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ORT OF THE UNITED STATES LIFE SAVING SERVICE FOR THE FISCAL YEAR ENDED
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.."Bullpoop might not be what they say, but it's the worst that we say. And in fact, in
this house, bulldoody is preferred."."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.".Unsupervised meditation without seed, in sessions longer than an hour, entails risk. To his horror,
Junior would discover some of the dangers in September..To the alleyway again. Not through the clodhopper-cluttered gallery this time. Around
the block at a brisk walk..This was better than taking slow deep breaths. Periodically, on the way to Vanadium's house, Junior spat out a string of
insults, punctuated by obscenities..This night in Weott, with the high solemn silence of the redwood forests out there now and waiting to embrace
him in the morning, he slept without dreams..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..At dawn, he and his mother went down to the sea, to watch the rolling waves
filigreed with foam and gilded with the molten gold of morning sun, to see the kiting gulls and to scatter bread that brought the winged multitudes
to earth..As if a door had briefly opened between this windless day and another world, a single gust rattled rain against the windows..The three of
them, gathered around her in the quick, held fast to her, as if Death couldn't take what they refused to release..The upper shelf of the closet held
boxes and two inexpensive suitcases: pressboard laminated with green vinyl. He took down the suitcases and put them on the bed..Occasionally he
woke in the night and heard himself murmuring the mantra aloud, which apparently he had been repeating ceaselessly in his sleep. "Find the father,
kill the son." In April, Junior discovered three Bartholomews. Investigating these targets, prepared to commit homicide, he learned that none had a
son named Bartholomew or had ever adopted a child..Then the hero got in the sedan with his friends, and they drove away into the sun-splashed
morning.."No member of the society ever violates a secret confidence," Agnes assured him..Focus. Prepare to kill Bartholomew and anyone who
tries to protect Bartholomew on January 12. Prepare for all contingencies.."One hour," he announced, establishing a countdown. In sixty minutes,
his internal clock would rouse him from a meditative state..On the sofa, Celestina finally worked up the courage to dial her parents' number in
Spruce Hills..From the moment the girl was admitted on the evening of January 5, the nurses at St. Mary's Hospital in San Francisco called her
Phimie, too, not because they knew her well enough to love her, but because that was the name they heard Celestina use..Tuesday, January 9,
having cashed out a number of investments during the past ten days, Junior made a wire transfer of one and a half million dollars to the Gammoner
account in the Grand Cayman bank..Barty paced off the downstairs hallway to the kitchen, thinking about Dr. Jekyll and the hideous Mr.
Hyde..More walls than not, in both rooms, were lined with bookshelves and file cabinets. Here he kept numerous case studies of accidents,
man-made disasters, serial killers, spree killers: proof undeniable that humanity was a fallen species engaged in both the unintentional and
calculated destruction of itself..The boy never mentioned what he'd done, and his mother ceased worrying about him falling out of bed..Thus far,
there were only two unexpected developments, the first being his explosive vomiting. He hoped he would never have to endure another such
episode..Junior wasn't interested in Vietnam anymore, and he wasn't in the least troubled by the other news. These two years were disturbing to him
only because of Thomas Vanadium..With a bark of pain, chest to chest with defeat, the killer was borne downward by the fragrant weight, in a
clink and clatter of brass handles..In agreement, Maria pushed the stack of unused cards aside, and she peered at her hands as if she wanted to scrub
them for a long time under hot water..Acutely aware that someone with more need than patience might soon rap at the locked door, Junior dropped
back into the men's room..She loosened her hair and brushed it out, and Nolly took her to dinner at their favorite place, which had the decor of a
classy saloon and a bay view suitable for God's table. They came here often enough that the maitre d' greeted them by name, as did their waiter..He
phoned her before leaving, to be sure she was home. She didn't work weekend shifts at the hospital; but maybe she would have gone out on this
night off. When she answered, he recognized her seductive voice-and devilishly muttered, "Wrong number.".She was not going to be as forthright
with Barty as she had insisted that Joshua Nunn be with her, in part because she was too shaken to risk forthrightness..Angel, busy with a cookie
through most of this, licked crumbs from her lips and asked Paul, "Do you have a puppy?".These weren't lakes of blood, just smears, so Junior
could wipe them up quickly, once he got the corpse out of the hallway, but the sight of them further infuriated him. He was here to bring closure to
all the unfinished business of Spruce Hills, to free himself from vengeful spirits, to better his life and plunge henceforth entirely into a bright new
future. He wasn't here, damn it, to do building maintenance..The silence in this city of the dead was complete. The night lay breathless, stirring not
one whisper from the stationed evergreens that stood sentinel over generations of bones..Focus, Caesar Zedd teaches, is the sole quality that
separates millionaires from the flea-ridden, sore-pocked, urine-soaked winos who five in cardboard boxes and discuss vintages of Ripple with their
pet rats. Millionaires have it, winos don't. Likewise, nothing but the ability to focus separates an Olympic athlete from a cripple who lost his legs in
a car wreck. The athlete has focus, and the cripple doesn't. After all, Zedd notes, if the cripple had it, he would have been a better driver, an
Olympic athlete, and a millionaire..Instead, her father asked, "Is this emotion talking, Celie, or is this brain as much as heart?".In the present, long
after the execution of Josef Krepp, half a block ahead, lay the Lipscomb house. Beyond it, the Lampion place..Celestina screamed-"Here! In
here!"--as she slapped the magazine into the butt of the pistol..These kids were the same age, yet listening to them was akin to hearing Angel do her
charming shtick with an adult who had a lot of patience, a sense of humor, and an awareness of generational ironies.."What kept me going these
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past two and a half years was knowing that I could get my hands on Mr. Cain when I was finally well enough to do something about him.".In his
mind, Junior saw a quarter turning knuckle over knuckle, and he heard the maniac cop's droning voice: There's a fine George and Ira Gershwin
song called "Someone to Watch over Me. " You ever hear it, Enoch? I'm that someone for you, although not, of course, in a romantic sense.."Be
quiet, sugarpie," she said, crossing the bedroom to the door, which stood only slightly ajar..Yet had the obstacles been piled twice as high, the time
had come to put into words what they felt for each other and to decide what they intended to do about it. Celestina knew that in depth and intensity,
as well as in the promise of passion, Wally's love for her equaled hers for him; out of respect for her and perhaps because the sweet man doubted
his desirability, he tried to conceal the true power of his feelings and actually thought he succeeded, though in fact he was radiant with love. His
once-brotherly kisses on the cheek, his touches, his admiring looks were all still chaste but ever more tender with the passage of time; and when he
held her hand-as in the gallery this evening-whether as a show of support or simply to keep her safely beside him in a crosswalk on a busy street,
dear Wally was overcome by a wistfulness and a longing that Celestina vividly remembered from Junior high school, when thirteen-year-old boys,
their gazes filled with purest adoration, would be struck numb and mute by the conflict between yearning and inexperience. On three occasions
recently, he seemed on the brink of revealing his feelings, which he would expect to surprise if not shock her, but the moment had never been quite
right..Apparently, he'd been drooling for a long time. Where his chin and throat were not sticky, a crust of dried saliva glazed his skin..For a long
time, she stood beside the bed, holding his hand, confident that on some level he was aware of her presence, though he gave no indication
whatsoever that he knew she was there..Celestina often thought of his wife and twin boys-Rowena, Danny, and Harry--dead in that airliner crash
six years ago, and sometimes she was pierced by a sense of loss so poignant that they might have been members of her own family. She grieved as
much over their loss of Wally as over his loss of them, and as blasphemous as the thought might be, she wondered why God had been so cruel as to
sunder such a family. Rowena, Danny, and Harry had crossed all waters of suffering and lived now eternally in the kingdom. One day they would
all be rejoined with the special husband and father they had lost; but even the reward of Heaven seemed inadequate compensation for being denied
so many years here on earth with a man as good and kind and big of heart as Walter Lipscomb..In addition to mulling over strategy, Tom had spent
a lot of time lately brooding about culpability: his own, not Cain's. By seizing on the name that he heard Cain speak in a dream, by making use of it
in this psychological warfare, had he been the architect of the killer's Bartholomew obsession, or if not the architect, then at least an assisting.More
likely than not, Victoria spoke directly to the maniac detective. Even if she reported her sordid fabrications to another officer, it would have gotten
back to Vanadium, and the cop would have sought her out at once to hear her filth firsthand, whereupon she would have enhanced her story until it
sounded as though Junior had grabbed her knockers and had tried to shove his tongue down her throat..The cop weighed too much to be carried any
distance, the blanket proved effective, the decision to drag him was wise, and the whole process was value neutral..Since dealing with Victoria and
the detective, Junior had taken pride in the fact that he'd kept his equanimity and, more important, his lunch. No acute nervous emesis, as he'd
suffered following poor Naomi's death. Indeed, he had an appetite..Aftermath had a way of being discovered, often at the worst of all possible
moments, which he had learned from movies and from crime stories in the media and even from personal experience. Discovery always brought the
police at high speed, sounding their sirens and full of enthusiasm, because those bastards were the most past-focused losers on the face of the earth,
utterly consumed by their interest in aftermath..The young man raised his voice to be heard above the gobbling of the art turkeys. "No, sir. He just
asked where the men's room was.".In his mind, he carried a blueprint of the house more precisely drawn than anything that might have been
prepared by an architect. He knew the place to the inch, and he adjusted his pace and all his mental calculations every month to compensate for his
steady growth. So many paces from here to there. Every turn and every peculiarity of the floor plan committed indelibly to memory. A journey like
this was a complicated mathematical problem, but being a math prodigy, he moved through his home almost as easily as when he had enjoyed
sight..Edom, who had never made it big, medium, or little, watched his sister blur before him. He strove to contain the shimmering hotness in his
eyes. His love was not for magic, and his pride was not in any skill he possessed, for he possessed none worth noting. His love was for his good
sister; she was his pride, too, and he felt that his small life had precious meaning as long as he was able to drive her on days like this, carry her pies,
and occasionally make her smile..The muffling fog quieted the city as much as obscured it, and the alley was surprisingly still. Many of the
businesses were closed for the night, and as far as Junior could discern, no delivery trucks or other vehicles were parked the length of the block..In
the front seat, Edom and Jacob murmured agreement with the narrator's sentiments. Monday night, Edom and Jacob booked adjoining units in a
motel near the hospital. They called Barty's room to give Agnes the phone number and to report that they had inspected eighteen establishments
before finding one that seemed comparatively safe..Mechanics have reliably steady hands, yet Jacob's hands shook as he discarded two cards and
slowly turned over the ninth draw..After all he'd suffered at Cain's hands, Tom Vanadium surprised himself by laughing at these colorful accounts
of the wife killer's misadventures. Indeed, laughter had seemed disrespectful to the memories of Victoria Bressler and Naomi, and Vanadium had
been torn between a desire to hear more and a feeling that finding any amusement value in a man like Cain would leave a stain on the soul that no
amount of penance could scrub away.."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.".The expectation with which Tom had been greeted on his arrival was as thin as the air at Himalayan
heights compared to the rich stew of anticipation now aboil..Her strength was the strength of stones only in the sense that she felt as immovable as
rock, yet she found the resources to raise one arm, to place her left hand over Maria's bead-tangled fingers. "But the baby's dead."."I don't stumble.
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Not much, anyway." To the girl, Bartholomew said, "Angel, are you okay?".The muscles of his legs grew as hard as any of the landscapes that he
trod. Granite thighs; calves like marble, roped with veins.."Quitting medicine?" Celestina asked, baffled by his announcement and his upbeat
attitude..Though she worried that reading would strain his eyes, worsening his condition, she recognized the irrationality of her fear. Muscles don't
atrophy from use, nor eyes wear out from too much seeing..Phimie's stubbornly high blood pressure, the presence of protein in her urine, and other
symptoms indicated her preeclampsia wasn't a recent development; she was at increased risk of eclampsia. Her hypertension was gradually coming
under control-but only by resort to more aggressive drug therapy than the physician preferred to use..Neither guilt nor remorse plagued him. Good
and bad, right and wrong, were not issues to him. Actions were either effective or ineffective, wise or stupid, but they were all value
neutral..Considering his formidable size, his clothes ought to have served an image of virile masculinity: boots, jeans, red flannel shirt. His ducked
head, slumped posture, and shuffling feet were reminders, however, that many young boys, too, dressed this way.."You'll do better away from the
ships, all the fighting and raiding. The King's working the old mines at Samory, round the mountain. There you'd be out of his way. Work for him
you must, if you want to stay alive. I'll see that you're sent there. If you'll go.".Writing came with reading, and in a notebook, he began to make
entries about points of interest in the stories that he enjoyed. His Diary of a Book Reader, as he titled it, fascinated Agnes, who read it with his
permission; these notes to himself were enthusiastic, earnest, and charming-but literally month by month, Agnes noticed that they grew less naive,
more complex, more contemplative..Move, move, like a runaway train, leaving the dead nuns--or at least one dead musician-far behind.."Fourteen.
It's usually the family that's behind an expression of the calling at such a young age, but in my case, I had to argue my folks into it.".It's been a joy
to me to go back to Earthsea and find it still there, entirely familiar, and yet changed and still changing. What I thought was going to happen isn't
what's happening, people aren't who-or what-I thought they were, and I lose my way on islands I thought I knew by heart..And here, now, into the
kitchen through a door with a porthole in the center. Into sizzle and clatter, into clouds of fried-onion fumes and the mouthwatering aromas of
chicken fat and shoestring potatoes turning golden in deep wells of boiling cooking oil..Now, if Victoria reported to Vanadium that Junior had
shown up at her door with a red rose and a bottle of Merlot and with romance on his mind, the demented detective would be on his ass again for
sure. Vanadium might think that the nurse had misinterpreted the business with the ice spoon, but the intent in this instance would be unmistakable,
and the crusading cop-the holy fool-would never give up..'Miss White," he continued, still facing the window, "not long before you arrived in
surgery this morning, your sister died on the table. We hadn't delivered the baby yet, and perhaps couldn't have done so, by cesarean, in time to
prevent brain damage, so for both the sake of the mother and child, heroic efforts were made to bring Phimie back and ensure continued circulation
to the fetus until we could extract it.".The city was less than seven miles on a side, only forty-six square miles, but Junior was nevertheless faced
with a daunting task. Hundreds of thousands of people resided within the city limits..At home again, in the safety of the family, Barty collapsed in
exhaustion from the sustained effort to see with eyes that he didn't possess. Abed for ten days, feverish, afflicted with vertigo and migraine
headaches, nauseated, he lost eight pounds before his recovery was complete..Panic set in when he began to wonder if these intestinal spasms were
going to prevent him from leaving Spruce Hills. In fact, what if they required hospitalization?.He was unconscious, wired to a heart monitor,
pierced by an intravenous-drip line. Clipped to his septum, an oxygen feed hissed faintly, and from his open mouth rose the barely audible wheeze
of his breathing.."What's below us?" Hound pointed to the floor, paved with rough slate flags..Foreword.She removed a temporary cap from the
second bicuspid on the lower left side and replaced it with the porcelain cap that had been delivered by the lab that morning..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..Soon he dispensed with picture books and progressed to short novels for more accomplished readers, and then
rapidly to books meant for young adults. Tom Swift adventures and Nancy Drew mysteries captivated him through the summer and early
autumn.."So what I am is I'm your talking eyes." Lowering her hand from his face, Angel said, "Do you know where bacon comes from?".The fire
department. The firemen could come without sirens, quietly with their ladders, so as not to break Barty's concentration..He managed to hold the
towel around his foot, but it grew dark red and disgustingly mushy..In retrospect, he realized meditation didn't suit him. It was a passive activity,
while by nature he was a man of action, happiest when doing..madness or a brilliant deductive insight: Naomi, the hateful bitch, she poisoned
me!.Abruptly, without a cannonade of thunder, without artillery strikes of lightning, the storm broke. As loud as marching armies, rain tramped
across the roof..Fortunately, just as he was about to declare his gut feelings to his superior and risk dismissal, he saw his potential patient. At
fifteen, Seraphim was breathtakingly beautiful, in her own way as striking as Naomi, and instinct told Junior that the chance of being physically or
morally polluted by her was negligible..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..It was then that village sorcery, and above all women's witchery, came into the ill repute that has
clung to it since. Witches paid dearly for practicing the arts they thought of as their own. The care of pregnant beasts and women, birthing, teaching
the songs and rites, the fertility and order of field and garden, the building and care of the house and its furniture, the mining of ores and
metals-these great things had always been in the charge of women. A rich lore of spells and charms to ensure the good outcome of such
undertakings was shared among the witches. But when things went wrong at the birth, or in the field, that would be the witches' fault. And things
went wrong more often than right, with the wizards warring, using poisons and curses recklessly to gain immediate advantage without thought for
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what followed after. They brought drought and storm, blights and fires and sicknesses across the land, and the village witch was punished for them.
She didn't know why her charm of healing caused the wound to gangrene, why the child she brought into the world was imbecile, why her blessing
seemed to burn the seed in the furrows and blight the apple on the tree. But for these ills, somebody had to be to blame: and the witch or sorcerer
was there, right there in the village or the town, not off in the warlord's castle or fort, not protected by armed men and spells of defense. Sorcerers
and witches were drowned in the poisoned wells, burned in the withered fields, buried alive to make the dead earth rich again..Yes, she did, she had
one, but not much of one, and compared to the McIntosh in Google's throat, this was just a bitty crab apple, easy to overlook, not excessive for a
woman..After his conversation with Magusson, however, Junior realized this fear was irrational. If the detective had miraculously escaped the cold
waters of the lake, he would have been in need of emergency medical treatment. He would have staggered or crawled to the county highway in
search of help, unaware that Junior had framed him for Victoria's murder, too badly wounded to care about anything but getting medical
attention..Returning from his tests, he'd gotten into bed without stripping off the thin, hospital-issue robe. He was still wearing it over his
pajamas..Without a word, Joshua Nunn and the paramedic retreated to the foyer. The parlor doors slid shut..Certain that he was overreacting, Tom
nevertheless left the kitchen as a cop, not a priest, would leave it: staying low, knife thrust in front of him, clearing the doorframe fast..He knew
that the only movement in those staring, sightless eyes was the restless reflection of the flashlight beam as he probed the trash with it. He knew he
was being irrational, but nevertheless he was reluctant to turn his back on the corpse. Repeatedly in the midst of searching, he snapped his head up,
whipping his attention to Neddy, certain that from the comer of his eye, he had seen the dead gaze following him..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..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..being careful to place the point of impact precisely where the bottle had struck
her.."See this?" He placed the pepper shaker in front of her on the room-service table and held the salt shaker concealed in his hand..Paul shook his
head. He presented a second picture of Perri, this one taken on Christmas Day, 1964, less than a month before she died. She lay in her bed in the
living room, her body shrunken, but her face so beautiful and alive..In her campaign to keep her weight gain to a minimum, anorexia was her ally.
She learned to find pleasure in hunger pangs..Although the Rolex was expensive, Junior cared nothing about the monetary loss. He could afford to
buy an armful of Rolexes, and wear them from wrist to shoulder..She was sopping, shivering. Water streamed from her soaked hair, down her face,
as she wiped at her beaded eyelashes with one dripping hand..Celestina was hardly more than a child herself, pretending to have the strong
shoulders and the breadth of experience to bear this burden. She felt half crushed.He hadn't the slightest doubt that eventually he could romance
Renee into marriage, regardless of her wealth and sophistication. He could shape women to his desire as easily as Sklent could paint his brilliant
visions on canvas, easier than Wroth Griskin could cast bronze into disturbing works of art..In the instant that Junior had shoved Naomi into the
rotted railing, he had foreseen this visit from Rudy, Sheena, and Kaitlin. He'd known he could pretend to be offended at the state's offer to put a
price on his loss, could feign revulsion, could resist convincingly--until gradually, after grueling days or weeks, he reluctantly allowed the
indefatigable.Under a declining moon, he fled discreetly three blocks to his Suburban, parked on a parallel street. He encountered no traffic, and on
the way, he stripped off the gardening gloves and discarded them in a Dumpster at a house undergoing remodeling..A table candle glowed in an
amber glass. To Nolly, in this glimmering light, Kathleen's face was more radiant than the flame..Two cranks operated the winch.. The mortician
and his assistant turned the handles in unison, and as the mechanism creaked softly, the casket slowly descended into the hole..They were in the
rain, the solid-glassy-pounding-roaring rain, every bit as much as Gene Kelly had been when he danced and sang and capered along a storm-soaked
city street in that movie, but whereas the actor had been saturated by the end of the number, these two children remained dry. Tom's eyes strained
to resolve this paradox, even though he knew that all miracles defied resolution.."Dr. Lipscomb delivered the baby like two minutes ago. The
afterbirth hasn't even been removed yet," the nurse informed her..Junior joined the throngs, although he had no gift list or feeling for the season. He
just needed to get out of his apartment, because he was convinced that the phantom singer would soon serenade him again..By lunch, he had turned
the final page, and he was so full of the tale that he seemed to have no room for food. While his mother kept reminding him to eat, he regaled her
with the details of John Thomas Stuart's great adventures with Lummox, as though every word that Heinlein had written were not science fiction,
but truth..Done with dolls for now, Barty and Angel went upstairs to his room, where the book that talked waited patiently in silence. With her
colored pencils and a large pad of drawing paper, she clambered onto the cushioned window seat. Barty sat up in bed and switched on the tape
player that stood on the nightstand.."Yes," she assured him, though her gaze had dropped from his mouth to his hand, so small, which she held in
hers..As quick as a snake strikes, Vanadium was much closer to the bed than he had been when he tossed the coin, at Junior's side now, leaning
over the railing. "Naomi was six weeks pregnant.".was trying her best to ensure the health of the baby while still remaining slim enough to avoid
suspicion..Celestina circled him, half carrying but also half dragging the chair, either because her nerves were still ringing and her arms were
weak--or because she was faking weakness in the hope of luring him to a reckless response. Junior circled her while she rounded oil him frantically
trying to deal with the pistol without taking his eyes off his adversary..We know a dozen different Arthurs now, all of them true. The Shire changed
irrevocably even in Bilbos lifetime. Don Quixote went riding out to Argentina and met Jorge Luis Borges there. Plus c'est la meme chose, plus fa
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change..You struck a discord that can he heard, however faintly, all the way to the farthest end of the universe.....Switching on the lights as he
went, Junior sought the source of the serenade. He carried the 9-mm pistol, which would have been useless against a spirit visitor; but his extensive
reading about ghosts hadn't convinced him that they were real. His faith in the effectiveness of bullets and pewter candlesticks, for that
matter-remained undiminished.
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Sorry Im Already Taken by a Smokin Hot Prison Officer Notebook Blank Line Notebook (85 X 11 - 110 Blank Pages)
Sorry Im Already Taken by a Smokin Hot Tailor Notebook Blank Line Notebook (85 X 11 - 110 Blank Pages)
Sorry Im Already Taken by a Smokin Hot Author Notebook Blank Line Notebook (85 X 11 - 110 Blank Pages)
Great Dane Dad Life Is Ruff Unruled Composition Book
Switzerland Notebook
Kalisz (Poland) Trip Journal Lined Travel Journal Diary Notebook with Kalisz (Poland) Map Cover Art
I Be with He Great Journal with Pirate Hook on the Cover
I Love Hailey Lined Journal for Jotting Love Notes
I Love Hadley Lined Journal for Jotting Love Notes
Hear O Israel Torah Study Notebook
Sorry Im Already Taken by a Smokin Hot Web Designer Notebook Blank Line Notebook (85 X 11 - 110 Blank Pages)
Pontoise (France) Trip Journal Lined Travel Journal Diary Notebook with Pontoise (France) Map Cover Art
I Am the Best Barista Blank Lined Journal to Write in - Ruled Writing Notebook
Q
C
Jamaicorn
Money Needs Me A 6x9 Inch Matte Softcover Notebook Journal with 120 Blank Lined Pages and a Funny Cover Slogan
Thanksgiving Activity Book for Kids Ages 4-8 A Fun Kid Workbook Game for Learning Coloring Dot to Dot Mazes Word Search and More!
My People Skills Are Just Fine Its My Tolerance to Idiots That Needs Work Wide Ruled Line Notebook
Tarbes (France) Trip Journal Lined Travel Journal Diary Notebook with Tarbes (France) Map Cover Art
Wlochy (Poland) Trip Journal Lined Travel Journal Diary Notebook with Wlochy (Poland) Map Cover Art
Dont Make Me Show You My mean Mom Face Lined Journal Notebook
Me Against Myself A 6x9 Inch Matte Softcover Journal Notebook with 120 Blank Lined Pages and a Motivational Cover Slogan
Montigny-Le-Bretonneux (France) Trip Journal Lined Travel Journal Diary Notebook with Montigny-Le-Bretonneux (France) Map Cover Art
Song Writing Journal Sheet Music Wide Ruled Paper - Violin Musical Notes
Sloth Running Team A Daily Food Activity Journal (90 Days Meal and Activity Tracker)
Christmas 40 Large Print Word Search Puzzles 39 Snowflake Coloring Pages Family Holiday Activity Books Christmas Word Search Activity
Book
Dear Santa Ive Been Good All Year Most of the Time Once in a While Never Mind Ill Buy My Own Stuff 6x9 Journal 100 Sheets of Wide Wide
Ruled Notebook Paper
High Five Blank Lined Journal to Write in - Ruled Writing Notebook
A Notebook with Hexagonal Pages
R
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Eat Sleep Judo Repeat Accounts Journal
Eat Sleep Hair Styling Repeat Accounts Journal
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Eat Sleep Flugel Horns Repeat Accounts Journal
Eat Sleep Genealogy Repeat Accounts Journal
Eat Sleep Karaoke Repeat Accounts Journal
Eat Sleep Kickboxing Repeat Accounts Journal
Eat Sleep Money Repeat Accounts Journal
Dalmatian Love Journal
Merry Christmas Journal Notebook to Celebrate the Season Red White and Green Cover with Trees 7x10 120 Lined Pages Durable Matte Cover
Finish Perfect for the Person Who Loves Christmas
Eat Sleep Dancing Repeat Accounts Journal
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