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open grave. In his hand: the white rose, its thorns slick with his blood. He dropped the bloom, and it fell out of sight, into the gaping earth, atop
Naomi's casket.."But in 'This Momentous Day,' Bartholomew is just the disciple, the historical figure, and he's also a metaphor for the unforeseen
consequences of even our most ordinary actions.".Dishes dried and put away, Jacob retired to the living room and settled contentedly into an
armchair, where he would probably become so enthralled with his new book of dam disasters that he would forget to make luncheon sandwiches
until Barty and Angel rescued him from the flooded streets of some dismally unfortunate town.."I don't know anyone named Bartholomew." He
decided that the truth, in this instance, could not harm him.."You look very, very handsome this morning, Mr. Barty, " squeaked Pixie Lee, who
was something of a flirt. "You look like a big movie star.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..The two men detached and rolled up
the pleated green skirt that hung from the rectangular frame of the graveyard winch on which the casket was suspended. Green, rather than black,
because Naomi loved nature: Junior had been thoughtful about the details of the service..From time to time, customers had crossed the cocktail
lounge to drop folding money into a fishbowl atop the piano, tips for the musician. A few had requested favorite -tunes..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..A few
gasps and exclamations. A sweet giggle and applause from Angel. The reactions were surprisingly mild..But on March 23, 1966, after a bad date
with Frieda Bliss, who collected paintings by Jack Lientery, an important new artist, Junior had an experience that rocked him, added significance
to the episode in the diner, and made him wish he hadn't donated his pistol to the police project that melted guns into switchblades..On Thursday,
December 28, employing forged driver's licenses and social-security cards as identification, Junior opened small savings accounts and also rented
safe-deposit boxes for Pinchbeck and Gammoner at different banks with which he'd never previously done business, using the mailing addresses
that he'd established earlier..On the other hand, one needed to believe in something. Junior didn't clutter his mind with superstitious nonsense or
allow himself to be constrained by the views of bourgeois society or by its smug concepts of right and wrong, good and evil. From Zedd, he'd
learned that he was the sole master of his universe. Self-realization through self-esteem was his doctrine; total freedom and guiltless pleasure were
the rewards of faithful adherence to his principles. What he believed in-the only thing he believed in-was Junior Cain, and in this he was a fiercely
passionate believer, devout unto himself Consequently, as Caesar Zedd explained, when any man was clearheaded enough to cast off all the
false.Busily, earnestly, with great satisfaction, Junior redirected his anger at Celestina and at the man with her. These two were, after all, guardians
of the true Bartholomew, and therefore Junior's enemies..Minutes later, once more in a corridor conference with Dr. Daines, she was forced to
temper her new optimism..The sirens shrieked so loud that he felt a sympathetic vibration in his dental fillings, and with a sharp cry of brakes, a
great red truck turned the comer, at once followed by a second..After using a paring knife to section and core an apple, Paul withdrew a sheet of
stationery from his desk and uncapped a fountain pen. His penmanship was old-fashioned -in its neatness, as precise and appealing as fine
calligraphy. He wrote: Dear Reverend White ....Indeed, as Celestina and the kid reached the foot of the steps to this second house, Bartholomew
pointed, and the woman turned to look back. She appeared to stare straight at the Mercedes, though the fog made it impossible for Junior to be
sure.."I don't stumble. Not much, anyway." To the girl, Bartholomew said, "Angel, are you okay?".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..Tossing the knave onto the table,
Agnes said, "Barty doesn't seem too impressed with this devil.".To his room then, where they sat side by side in bed, a plate of chocolate-chip
cookies between them. Through the evening, they stepped off this earth and out of all its troubles, into a world of adventure, where friendship and
loyalty and courage and honor could deal with any malignancy..The attorney's admission surprised Junior. This was probably as close as Magusson
would ever get to saying, Maybe you didn't kill your wife, after all, but he was by nature a nasty prick, so even an implied apology was more than
Junior had ever expected to receive.."Maybe I won't have to try as hard as I think, because you make it so easy, Barty.".The dinner guest leaned
back into the car, as though to retrieve something. Perhaps he, too, had been considerate enough to bring a small gift for his hostess..Through the
remainder of his dinner, he was entirely future focused, the past put safely out of mind. Until ....The car shuddered, wrenched steel screamed, and a
cry of triumph rose from the rescuers.."No, I didn't see him," Junior reminded the attorney. "I just assumed, when this harassment started
here-".Number three on the charts was "Mr. Lonely," by Bobby Vinton, an American talent from Canonsburg, Pennsylvania. Junior sang
along..knew Phimie died in childbirth, not an accident, and Max's instincts told him rape. I explained to your dad why Cain was the man. I wanted
whatever information he might have. But I suppose ... sitting there, looking at my face, he decided that Cain is indeed the biggest hornet's nest ever,
and he didn't want to put his daughter and granddaughter at greater risk than necessary.".Junior closed his eyes at once and let his jaw sag,
breathing through his mouth, feigning sleep..When Bartholomew first said "Kay-jub," and held out one hand toward his uncle, Jacob surprised
Agnes by crying with happiness.."I think we could wind up as crazy as he is, if we tried long enough to puzzle out his twisted logic.".Casey and
Tutti, her sister Skipper, and dreamboat Ken-and soon the girls had Barty enthusiastically involved in a make-believe world far different from the
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one in which Heinlein's teenage lead owned an extraordinary alien pet with eight legs, the temperament of a kitten, and an appetite for everything
from grizzly bears to Buicks..Junior blinked and dared not speak, because he didn't know any Bartholomew, and now he was certain the cop was
weaving an elaborate web of deceit, setting a trap. Why would he have spoken a name that meant nothing to him?.Maria looked stricken when she
answered the doorbell, for she intuited that a visit, instead of a call, meant the worst..By the time he arrived at his apartment, Junior could think of
no better action to take, so he phoned Simon Magusson, his attorney in Spruce Hills..Reminding himself that nature was merely a dumb machine,
utterly devoid of mystery, and that the unknown would always prove familiar if you dared to lift its veil, Junior discovered he could move. Each of
his feet seemed to weigh as much as one of Wroth Griskin's cast bronzes, but he crossed the sidewalk an went into Galerie Coquin..The dining
table could accommodate six, and Agnes instructed Maria to set two places on each of the long sides, leaving the ends unused. "It'll be cozier if we
all sit across from one another.".In July, she went for a walk on the shore with Paul Damascus, expecting to do a little beachcombing, to watch the
comical scurrying crabs. Somewhere between the seashells and the crustaceans, however, he asked her if she could ever love him..To the alleyway
again. Not through the clodhopper-cluttered gallery this time. Around the block at a brisk walk..A mutual interest in ballroom dancing had resulted
in their introduction when each needed a new partner for a fox-trot and swing competition. Nolly had started taking lessons five years before he had
met Kathleen..The two bereaved women huddled at one end of the living room, tearful, touching, talking quietly, wondering together if there was
any way that each could help the other to fill this sudden, deep, and terrible hole in their lives..His apartment, over the large garage, was reached by
a set of exterior stairs. The space was divided into two rooms. The first was a combination living room and kitchenette, with a corner dining table
seating two. Beyond was a small bedroom with adjoining bath..Even Rudy, as huge as Big Foot and as amoral as a skink, was afraid of this
woman.."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 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?"."To support my eyelids. And because without anything in the sockets, I look gross. People barf. Old
ladies pass out. Little girls like you Pee their pants and run screaming.".Although Junior continued to feel threatened, continued to trust his instinct
in this matter, he didn't devote his every waking hour to the hunt. He had a life to enjoy, after all. Self-improvements to undertake, galleries to
explore, women to pursue..He threw away his necktie, because in the elevator, on the way down from Renee's-or Rene's--penthouse, and again on
the walk back to his apartment, he had scrubbed his tongue with it. On further consideration, he threw away everything that he had been wearing,
including his shoes..Captivated by catastrophe, so lost in his book that he might as well have stepped magically inside of it and closed the covers
after himself, Uncle Jacob didn't answer.."One of the things I was searching for in your house was a life insurance policy on your wife. I didn't find
one. Didn't find any canceled checks for the premium, either.".The day before Christmas, along the California coast. Although sun gilded the
morning, clouds gathered in the afternoon, but no snow would ease sled runners across these roofs..Instead, her father asked, "Is this emotion
talking, Celie, or is this brain as much as heart?".In spite of the urgency of his desire, he followed a circuitous route to Victorial's, doubling back on
himself twice, watching for surveillance as he drove. If he were being followed, his tail was an invisible man in a ghost car.."I thought so," Angel
said, dubiosity squinching her face. "Mrs. Ornwall made me cheese.".Vanadium hadn't seen the man who had clubbed him from behind and who
had smashed his face with a pewter candlestick, but when~ he spoke the name Enoch Cain, the quality in his eyes was not compassion. No
fingerprints had been left, no evidence in the aftermath of the fire at the Bressler house or in the Studebaker hauled from Quarry Lake.."Some
Baptists are opposed to drink, Doctor, but we're the wicked variety. Though all we have is a warm bottle of Chardonnay.".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..At the bottom, the killer had
pushed the cedar chest aside and clambered to his feet. From out of his raveled Tutankhamen windings, he peered up at Paul and fired one shot
without taking aim, almost halfheartedly, before disappearing into the living room..Junior lifted the pattie with a fork, found no quarter under it,
and put the meat on one half of the bun. He constructed the sandwich from these fixings, added ketchup and mustard, and took a great, delicious,
satisfying bite..After taking a minute to steel himself, Junior squatted next to the dead detective..He wanted Celestina to sit in her seat and use her
lap belt, but she insisted on cuddling next to him, as if she were a high-school girl and he were her teenage beau..Pity warmed the physician's
ascetic face. "You loved your wife very much, didn't you?"."I ALWAYS EAT CAV-EE-JAR FOR BREAKFAST," said Velveeta Cheese in her
stuffed-bear voice..Taking her mother's advice to heart, Celestina sighed. "All right. Let's just pray they catch him. But if they don't ... two weeks,
and then the rest of the plan, the way you said, Tom. Except that I can't tolerate two weeks-in a hotel, cooped up, afraid to go into the streets, no
sun, no fresh air.".under the spoon to catch drips, she conveyed the shimmering sliver to Agnes's mouth.."Everybody needs cheese," Angel said,
which apparently meant that Mrs. Ornwall would never lack work. "Mommy, you're wrong..Wally's help, not just with the apartment, but with his
time and love, had made an incalculable difference..Her hands shook as she counted out the fare and the tip from her wallet. "I'm scared sick.
Maybe you should just take me right back home.".Three times, the singing faded away, but twice, just when he thought that she had finished, she
began to croon again. The third time, the silence lasted..Junior was vigilant. He took note of all those who approached the piano, whether they
dropped money in the fishbowl or not..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
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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..The sensual memories of
his torrid evening with Seraphim had left Junior aroused. Unfortunately, the only female nearby was Industrial Woman, and he wasn't that
desperate..He planned, as soon as they took him out of his cell, to use the old Changers spell of self-transformation and so escape. Surely his life
was in danger, and it would be all right to use the spell? Only he couldn't decide what to turn himself into-a bird, or a wisp of smoke, what would
be safest? But while he was thinking about it, Losen's men, used to wizard's tricks, drugged his food and he ceased to think of anything at all. They
dumped him into a mule-cart like a sack of oats. When he showed signs of reviving during the journey, one of them bashed him on the head,
remarking that he wanted to make sure he got his rest..It's been a joy to me to go back to Earthsea and find it still there, entirely familiar, and yet
changed and still changing. What I thought was going to happen isn't what's happening, people aren't who-or what-I thought they were, and I lose
my way on islands I thought I knew by heart.."You'll be out of ICU tomorrow, I bet. You'll have a phone, I'll call. And I'll come soon as I can.".The
custom-fitted gold-link band of the wristwatch closed with a clasp that, when released, allowed the watch to slip over the hand with ease. Junior
knew at once that the clasp had come undone when his arm tangled in the belt of Neddy's raincoat. The corpse had torn loose and tumbled into the
Dumpster, taking Junior's watch with it.."July 14, 1960, in Guatemala City, Guatemala, a fire in a mental hospital-two hundred twenty-five
dead.".Besides, being a future-focused guy who believed that the past was a burden best shed, he never made an effort to nurture memories.
Sentimental wallowing in nostalgia had none of the appeal for him that it had for most people..Given a child-size harmonica, he extemporized
simplified versions of songs he heard on the radio. The Beatles' "All You Need Is Love." The Box Tops' "The Letter." Stevie Wonder's "I Was
Made to Love Her." After hearing a tune once, Barty could play a recognizable rendition..From the corn soup to the baked ham to the plum
pudding, he did not speak of his dry walk in wet weather..The gurney, one wheel rattling. The young orderly behind it, dressed all in white. And the
nurse again.."And how about this," he continued. "Every point in the universe is directly connected to every other point, regardless of distance, so
any point on Mars is, in some mysterious way, as close to me as is any of you. Which means it's possible for information-and objects, even
people-to move instantly between here and London without wires or microwave transmission. In fact, between here and a distant star, instantly. We
just haven't figured out how to make it happen. Indeed, on a deep structural level, every point in the universe is the same point. This
interconnectedness is so complete that a great flock of birds taking flight in Tokyo, disturbing the air with their wings, contributes to weather
changes in Chicago."."Miss White was admitted to St. Mary's late January fifth," said Nolly, "with dangerous hypertension, a complication of
pregnancy.".She found the switch and clicked off the lamp again. "Good-night, young prince.".The slamming of Junior's heart sounded as loud to
him as mortar rounds. He stepped back and sideways, out of the vending machine's line of fire..Leaving three of the pats in the container, he
carefully placed the fourth on the vinyl-tile floor..Besides, even before he had fully turned on his charm, before he had shown her that a ride on the
Junior Cain love machine would make other men seem forever inadequate, Renee was so hot for him that it might have been wise to open a bottle
of champagne to douse her when spontaneous combustion destroyed her Chanel suit..So here it came again, the hateful past, returning when Junior
thought he was shed of it. This tall, lanky, Celestina-humping son of a bitch, guardian of Bartholomew, had driven away, gone home, but he
couldn't stay in the past where he belonged, and he was opening his mouth to say Who are you or maybe to shout an alarm, so Junior shot him three
times..Once in a while, however, he reverted to his roots, to the food that gave him comfort. Thus, the cheeseburger and its decadent
accoutrements..The big trees on Vanadium's property also stood bare, allowing a relatively unobstructed view of the house. The back of the
residence as dark, but a soft light warmed two windows at the front..Dinner was cooking in the upper of the two ovens. He switched the bottom
oven, setting it at warm, and dropped open the door..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..On the back of the watch case, however, were the
incriminating words of a commemorative engraving: To Eenie/Love/Tammy Bean..They sat in silence, and the moment held such an extraordinary
quality of expectation that Kathleen would not have been surprised if the vanished quarter had suddenly appeared in midair and dropped, winking
brightly, to the center of Nolly's desk, there to spin with perpetual motion, until Vanadium chose to pluck it up..Behind the dog, Mary walked out
of nowhere, ball in hand, and Koko whirled in surprise, and the chase was on again..Edom would have judged this a perfect day-except for the
earthquake weather. He was convinced that the Big One would bring the coastal cities to ruin before twilight..A cheer went up from family and
friends, and Agnes could only imagine what it must feel like to be Barty, both blind and blessed, his heart as rich in courage as in kindness..He
placed a phone call to Kaitlin Hackachak, his trollish and avaricious sister-in-law, asking her to dispose of Naomi's things, their furniture, and
whatever of his own possessions he chose to leave behind. Although she had been awarded a quarter of a million dollars in the family settlement
with the state and county, Kaitlin would be at the house by dawn's first light if she thought she might make ten bucks from liquidating its
contents..Perhaps she was afflicted with only expressive aphasia, but she must be confused to some degree. The baby, which would be placed for
adoption, was not hers to name.."No," said Vanadium, "you only think you know who I am and what I am, but you don't know anything. That's all
right. You'll learn.".As usual, Vanadium had spoken in a monotone, putting no special emphasis on those two words. Yet Junior sensed that the
detective harbored doubts about the explanation of the girl's death..In the top drawer, in addition to the expected items, Tom Vanadium found a
through-womens-eyes-volume-2-an-american-history-with-documents.pdf
Page 3/7

Through Womens Eyes Volume 2 An American History With Documents

gallery brochure for an art exhibition. In the hooded flashlight beam, the name Celestina White seemed to flare off the glossy paper as though
printed in reflective ink..When Agnes crunched the ice, the nurse said, "No, no. Don't swallow it all at once. Let it melt.".He rolled his head back
and forth on the pillow. "Nope. It's still just something you gotta feel."."For one thing, jurors might conclude that the authorities never really
suspected you and tried to frame you for murder to conceal their culpability in the poor maintenance of the tower. By far, most of the cops think
you're innocent anyway.".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?".Likewise, she wasn't prepared to deal with a monster like the father, if one day he
came for Angel. And he would come. She knew. In these events as in all things, Celestina White glimpsed a pattern, complex and mysterious, and
to the eye of an artist, the symmetry of the design required that one day the father would come. She wasn't prepared to deal with the creep now, but
by the time that he arrived, she would be ready for him.."What's this?" the man asked her, as Sinatra swooped through "Come Fly with Me.".Alone
with Paul, as he stood abashed, she removed her blouse and bra and, with arms crossed over her breasts, revealed to him her savaged back.
Whereas her father had used open-hand slaps and hard fists to teach his twin sons the lessons of God, he preferred canes and lashes as the
instruments of education for his daughter, because he believed that his direct touch might have invited sin. Scars disfigured Agnes from shoulders
to buttocks, pale scars and others dark, crosshatched and whorled.."We've mapped three routes to the top," Angel said, "and each offers different
challenges. Barty's eventually going to climb all of them, but he's starting with the hardest.".The port-wine birthmark appeared to be darker than
before and differently mottled than he remembered it..He took a long shower, as hot as he could tolerate, until his muscles felt as soft as
butter..Because she'd enjoyed some limited use of her right arm, it was less wasted than her left, although not normal. Paul pulled down that sleeve
of her pajamas..In Losen's service was a man who called himself Hound, because, as he said, he had a nose for witchery. His employment was to
sniff Losen's food and drink and garments and women, anything that might be used by enemy wizards against him; and also to inspect his warships.
A ship is a fragile thing in a dangerous element, vulnerable to spells and hexes. As soon as Hound came aboard the new galley he scented
something. "Well, well," he said, "who's this?" He walked to the helm and put his hand on it. "This is clever," he said. "But who is it? A newcomer,
I think." He sniffed appreciatively. "Very clever," he said..Odder yet, the pianist had studied him with a keen interest that was inexplicable, since
they were essentially strangers. When caught staring, he'd appeared rattled, turning away quickly, eager to avoid further contact.."It's a lot," Angel
insisted. "Wally gave me an Oreo, last time I saw him. You like Oreos?".He heard her explain that the title of the exhibition had been inspired by
one of her father's sermons, which aired on a nationally syndicated weekly radio program more than three years ago. This wasn't a religious
program, per se, but rather one concerned with a search for meaning in life; it usually broadcast interviews with contemporary philosophers as well
as speeches by them, but from time to time featured a clergyman. Her father's sermon received the greatest response from listeners of anything
aired on the program in twenty years, and three weeks later, it was rerun by popular demand..They lived too far from the nearest railroad tracks. He
could not rationally expect a derailed train to crash through the garage..Vanadium, lending an aura of normalcy to the house. Now he wanted
silence, so he would immediately hear another car in the driveway if one arrived..He smiled. "Those of us who were priests first--yeah, we're all a
broody bunch. Of the others--not many, but probably more than you think.".Nothing he could do about it now. Having Naomi's body moved to
another grave, in a cemetery without Negroes, would cause a lot of talk. He didn't want to draw more attention to himself..Rising, Celestina said to
Tom, "Last Tuesday night, we had to switch on the lawn sprinklers. This will be much better.".Bartholomew had been able to focus his eyes much
sooner than the average baby was supposed to be able to focus. To a surprising extent, he was already engaged in the world around him.."May 14,
1845, in Canton, China, a theater fire killed sixteen hundred seventy. On December 8, 1863, a fire in the Church of La Compana, in Santiago,
Chile, left two thousand five hundred and one dead. One hundred fifty perished in a fire at a Paris charity bazaar: May 4, 1897. June 30, 1900, a
dock fire in Hoboken, New Jersey, killed three hundred twenty-six. . .".In the physician's eyes, a yearning to believe. In his face, a squint of
skepticism..Hackachaks to browbeat him into a despairing, exhausted, disgusted compliance with their greed..Around the dinner table, the adults
applauded, but the tougher audience squinted at the ceiling, toward which she believed the coin had arced, then at the table, where it ought to have
fallen among the water glasses or in her creamed corn. At last she looked at Tom and said, "Not magic.".Glancing at the plump pie in Edom's
hands, the gentleman replied to Agnes in a musical yet gravelly voice worthy of Louis Armstrong: "You must be the lady Reverend Collins told me
about.".The afternoon was winding down, and the lowering sky seemed to be drawn steadily toward the earth by threads of gray light that reeled
westward, ever faster, over the horizon's spool. The air smelled like rain waiting to happen..While the horse and then the sheep grazed twelve
months each, an H-bomb accidentally fell from a B-52 and was lost in the ocean, off Spain, for two months before being located. Mao Tse-tung
launched his Cultural Revolution, killing thirty million people to improve Chinese society. James Meredith, civil rights activist, was wounded by
gunfire during a march in Mississippi. In Chicago, Richard Speck murdered eight nurses in a row-house dormitory, and a month later, Charles
Whitman limbed a tower at the University of Texas, from which he shot and killed twelve people. Arthritis forced Sandy Koufax, star pitcher for
the Dodgers, to retire. Astronauts Grissom, White, and Chaffee died earthbound, in a flash fire that swept their Apollo spacecraft during a full-scale
launch simulation. Among the noted who traded fame for eternity were Walt Disney, Spencer Tracy, saxophonist John Coltrane, writer Carson
McCullers, Vivien Leigh, and Jayne Mansfield. Junior bought McCullers's The Heart Is a Lonely Hunter, and though he didn't doubt that she was a
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fine writer, her work proved to be too weird for his taste. During these years, the world was rattled by earthquakes, swept by hurricanes and
typhoons, plagued by floods and droughts and politicians, ravaged by disease. And in Vietnam, hostilities were still underway.."Love you," Wally
said, and Celestina repeated it, and he said, "I'm gonna stand in the hall till I hear you set both locks.".In all the many ways things are, across the
infinity of worlds and all Creation, Barty believed that no woman existed whose beauty exceeded hers or whose heart was better..The Selective
Service physician quickly declared Junior to be maimed and unfit. Quietly but with passion, Junior pleaded for a chance to prove his value to the
armed forces, but the examiner was unmoved by patriotism, interested only in keeping the cattle line of other potential draftees moving past him at
a steady pace.
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