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"I suspect," Tom said, "that any job you set your mind to, you'd be as good as you are at teeth."."It doesn't have to be grand," she said, with a
seductive leer, "but if we're going to wait, then the wedding better be soon.".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?".Reminding himself that fortune favored the persistent
and that he must always look for the bright side, Junior began with the city itself and with those whose surnames were Bartholomew. This was a
manageable number..As though one of the quarters had dropped into his ear and triggered a golden oldie in the jukebox of his mind, Junior heard
Vanadium's voice in the hospital room, in Spruce Hills, on the night of the day when Naomi died: "en you cut Naomi's string, you put an end to the
effects that her music would have on the lives of others and on the shape of the future.....Celestina, surprised by Lipscomb's arrival, was still
mentally numb from Neddy's harangue. "Doctor, I didn't know you were coming."."It's just that you never know what anyone's hand has been up to
recently," Jacob explained. "That respectable banker down the street might have thirty dismembered women buried in his backyard. The nice
church-going lady next door might be sleeping in the same bed with the rotting corpse of a lover who tried to jilt her, and for a hobby she makes
jewelry from the finger bones of preschool children she's tortured and murdered.".Junior spoke the three words aloud and felt a strange resonance
between them and his dim memories of Reverend White's voice on that long-ago night. Yet the link, if any actually existed, remained
elusive..Instead of answering the question, meaning to imply that he believed Junior already knew the facts, Thomas Vanadium said, "I was able to
get a warrant to search your house." Junior thought this must be a trick. No hard evidence existed to indicate that Naomi had died at the hands of
another rather than by accident..Descending the stairs, Edom said, "September 18, 1906, a typhoon slammed into Hong Kong. More than ten
thousand died. The wind was blowing with such incredible velocity; hundreds of people were killed by sharp pieces of debris-splintered wood,
spear-point fence staves, nails, glass-driven into them with the power of bullets. One man was struck by a windblown fragment of a Han Dynasty
funerary jar, which cleaved his face, cracked through his skull, and embedded itself in his brain.".As spectacularly busty as the not-yet-dead Jayne
Mansfield, Frieda never wore a bra. In 1966, this free-swinging style was little seen. Initially, Junior didn't realize bralessness was a declaration of
Frieda's liberation; he thought it meant she was a slut..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..From the floor, Junior snatched up the bottle of wine that had twice failed to shatter. His lucky Merlot.."New York City, March 25, 1911,
the Triangle Shirtwaist factory fire-one hundred forty-six dead."."My dad's already armored me," Celestina assured her. "He says art lasts, but
critics are the buzzing insects of a single summer day.".Paul said, "I wanted you ... I don't know ... I just wanted you to see her. I wanted to say ... to
say. . .".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 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..Livor mortis had already set in, blood draining to the lowest points of her body, leaving the fronts of her
bare legs, one side of each bare arm, and her face ghastly pale..The car shuddered, wrenched steel screamed, and a cry of triumph rose from the
rescuers..Neddy favored a quick greeting, two curt pumps, but Junior held fast after the handshake was over. He didn't grind the musician's
knuckles, nothing so crude, just held on pleasantly but firmly. His intention was to confuse and further rattle the man, taking advantage of his
obvious dislike of having his personal space encroached upon, in the hope that Neddy would reveal why he'd been watching Junior so intently from
across the room..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..Tom didn't understand Edom's comment or the smiles that it drew, but otherwise, he was
impressed by the ease with which these people absorbed what he had said and by the imagination with which they began to expand upon his
speculation. It was almost as though they had long known the shape of what he'd told them and that he was only filling in a few confirming
details.."You may be eating yourself into an early grave, Vinnie, but poor Jacob has murdered his own soul, and that's infinitely worse.".Without
sigh or complaint, he would walk back to her with the purse. The errand was no trouble. In fact, returning the purse would give him a chance to get
another good-night kiss..A spirit-shredding bleakness clawed at her, but she couldn't permit it to leave her in tatters. If she traded hope for despair,
as her brothers had done, Bartholomew would be finished before he'd begun. She owed him optimism, lessons in the joy of life..In the car again, a
block from home, Barty said, "Maybe you could just not tell Uncle Edom and Uncle Jacob until Sunday night. They won't handle it real well. You
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know?".Ford dealership, which he'd closed for business until three o'clock: lamentations, lunch, and moving reminiscences of the deceased shared
among the shiny new Thunderbirds, Galaxies, and Mustangs. That venue would provide Junior with the witnesses he required for his reluctant,
tearful, and perhaps even angry concession to the Hackachaks' insistent materialism..RED SKY IN THE morning, sailors take warning; red sky at
night, sailors delight..Strapped to the bracing board, semi-immobilized to prevent the accidental dislodgement of the intravenous feed, Junior's right
arm felt half numb, stiff from disuse..This unfailing consistency of packaging enables card mechanics, professional gamblers, sleight-of-hand
magicians-to manipulate a new deck with confidence that they know, starting, where every card can be found in the stack. An expert mechanic with
practiced and dexterous hands can appear to shuffle so thoroughly that even the most suspicious observer will be satisfied-yet he will still know
exactly where every card is located in the deck. With masterly manipulation, he can place the cards in the order that he wishes, to achieve whatever
effect he desires..there in more genteel and gilded ages, and her flights of imagination sometimes acquired such vivid detail that they were eerily
like memories..For a while, Celestina had worried that the girl was slower to walk than other children, slower to talk, and slower to develop her
vocabulary, even though Celestina read aloud to her from storybooks every day. Then, during the past six months, Angel had caught up in a rush
though she traveled a road somewhat different from what the childrearing books described. Her first word was mama, which was fairly standard,
but her second was blue, which for a while came out "boo." At three, an average child would be doing exceptionally well to identify four colors;
Angel could name eleven, including black and white, because she was able routinely to differentiate pink from red, and purple from blue..Later, at
home, after Agnes sent Edom back to his apartment, she opened a bottle of vodka that she had bought on the way back from Maria's. She mixed it
with orange juice in a waterglass.."It sure is," Barty said. When only a mortified silence followed his remark, he added: "Gee, I thought that was
kinda funny.".In the main room, on his way toward the front door, Junior saw Celestina White surrounded by adoring fatheads, nattering ninnies,
dithering dolts, saps and boneheads, oafs and gawks and simpletons. She was still as gorgeous as her shamelessly beautiful paintings. If the
opportunity arose, Junior would have more use for her than for her so called art..In the glamorous cocktail lounge of this elegant hotel, Junior was
necessarily forced to use other of Zedd's techniques-and more brandy--to liberate from his subconscious the name of the caller on the Ansaphone.
Max. The caller had said, It's Max..Enigmatic as ever on this subject, he continued: "I'm probably not blind more places than I am. Yeah, sure, I'd
rather be me in one of the other places where my eyes are good, but this is the me I am. And you know what?"."Get this through your head, you
shit-for-brains. I lost a daughter, a precious daughter, my Naomi, the light of my life.".Of course, he also might have shot off his own thumbs as
double insurance against being drafted and sent to Vietnam.."Tom," Kathleen said, "I know why you became a cop, I guess. St. Anselmo's
Orphanage ... the murders of those children.".Just as the man turned away, Junior got a glimpse of what he wore under a London Fog raincoat.
Between the lapels of the coat: a white shirt with a wing collar, a black bow tie, the suggestion of black-satin lapels like those on a tuxedo
jacket..Paul didn't realize that Grace had followed them into the living room until she screamed. She started to push past him, heading toward her
husband even as Harrison went down..He closed his eyes again and seemed asleep, but then as she clicked off the lamp, he murmured, "You have
your halo again.".His patience exhausted, the pianist wrenched his hand out of Junior's grip. He glanced around nervously, certain that they must be
the center of attention, but of course the reception guests were lost in their witless conversations, or they were gaga over the maudlin paintings, and
no one was aware of this quiet little drama..During the following day, January 6, as Phimie was wheeled around the hospital for tests in various
departments, Celestina remained in 724, working on her portfolio for a class in advanced portraiture. She was a Junior at the Academy of Art
College..Phimie's eyes widened, her hand tightened painfully on her sister's hand, her entire body convulsed, thrashed, and she cried, "Unnn, unnn,
unnn!".The enormous canopy of the oak didn't shelter the lawn beneath it. The leaves spooned the rain from the air, measuring it by the ounce,
releasing it in thick drizzles instead of drop by drop..Certain the caller was the police operator, Junior screamed as though in agony, wondering if
his cries sounded genuine, since he'd had no opportunity to rehearse. Then, in spite of the painkiller, his cries suddenly were genuine..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..Angel cocked her head and studied his left hand, which he had
closed while opening his right. She pointed. "It's there.".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..Caesar Zedd recommended not merely seizing the day but devouring it. Chew it up,
feed on the day, swallow the day whole. Feast, said Zedd, feast, approach life as a gourmet and as a glutton, because he who practices restraint will
have stored up no sustaining memories when famine inevitably comes..Bressler but no Vanadium. A girl named Angel. Something was wrong here.
Something was rotten..Agnes added this stop to her route at the request of Reverend Tom Collins, the local Baptist minister whose folks
unthinkingly gave him the name of a cocktail. She was friendly with all the clergymen in Bright Beach, and her pie deliveries favored no one
creed.."I'm afraid you're wrong." When Tom opened his left hand, the palm lay as bare as that of a blind beggar in a country of thieves. Meanwhile,
his right hand had tightened into a fist again..He snatched the woman's car keys off the pavement, slid behind the wheel of the Pontiac, and drove
off to find a pharmacy, the only stop that he intended to make until he reached Spruce Hills..Five days later, on Barty's birthday morning, when
Agnes and Edom were in the kitchen, making preparations for the visits that had earned her the affectionate title of Pie Lady, Barty was in his
highchair, eating a vanilla wafer lightly dampened with milk. Each time a crumb fell from the cookie, the boy plucked it off the tray and neatly
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conveyed it to his tongue..Sheena Hackachak, at forty-four, was more beautiful than any current movie star. She looked twenty years younger than
her true age, and she so resembled her late daughter that Junior felt a rush of erotic nostalgia at the sight of her..A half bath downstairs. Two
bedrooms and a full bath on the upper floor. All deserted.."After Elfarran and Morred perished and the Isle of Solea sank beneath the sea, the
Council of the Wise governed for the child Serriadh until he took the throne. His reign was bright but brief. The kings who followed him in Enlad
were seven, and their realm increased in peace and wealth. Then the dragons came to raid among the western lands, and wizards went out in vain
against them. King Akambar moved the court from Berila in Enlad to the City of Havnor, whence he sent out his fleet against invaders from the
Kargad Lands and drove them back into the East. But still they sent raiding ships even as far as the Inmost Sea. Of the fourteen Kings of Havnor
the last was Maharion, who made peace both with the dragons and the Kargs, but at great cost. And after the Ring of the Runes was broken, and
Erreth-Akbe died with the great dragon, and Maharion the Brave was killed by treachery, it seemed that no good thing happened in the
Archipelago..During the day and then following a dinner break, the Hackachaks persisted. The hospital had never witnessed such a spectacle. Shifts
changed, and new nurses came to attend to Junior in greater numbers than necessary, using any excuse to get a glimpse of the freak show..As early
as this evening, here at her son's bedside, Agnes began dimly to sense that certain of these amusing conversations with Barty might not be as
fanciful as they seemed, that he was expressing in a childlike way some truth that she had assumed was fantasy..From his early adolescence, Edom
was drawn to gardening, taking special pleasure in the cultivation of hybrid roses. He'd been only sixteen when one of his blooms earned first place
in a flower show. When his father learned about the competition, he regarded Edom's pursuit of the prize as a grievous sin of pride. The
punishment left Edom bedridden for three days, and when he came downstairs at last, he discovered that his father had torn out all the rose
bushes..A few minutes after dawn, in excellent weather, they flew out of Sacramento, bound for Eugene. Junior would have enjoyed the scenery if
his face hadn't felt as if it were gripped by a score of white-hot pliers in the hands of the same evil trolls that had peopled all the fairy tales that his
mother had ever told him when he was little.."I can't sleep half the time," Deed said, twisting the baseball cap in his hands. "I've lost weight, and
I'm so nervous, jumpy.".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..Fortunately,
the chill fog didn't bum away from the Mercedes, considering that it facilitated the stalking of Celestina. The mist swaddled the white Buick in
which she rode, increasing the chances that Junior might lose track of her, but it also cloaked the Mercedes and all but ensured that she and her
friend wouldn't realize that the pair of headlights behind them were always those of the same vehicle.."Other Bartys and other Agneses in other
houses like this-all here together now.".He was wrong about this. On the final Friday of every month, in sunshine and in rain, Junior routinely took
a walking tour of the six galleries that were his very favorites, browsing leisurely in each and chatting up the galerieurs, with a one-o'clock break
for lunch at the St. Francis Hotel. This was a tradition with him, and invariably at the end of each such day, he felt wonderfully cozy..In the
passenger's seat, Barty was cushioned in his mother's arms. At times, the boy cooed or gurgled, or made a wet chording sound.."AND I DRINK
CHAMPAGNE ALL DAY," said Miss Cheese, pronouncing it "cham-pay-non.".He had not heard the lawman rising up with malevolent intent, as
he had imagined. The body had simply rolled off the backseat onto the floor during the too-sharp 180-degree turn..Ordinarily, she would have
returned to the first of the candles and offered a second fragment to Saint Peter. In this case, however, she entrusted it to the least known of the
apostles, because she was sure that he must have special significance in this matter..Sitting forward in his armchair, Obadiah lowered his hands to
his knees, and in thoughtful silence, he stared at them..After carefully wiping her fingers on a paper napkin, Maria examined the garments with
interest. She carried her living as the seamstress at Bright Beach Dry Cleaners. At the sight of each rent, popped button, and split seam she clucked
her tongue..In spring, summer, and fall, they brightened the grave with the roses that Edom grew in the side yard. In this less rose-friendly season,
these Christmas bouquets had been purchased at a flower shop..Edom carried the honey-raisin pear pie, and Agnes toted Barty across the neatly
cropped yard, to the front door. The bell push triggered chimes that played the first ten notes of "That Old Black Magic," which they heard
distinctly through the glass in the door..The instant he flipped the coin, he opened both hands-palms up, fingers spread-with a distracting
flourish..For the past two days, Junior had eaten only binding foods, and late this afternoon, he had taken a preventive dose of paregoric, as
well..Opening his eyes, still not daring to meet Victoria's gaze, Junior knew she had registered and properly interpreted his response to her
seductive spooning. She had frozen, the utensil in midair, and her breath had caught in her throat. She was thrilled..What if the stubborn, selfish,
greedy, grubbing, vicious, psychotic, evil spirit of Thomas Vanadium, which had earlier pursued Junior through another alleyway in broad
daylight, had followed him into this one in the more ghost-friendly hours of the night, and what if that spirit were standing just outside the
Dumpster right now, and what if it closed the bifurcated lid and slipped a bolt through the latch rings, and what if Junior were trapped here with the
thoroughly strangled corpse of Neddy Gnathic, and what if the flashlight failed when he tried to switch it on again, and then what if in the
pitch-blackness he heard Neddy say, "Does anyone have a special request?".Anyway, if Celestina escaped, there would be a witness, and it
wouldn't matter to a jury that she was a talentless bitch who painted kitsch. She would have seen Junior get out of the Mercedes and would be able
to provide at least a half-accurate description of the car in spite of the fog. He still hoped to pull this off without having to give up his good life on
Russian Hill..An emergency kit in the trunk of his car contained a flashlight. He fetched it and sweetened the bribe to the valet..She looked
surprised, all right, but her expression wasn't the one that Junior had painted on the canvas of his imagination. Her surprise had no delight in it, and
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she didn't at once break into a radiant smile..He had nothing against men or women of color. Live and let live. One earth, one people. All of
that.."I'm gifted to a small extent, and it's an unusual gift," he admitted. "Nothing world-shaking. More than anything, really, it's a special
perception I've been given. Angel's gift seems to be different from mine but related. In fifty years, she's the first I've ever met who's somewhat like
me. I'm still shaking inside from the shock of finding her. But please, let's save this for Bright Beach and a better evening. You go down there
tomorrow with Paul, okay? I'll stay here to look after Wally. When he's able to travel, I'll bring him with me. I know you'll want him to hear what I
have to say, too. Is it a deal?".After coffee had been served, when Celestina and Wally were no longer the center of attention, he indicated the array
of desserts with his fork, smiled, and said, "I just want you to know, Celie, that these are sweets enough until we're married.".Nothing remained to
be done but to press her shoe in the butter and hammer her head into the comer of the oven door..Tom knew only three of the eight. Grace White,
Angel, and Paul Damascus. The others were introduced quickly by Celestina. Agnes Lampion, their hostess. Edom and Jacob Isaacson, brothers to
Agnes. Maria Gonzalez, best friend to Agnes. And Barty..Looking from one to another of his companions, Tom said, "When I think of everything
that had to happen to bring us here tonight, the tragedies as well as the happy turns of fortune, when I think of the many ways things might have
been, with all of us scattered and some of us never having met, I know we belong here, for we've arrived against all odds." His gaze traveled back
to Agnes, and he gave her the answer that he knew she hoped to hear. "This boy and this girl were born to meet, for reasons only time will reveal,
and all of us ... we're the instruments of some strange destiny.".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..This wasn't art. This was pandering, mere illustration, more suitable for painting on velvet than on canvas..Think, think. A
three-minute drive to the Lampion place. Maybe two minutes, running stop signs, cutting comers.."My little girl," she said, and belatedly she
realized that this might not be a policeman, after all, but someone trying to determine if she and Angel were alone in the apartment..Junior must
have shouted shut up more than he realized, because the neighbors began to pound on the wall to silence him..As she struggled to cope with her
loss, the last thing Agnes needed was the reminder posed by that empty chair. Maria's intentions were good, however, and Agnes didn't want to hurt
her feelings.."Would you like a little tea and a piece of crumb cake?" Grace asked as smoothly as if, in The Big Book of Etiquette for Ministers'
Wives, this were the preferred response to the announcement of a startling career change..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.."If you ranted at him about earthquakes, tornadoes, erupting volcanoes, and all that stuff, how could he mistake you for
me?".Jacob made more fire sounds as he stripped the clear cellophane off a second new deck of playing cards, then off a third and a fourth..In the
foyer, Hanna Rey and Nellie Oatis sat side by side on the stairs. Hanna, the housekeeper, was gray-haired and plump. Nellie, was Perri's daytimecompanion, could have passed for Hanna's sister..So keep moving. Don't get hung up on the disgusting aftermath. Keep whistling along like a
runaway train. Clean up, clean out, roll on..Tom stared down into the oceanic depths of the city, through the reefs of buildings, to the lamp-fish cars
schooling through the great trenches..Once he had toured the exhibition, managing not to shudder openly, he tried to hang out within hearing
distance of Celestina White, but without appearing to be listening with special intensity..In the first two weeks, when she wasn't on pie caravans,
Agnes received guests in numbers that taxed her. But there were so many people she wanted to see one last time. She fought hard, giving the
disease all the what-for that she could, and she held fast to hope, but she received the visitors nonetheless, just in case..What he saw next in the
brochure wasn't the link that he sought, but it alarmed him so much that the three-fold pamphlet rattled in his hands. The reception for Celestina's
show had been this evening, had ended more than three hours ago..Otter shrugged..Junior was paying his dinner check and calculating the tip when
the pianist launched into "Someone to Watch over Me." Although he'd expected it all evening, he twitched when he recognized the tune..No
mystery here. No reason to leap to the ceiling and cling upside down like a frightened cartoon cat.."From 1604 through 1610, Erzebet Bathory,
sister of the Polish king, with the assistance of her servants, tortured and killed six hundred girls. She bit them, drank their blood, tore their faces
off with tongs, mutilated their private parts, and mocked their screams.".Moving around the front of the station wagon, waving at his mother,
reveling in her astonishment, Barty shouted, "Not scary!.If they were suspicious of him, they showed no obvious alarm. The three went inside in no
particular rush, and judging by their demeanor, Junior decided that they hadn't spotted him, after all..Junior could neither speak nor even mewl in
agony. All the saliva had been draining forward, out of his open mouth, for so long that his throat was parched and raw. He felt as though he had
munched on a snack of salted razor blades that were now stuck in his pharynx. His rattling wheeze sounded like scuttling scarabs..In her arms she
held Bartholomew. The infant was not heavily bundled, for the weather was unseasonably mild..The pewter bludgeon slammed into the back of his
skull with a hard pack. The scalp tore, blood sprang forth, and the man fell as hard as Victoria had fallen under the influence of a good Merlot,
although he went facedown, not faceup as she had done..The walls were barren. The only art in these rooms was a single sculpture. Junior was
taking university extension courses in art appreciation and almost daily haunting the city's countless galleries, constantly deepening and refining his
knowledge. He intended to refrain from acquiring a collection until he was as expert on the subject as any director of any museum in the
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city..Wally switched off the engine and killed the headlights. "Home, where the heart is.".Over generous slices of Black Forest cake and coffee,
Jacob at first held forth on the explosion of a French freighter, carrying a cargo of ammonium nitrate, at a pier in Texas City, Texas, back in 1947.
Five hundred and seventy-six had perished..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..The owner's attitude softened somewhat with Junior's reference to the quarter,
and softened even further when together they returned to the counter to see the proof in the cheese. He went from righteous anger to abject
apology.."Maybe he's a character I saw in a movie or read in a novel. I'm a member of the Book-of-the-Month Club. I'm always reading one thing
or another. I don't remember a character named B-Bartholomew, but maybe I read the book years ago.".When at last the caller spoke again, her
voice sounded a kingdom away: "Will you tell Bartholomew ... ?"."If he gets back within the next hour, better ring me at his place so I can scoot."
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