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"Anyway, something clicked in me on the roller coaster, and I grasped a new angle of approach to the problem. I've figured out that I can walk in
the idea of sight, sort of sharing the vision of another me, in another reality, without actually going there." He smiled into her astonishment. "So
what do you say about that?".Junior was flattered, he really was. Women couldn't get enough of him. The story of his life. They never let go
gracefully. He was wanted, needed, adored, worshiped. Women kept calling after they should have taken the hint and gone away, insisted on
sending him notes and gifts even after he told them it was over. Junior wasn't surprised that women would return from the dead for him, nor was he
surprised that women he'd killed would try to find a route back to him from Beyond, without malice, without vengeance in their hearts, merely
yearning to be with him again, to hold him and to fulfill his needs. As gratified as he was by this tribute to his desirability, he simply didn't have
any romantic feelings left for Naomi and Seraphim. They were the past, and he loathed the past, and if they wouldn't let him alone, he would never
be able to live in the future..In Junior's estimation, this was not the way that a normal person lived. This was the home of a deranged loner, a
dangerously obsessive man..Succinctly, Edom told Jacob about visiting Obadiah, the magician with the mangled hands. Then: "When we left, I
followed Agnes, and Obadiah held me back to say, 'Your secret's safe with me.'".sport shirt just for no reason at all, because she thought he'd look
nice in it?".He was a pretty good detective, but as regarded the minutiae of daily fife, he wasn't as organized as he would like to be. He never
remembered to set aside his holey socks for darning; and once he had worn a hat with a bullet hole in it for nearly a year before he'd at last thought
to buy a new one..Jacob trusted no one but Agnes and Edom. He'd trusted Joey Lampion, too, after years of wary observance. Now Joey was dead,
and his corpse was in the embalming chamber of the Panglo Funeral Home..Maria's mother, visiting from Mexico, was babysitting, so Maria came
without her children, as a guest, joining Agnes and the laugh-a-minute Isaacson twins, chroniclers of destruction. They ate in the dining room,
rather than at the kitchen dinette, with a lace-trimmed tablecloth, the good china, crystal wineglasses, and fresh flowers..Startled, he braked to a
halt. Agnes didn't say anything until Joey had taken three or four deep,.and proceeded to turn it across his knuckles as swiftly and smoothly as be
bad with his right hand..He never passed through a phase during which he grew resistant to hugging or kissing. He was a hand-holding, cuddling
boy to whom displays of affection came easily..Later, at home, he gargled until he had drained half a bottle of mint-flavored mouthwash, took the
Iongest shower of his life, and then used the other half of the mouthwash..Champagne, then, and two shopping bags packed full of Armenian
takeout. Sou beurek, mujadereh, chicken-and-rice biryani, stuffed grape leaves, artichokes with lamb and rice, orouk, manti, and more. Following a
Baptist grace (said by Grace), Wally and the three White women, a fourth present in spirit, sat around the Formica-topped table, feasting, laughing,
talking about art and healing and baby care and the past and tomorrow, while up on Nob Hill, Neddy Gnathic sat tuxedoed at a lacquered black
piano, sprinkling diamond-bright notes through an elegant room.."Why do you think he's spending his money for all this tricky stuff?" Kathleen
wondered, not for the first time..Before he searched the bedroom, Vanadium walked quickly back through the rooms that he had already inspected,
suddenly remembering the three bizarre paintings of which Nolly, Kathleen, and Sparky had spoken, and wondering how he could have overlooked
them. They were not here. He was able to locate, however, the places on the walls where the art works had hung, because the nails still bristled
from the pocket plaster, and picture hooks dangled from the nails..Her life was so blessed that she could have dealt with a horde of locusts, let alone
a few mosquitoes..He considered himself to be a thoroughly useless man, taking up space in a world to which he contributed nothing, but he did
have a talent for baking. He could take any recipe, even one from a world-class pastry chef, and improve upon it..Extracting documents from his
valise, Vinnie said, "Well, I've no right to talk. Food is my obsession. Look at me, so fat you'd think I'd been raised from birth for sacrifice.".Junior
didn't believe in gods, devils, Heaven, Hell, life after death. He put his faith in one thing: himself..AFTER THE ENCOUNTER with the
quarter-spitting vending machines, Junior wanted to kill another Bartholomew, any Bartholomew, even if he had to drive to some far suburb like
Terra Linda to do it, even if he had to drive farther and stay overnight in a Holiday ay Inn an eat steam-table food off a buffet crawling with other
diners' cold germs and garnished with their loose hairs..The night seemed to be longer than a Martian month. Agnes dozed, fitfully, waking more
than once, sweaty and shaking, from a dream in which her son was taken from her in pieces: first his eyes, then his hands, then his ears, his
legs.....Dressed entirely in a shade of pink that darkened to rouge when wet, Angel squealed and deserted Barty. Spotted-streaked-splashed, with
false tears on her cheeks, with a darkly glimmering crown of rain jewels in her hair, she raced up the steps as though she were a princess abandoned
by her coachman, and allowed herself to be scooped into her grandmother's arms..Aside from purchasing the T S. Eliot book, which he hadn't
found time to read, Junior was only peripherally aware of current events, because they were, after all, current, while he tried always to focus on the
future. The news of the day was but a faint background music to him, like a song on a radio in another apartment..Junior felt a little lightheaded. He
felt strange. He hoped he wasn't coming down with the flu.."You feel remorse, though," said Agnes. "I can see you do. And not just because of
what happened to your hands."."Jacob scares people," Agnes said. "No one would eat a pie that Jacob delivered without having it tested at a lab."."I
get frustrated," he admitted. "Trying to learn how to do things in the dark ... I get peed off, as they say.".On the drive home, Junior dropped the
knife down a storm drain in Larkspur. He tossed the gloves in a Dumpster in Corte Madera.."Living high. When I wasn't on the road, I had a fine
house here in Bright Beach, not this rental shack I'm in now, but a nice little place with an ocean view. You can guess what went wrong.".From a
distance and through a scattering of trees, Junior wasn't able to discern much about the other funeral, but he was pretty sure many if not most of that
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crowd were Negroes. He surmised, therefore, that the person being buried was a Negro, too..Although he related well to the theme of moral
relativism and personal autonomy in a value-neutral world, Junior grew apprehensive about each impending scene of violence, and closed his eyes
against the prospect of blood. He resented having to endure ninety minutes of the film before Google finally settled into the seat beside him..Focus.
Get Ichabod all the way inside. Act now, think later. No, no, proper focus requires an understanding of the need to ize: scrutinize, analyze, and
prioritize. Get the bitch, get the bitch! Slow deep breaths. Channel the beautiful rage. A fully evolved man is self-controlled and calm. Move,
move, move!.Jacob intended to carry the luggage, and Edom announced that he would carry Barty. The boy, however, insisted on making his own
way to the house..Short and slender, Dr. Chan was as self-effacing as a Buddhist monk, as confident and as gracious as a mandarin emperor. His
manner was serene, and his effect was tranquility.."Other Bartys and other Agneses in other houses like this-all here together now."."For the love of
God," Junior pleaded, "can't you please give me something for the pain?".When the convulsive seizure passed, as he collapsed back on the
spattered pillow, shuddering at the stench rising from his hideously fouled clothes, Junior was suddenly struck by an idea that was either."Wrong
about what, sugarpie smoosh--smoosh?" Celestina asked as Wally pulled to the curb again and parked..All right, yes, it had tiny hands and tiny feet,
rather than hooked talons and cloven."Could you undo the spell you put on her?".Junior flung back the covers and came to his feet, but his knees
proved weak, and he sat at once on the edge of the bed..Heedless of the rules of standard police procedure, Tom raced to the doorway, crossed the
threshold, and saw Barty throw a can of soda at the shaved head and pocked face of a transformed Enoch Cain..Too late for interrogation now, with
Vanadium bludgeoned into eternal sleep and resting under many fathoms of cold bedding.."That's enough?" "Silly man." "Cain looks like a movie
star." "Does he have nice teeth?" she asked. "They're good. Not perfect." "So kiss me, Mr. Perfect.".The Rolex. Because most of the trash in the
huge bin was bagged, finding the watch would be easier than Junior had feared..What the commodifiers of fantasy count on and exploit is the
insuperable imagination of the reader, child or adult, which gives even these dead things life-of a sort, for a while..same," Agnes admonished.
"Who's been raising you, sugarpie, if you don't know that? Are you going to pretend you've been brought up by wolves for nine years?".He picked
up Angel, picked up Barty. "Hold on." He carried them out of the room, down the stairs, out of the house, to the yard under the great tree, where
they would wait for the police, and where they would not see Jacob's body when the coroner removed it by way of the front door..She asked him
how many fingers she was holding up, and he said four, and four it was. Then two fingers. Then seven. Her hands so pale, the palms both
bruised..Suddenly so many of Zedd's greatest maxims seemed to conflict with one another, when previously they had together formed a reliable
philosophy and guide to success..A nurse fussed over him as she helped him into bed, concerned about his paleness and his tremors. She was
attentive, efficient, compassionate but she wasn't in the least attractive, and he wished she would.Frequently, people told Agnes that she should find
an agent for Barty, as he was wonderfully photogenic; modeling and acting careers, they assured her, were his for the asking. Though her son was
indeed a fine-looking lad, Agnes knew he wasn't as exceptionally handsome as many perceived him to be. Rather than his looks, what made Barty
so appealing, what made him seem extraordinarily good-looking, were other qualities: an unusual gracefulness for a child, such a physical easiness
in every movement and posture that it seemed as though some curious personal relationship with time had allowed him twenty years to become a
three-year-old; an unfailingly affable temperament and quick smile that possessed his entire face, including his mesmerizing green blue eyes.
Perhaps most affecting of all, his remarkable good health was expressed in the lustrous sheen of his thick hair, in the golden-pink glow of his
summer-touched skin, in every physical aspect of him, until there were times when he seemed radiant..For reasons of mice and dust, doors at the
Lampion house were never left ajar, let alone open this wide..From her reading, she knew that amniotic fluid should be clear. A few traces of blood
in it should not necessarily be alarming, but here were more than traces. Here were thick red-black streams..She worried that her anxiety would
prove contagious, that when her fear infected her boy, he would be less able to fight whatever hateful thing had taken seed in his right eye.."You
can't take much of anything by mouth for a few hours yet," said the nurse. "Nausea is too great a risk. Retching might start you hemorrhaging
again.".At eight o'clock in the evening, Junior parked two blocks past the target house. He walked back to the Prosser residence, gloved hands in
the pockets of his raincoat, collar turned up..The subtle distortions in his vision, which caused lines of type to twist, didn't appear to trouble Barty
much otherwise. He moved as quickly and as surely as ever, with his special grace..Junior closed his eyes at once and let his jaw sag, breathing
through his mouth, feigning sleep.."Ouch," said Edom, and this earned him loving smiles from Maria, Agnes, and Barty..Through the door came
the sound of running water splashing in a sink. Neddy washing his hands..He reached the end of the alleyway, stumbled into the stream of
pedestrians, nearly knocked over an elderly Chinese man, turned, and discovered ... no Vanadium.."Couldn't carry these three ladies," he said.
"Svelte as they are, they still weigh more than a backpack.".Yet he brooded even at breakfast, in spite of the consolation of clotted cream and
berries, raisin scones and cinnamon butter. In better worlds, wiser Tom Vanadiums chose different tactics that resulted in less misery than this, in a
far swifter conveyance of Enoch Cain to the halls of justice. But he was none of those Tom Vanadiums. He was only this Tom, flawed "land
struggling, and he couldn't take comfort in the fact that elsewhere he had proved to be a better man..The girl smiled, as stunningly beautiful as he
remembered her, but she was no longer fifteen, as she had been when last he'd seen her. Since her death in childbirth nearly three years ago, she'd
matured and grown lovelier than ever..The driver shook his head. "I knew everything anyone would need to know about you when I heard you ask
your kid what would happen if the stupid boogeyman showed up in her dream.".He nodded. "You do. Yes. But you don't need to know right now.
Later, when you're calmer, when you're clearer. It's too important to rush you through it now.".Tucking the covers around Angel, Celestina said,
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"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.".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..Tom was alone. The place should be silent. Hanna Rey, the
housekeeper, wasn't scheduled to arrive until ten o'clock..Neddy's face didn't appear to be as pale as it had been earlier. An undertone of gray,
possibly blue, darkened the skin..His first year in San Francisco was an eventful one for the nation and the world. Winston Churchill, arguably the
greatest man of the century thus far, died. The United States launched the first air strikes against North Vietnam, and Lyndon Johnson raised troop
levels to 150,000 in that conflict. A Soviet cosmonaut was the first to take a space walk outside an orbiting craft. Race riots raged in Watts for five
fiery days. The Voting Rights Act of 1965 was signed into law. Sandy Koufax, a Los Angeles Dodger, pitched a perfect game, in which no hitter
reached first base. T. S. Eliot died, and Junior purchased one of the poet's works through the Book-of-the-Month Club. Other famous people passed
away: Stan Laurel, Nat King Cole, Le Corbusier, Albert Schweitzer, Somerset Maugham.... Indira Gandhi became the first woman prime minister
of India, and the Beatles' inexplicable and annoying success rolled on and on..They wore out a lot of cards and kept a generous supply of all types
of decks on hand.."No, I don't see it," Chicane repeated. "There's no benefit to a meditation marathon. Twenty minutes is enough, man. Half an
hour at the most. You relied on your internal clock, didn't you?".If her beautiful son was to be a prodigy of any kind, she would thank God for his
talent and would do anything she could to help him achieve his destiny.."I'm sure you would be, yes, but I'm afraid I don't have the patience to
teach, I'm a performer, not an instructor. I suppose I could give you the name of a good teacher.".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..Junior was aware that all the cops were watching him as he stared
down at the body, and he frantically tried to think what an innocent husband would be likely to do or say, but his imagination failed him. His
thoughts could not be organized..The voice had come not from the armchair in the corner, but from immediately beside the bed..He hadn't paid
close attention to those patrons seated at the bar behind him. Now, he turned in his chair to study them.."Why are you here?" "Where else I should
be and for why? I watch you over." As the tears cleared from Agnes's eyes, she saw that Maria was sewing. A shopping bag stood to one side of the
chair, and to the other side, open on the floor, a case contained spools of thread, needles, a pincushion, a pair of scissors, and other supplies of a
seamstress's trade..Too much clatter, drawing attention. No leisure for romance now, no chance for a two-sister score. just kill Celestina, kill
Bartholomew, and go, go..Whether making love or killing, he was never guided by bigotry. A private little joke with himself. But true..Hers were
the most feminine hands he'd ever seen. Slender, soft, prettier than Naomi's. He had no idea what she was talking about..The detective was driven
by this string theory of his, and maybe he also saw visions or even heard voices, like Joan of Arc. Joan of Arc with out beauty or grace, Joan of Arc
with a service revolver and the authority to."Angel," Phimie said urgently, and then, with an effort that made a blood vessel swell.Angel followed
him and observed as he climbed a stepstool and unhooked the telephone handset. He dialed with little pause between digits, and spoke with each of
his uncles..As he edged closer, to better hear the conversation, he became aware of someone staring at him. He looked up into anthracite eyes, into
a gaze as sharp as that of any bird, set in the lean face of a thirty something man thinner than a winter-starved crow..Finally wimping out
completely, Parkhurst left the room. The heavy door sighed softly shut, silencing the squeak of rubber-soled shoes, the swish of starched uniforms,
and other noises made by the busy nurses in the corridor..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..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..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.."I don't know." He was silent a moment. "That's what's going to be interesting."."Why do they let a man like that keep his
badge?" Junior asked. "He's outrageous, wholly unprofessional.".Crossing Spruce Hills with John, Paul, George, Ringo, and dead Thomas, Junior
headed back toward Victoria's place, where Sinatra was no longer singing..That evening, he was filled with a greater sense of adventure than he'd
felt since arriving in the city from Oregon. Consequently, he treated himself to three glasses of a superb Bordeaux and a filet mignon in the same
elegant hotel lounge where he had dined on his first night in San Francisco, almost three years earlier..AS GREASY WITH FEAR sweat as a pig
on a slaughterhouse ramp, Junior woke from a nightmare that he could not remember. Something *is reaching for him-that's all he could recall,
hands clutching at him out of the dark-and then he was awake, wheezing. Night still pressed at the glass beyond the venetian blind. The pharmacy
lamp in the comer was aglow, but the chair that had been beside it was no longer there. It had been moved closer to Junior's bed..Instead, he sat in
the breakfast nook with his phone books and resumed the grueling search for Bartholomew..Awed, dropping to one knee before Barty, Tom
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fingered the sleeve of the boy's shirt..Darker than water, another stain spread across the lap and down the legs of the pants. It was the color of port
wine when filtered through the gray fabric of the jogging suit, but even in her semi-delirious state, she knew that she was not the vessel for a
miracle birth, was not bringing forth a baby in a flush of wine, but in a gush of blood..He had noted all seven names on the bassinets, but he read
them again. He sensed in their names-or in one of their names-the explanation for his seemingly mad perception of a looming threat..Here, now,
came the anaconda smile. "Did you argue about the baby, Enoch? Maybe she wanted it, and you didn't. Guy like you--a baby would cramp your
style. Too much responsibility.".Mary had a yellow vinyl ball of the type Koko would happily chase all day and, if allowed, chew all night, keeping
the house awake with its squeaking. "Want this?" she asked Koko. Koko wanted it, of course, needed it, absolutely had to have it, and leaped into
action as Mary pretended to throw the ball..Second-stage labor was supposed to last about fifty minutes in a woman bearing her first child, as little
as twenty if the birth was not the first, but she sensed that Bartholomew was not going to come into the world by the book..Closing her eyes, Agnes
whispered, "Bartholomew," in a reverent voice full of wonder, full of awe..To the alleyway again. Not through the clodhopper-cluttered gallery this
time. Around the block at a brisk walk..Late Thursday, following a nine-hour session with Hisscus, Nork, and Knacker, Magusson--negotiating in
conjunction with the Hackachak counsel-had indeed reached acceptable terms. Kaitlin Hackachak would receive $250,000 for the loss of her sister.
Sheena and Rudy would receive $900,000 to compensate them for their severe emotional pain and suffering; this allowed them to undergo a lot of
therapy in Las Vegas. Junior would receive $4,250,000. Magusson's fee was twenty percent prior to trial-forty percent if a settlement had been
reached after the start of court proceedings-which left Junior with $3,400,000. All payments to plaintiffs were net of taxes..If Vanadium appeared
among these men, Junior would not only puke out the contents of his stomach, but also would disgorge his internal organs, every last one of them,
and spew up his bones, too, until he emptied out everything within his skin..After supper in a roadside diner, Paul returned to his room and studied
a tattered map of the western United States, the latest of several he'd worn out over the years. Depending on the weather and the steepness of the
terrain, he might be able to reach Spruce Hills, Oregon, in ten days.."I see. Sometimes. Just quick. For like a blink. Like when you stand between
two mirrors. You know?".Nothing in his reading offered a satisfactory explanation for what had been happening to him. None of the women filled
the hole in his heart, and all of the Bartholomews were harmless. Only the needlepoint offered any satisfaction, but though Junior was proud of his
craftsmanship, he knew that a grown man couldn't find fulfillment in stitchery alone..As beautiful as they were, none of these women satisfied him
as profoundly as Naomi had satisfied him..Animal instinct told Junior that the business with the quarter in the diner and now these quarters in his
living room were related to his failure to find Bartholomew, Seraphim White's bastard child. He couldn't logically explain the connection; but as
Zedd teaches, animal instinct is the only unalloyed truth we will ever know.."Once out of the coma and stabilized for a few weeks, I was transferred
to a hospital in Portland, where I had to undergo eleven surgeries.".Even at this post midnight hour, the lounge would sometimes be as crowded
with worried loved ones as at any other time of the day. This morning, however, the only life under the threat of the scythe appeared to be Wally's;
the sole vigil being kept was for him..In the Suburban with Wally and Grace, as they waited to hit the trail, Celestina said, "He took her to a movie
again, Tuesday night.".that he could not entirely analyze. Any amateur magician-indeed, anyone willing to practice enough hours, magician or
not-could master this trick. It was mere skill, not sorcery. "What was your motive, Enoch?".With a paper towel, Junior wiped the revolver. He
dropped it on the floor beside the riddled nurse..On the day that Vanadium attended the graveside service for Seraphim and subsequently stopped at
Naomi's grave to needle Cain, he had suspected that Phimie didn't die in a traffic accident, as claimed, but he hadn't for a moment thought that the
wife killer was in any way connected. Now, finding this gallery brochure in the nightstand drawer seemed to be one more bit of circumstantial
proof of Cain's guilt..Reaching between the slats, Agnes tickled the pink piggies on his left foot. "Toes.".After taking a preliminary statement from
Celestina, Bellini left to romance a judge out of bed and obtain a search warrant for Enoch Cain's residence, having already ordered a stakeout of
the Russian Hill apartment. Celestina's description of her assailant was a perfect match for Cain. Furthermore, the suspect's Mercedes had been
abandoned at her place. Bellini sounded confident that they would find and arrest the man soon..Elsewhere in the cemetery, about 150 yards away,
another interment service-with a much larger group of mourners-had begun prior to this one for Naomi. Now it was over, and the people were
dispersing to their cars..Although this was perhaps the happiest evening of Celestina's fife, it wasn't without a note of melancholy. She couldn't
avoid thinking about Phimie..To celebrate, Junior went to a gallery and purchased the second piece of art in his collection. Not sculpture this time:
a painting..Young boys, however, are not moved by scenery, especially not when their hearts are adventuring on Mars..His waitress was a cutie.
She flirted with him, and he knew he could have her if he wanted..Alarm contacts gleamed in the header, but the system wasn't currently
activated..Not a door opened in the narrow street. Nobody looked out to see what the noise was. Not till long after the men were gone did some
neighbors creep out to comfort Otter's people as best they could. "Oh, it's a curse, a curse, this wizardry!" they said..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..Her eyes, lustrous pools, brimmed with the
need to know, but she respected the deal. "I only half understood all that, and I don't even know which half, but in some strange way, it feels true.
Thank you. I will think about it tonight, when I can't sleep." She stepped close and kissed him on the cheek. "Who are you, Tom
Vanadium?".Smiling, pulling the blanket more tightly around herself, she said, "You look after your old mom, don't you?".As one of the two
paramedics hurried to the ambulance van and scrambled into the driver's seat, Agnes suffered another contraction so severe that for a tremulous
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moment, at the peak of the agony, she almost lost consciousness..He found himself looking over his shoulder more than once. By the time lie
returned to his room, he felt half crushed by anxiety..He thought he heard the soft swoosh of knife-edge wings slicing the January air. He dared not
look up. More in his throat. The agony. Darkness poured into his head, as if it were blood rising relentlessly from his flooded stomach and
esophagus..Junior was at critical depth. The psychological pressure was at least five thousand pounds per square inch and growing by the second.
Implosion imminent..He might have felt properly foolish if he had not suffered so much personal experience of Enoch Cain. This was a false alarm,
but considering the nature of the enemy, it wasn't a bad idea to put himself through a drill from time to time.
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Kayleighs Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Rosalinds Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Kelsis Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Mindys Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Michelles Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Keris Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Maxines Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Kiaras Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Kerris Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Kieras Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Rochelles Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Ruths Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Rhondas Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Ritas Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Mirandas Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Sandras Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Mayras Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Sashas Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Samanthas Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Robyns Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Mayas Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Khadijahs Pocket Posh Journal Mum
McKenzies Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Marlenas Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Shelias Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Hollys Pocket Posh Journal Polka Dot
Nadines Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Sherris Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Natalies Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Patrices Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Shelbys Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Nikkis Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Nias Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Naomis Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Karens Pocket Posh Journal Polka Dot
Marissas Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Stephanis Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Nikitas Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Preciouss Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Sidneys Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Nicoles Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Natalias Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Marlos Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Nancys Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Marnies Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Marjories Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Isabelles Pocket Posh Journal Polka Dot
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Vivianas Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Shaynas Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Whitleys Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Victorias Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Sheilas Pocket Posh Journal Mum
Audreys Pocket Posh Journal Polka Dot
Autumns Pocket Posh Journal Polka Dot
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