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.Friday night, mystified and troubled, he hadn't slept much, and each time that he dozed off, he had dreamed of being alone in a bosky woods,
stalked by a sinister presence, unseen but undeniable. This predator crept in silence through the underbrush, indistinguishable from the lowering
trees among which it glided, as fluid and as cold as moonlight, but darker than the night, gaining on him relentlessly. Each time that he sensed it
springing toward him for the kill, Jacob woke, once with Barty's name on his lips, calling out to the boy as though in warning, and once with two
words: the knave. . . .."Sure. There's lots of places where he didn't get shot, but there's places where he got shot and died, too.".Frowning, Angel
studied the tasty strip of meat pinched between her fingers, reevaluating everything she thought she knew about the source of bacon..Paul knelt on
one knee beside her wheelchair. "This momentous day, Agnes. This momentous day, with all of its beginnings. Hmmm?".In this case, he was sure
that vanity was not a fault, not the result of a swollen ego, but merely healthy self-esteem. That he was irresistible to women wasn't simply his
biased opinion, but an observable and undeniable fact, like gravity or the order in which the planets revolved t around the sun.."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..He couldn't
see into the next aisle through the gaps between rows of books, because the shelves had solid backs..Leave the lamps burning, the door unlocked. A
murderer, frantic to vanish while the victim remained undiscovered, wouldn't be worried about the cost of electricity or about protecting against
burglary..Nearly two weeks ago, in the Spruce Hills hospital, Junior had been drawn by some strange magnetism to the viewing window at the
neonatal-care unit. There, transfixed by the newborns, he sank into a slough of fear that threatened to undo him completely. By some sixth sense,
he had realized that the mysterious Bartholomew had something to do with babies..Agnes considered describing the sunset to the blinded boy, but
her hesitancy settled into reluctance, and by the time the stars came out, she had said not a word about the day's splendorous final act. For one
thing, she worried that her description would fall far short of the reality, and that with her inadequate words, she might dull Barty's precious
memories of sunsets he had seen. Primarily, however, she failed to remark on the spectacle because she was afraid that to do so would be to remind
him of all that he had lost..Barty's math and reading skills exceeded those of most eighteen year-olds, but regardless of his brilliance, he was a few
days shy of his third birthday. Prodigies were not necessarily as emotionally mature as they were intellectually developed, but Barty listened with
sober attention, asked questions, and then sat in silence, staring at the book in his hands, with neither tears nor apparent fear..Bad news. Having
been identified by another guest put Junior at risk of later being tied to the killing; having been recognized by a close personal friend of Celestina
White's was even worse. It had become imperative now that he know why the pianist had been watching him from across the room with such
intensity..At those cutting-edge galleries where he attended receptions, no one got in without a printed invitation. And even with the authentic
paper in hand, you might still be refused entry if you failed to pass the cool test. The criteria of cool were the same as at the current hottest dance
clubs, and in fact the bouncers controlling the gate at the finest avant-garde galleries were those who worked the clubs..Through the big window
beyond her, the charry branches of the massive oak tree formed a black cat's cradle against the sky, leaves quivering slightly, as though nature
herself trembled in trepidation of what Junior Cain might do..He could have killed Vanadium while the cop slept; however, that would be far less
satisfying than engaging in a little psychological warfare and leaving the devious bastard alive to suffer remorse when two more children died
under his watch..The decision had already been made that Grace would move in with Celestina and then-following the wedding-with Celestina and
Wally. In Spruce Hills, she had dear friends whom she would miss, but there was nothing else in Oregon to draw her back, other than the narrow
plot beside Harrison, where she expected eventually to be buried. The parsonage fire had destroyed all her personal effects and every family
treasure from Celestina's grade-school spelling-bee medals to the last precious photograph. She wanted only to be close to her one remaining
daughter and her granddaughter, to be part of the new life that they would build with Wally Lipscomb..Perhaps a lot of suspects were rattled and
ultimately unnerved by this behavior. Junior wouldn't be easily trapped. He was smart..Furthermore, fear of the unknown is a weakness also
because it humbles us. Humility, Caesar Zedd declares, is strictly for losers. For the purpose of social and financial advancement, we must pretend
to be humble-shuffle our feet and duck our heads and make self-deprecating remarks-because deceit is the currency of civilization. But if ever we
wallow in genuine humility, we will be no different from the mass of humanity, which Zedd calls "a sentimental sludge in love with failure and the
prospect of its own doom.".The reception was from six o'clock to eight-thirty. If she were to arrive on time, guardian angels would have to be
perched on all the traffic lights along the way..She was shaking and so afraid, not thinking clearly, and for a moment she didn't understand what he
meant, what he wanted, and then she saw that the window on his side of the car was shattered, too, and that the door beyond him was badly
torqued, twisted in its frame. Worse, the side of the Pontiac had burst inward when the pickup plowed into them. With a steel snarl and sheet-metal
teeth, it had bitten into Joey, bitten deep, a mechanical shark swimming out of the wet day, shattering ribs, seeking his warm heart..He stashed two
suitcases full of clothes and toiletries-plus the contents of Pinchbeck's safe-deposit box-in the van, and then added those precious items that he'd be
loath to lose if the hit on Bartholomew went wrong, forcing him to leave his Russian Hill life and flee arrest. The works of Caesar Zedd. Sklent's
three brilliant paintings. The needlepoint pillows, to which he'd colorfully applied the wisdom of Zedd, constituted the bulk of this collection of
bare essentials: 102 pillows in numerous shapes and sizes, which he had completed in just thirteen months of feverish stitchery~.She knew that the
front door was locked, too, because Wally had waited to hear the deadbolts clack shut. Nevertheless, she stepped into the hall, where the light
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wasn't on, walked quickly past Angel's bedroom, came to the entrance to the lamplit living room-and saw a man backing through the open front
door, dragging something, dragging a dark and large and heavy rumpled something, dragging a.were uniformly negative, frequently hilarious, but
never as succinct and violent as Sklent's..The instant he flipped the coin, he opened both hands-palms up, fingers spread-with a distracting
flourish..When he killed the Bartholomew, this haunting would finally end, too. In Junior's mind, Vanadium and Bartholomew were inextricably
linked, because it was the maniac cop who first heard Junior calling out Bartholomew in his sleep. Did that make sense? Well, it made more sense
at some times than at others, but it always made a lot more sense than anything else. To be rid of the dead-but-persistent detective, he must
eliminate Bartholomew..Cain's Spruce Hills home, which he'd shared with Naomi, hadn't been furnished anything like this. The difference between
there and here-and the similarity to Vanadium's digs--could be explained neither by wealth alone nor by a change of taste arising from the
experience of city fife..Kitchen to dining room, dining room to hallway, keeping his back to the wall, easing quickly along, then into the foyer.
Wait here, listening..Neddy's face didn't appear to be as pale as it had been earlier. An undertone of gray, possibly blue, darkened the skin..Over the
final refrain of "I'll Be Seeing You" came a man's voice from the foyer, raised quizzically, with perhaps a note of surprise: "Victoria.."Well, he was
an insurance agent, and numbers are important in that line of work. And he was a good investor, too. Not the whiz you are with numbers, but I'm
sure you got some of your talent from him..pistol that he'd purchased in late June. The city operated a program to melt confiscated and donated
weapons and to remake them into plowshares or xylophones, or into the metal fittings of hookah pipes..Testing Celestina's nerves as fully as Barty
had tested his mother's, Angel pulled-levered -shinnied-swung herself so fast up through the tree, arriving at the boy's side while red streaks still
enlivened a sky that was repainting itself purple. She stood in the crook of limbs with him, and her delighted laughter rang down through the
cathedral oak. 1975 through 1978: Hare ran from Dragon, Snake fled from Horse, and '78 bounced to the beat, because disco ruled. The reborn Bee
Gees dominated the airwaves. John Travolta had the look. Rhodesian rebels, grasping the dangers inherent in any battle between equals, had the
manful courage to slaughter unarmed women missionaries and schoolgirls. Spinks won the title from Ali, and Ali won it back from Spinks..Dr.
Chan's manner remained professional, providing the strength that Agnes required, but his pain was evident when his gentle voice softened further:
"These tumors are so advanced, we won't know until surgery if the malignancy has spread. We may already be too late. And if we aren't too late,
we'll have only a small window of opportunity. A small window. Eight days would entail too much risk.".She was sopping, shivering. Water
streamed from her soaked hair, down her face, as she wiped at her beaded eyelashes with one dripping hand..Fortunately, he recognized his
vulnerability. Until the evening reception for Celestina White, he must spend every hour of the day in calming activities, soothing himself in order
to ensure that he would be cool and effective when the time came to act..could not be a person of the best intentions. Doctors and nurses wouldn't
monitor their patients with the lights off..The glittering room appeared unchanged. Even the piano player seemed to be the man who'd been at the
keyboard back then, though his yellow-rose boutonniere and probably his tuxedo, as well, were new.."Oh!" She blotted her eyes on the heels of her
hands. "Wait! Give me a second chance. I can do it better, I'm sure I can.".Imagination like all living things lives now, and it lives with, from, on
true change. Like all we do and have, it can be co-opted and degraded; but it survives commercial and didactic exploitation. The land outlasts the
empires. The conquerors may leave desert where there was forest and meadow, but the rain will fall, the rivers will run to the sea. The unstable,
mutable, untruthful realms of Once-upon-a-time are as much a part of human history and thought as the nations in our kaleidoscopic atlases, and
some are more enduring..Only now, as the tide of adrenaline began to ebb, Paul wondered who could possibly have wanted to kill a man of peace
and God, a man as good as Harrison White..Along Junior's hairline, on his cheeks, his chin, and his upper lip, a double score of hard little knots had
risen, angry red and hot to the touch. Having previously experienced a particularly vicious case of the hives, Junior realized this was something
new-and worse. To the pilot, he replied, "Allergic reaction.".As a homicide detective, Vanadium had a career-spanning ninety eight percent
closure-and-conviction record on the cases he handled. Once convinced he had found the guilty party, he didn't rely solely on solid police work. He
augmented the usual investigative procedures and techniques with his own brand of psychological warfare-sometimes subtle, sometimes not-which
frequently encouraged the perpetrator to make mistakes that convicted him.."Don't get me started on cyclones!" Edom hurried through the house
and out to the station wagon, to fetch the boxes of groceries..Spacious, the living room was furnished for two purposes: as a parlor in which to
receive visiting friends, but also with two beds, because here Paul and Perri slept every night.."Mr. Magusson, you once told me that if Detective
Vanadium ever bothered me again, you'd have his choke chain yanked. Well, I think you need to talk to someone about that.".Paul watched as
Barty hopped down from his chair and crossed the busy kitchen in a straight line to the wall phone, without one hesitant move.."Better hold on tight
to her," Wally warned Celestina, braking to a halt at the intersection. "She'll float up and away, then we'll have to call the fire department to get her
down.".For the next few days, they would eat all their meals in the suite. Most likely, Cain had left San Francisco. And even if the killer hadn't fled,
this was a big city, where a chance encounter with him was unlikely. Yet having, assumed the role of guardian, Tom Vanadium had a zero
tolerance for risk, because the inimitable Mr. Cain had proved himself to be a master of the unlikely..Getting out of the stuffy car into air much
chillier than it had been when he'd left this place, Junior stood unsteadily as the police and the paramedics gathered around him. Then he led them
through the wild grass to Naomi, moving haltingly, stumbling on small stones that the others navigated with ease..And there are songs, old lays and
ballads from small islands and from the quiet uplands of Havnor, that tell the story of those years..Swift and yellow, Angel flew to her mother,
grabbing at one of the bunched drapes as if she might hide behind it..Hackachaks to browbeat him into a despairing, exhausted, disgusted
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compliance with their greed.."I'd give anything if it hadn't happened," he said earnestly. And now a tortured note wrung wet emotion from his
voice"I only wish it had been me who died.".Junior was less surprised by his sudden assault on Victoria than by the failure of the bottle to break.
He was, after all, a new man since his decision on the fire tower, a man of action, who did what was necessary. But the bottle was glass, and he
swung forcefully, hard enough that it smacked her forehead with a sound like a mallet cracking against a croquet ball, hard enough to put her out in
an instant, maybe even hard enough to kill her, yet the Merlot remained ready to drink..Shaking her head, Celestina said, "I can only pay for a
studio apartment, something small.".Her voice was soft, almost a whisper, and charged with anxiety; but under other circumstances, it would have
been sexy..On this chilly January night, no campers or fishermen had staked claims along the lake. Because the trees were far enough back to be
lost in the night, the immediate shore and the pooled blackness that it encircled appeared as desolate as any landscape on a world without an
atmosphere..Flanking the wheelchair, Edom and Jacob spent less time watching the graveside service than studying the sky. Both brothers frowned
at that cloudless blue, as though seeing thunderheads..Adoption records would have been kept as secret from Celestina as from everyone else. But
perhaps she knew something about the fate of her sister's bastard son that Junior didn't know, a small detail that would seem insignificant to her but
that might put him on the right trail at last..squint-eyed, sharp-faced night clerk must not have been the owner, because he wasn't the type to have
dreamed up cute spellings for the sign out front. Judging by his appearance and attitude, he was a former Nazi death-camp commandant who fled
Brazil one step ahead of the Israeli secret service and was now hiding out in Oregon..At the end, with the salt Tom and the pepper Tom standing
side by side in their different but parallel worlds, Maria said, "Seems like science fiction.".To the window. The warm room sucked cooling fog out
of the night, and she leaned across the sill into the streaming mist..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..Tom removed the lid. No
beer, one head. Simon Magusson's severed head lay faceup on the ice, mouth open as though he were standing in court to object to the
prosecution's line of questioning..Fragments of the broken wineglass crunched under his shoes as he crossed the small kitchen to the dinette. He
opened the bottle of vodka and put it on the table in front of the dead woman..Simon Magusson-capable of representing the devil himself for the
proper fee, but also capable of genuine remorse-visited Vanadium in the hospital, soon after learning that the detective had awakened from a coma.
The attorney shared the conviction that Cain was the guilty party, and that he'd also murdered his wife..Rising from the chair and approaching the
bed, the detective kept turning the quarter without hesitation. "She was a very sweet girl. Very romantic. Her diary's full of rhapsodies about
married life, about you. She thought you were the finest man she'd ever known and the perfect husband.".He loved Naomi, of course, and never
could deny her. Although he had been especially sweet to her that night, if he had known that they would have less than a year together before fate
tore her from him, he might have been even sweeter..If magic explained the jacks on Friday evening, maybe it was the dark variety of magic.
Maybe he shouldn't be endeavoring to summon, once more, whatever spirit was responsible for the four knaves..The round table seated six, but
they required only three chairs, because the two brainless friends were a pair of Angel's dolls..When Junior opened the trunk, he discovered that
fishing gear and two wooden carriers full of carpenter's tools left no room for a dead detective. He would be able to make the body fit only if he
dismembered it first..The strand was inclined toward the lake. He closed the door and got out of the way as the Studebaker rolled forward,
gathering speed..By Thursday, the eruption passed from him. Because he'd had the self-control not to claw his face or hands, he was presentable
enough to venture out into the city; although if people in the streets could have Seen the weeping scabs and inflamed scratches that tattooed his
body and limbs, they would have fled with the grim certainty that the black."I've seen them," Tom assured her. "My dear, you've never smelled
anything better than a field full of bacon vines.".Maria arranged five place settings instead of four. The fifth--complete with silverware, waterglass,
and wineglass-was at the head of the table, in memoriam of Joey..Hound shrugged. He didn't choose to tell Losen that people hated him
disinterestedly..He bought knives. And then sheaths for the knives. He acquired a knife-sharpening kit and spent the evening grinding blades..This
surprised him. Of course, Oregon was not the Deep South. It was a progressive state. Nevertheless, he was surprised. Oregon wasn't home to many
Negroes, either, a handful compared to those in other states, and yet until now Junior supposed that they had their own cemeteries..deodar cedars
with layers of drooping branches surrounded the place, and usually they seemed sheltering, but now they loomed, ominous..The revolving beacons
dwindled, casting off blue-and-red pulses of light that shimmered-swooped through the diffusing fog, as if they were disembodied spirits seeking
someone to possess..Otter was silent a while. Then he said in a low voice, "Clay, and gravel, and under that the rock that bears garnets. All under
this part of the city is that rock. I don't know the names.".Vanadium sat in the chair, watching. With the perfect control of a sleight-of-hand artist,
he turned a quarter end-over-end across the knuckles of his right hand, palmed it with his thumb, caused it to reappear at his little finger, and rolled
it across his knuckles again, ceaselessly..The reception still roared in both showrooms of the gallery. Legions of the uncultured, taste-challenged in
every regard except in their appreciation for hors d'oeuvres, yammered about art and chased their cloddish opinions with mediocre
champagne..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..Junior had hoped not to be recognized by anyone at this affair. He regretted that he hadn't
stuck to his original plan, maintaining surveillance of the gallery from his parked car..Unfortunately, Caesar Zedd had not written a self-help book
on how to commit homicide and escape the consequences thereof, and as before, Junior was entirely on his own.."Fear?" Kathleen asked, more
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interested in Vanadium's words than in his prestidigitation. "You said you're offering fear to Cain ... as if that was something he would
want.".Having settled on the sofa with Agnes and Barty, prepared to serve comfortably in the role of quiet observer, Edom was alarmed to have
suddenly become the subject of conversation. He was also alarmed to be called "son," because in his thirty-six years, the only person ever to have
addressed him in that fashion had been his father, dead for a decade yet still a terror in Edom's dreams..The poor girl's blood pressure soared in
spite of the medication. She suffered a violent seizure,.One nurse and one nun brought Celestina into the creche behind the viewing window..His
attention, as morbid as a circling vulture, settled upon the pianist's right hand. The left was open, palm down. But the right was crumpled shut, palm
up.."That's obvious to us, but not always to others. Apparently, this would have been some years ago.".Vanadium arrived and stood beside Junior.
His black suit was cheap, but it fit better than Rudy's..Kathleen expected this would prove to be true. She herself was not frightened by Thomas
Vanadium's appearance; but then she had been prepared for it before she first saw him. And she wasn't a murderer, fearful of retribution, to whom
this particular face would seem like Judgment personified..Her voice grew thinner when she spoke to Angel, but in this new frailty, Barty heard
such love that he shook at the power of it. "God's in you, Angel, so strong you shine, and nothing bad at all.".HAVING COMPLETED HER
English lesson, Maria Elena Gonzalez went home with a plastic shopping bag full of precisely damaged clothes and a smaller, paper bag containing
cherry muffins for her two girls..No weekend had ever passed so quickly, and no midnight had ever brought with it such dread..Even Agnes was
briefly unnerved to the extent that she said, "Enough of this. It's not fun anymore.".Like a disc fish with silvery scales, the coin lay in the cup of
Junior's palm. Directly over his life line..The bitch was getting tired, but Junior still didn't like his odds in a hand-to-hand confrontation. Her hair
was disarranged. Her eyes flashed with such wildness that he was half convinced he saw elliptical pupils like those of a jungle cat. Her lips were
skinned back from her teeth in a snarl..Bartholomew was dead but didn't know it yet. Pistol in hand, cocoon in tatters, ready to spread his butterfly
wings, Junior pushed the door to the apartment inward, saw a deserted living room, softly lighted and pleasantly furnished, and was about to step
across the threshold when the street door opened and into the hall came Ichabod..In the minister's house, Junior had seen no indications of a sister.
No family photos, no high-school graduation portrait proudly framed. Of course, he had not been interested in their family, for he had been
all-consumed by Seraphim..At the farthest end of the loft from the stereo speakers, voices nevertheless had to be raised in even the most intimate
exchanges. The artist who had created In the Baby 's Brain Lies the Parasite of Doom, Version 6, however, possessed a voice as deep, sharp-edged,
and penetrating as his talent..yunh," so she nodded as vigorously as she was able to do, and tightened her grip on Celestina's hand..When the waiter
had gone, -Tom said, "Don't worry about abetting a crime. If I had to pop Cain to prevent him from hurting someone, I wouldn't hesitate. But I'd
never act as judge and jury otherwise.".Turning in circles, he tipped his head back, presenting his face to the streaming sky, laughing..Considering
his battered and stitched face, considering also his tragic and colorful history, Vanadium spoke with remarkably little drama. His voice was calm,
nearly flat, rising and falling so little that he almost talked in a monotone..The air was cool but not yet cold. A faint breeze smelled of the sea
beyond the hill.."Salt water would be too cumbersome anyway. He'd have to drink a lot of it shortly before he heaved, but he was surrounded by
cops with good reason to keep an eye on him. Does ipecac come in capsule form?".He had sworn this vow before. An argument could be made that
he had broken it..Celestina stared out for a moment, and then turned her head to look at Tom, with both the shade of the night and the sparkle of the
metropolis still captured in her eyes. "What was that all about?".An affecting but difficult-to-define note in Dr. Lipscomb's voice brought Celestina
slowly out of the office chair, to her feet. Perhaps it was wonder. Or fear. Or reverence. Perhaps all three..Seven or eight years after Tehanu was
published, I was asked to write a story set in Earthsea. A mere glimpse at the place told me that things had been happening there while I wasn't
looking. It was high time to go back and find out what was going on now..Tucking the covers around Angel, Celestina said, "Would you like Uncle
Wally to be your daddy?" "That would be the best." "I think so, too." "I never had a daddy, you know." "Getting Wally was worth the wait, huh?"
"Will we move in with Uncle Wally?" "That's the way it usually works." "Will Mrs. Ornwall leave?" "All that stuff will need to be worked out." "If
she leaves, you'll have to make the cheese."."Joey was, after all, an insurance broker," Vinnie reminded her. "He was going to look out for his
family.".Another pocket. More cartridges. Trying to squeeze just two into the magazine, but his hands shaking and slippery with sweat..Although
she already knew that the answer could not be cheerily optimistic, Celestina wondered, "Is the baby likely to be . . . normal?".Of course, he also
might have shot off his own thumbs as double insurance against being drafted and sent to Vietnam..A half bath downstairs. Two bedrooms and a
full bath on the upper floor. All deserted..Joey couldn't raise his head, couldn't turn more directly toward her ... because his spine had been
damaged, perhaps severed, and he was paralyzed.."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.".Lord, listen to me-but I've really got to know if you can, if you are, how you feel, whether you feel, I mean, whether you think
you could feel--".A delay of a few hours, before getting her under a physician's care, might still be risky. But so was forcing her into a local
hospital to endure the mortification she desperately wanted to avoid..Having been so wounded by one death, Celestina could not imagine how
Lipscomb could have survived the loss of his entire family. Pity knotted her heart and cinched her throat so that she spoke in little more than a
whisper: "Was that the American Airlines. . .".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..Wally had disposed of his properties in San Francisco under Tom's
careful supervision. Any attempt to trace him from the city to Bright Beach would fail. His vehicles were purchased through a corporation, and his
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new house had been bought through a trust named after his late wife.
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2019 Sheriff Daily Planner Academic Hourly Organizer in 15 Minute Interval Appointment Calendar with Address Book Note Section Monthly
Weekly Goals Journal with Quotes for Police Officer
This Compliance Officer Pooped Today Sketchbook Funny Sarcastic Birthday Notebook Journal for Compliance Officers to Write on
Best Uncle Ever
This Cost Estimator Pooped Today Sketchbook Funny Sarcastic Birthday Notebook Journal for Cost Estimators to Write on
Any Man Can Be a Father But It Takes Someone Special to Be a German Shepherd Daddy Composition Notebook Wide Ruled
Never Wrong a Writer They Will Get Revenge in Print
Piano Problems #2 Wide Ruled Notebook
Speed Bumps Lindy Lynchs Journey Into Cancer
Activating Gods Power in Kisean Overcome and Be Transformed by Accessing Gods Power
Lesbian The Boss Wife
Best Bubby Ever
Ich Bin Raumausstatterin Wenn Ich Es Nicht Kann Dann Kann Es Keiner Notizbuch Journal Tagebuch Linierte Seite
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Trying To Care

V Preserve Your Memories of the Past Present and Thoughts for the Future! Ruled Journal 160 Pages 6x9 Inch (1524 X 2286 CM) Soft Cover
Paperback Monogram Letter V
Air Fryer for Two Cookbook Air Fryer Recipes for Two People to Enjoy Together
Best Nana Ever
Westie Christmas Planner
This Pastrycook Pooped Today Sketchbook Funny Sarcastic Birthday Notebook Journal for Pastry Cooks to Write on
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