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DISCOURSES ON PROPHECY
Agnes's contractions were getting more frequent and slightly more severe, so she said, "All right, but let me go tell Edom and Jacob that we're
leaving.".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..Each page comprised four
columns of names and numbers, most with addresses. Approximately one hundred names filled each column, four hundred to a page..OF THE
SEVEN NEWBORNS, none was fussing, too fresh to the world to realize how much was here to fear.."Stop it, stop it! " Agnes, only ten years old,
slender and shaking, but wild with righteousness, until now held in thrall by her own fear, by the memory of all the beatings that she herself has
taken. She screams at their father and strikes him with a book she's brought from the house. The Bible. She strikes their father with the Bible, from
which he's read to them every night of their lives. He drops the roses, tears the holy book out of Agnes's hands, and pitches it across the yard. He
rakes up a handful of the scattered roses, intending to make his son resume this dinner of sin, but here comes Agnes once more, the Bible
recovered, brandishing it at him, and now she says what all of them know to be true but what none of them has ever dared say, what even Agnes
herself will never again dare to say after this day, not while the old man lives, but she dares to say it now, holding the Bible toward him, so he can
see the gold-embossed cross upon the imitation-leather cover. "Murderer," Agnes says. "Murderer " And Edom knows that they're all as good as
dead now, that their father will slaughter them right here, right this minute, in his rage. "Murderer," she says accusingly, behind the shield of the
Bible, and she doesn't mean that he is killing Edom, but that he killed their mother, that they heard him in the night, three years before, heard the
short but awful struggle, and know that what happened was no accident. Roses fall from his skinned and pierced hands, a flurry of petals yellow
and petals red. He rises and takes a step toward Agnes, his dripping fists crimson with his blood and with Edom's. Agnes doesn't back away, but
thrusts the book toward him, and scintillant sunlight caresses the cross. Instead of tearing the book out of her hands again, their father stalks away,
into the house, surely to return with club or cleaver ... yet they will see no more of him this day. Then Agnes-with tweezers for the thorns, with a
basin full of warm water and a washcloth, with iodine and Neosporin and bandages-kneels beside him in the yard. Jacob, too, comes forth from the
dark crawlspace under the porch, having watched in terror from behind the latticework skirt. He is shaking, crying, flushed with embarrassment
because he didn't intervene, although he was wise to hide, for the disciplinary beating of one twin usually leads to the pointless beating of the other.
Agnes gradually settles Jacob by involving him in the treatment of his brother's wounds, and to Edom she says, often thereafter, "I love your roses,
Edom. I love your roses. God loves your roses, Edom." Overhead, agitated wings quiet to a soft flutter, and the shrieking crows grow silent. The air
pools as still and heavy as the water in a hidden lagoon within a secret glade, in the perfect garden of the unfallen.....On Christmas Eve, 1996, the
family gathered in the middle of the three houses for dinner. The living-room furniture had been moved aside to the walls, and three tables had
been set end to end, the length of the room, to accommodate everyone..Earthquake weather. Southern Californians had many definitions of that
term, but Edom knew he was right this time. Thunder would roll again soon, but it would arise from underfoot.."When we pull away, people are
waving across the street at the UPS truck, and the driver, he sees them, and he stands there, kind of confused, and then he waves back.".Agnes,
Celestina, and Grace were soon working together with a harmony that was kitchen poetry. Paul had noticed that most women seemed to like or
dislike one another within a minute of their first encounter, and when they found one another companionable, they were as open and easy on their
first meeting as though they were friends of long duration. Within half an hour, these three sounded as if they were of one age, inseparable since
childhood. He had not seen Grace or Celestina free of despair since the reverend's murder, but here they were able for the first time to veil their
anguish in the bustle of baking and the pleasure of making a new friend..Maria turned sideways in her chair and dealt from the top of the four-deck
stack, onto the table in front of Barty..Following a month of recuperation and postoperative medical care, Junior was able to return to his
twice-a-week classes in art appreciation. He resumed, as well, his almost daily strolls through the city's better galleries and fine museums.."it totally
destroyed four towns, as if they were hit by atom bombs, tore up parts of six more towns, destroyed fifteen thousand homes. That's just the homes.
This thing was black, huge and black and hideous, with continuous lightning snapping through it, and a roar, they said, like a hundred
thunderstorms booming all at once.".As though giving voice to her worst fear had made it come true, Agnes was seized by a contraction so painful
that she cried out and clutched the paramedic's hands tightly enough to make him wince. She felt a peculiar swelling within, then an awful
looseness, pressure followed at once by release..The walk-in closet, which Vanadium next explored, contained fewer clothes than he expected.
Only half the rod space was being used. A lot of empty hangers rang softly, eerily against one another as he conducted a casual examination of
Cain's wardrobe.."There's no clear evidence of birth defects, but a couple tests reveal some worrisome anomalies. We'll know when we see the
child.".He was still her boy. As always, her boy. Bartholomew. Barty. Her sweetie. Her kiddo.."Yes, but it's a Catholic hospital, and they offer this
option to all unwed mothers-doesn't matter what their religion.".Darkrose and Diamond.Perhaps hoping to discover which runaway freight train or
exploding factory would smear him across the landscape, Jacob pushed aside his dessert plate and shuffled each deck separately, then shuffled
them together until they were well mixed. He stacked them in front of Maria..He had taken refuge in meditation, because he'd been frustrated by his
continuing failure in the Bartholomew hunt and disturbed by his apparently paranormal experiences with quarters and with phone calls from the
dead. More deeply disturbed than he had realized or had been able to admit..Maria gathered up the four jacks and tore them in thirds. She put the
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twelve pieces in the breast pocket of her blouse. "I buy to you new cards, but no more ever can you to be having these.".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.."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.".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.."Agnes," said the magician, "you better start
meeting with that librarian now to record your own life. If you don't get started for another forty years, by then you'll need a whole decade of
talking to get it all down.".If she'd connected with his left side, as she intended, she might have broken his arm or cracked a few ribs. But lie saw
the chair coming, and as agile as a base runner dodging a shortstop's tag, he turned away from her, taking the blow across his back..An SFPD patrol
car swept past, its siren silent, the rack of emergency beacons flashing on its roof.."Science. Quantum mechanics. Which is a theory ... of physics.
But by theory, I don't mean just wild speculation. Quantum mechanics works. It underlies the invention of television. Before the end of this
century, perhaps even by the '80s, quantum-based technology will give us powerful and cheap computers in our homes, computers as small as
briefcases, as small as a wallet, a wristwatch, that can do more and far faster data processing than any of the giant lumbering computers we know
today. Computers as tiny as a postage stamp. We'll have wireless telephones you can carry anywhere. Eventually, it will be possible to construct
single-molecule computers of enormous power, and then technology-in fact, all human society-will change almost beyond comprehension, and for
the better.".At first light, a nurse arrived to perform preliminary surgical prep on Barty. She pulled the boy's hair back and captured it under a tight
fitting cap. With cream and a safety razor, she shaved off his eyebrows..His body ached, too, especially his back, from the battering that he had
taken. He remembered hitting the floor with his chin, and he supposed that he might have gotten knocked about the face more than he realized or
remembered. If so, there would be bruises soon, but bruises would fade with time; in the interim, they might make him even more attractive to
women, who would want to console him and kiss away the pain-especially when they discovered that he had sustained his injuries in a brutal fight,
while rescuing a neighbor from a would-be rapist..He managed to hold the towel around his foot, but it grew dark red and disgustingly
mushy.."When you cut Naomi's string, you put an end to the effects that I her music would have on the lives of others and on the shape of the
future. YOU struck a discord that can be heard, however faintly, all the way to the farthest end of the universe.".In the three years since Perri's
death, he had walked thousands of miles. He hadn't kept a record of the cumulative distance, because he wasn't trying to get into Guinness or to
prove anything..The maniac detective was still on the floor where he had died. The red rose and the gift box occupied his hands..In each savings
account, he deposited five hundred dollars in cash. He tucked twenty thousand in crisp new bills into each safe-deposit box..After checking her
carotid artery and detecting no pulse, Junior returned to the sofa in the living room. He fluffed the little pillow and left it precisely as he had found
it..Setting out after dark, Paul had walked south, following the coastal highway. He was accompanied by the windy rush of passing traffic, but later
only by the occasional cry of a blue heron, the whisper of a salty breeze in the shore grass, and the murmur of the surf. Without pushing himself too
hard, he reached La Jolla by dawn..he had sat here with a pencil, making shopping lists. Now, instead of a pencil, there was the Italian-made .22
pistol..because even to cry in pain will invite more vicious discipline than the pummeling he's already endured. His father.The sign promised
topless dancers. Although Junior had been in San Francisco for over a week, he had not yet sampled this avant-garde art form.."There's a valuable
lesson in that," Agnes said. "Others can learn from it if you care to share. But if you want to record your life only up to the card cheating, that's
okay, too. Even that far, it's a fascinating journey, a story that shouldn't be lost with you when you pass on. Libraries are packed with biographies
of movie stars and politicians' most of them not capable of as much meaningful self-analysis as you'd get from a toad. We don't need to know more
about celebrities' lives, Obadiah. What might help us, what might even save us, is knowing more about the lives of real people who've never made
it even medium but who know where they came from and why.".Five days ago, reasoning that an unscrupulous attorney would know how to find
an equally unscrupulous private detective, even across state borders, Junior had phoned Simon Magusson, in Spruce Hills, for a confidential
recommendation. Apparently, there also existed a brotherhood of the terminally ugly, the members of which sent business to one another.
Magusson-he of the large head, small ears, and protuberant eyes-had referred Junior to Nolly Wulfstan..A stab of horror punctured Celestina as she
failed to repress a mental image of a carnival-sideshow monster, half dragon and half insect, coiled in her sister's womb. She hated the rapist's child
but was appalled by her hatred, for the baby was blameless..As the last of the flan was served and Maria's girls took their seats once more, Barty
blinked at the candles and said, "Gone now," even though the tiny spectrums still shimmered in the cut crystal. He turned his full attention to the
flan with such enthusiasm that his mother soon stopped puzzling over rainbows..Like the chicken egg. As weary as she was, Agnes could not at
once puzzle out the meaning of those four words. Then: "Oh. He's in an incubator.".The quiet passion in Vanadium's voice was genuine, expressed
with reason but not fervor, not in the least sentimental or unctuous-which made it more disturbing. "Vibrations in one string set up soft,
sympathetic vibrations in all the other strings, through the entire body of the instrument.".According to the newspapers, the police also credited him
with the murders of Naomi, Victoria Bressler, and Ned Gnathic (whom they had connected to Celestina). He was wanted, too, for the attempted
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murder of Dr. Walter Lipscomb (evidently Ichabod), for the attempted murder of Grace White, and for assault with intent to kill Celestina White
and her daughter, Angel, and for the assault on Lenora Kickmule (whose foxtail-bedecked Pontiac he had stolen in Eugene, Oregon)..And the mills
of capitalism provide them. Supply meets demand. Fantasy becomes a commodity, an industry..He jammed the 9-mm pistol under his belt, grabbed
Ichabod by the feet, and dragged him quickly toward the door to Apartment 1. Smears of blood brightened the pale limestone floor in the wake of
the body.."No. Lampion. Somewhere in your father's French background, there must have been lamp makers. A lampion is a small lamp, an oil
lamp with a tinted-glass chimney. Among other things, in those long ago days, they used them on carriages.".Even Angel, mere wisp of a
cherubim, couldn't squeeze through a seven-inch opening..His mouth was dry when he said to Angel, "Well, it seems pretty magical to me-that
flipped-coin trick."."August, 1931. Along the Huang He River in China. Three million seven hundred thousand people died in a great flood," Edom
said..The wine tasted bitter, but Celestina knew that it was sweet. The bitterness was in her, not in the legacy of the grape..During the first months,
the journeys were eight or ten miles: along the shoreline north and south of Bright Beach, and inland to the desert beyond the hills. He left home
and returned the same day..He either detected their well-concealed surprise or assumed they would be curious as to why, in spite of extensive
surgery, he still wore this Boris Karloff face..Worse, the people who adopted Seraphim's baby might be anywhere in the nine-county Bay Area.
Millions of phone listings to scan..I know what you're thinking," her mother said, reaching across the table and placing one hand over Celestina's.
"I know how useless you feel, how helpless, how small, but you must remember this . . ..She didn't hear gunfire this time, either, but the hard crack
of splintering wood attested to the passage of at least two more bullets..Phimie's eyes widened, her hand tightened painfully on her sister's hand, her
entire body convulsed, thrashed, and she cried, "Unnn, unnn, unnn!".He realized that like so many women, Seraphim wanted it, asked for it-yet had
no place in her self-image to accommodate the truth that she was sexually aggressive. She wanted to think of herself as shy, demure, virginal, as
innocent as a minister's daughter ought to be which meant that to get what she wanted, she required Junior to be a brute. He was happy to
oblige..Mechanics have reliably steady hands, yet Jacob's hands shook as he discarded two cards and slowly turned over the ninth
draw..Dragonfly.Agnes found herself drifting up. A frightening sense of weightlessness overcame her..The hateful window. The hateful, frozen
window. Celestina wrenched on the crank with all of her strength, and felt something give a little, wrenched, but then the crank popped out of the
socket and rapped against the sill..FOLLOWING A SECOND NIGHT at the Sleepie Tyme Inne, waking at dawn, Junior felt rested, refreshed-and
in control of his bowels..At dawn, he and his mother went down to the sea, to watch the rolling waves filigreed with foam and gilded with the
molten gold of morning sun, to see the kiting gulls and to scatter bread that brought the winged multitudes to earth..A speeding truck passed,
stirring the fog, and the white broth churned past the car windows, a disorienting swirl..deodar cedars with layers of drooping branches surrounded
the place, and usually they seemed sheltering, but now they loomed, ominous..Before Celestina probed and perhaps touched upon a sore tooth of
truth, Tom launched into the story of King Obadiah, Pharaoh of the Fantastic, who had taught him all he knew about sleight of hand..Taking her
silence for assent, Tom continued: "Your father is gone from here, gone forever, but he still lives in other worlds. This isn't a statement of faith
alone. If Albert Einstein were still alive and standing here, he'd tell you that it's true. Your father is with you in many places, and so is Phimie. In
many places, she didn't die in childbirth. In some worlds, she was never raped, her life never blighted. But there's an irony in that, isn't there?
Because in those worlds, Angel doesn't exist-yet Angel is a miracle and a blessing." He looked up from the city to the woman. "So when you're
lying in bed tonight, kept awake by grief, don't think just about what you've lost with your father and Phimie. Think about what you have in this
world that you've never known in some others-Angel. Whether God's a Catholic, a Baptist, a Jew, a Muslim, or a quantum mechanic, He gives us
compensation for our pain, compensation right here in this world, not just in those parallel to it and not just in some afterlife. Always compensation
for the pain ... if we recognize it when we see it.".I. In the Dark Time.Junior was accustomed to having women seduce him. His good looks were a
blessing of nature. His commitment to improving his mind made him interesting. Most important, from the books of Caesar Zedd, he had learned
how to be irresistibly charming..She could have used the chair. Sitting, however, she wouldn't be able to see his face..Although she was aware that
these extraordinary events would shape the rest of her life, beginning with her actions in the hours immediately ahead of her, she could not clearly
see what she ought to do next. At the core of her confusion was a conflict of mind and heart, reason and faith, but also a battle between desire and
duty. Until she was.He sprang to his feet, or maybe only staggered up, depending on whether his image of himself right now was pulp or real, and
surveyed the scene, looking for the bandaged man. A few neighbors crossed the lawn toward Grace, and others approached along the street. But the
killer was gone..Action. just concentrate on action and ignore the disgusting aftermath. Remember the runaway train and the bus full of nuns stuck
on the tracks. Stay with the train, don't go back to look at the smashed nuns, just keep moving forward, and everything will be all right..Junior was
pleasantly surprised by his flexibility and by his audacity. He was, indeed, a new man, a daring adventurer, and by the day he grew more
formidable..To achieve certain narrative effects, I've fiddled slightly with the floor plan and the interior design of St. Mary's Hospital in San
Francisco. In this story, the characters who work at St. Mary's are fictional and are not modeled after anyone on the staff of that excellent
institution, either past or present..She also sought forgiveness for the hardness with which she had treated Nicholas Deed.."And maybe," said
Agnes, caught up in the speculation, "when your life comes to an end in all those many branches, what you're finally judged on is the shape and the
beauty of the tree.".The blocking dresser, which doubled as a vanity, was surmounted by a mirror. One bullet drilled through the plywood backing,
made a spider-web puzzle of the silvered glass, lodged in the wall above the bed-thwack-and kicked out a spray of plaster chips..Those who had
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just met her and those who were overly charmed by eccentricity called her Seraphim, her name complete. Her teachers, neighbors, and casual
acquaintances called her Sera. Those who knew her best and loved her the most deeply--like her sister, Celestina called her Phimie.."Well," Tom
said, "those people who think it's just a trick generally react bigger than you folks, and you know it's real.".Immediately at the thought of
regurgitation, his abdominal muscles contracted like those of a laboratory frog zapped by an electric current, and he choked on a rising
horror..Nolly adored her laugh, so musical and girlish. He would have made all sorts of a fool out of himself, anytime, just to hear it.."Get this
through your head, you shit-for-brains. I lost a daughter, a precious daughter, my Naomi, the light of my life.".When the police operator answered,
Junior shrieked, "I've been shot! Jesus! Shot! Help me, an ambulance, oooohhhh shit! Hurry!".She got out of the cab and stood on the sidewalk in
front of the gallery, her legs as shaky as those of a newborn colt..In his mind, he carried a blueprint of the house more precisely drawn than
anything that might have been prepared by an architect. He knew the place to the inch, and he adjusted his pace and all his mental calculations
every month to compensate for his steady growth. So many paces from here to there. Every turn and every peculiarity of the floor plan committed
indelibly to memory. A journey like this was a complicated mathematical problem, but being a math prodigy, he moved through his home almost
as easily as when he had enjoyed sight..Harrison and Grace had welcomed him in spite of the fact that a friend and parishioner had died on
Thursday, leaving them both bereft and with church obligations..it to the granite-topped secretary, and sat in front of the telephone. Previously,.If
killing the wrong Bartholomew had broken a dam in Junior and released a lake of tension, whacking the right Bartholomew would set loose an
ocean of pent-up stress, and he would feel free as he'd not felt since the fire tower. Freer than he'd been in his entire life..First room on the left.
Move. Kick the door open. The sense of a larger space beyond, no bathroom this time, and darker. Fan the pistol, gripping with both hands. Two
quick shots: muffled cough, muffled cough..The black service road seemed to come out of nowhere, then to vanish into a void, and Junior suddenly
felt dangerously isolated, alone as he had never been, and vulnerable.."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.".Frantically, he squirmed around on the floor until he was facing the entrance to the kitchen. Through tears of pain, he expected to
see a Frankensteinian shadow loom in the hall, and then the creature itself, gnashing its fork-tine teeth, its corkscrew nipples spinning..Perhaps a lot
of suspects were rattled and ultimately unnerved by this behavior. Junior wouldn't be easily trapped. He was smart.."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.".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..His Country Squire laden with cookies, plum cakes, homemade caramel corn with almonds, and
gifts, Edom drove directly home from Obadiah Sepharad's place, which had been their final stop. He roared away as if trying to outrun tornadoes
and tidal waves..daughter's existence. Angel, if that's what she were eventually to be named, lived under a threat as surely as had all the children of
Bethlehem, who'd been slain according to the decree of King Herod. The baby curled one small hand around her aunt's index finger. So tiny,
fragile, she nonetheless gripped with surprising tenacity..In Cain's bedroom, Tom Vanadium's hooded flashlight revealed a six-foot-high bookcase
that held approximately a hundred volumes. The top shelf was empty, as was most of the second..That last part was true. He just wasn't loose in this
world anymore. And in the world to which he'd gone, he would not find easy victims..Everyone confronted Agnes with expressions of puzzlement
and expectation, and she looked from one to another. Paul. Maria. Francesca. Bonita. Grace. Edom. Jacob. Finally Celestina..Alone again with
Wally, Celestina said, "They told me that once you regained consciousness, I can only visit ten minutes at a time, and not that often, either.".He
hurried into the bedroom and switched on the nightstand lamp, without concern for whether the light might be seen from the street..When Junior
complained of severe thirst, Victoria explained that he was to have nothing by mouth until morning. He would be put on a liquid diet for breakfast
and lunch. Soft foods might be allowable by dinnertime tomorrow..After a while, he dared to crack his eyelids. Pressing against his eyes was a
blackness as smooth and as unrelenting as any known by a blind man. Not even a ghost of light haunted the night beyond the window, and the slats
of the venetian blind were as hidden from view as the meatless ribs under Death's voluminous black robe.."Lock it anyway. And don't hang up.
Stay on the line until the patrolmen get there.".When the pianist eventually launched into "Someone to Watch over Me," he didn't appear to be
responding to a request, considering that a few other numbers had been played since the most recent gratuity. The tune was, after all, in his nightly
repertoire..Anyway, the thing that scared her was not the monstrous father of this child. The fearsome thing was the decision that she had made a
few minutes ago, in the unused hospital room on the seventh floor..Junior's attorney-Simon Magusson--insisted upon full disclosure of maintenance
records and advisories relating to the fire tower and to other forest-service structures for which the state and the county had sole or joint custodial
responsibility. If a wrongful--death suit was filed, this information would have to be divulged anyway during normal disclosure procedures prior to
trial, and since maintenance logs and advisories were of public record, Hisscus and Knacker and Nork agreed to provide what was
requested..Chastened by these recent events, he vowed to stop meditating, to void all passive responses to the challenges of life. He must explore
the unknown rather than flinch from it in fear. Besides, through his explorations, he would prove that the unknown was all just tapioca or
applesauce, or whatever..Spruce Hills, but also those in the entire county, maybe seventy or eighty thousand..The bullet had been fired by a
renegade cop who was every bit as lousy a marksman as he was a corrupt scumball. He'd been aiming for Nolly's crotch..The Hackachaks were
present, of course. Junior had not yet agreed to join them in their pursuit of blood money. They would give him little privacy or rest until they had
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what they wanted..there in more genteel and gilded ages, and her flights of imagination sometimes acquired such vivid detail that they were eerily
like memories..Junior suspected that no one other than this man's mother called him Tom. He was probably "Detective" to some and "Vanadium"
to most who knew him..They wore out a lot of cards and kept a generous supply of all types of decks on hand..Maybe every accidental death was
suspicious to Vanadium. His obsessive hounding of Junior might be his standard operating procedure..The mound of earth beside the grave had
been disguised by piles of flowers and cut ferns. The suspended casket was skirted with black material to conceal the yawning grave beneath
it..After a day of work, the pencil portrait of Nella Lombardi was finished. The second piece in the series-an extrapolation of her appearance at age
sixty-was begun..His dry tongue, his parched mouth, his desiccated throat felt packed fall of sand, and his voice lay buried alive down there..Not
understanding, thinking that he was inexplicably asking if she loved him, she said, "Yes, of course, you silly bear, you stupid man, of course, I love
you.".The masterpiece that Junior purchased was small, a sixteen-inch-square canvas, but it cost twenty-seven hundred dollars. The entire
picture-titled The Cancer Lurks Unseen, Version 1-was flat black, except for a small gnarled mass, bile-green and pus-yellow, in the upper-right
quadrant. Worth every penny.
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