yet to come-that the fate of all is the fate of each, and the hope of humanity rests in every heart and in every pair of hands.
Therefore, after every failure, we are obliged to strive again for success, and when faced with the end of one thing, we must build something new
and better in the ashes, just as from pain and grief, we must weave hope, for each of us is a thread critical to the strength-to the very survival-of the
human tapestry. Every hour in every life contains such often-unrecognized potential to affect the world that the great days for which we, in our
dissatisfaction, so often yearn are already with us; all great days and thrilling possibilities are combined always in this momentous day..Running
footsteps, heading toward the ambulance. Apparently Kenny. The second paramedic..Everything was proceeding precisely as Junior had envisioned
in the instant when Naomi had first discovered the rotten section of railing and had nearly fallen without assistance. The entire plan had come to
him, wholly formed, in a blink, and during the following two circuits of the observation deck, he had mulled it over, seeking flaws but finding
none..Now, here, lying on a bed in the emergency room of a Sacramento hospital, on a Saturday afternoon only six weeks before the camellia
festival, Junior suffered under the care of a resident physician who was so young as to raise the suspicion that he was merely playing doctor..The
hum, the buzz, the rattle, the grinding of machinery, power tools. Sheet steel and tougher structural steel snarling against the teeth of a
metal-cutting saw..ON THE FOLLOWING Tuesday afternoon in Bright Beach, across a sky as black as a witch's cauldron, seagulls flew out of an
evil brew toward their safe roosts, and on the land below, humid shadows of the.Oblivious that she and Barty had become the center of attention,
Angel said, "Does he ever get the quarters back?"."You should've seen this, Kathleen. He's dodging people on the sidewalk, shoving them out of
his way when he can't dodge them. Three long blocks, Jimmy and I watched the creep, till he turned the corner, three long blocks all uphill, and it's
a-teachers-guide-to-special-education-a-teachers-guide-to-special-education.pdf
Page 3/7

A Teachers Guide To Special Education A Teachers Guide To Special Education

a hill that would kill an Olympic athlete, but he doesn't slow down once."."Jacob scares people," Agnes said. "No one would eat a pie that Jacob
delivered without having it tested at a lab.".Barty sat at the kitchen table, reading Between Planets. From time to time, Agnes discovered him
watching her at work or studying Maria's face and her dexterous hands..the beast would find them one day, but she hadn't spoken of that possibility
in perhaps two and a half years..Fear of the unknown is a weakness, for it presumes dimensions to life beyond human control. Zedd teaches that
nothing is beyond our control, that nature is just a mindlessly grinding machine with no more mysteries in it than we will find in applesauce..From
the phone, Barty proceeded directly to the refrigerator. He opened the door, got a can of orange soda, and returned without hesitation to his chair at
the table..Once, he had been a superb driver. For the past decade, his performance behind the wheel depended on his mood..She could have gone at
him with the chair once more, but it was falling apart. Instead, she abandoned furniture for the promise of a firearm, dropped to her knees, and
snatched the discarded pistol magazine off the floor..You struck a discord that can he heard, however faintly, all the way to the farthest end of the
universe.....Hope became easier to sustain when late 1966 and 1967 brought the biggest advance in women's fashions since the invention of the
sewing needle: the miniskirt, and then the micromini. Already, Mary Quant-of all things, a British designer-had conquered England and Europe
with her splendid creation; now she brought America out of the dark ages of psychopathic modesty.."Anyway, something clicked in me on the
roller coaster, and I grasped a new angle of approach to the problem. I've figured out that I can walk in the idea of sight, sort of sharing the vision
of another me, in another reality, without actually going there." He smiled into her astonishment. "So what do you say about that?".Grimacing, she
said, "I told the police about your disgusting little come--on with the ice spoon.".Neddy talked when Celestina paused for breath, talked over her
when she didn't pause, heard only his own mellifluous voice and was pleased to conduct both sides of the conversation, wearing her down as surely
as-though far more rapidly than-the sand-filled winds of Egypt diminished the pharaohs' pyramids. He talked through the first polite "Excuse me"
of the tall man who stepped into the open doorway behind him, through the second and third, and then with an abruptness that was as miraculous as
any cure at the shrine of Lourdes, he fell silent when the visitor put a hand on his shoulder, eased him gently aside, and entered the
apartment..Across the room, the girl on the window seat showed no awareness of his arrival. She sat sideways to him in the niche, with her back
against one wall, knees drawn up, a big sketch pad braced against her thighs, working intently with colored pencils..The gunshot was louder-and
the pain initially less-than he expected. Timpani-boom, timpani-boom, the explosion echoed back and forth through the high-ceilinged
apartment.."You know," Tom said when the second round of drinks arrived, "hard as it is to believe, some places never heard of martinis.".If either
of them suspected that she was lying, it was Edom. He looked puzzled, but he didn't pursue the issue..The middle finger on his right hand throbbed
under the pair of Band-Aids. He'd sliced it earlier, while using the electric sharpener to prepare his knives, and the wound had been aggravated
when he'd had to strangle Neddy Gnathic. He would never have cut himself in the first place if there had been no need to be well-armed and ready
for Bartholomew and his guardians..Tom Vanadium, on the other hand, was certain that Cain, having prepared for the possibility that something
would go wrong during his assault on Celestina, wouldn't be easy to locate or to apprehend. In Vanadium's view, the maniac either had a bolt-hole
waiting in the city or was already out of the SFPD's jurisdiction.."No," Agnes said, shaking loose the grip of irrational fear. "Wait. This is absurd.
It's just a card. And we're all curious.".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..Even above the piston-knock of her heart and the
bellows-wheeze of her breath, Celestina heard wood crack, a small pane of glass explode, and metal torque with a squeal. The creep was going to
get away..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.."To support my eyelids. And
because without anything in the sockets, I look gross. People barf. Old ladies pass out. Little girls like you Pee their pants and run screaming.".She
traded silence for silence. Then: "Kiddo, I'm still totally confused by this stuff.".Tom opened his empty hands and then filled one of them with his
water glass. The rattling ice belied his calm face.."No, that's not necessary," Junior said, trying to sound casual. "Considering what you told me, I'm
sure whoever's bothering me here can't be Vanadium. I mean, him being on the run, with plenty of his own troubles, the last thing he'd do is follow
me here just to screw with my head a little.".The following day, Wednesday, December 27, his mother drove him to the library, where he checked
out two Heinlein titles recommended by the librarian: Red Planet and The Rolling Stones. Judging by his excitement, on the way home in the car,
his response to previous mystery-novel series had been a pleasant courtship, whereas this was desperate, undying love..On a street a half mile from
the airport in Eugene, he sat in the parked Dodge long enough to gingerly unwind the bandages and use a tissue to wipe off the pungent but useless
salve he'd purchased at a pharmacy. Although he pressed the Kleenex to his face so gently that the pressure might not have broken the surface
tension on a pool of water, the agony of the touch was so great that he nearly passed out. The rearview mirror revealed clusters of hideous, large,
red knobs with glistening yellow heads, and at the sight of himself, he actually did pass out for a minute or two, just long enough to dream that he
was a grotesque but misunderstood creature being pursued through a stormy night by crowds of angry villagers with torches and pitchforks, but
then the throbbing agony revived him..He carried the mug to the sink, poured the brew down the drain and saw the cooler standing in the corner.
He hadn't noticed it before. A medium-size, molded-plastic, Styrofoam-lined ice chest, of the type you filled with beer and took on
picnics..Thunder less distant now. Around her-the crackle of police radios, the clang of tools being readied, the skirl of a stiffening wind. Dizzying,
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these sounds. She couldn't shut her ears against them, and when she closed her eyes, she felt as though she were spinning..In the passenger's seat,
Barty was cushioned in his mother's arms. At times, the boy cooed or gurgled, or made a wet chording sound..Risking all, he turned his back on her
and fled, and in spite of his expectations to the contrary, she allowed him to escape.."We don't sell no pizza," Angel said, because lately they had
received a few calls for a new pizzeria with a phone number one digit different from theirs.
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Adult Coloring Journal Trauma (Floral Illustrations Purple Mist)
Adult Coloring Journal Stress (Turtle Illustrations La Fleur)
Adult Coloring Journal Sexuality (Mythical Illustrations Tribal Floral)
Adult Coloring Journal Health Wellness (Turtle Illustrations Color Burst)
Adult Coloring Journal Trauma (Floral Illustrations Pastel Elegance)
Adult Coloring Journal Sexuality (Mythical Illustrations Watercolor Herringbone)
Adult Coloring Journal Sexuality (Mythical Illustrations Bubblegum)
Adult Coloring Journal Relationships (Mythical Illustrations Tribal Floral)
Adult Coloring Journal Sexuality (Mythical Illustrations Pastel Elegance)
Adult Coloring Journal Sexuality (Mythical Illustrations Cats)
Adult Coloring Journal Sexuality (Mythical Illustrations Polka Dots)
Adult Coloring Journal Perfectionism (Animal Illustrations Bubblegum)
Adult Coloring Journal Sexuality (Turtle Illustrations Watercolor Herringbone)
Adult Coloring Journal Sleep (Butterfly Illustrations Tribal)
Adult Coloring Journal Sexuality (Turtle Illustrations Turquoise Stripes)
Adult Coloring Journal Sleep (Butterfly Illustrations Clear Skies)
Adult Coloring Journal Sleep (Butterfly Illustrations Pastel Floral)
Adult Coloring Journal Sleep (Butterfly Illustrations Watercolor Herringbone)
Adult Coloring Journal Stress (Mythical Illustrations Tribal)
Adult Coloring Journal Sexuality (Turtle Illustrations Pastel Elegance)
Adult Coloring Journal Perfectionism (Animal Illustrations La Fleur)
Adult Coloring Journal Perfectionism (Animal Illustrations Watercolor Herringbone)
Adult Coloring Journal Perfectionism (Animal Illustrations Purple Bubbles)
Adult Coloring Journal Perfectionism (Butterfly Illustrations Purple Mist)
Adult Coloring Journal Perfectionism (Animal Illustrations Pastel Elegance)
Adult Coloring Journal Perfectionism (Animal Illustrations Tribal Floral)
Adult Coloring Journal Stress (Mythical Illustrations Rainbow Canvas)
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Adult Coloring Journal Perfectionism (Animal Illustrations Cats)
Adult Coloring Journal Sexuality (Turtle Illustrations Turquoise Marble)
Adult Coloring Journal Perfectionism (Animal Illustrations Eiffel Tower)
Adult Coloring Journal Sexuality (Turtle Illustrations Purple Bubbles)
Adult Coloring Journal Perfectionism (Animal Illustrations Peach Poppies)
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