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"Some places, it has to be like that." some places it has to be that your eyes are okay?"."Because of a certain awareness you've had since
childhood," Celestina said, recalling what he'd told her in San Francisco..Action. just concentrate on action and ignore the disgusting aftermath.
Remember the runaway train and the bus full of nuns stuck on the tracks. Stay with the train, don't go back to look at the smashed nuns, just keep
moving forward, and everything will be all right.."The exquisite kind," he replied, glad that he had read so many books on the art of seduction and
therefore knew precisely the right thing to say..do further testing, of course, but not until he's been stabilized at least twelve hours. Personally, I
don't think we'll find any physical cause. Most likely, this was psychological-acute nervous emesis, caused by severe anxiety, the shock of losing
his wife, seeing her die.'.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..He smiled and shrugged. "I used to be a fisher of men. Now I hunt
them. One in particular.".Dr. Walter Lipscomb's fingers were longer and more supple than the pianist's, and he had the presence of a great
symphony conductor for whom a raised baton was superfluous, who commanded attention by the mere fact of his entry. A tower of authority and
self-possession, he said to the becalmed Neddy, "I am this child's physician. She was born underweight and held in hospital to cure an ear infection.
You sound as if you have an incipient case of bronchitis that will manifest in twenty-four hours, and I'm sure you wouldn't want to be responsible
for this baby being endangered by viral disease.".We cherish the old stories for their changelessness. Arthur dreams eternally in Avalon. Bilbo can
go "there and back again," and "there" is always the beloved familiar Shire. Don Quixote sets out forever to kill a windmill... So people turn to the
realms of fantasy for stability, ancient truths, immutable simplicities..As though the fog were a paralytic gas, Junior stood unmoving in the middle
of the sidewalk. He really didn't want to climb into that Dumpster..No more than a minute after Vanadium departed, a nurse arrived in a rush, no
doubt sent by the hateful cop. Hard to tell, through all the tears, if she was a looker. A nice face, perhaps. But such a stick-thin body..That night her
sleep was deeper than it had been in a long time, deep as she had expected sleep would never be again, and she was not plagued by any dreams at
all, not a dream of children suffering, nor of tumbling in a car along a rain-washed street, nor of thousands of windblown dead leaves
rattling-hissing along a deserted street and every leaf in fact a jack of spades..A quick survey of the lavatory floor. The musician hadn't left
anything behind, neither a popped button nor crimson petals from his boutonniere..As Wally got behind the wheel and closed his door, Angel said,
"Mommy, where's fog come from? And don't say Hawaii.".Although he didn't believe in destiny, in fate, in anything more than himself and his
own ability to shape his future, Junior couldn't deny how extraordinary it was that this woman should cross his path at this precise moment in his
life, when he was frustrated to the point of cerebral hemorrhage by his inability to find Bartholomew, confused and nervous about the phantom
singer and other apparently supernatural events in his life, and generally in a funk unlike any he had ever known before. Here was a link to
Seraphim and, through Seraphim, to Bartholomew..When he came to himself, sick and weak from the poison and with an aching skull, he was in a
room with brick walls and bricked-up windows. The door had no bars and no visible lock. But when he tried to get to his feet he felt bonds of
sorcery holding his body and mind, resilient, clinging, tightening as he moved. He could stand, but could not take a step towards the door. He could
not even reach his hand out. It was a horrible sensation, as if his muscles were not his own. He sat down again and tried to hold still. The
spellbonds around his chest kept him from breathing deeply, and his mind felt stifled too, as if his thoughts were crowded into a space too small for
them..At the bed, he spread the garment across his pillow. Lying down, he pressed his face into the sweater. The sweet subtle scent of Naomi was
as effective as a lullaby, and soon he dozed off..Darkrose and Diamond.Agnes delighted in their conversations. Barty was far ahead of the language
learning curve for his age, but he was still a child, and his observations were filled with innocence and charm. "You mean your cold is like in your
nose but not in your feet?"."Fifty died in London, in '57, when two trains crashed. And a hundred twelve were crushed, torn, mangled, in '52, also
England.".In adversity lies great opportunity, as Caesar Zedd teaches, and always, of course, there is a bright side even when you aren't able
immediately to see it.."And," Joshua cautioned, "you better prepare for a long day. I'm pretty sure Dr. Chan will want to consult with an
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oncologist.".Now, here, all three on the street and vulnerable at once-the man, Celestina, the bastard boy..Paul set the nightstand down but waited,
ready to shove the furniture into the stairwell if the swaddled gunman dared return..Sometimes Barty could be fierce in his independence-his
mother told him so-and now he rebuffed Angel too sharply. "I don't want to be waited on. I'm not helpless, you know. I can get sodas myself" By
the time he reached the doorway, he felt sorry for his tone, and he looked back toward where the window seat must be. "Angel?"."But I had greater
facility with cards than most magicians. I trained with Moses Moon, greatest card mechanic of his generation.".Nolly sighed. "Well, I guess if you
were going to just plug him, you could've done that already, soon as you got to town.".As Joey opened the driver's door and got in behind the
steering wheel, he said, "Okay?".The second medic wheeled the gurney to the rear of the van, calling for one of the policemen to accompany him to
the hospital. Apparently, he needed help if he was to deliver the baby and also stabilize Apes while en route..He wondered if the hawk had
descended in a constricting gyre, justice coming down, but he could not lift his head to see.."I was never Cary Grant, to begin with," said
Vanadium, still ceaselessly rolling the quarter across his fingers, "so I had no big emotional investment in my appearance. Cosmetic surgery would
have added another year of recuperation time, probably much longer, and I was anxious to get after Cain. Seemed to me this mug of mine might be
just the thing to scare him into an incriminating mistake, even a confession.".Beside her, the passenger's door barked and shrieked as though alive
as though suffering, and these sounds were uncannily like the cries of torment that only Agnes could hear in the haunted chambers of her
heart..When the pianist eventually launched into "Someone to Watch over Me," he didn't appear to be responding to a request, considering that a
few other numbers had been played since the most recent gratuity. The tune was, after all, in his nightly repertoire..Hisscus, Nork, and Knacker
exchanged sharp glances, nonplussed. Finally, one of them said, "We couldn't do that, Mr. Cain. Not until you've consulted an attorney.".The 9-mm
pistol rested in the complementary shoulder holster, under Junior's leather coat. But the sound-suppressor hadn't been attached; it was in one of his
coat pockets. The extended barrel, too long to lay comfortably against his left side, would most likely have hung up on the holster when
drawn..being careful to place the point of impact precisely where the bottle had struck her..scraps of night that have lingered long after dawn dart
agitatedly in and out of the tree, from branch to branch,.When the long table was laden and the wine poured, when everyone but Mary settled into
chairs, Angel said, "My daughter tells me she wants to make a short presentation before I say grace. I don't know what it is, but she assures me it
doesn't involve singing, dancing, or reading any of her poetry." I.The hospital was drowned in the bottomless silence that fills places of human
habitation only in the few hours before dawn, when the needs and hungers' and fears of one day are forgotten and those of the next are.Frowning,
Panglo, said, "Terrible, you're right, so many terrible things happen, but I don't see why trains-"."No. Rowena dropped those names after the twins'
first year. She and I were the only ones who ever used them. Our private little joke. Even the boys wouldn't have remembered.".Uncle Jacob, cook
and baby-sitter and connoisseur of watery death, cleaned off the table and washed the dishes while Barty patiently endured a rambling
postbreakfast conversation with Pixie Lee and with Miss Velveeta Cheese, whose name wasn't an honorary tide earned by winning a beauty contest
sponsored by Kraft Foods, as he had first thought, but who, according to Angel, was the "good" sister to the rotten lying cheese man in the
television commercials..A deep storm of silence, anti-thunder, the house fully drenched in a muffling rain of soundlessness..When the highway
passed through a sunless ravine, he had broken into a sour sweat at the sight of the bloody pulsing reflections of the revolving rooftop beacons on
the bracketing cut-shale walls. Now and then, the siren shrieked to clear traffic ahead, and he felt the urge to scream with it, to let loose a wail of
terror and anguish and confusion and loss..Holding the pistol, fully extending his right arm in execution style, the gunman approached the fallen
minister..He thought he heard the tick-scrape-rattle-clink of Industrial Woman on the prowl. In the living room. Now the hall. Approaching..Rising,
Celestina said to Tom, "Last Tuesday night, we had to switch on the lawn sprinklers. This will be much better.".In his mind's eye, he saw the
answering machine with uncanny clarity. That curious gadget. Sitting atop the scarred pine desk..Barty stood in the rain, surrounded by the rain,
pummeled by the rain, with the rain. Saturated grass squished under his sneakers. The droplets, in their millions, didn't bend-slip-twist magically
around his form, didn't hiss into steam a millimeter from his skin. Yet he remained as dry as baby Moses floating on the river in a mother-made ark
of bulrushes..No longer pinned to the bed by an intravenous feed of fluids and medications, provided with pajamas and a thin cotton robe to replace
his backless gown, Junior was encouraged to test his legs and get some.Friday brought Scamp again, all of Scamp, all day, every way, wall-to-wall
Scamp, so on Saturday he hadn't enough energy to do more than shower..Bright though they were at all times, Barty's Tiffany eyes shone brighter
now with beams of North Pole magic. "Maybe I do feel it.".At Tom Vanadium's request, the taxi dropped him one block from his new-and
temporary-home shortly before ten o'clock in the evening..With great deliberation, Joey shifted gears and followed the drive way to the street,
where he peered left and then right with the squint-eyed suspicion of a Marine commando scouting dangerous territory. He turned right..She
thought all that, but she closed her eyes and said: "I'll be okay. Give me a second here, all right?".A mere silhouette against the fluorescent glare,
Vanadium stepped it the hall. The bright light seemed to enfold him. The detective shimmered and vanished the way that a mirage of a man, on a
fiercely hot desert highway, will appear to walk out of this dimension into another, slipping between the tremulous curtains of heat as though they
hang between realities..The hardest was being in this room at the very moment when Phimie had moved on. Celestina knew beyond doubt that this
was the worst thing she would have to endure in all her life, worse than her own death when it came..Each booth was at a large window, and each
window provided a view of the street. Vanadium wasn't out there, watching from the sidewalk, either: no glimpse of his pan-flat face shining in the
December sun..Opening the directory to the marker, he found a card tucked between the pages. A joker, with BARTHOLOMEW in red block
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letters..Wonderful. Oh, perfect. So Neddy, a friend of Celestina's, knew that Junior, reputed to be a vicious sadist, had attended this reception under
a false name. If Junior really was a sleazy pervert of such rococo tastes that he would be shunned even by the scum of the world, even by the
deranged mutant offspring of a self-breeding hermaphrodite, then surely he was capable of murder, too..to believe that any man with such a hard
gut slung over his belt, with a bull neck.In abject misery, Junior lay waiting to go under the knife, more eager to be cut than he would have thought
possible only a few hours before. The mere promise of this surgery thrilled him more than all the sex that he'd ever enjoyed between the age of
thirteen and the Thursday just past..He doubted the Studebaker would ever be found, but successful men were, without exception, those who paid
attention to detail..Barty, at the head of the table, sensed Mary's approach only as she was about to touch him. She put a hand on his arm and said,
"Daddy, will you turn your chair away from the table and let me sit on your lap?".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..Harmless though they were, the sight of them, swaddled and for the most part concealed, first troubled
him and then quickly brought him --inexplicably, irrationally, undeniably--to the trembling edge of outright fear.."No. Charming," she disagreed.
"There's a meaning to it. Everything has a meaning, dear.".Stepping into her digs was like passing through a time machine into another century,
traveling in space, as well, to the Europe of Louis XIV. The expansive, high-ceilinged rooms overwhelmed the eye with the rich somber colors and
the heavy forms of Baroque art and furniture. Shells, acanthus leaves, volutes, garlands, and scrolls-often gilded decorated the museum-quality
antique Bombay chests, chairs, tables, massive mirrors, cabinets, and etageres..Yes, he suspected that he would require a great deal of rest to
prepare himself for this vixen. Even in her loose white uniform and stodgy rubber-soled shoes, she was an incomparably erotic figure. She would
be a lioness in bed..In spite of her nature, Agnes could not find forgiveness in her heart this time. Words of absolution clotted in her throat. Her
bitterness dismayed her, but she could not deny it..Dr. Daines spoke with Celestina in the corridor, outside the door to 724. Some of the passing
nurses were nuns in wimples and full-length habits, drifting like spirits along the hallway..The air was spicy with incense and with the fragrance of
the lemon oil polish used on the wooden pews..His artificial eyes were almost a month old. He'd been through surgery to have the eye-moving
muscles attached to the conjunctiva, and everybody told him that the look and movement were absolutely real. In fact, they had told him this so
often, in the first week or two, that he became suspicious and figured that his new eyes were totally out of control and spinning like
pinwheels..Junior opened his eyes and saw that only the second of the two rounds had found its intended mark. The first had cracked through the
center of a cabinet door, surely shattering dishes within.."Wouldn't dream of asking you to make it a habit. Just this one time. If anguish, why not
guilt?"."After the war, for a while, I was able to get more mainstream work. Racially ... things were changing. But I was getting older, too, and the
entertainment business is always looking for someone young, fresh. So I never made it big. Lord, I never even made it medium, but I got along
okay. Until ... by the early 1950s, my booking agent found it harder and harder to line up good dates, good clubs.".He bought knives. And then
sheaths for the knives. He acquired a knife-sharpening kit and spent the evening grinding blades..If the wife killer had cut himself accidentally, his
writing on the wall indicated a hair-trigger temper and a deep reservoir of long-nurtured anger..As she turned away from him and continued along
the hall toward the kitchen, Agnes said, "They'll be as good as new when she's mended them.''.Besides, he couldn't any longer afford to spend
endless hours either learning a new language or attending the opera. His life was too full, leaving him insufficient time for the Bartholomew
search..The boy wasn't translucent, as his father's ghost had been on that drizzly January night almost three years ago. The same drowned light of
this gray afternoon that revealed the gravestones and the dripping.Besides, the possibilities repulsed him. The very thought of a splendid-looking
woman like Victoria submitting to a grotesque like Vanadium would have withered his soul if he had possessed a soul..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..He fished the sound-suppressor from a jacket pocket, drew the pistol from his shoulder holster, and began to screw the former to the
latter. He misthreaded it at first because his hands had begun to shake..Dinner was available in the lounge. Junior enjoyed a superb filet mignon
with a split of fine Cabernet Sauvignon..Drawing from a well of inspiration deeper than instinct, Junior knew that if ever he crossed paths with a
man named Bartholomew, he must be prepared to deal with him as aggressively as he had dealt with Naomi. And without delay..The moment that
the roof of the car vanished beneath the water, Junior hurried away, retracing on foot the route he had driven. He didn't have to go all the way back
to Vanadium's place, only to the dark house where he'd left Victoria Bressler. He had a date with a dead woman..Paul couldn't remember when he
began to love her. Not at first sight. But before she contracted polio. Love came gradually, and by the time it flowered, its roots were deep..Perhaps
because Celestina was her father's daughter, with his faith in humanity, she was always deeply moved by the kindnesses of strangers and saw in
them the shape of a greater grace. "Does your wife know what a lucky woman she is?"."I'll never forget it," Dr. Salk promised. With his attention
still on Perri's pictures, he said, "But I'm afraid you give me far too much credit. I'm no superman. I didn't do the work alone. So many dedicated
people were involved."."Do you know about the earthquake that destroyed seventy percent of Tokyo and all of Yokohama on September 1, 1923?"
he asked..Barty had never been instructed in the rules of grammar, but had absorbed them as the roots of Edom's roses absorbed nutrients. "Sure.
Does and is.".Then it would stop. The torment would stop. Surely. His sense of drift, of sliding aimlessly through the days, would lift from him,
and he would find purpose once more in determined self-improvement. He would definitely learn French and German. He would take cooking
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classes and become a culinary master. Karate, too..He feared that suicide was a ticket to Hell, and he knew that sinless Perri was not waiting for
him in those lower realms..Phimie's eyes widened, her hand tightened painfully on her sister's hand, her entire body convulsed, thrashed, and she
cried, "Unnn, unnn, unnn!".He returned to the house and extinguished the three blown-glass oil lamps on the living-room coffee table. Out, as well,
the silk-shade lamp..At home, Agnes had no appetite, but she fixed Barty a cheese sandwich, spooned potato salad into a dish, added a bag of corn
chips and a Coke, and served this late dinner on a tray, in his room, where he was already in bed and reading Tunnel in the Sky..As they moved
around the base of the oak from one vantage point to another, people stopped by to reassure Agnes, although never with a word, as though to speak
would be to jinx the climb. Maria placed a hand on her arm, squeezed gently. Celestina briefly massaged the nape of her neck. Edom gave her a
quick hug. Grace slipped an arm around her waist for a moment. Wally with a smile and a thumbs-up sign. Tom Vanadium, thumb and forefinger
in a confident OK. Lookin' good. Hang in there. Signs and gestures, maybe because they didn't want her to hear the quivers and catches in their
voices..This trick, however, was far more difficult than walking where the rain wasn't. Sustaining vision took both a mental and physical toll from
him..The possibility that he'd left a clear fingerprint on the watch crystal had to be judged remote. And the band had been too textured to take a
print useful to the police..For a moment, Junior was mystified. Vanadium's movements had the quality of ritual, vaguely reminiscent of a priest
raising high the Eucharist..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..He felt
remarkably well when he arrived home: calm, proud of his quick thinking and stalwart action, pleasantly tired. He hadn't chosen to kill again; this
obligation had been thrust on him by fate. Yet he had proven that the boldness he'd shown on the fire tower, rather than being a transient strength,
was a deeply rooted quality..She shivered, and Edom, thinking that she had caught a chill ripped off his suit jacket and draped it over her
shoulders..He was uncomfortable, achy, thirsty, but he remained utterly still and observant. After a while, he realized that the sense of oppression
with which he'd awakened was not entirely a psychological symptom: Something heavy lay across his abdomen. And it was cold-so cold, in fact,
that it had numbed his middle to the extent that he hadn't immediately felt the chill of it. Shivers coursed through him. He clenched his jaws to
prevent his teeth from chattering and thereby alerting the man in the chair. Although he never took his eyes off the comer, Junior became
preoccupied with trying to puzzle out what was draped across his midsection. The mysterious observer made him sufficiently nervous that he
couldn't order his thoughts as well as usual, and the effort to prevent the shivers from shaking a sound out of him only further interfered with his
ability to reason. The longer that he was unable to identify the frigid object, the more alarmed he became. He almost cried out when into his mind
oozed an image of Naomi's dead body, now past the whitest shade of pale, as gray as the faint light at the window and turning pale green in a few
places, and cold, all the heat of life gone from her flesh, which was not yet simmering with any of the heat of decomposition that would soon
enliven it again..PERRI'S POLIO-WHITTLED body did not test the strength of her pallbearers. The minister prayed for her soul, her friends
mourned her loss, and the earth received her..Scamp had fabulous legs, and her bralessness left no doubts about the lusciousness and authenticity of
her chest, but after an hour of conversation about something or other, before suggesting that they leave together, Junior maneuvered her into a
reasonably private corner and discreetly put a hand up her skirt, just to confirm that his gender suspicions were correct..From his first birthday to
his third, Barty made worthless all the child-care and child-development books that a first-time mother relied on to know what to expect of her
offspring, and when. Barty grew and coped and learned according to his own clock..So it became dangerous to practice sorcery, except under the
protection of a strong warlord; and even then, if a wizard met up with one whose powers were greater than his own, he might be destroyed. And if a
wizard let down his guard among the common folk, they too might destroy him if they could, seeing him as the source of the worst evils they
suffered, a malign being. In those years, in the minds of most people, all magic was black..As before, the name tolled through him like the ominous
note of the deepest bass bell in a cathedral carillon, struck on a cold midnight.."Nervous," he said, and howled when one of the paramedics proved
to be a sadist masquerading as an angel of mercy.."I mean," said Dr. Lipscomb, "that I'm selling my practice and putting an end to my medical
career. I wanted you to know.".He hurried the length of the diner, pushing past waitresses, checking out all three of the possibilities, but of course,
none of them was the dead detective--or anyone else Junior had ever seen before. He was looking for--what?--a ghost, but vengeful ghosts didn't sit
down to a meat-loaf lunch in the middle of a hauntin.Tom had no idea who Perri might be, but something in the way Grace asked the question and
the way she regarded Paul suggested that she knew something about Perri that had won her deep respect and admiration..The room was bright
enough for him to confirm that he was alone. The interior of the box in which Naomi now resided could be no more silent than this house..In either
case, printing the name in blood was a ritualistic act, and ritualism of this nature was an unmistakable symptom of a seriously unbalanced mind.
Evidently, the wife killer would be easier to crack than expected, because his shell was already badly fractured..This was the image that plied the
turbulent waters of Junior Cain's imagination when he sailed out of the driver's door and came around to face the Studebaker, his heart dropping
like an anchor..On that busy night, with Vanadium's corpse in the Studebaker and Victoria's cadaver awaiting a fiery disposal at her house, Junior
was too distracted to recognize the pertinence of the message. Now it tormented him from a dark nook in his subconscious..Chan nodded.
"Considering the advanced stage of Bartholomew's malignancies, he should have complained earlier than he did.".Drawn by voices on the second
floor, Tom took the stairs two at a time. A man and a boy. Barty and Cain. To the left in the hallway, and then to a room on the right.."He's not a
real contemporary person, not anyone Cain needs to fear. So how did he develop this obsession with finding someone named Bartholomew?" He
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met Celestina's eyes, as if she might have answers for him. "Is there a real Bartholomew? And how does this tie in with his assault on you? Or is
there any tie-in at all?".PZ7.L52I5 Tal 2001 [Fic]-dc21

2001016554.straddles him, driving big fists into his back, brutally into his sides. With

high fences and hedgerows of Indian laurels.Yet for all his love of reading and of music, events suggested that for mathematics he had a still
greater aptitude..Over many proud generations and at least to the extent of second cousins, no one on either side of Celestina's family had skin of
this light color. They were without exception medium to dark mahogany, many shades darker than this infant..Scamp was a multitalented woman,
with smoother skin than a depilated peach, with more delicious roundnesses than Junior could catalog, but she proved not to be the remedy for his
tension. Only Bartholomew, found and destroyed, could give him peace..With every step through the long night walk, Paul had considered what he
would say, must say, if this encounter ever took place. Now all his practiced words deserted him..Nevertheless, his sense of violation grew as he
paced these now songless rooms, mystified and frustrated. On April 19, the unmanned Surveyor 3, after landing on the lunar surface, began
transmitting photos to Earth, and when Junior stepped out of his morning shower, he again heard the eerie singing, which seemed to arise from a
place more distant, more alien, than the moon.
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This Is the Book of Nlp Riddles 56 Mysterious Problems to Solve
Warning! Busy Investment Banker Make My Workload Any Larger at Your Own Peril Custom-Designed Notebook
Keep Calm and Frisbee Blank Ruled Lined Composition Notebook
Never Bored Always Tired But Worth It Blank Lined Writing Journal Notebook Diary 6x9
Unicorn Journal Sweet Unicorn Bullet Style Journal
Happy Diwali Customised Note Book
Keep Calm and Gnome Blank Ruled Lined Composition Notebook
Owl Composition Notebook Blue Owl Pattern Draw and Write Journal for Kids
100% Made in South Africa Lined Notepad for Patriotic South Africans
Keep Calm and Fly Blank Ruled Lined Composition Notebook
Keep Calm and Go to Church Blank Ruled Lined Composition Notebook
Her Life Is Her Art A 6x9 Inch Matte Softcover Notebook Journal with 120 Blank Lined Pages and an Uplifting Cover Slogan
Keep Calm and Drum Blank Ruled Lined Composition Notebook
Jetverse Hero Adventures #2 Introducing Warp Vortex Tachyon Dash Lookout and Atlantis King!
Draw and Write Composition Notebook Party Owl Pattern Lined Composition Notebook for Kids
Worlds Best Handwork Teacher Notebook Journal with 110 Lined Pages
Plans to Live Well Longer (2019 2020) Live a Healthy and Longer Life by Plan Good for Health 85x11 Inches 2-Year Planner (2019 2020)
Happy Is the New Cool A 6x9 Inch Matte Softcover Journal Notebook with 120 Blank Lined Pages and an Uplifting Cover Slogan
I Am with You Always A 6x9 Inch Matte Softcover Journal Notebook with 120 Blank Lined Pages and an Uplifting Cover Slogan
F*cking Good Christmas Cookies Christmas Cookie Baking Recipe Journal to Write in for Women
Lets Bake Shit Christmas Cookie Baking Recipe Journal to Write in for Women
Hello Sunday A 6x9 Inch Matte Softcover Notebook Journal with 120 Blank Lined Pages
You Can End of Story Motivational and Inspirational 6 X 9 Journal for Men and Women
Keep Calm and Drive Cars Blank Ruled Lined Composition Notebook
Sydney Opera House Blank Line Journal
Keep Calm and Go to the Beach Blank Ruled Lined Composition Notebook
Keep Calm and Jigsaw Blank Ruled Lined Composition Notebook
Teacher Lees Super Basic English 1 Pocket Book - Korean Edition
Horse Racing Death Trap Police Case Journals Short Story 3
Lined Blank Journal Watercolor Apple Blossoms Desk Set
Beer Tasting Notebook Journal Diary or Sketchbook with Wide Ruled Paper
Active Girls Dance Blank Line Journal
-vinegar-be-kind-journal-with-lined-pages-for-journaling-studying-writing-reflection-and-prayer-workbook.pdf">Honey > Vinegar Be Kind
Journal with Lined Pages for Journaling Studying Writing Reflection and Prayer Workbook
Breda (Netherlands) Trip Journal Lined Travel Journal Diary Notebook with Breda (Netherlands) Map Cover Art
Support Day Drinking Alcohol Journal Notebook
Alkmaar (Netherlands) Trip Journal Lined Travel Journal Diary Notebook with Alkmaar (Netherlands) Map Cover Art
Narrow Ruled Composition Book
Bazinga! A Lined Notebook for Your Everyday Needs Inspired by the Big Bang Theory
Patchwork Quilt Journal Homework Book Notepad Composition and Journal Diary
Bearded Men Make Better Lovers Hell We Make Everything Better Notebook Journal Diary or Sketchbook with Wide Ruled Paper
Mono Ripple Optical Illusion Year Planner 2019 Op-Art Illusory Motion Diary 85 X 11
No Prob-Llama Llama Journal Notebook
Hush No One Cares Be Quiet Journal with Lined Pages for Journaling Studying Writing Reflection and Prayer Workbook
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Bubbys Cookbook Navy Blank Lined Journal
Birdwatching Sketchbook 120 Pages of Sketch Paper in a Handy 6 X 9 Size Easy to Carry Around with You Ready for Those Unexpected
Sightings
Mates Baby Royal Dragon Curse
You Are So Boo Babe! 6x9 In Halloween Theme Lined Journal
Bird Sketchbook 120 Pages of Sketch Paper in a Handy 6 X 9 Size Easy to Carry Around with You Ready for Those Unexpected Sightings
Yellow Labrador Love Journal
Samoyed Love Journal
I Never Asked to Be the Worlds Best Social Worker But Here I Am Absolutely Crushing It A Wide Ruled Notebook
Lakota Sioux Native American Pride Notebook - Lined 120 Pages 6x9 Journal
Newfoundland Love Journal
Create Your Movement Fill in the Box Journal Creative Writing Diary
Xoloitzcuintli Love Journal
Gold Mythical Phoenix Stylish Bird Notebook - Lined 120 Pages 6x9 Journal
Bearded Inked Awesome Blank Lined Journal for Men with Beards and Tattoos
Wirehaired Vizsla Love Journal
My Christmas Gift to President Donald Trump A Presidential Tutorial America
I Dont Like Morning People or Mornings or People A Wide Ruled Notebook
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