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NEGRO ISLAND LIGHT THE ROAD HOME
THIS IS THE FIRST PAGE of the Book of the Dark, written some six hundred years ago in Berila, on Enlad:.Tommy James and the Shondells,
good American boys, had a record farther down the charts-"Hanky Panky"-that Junior felt was better than the Beatles' tune. The failure of his
countrymen to support homegrown talent aggravated him. The nation seemed eager to surrender its culture to foreigners..Putting an arm around
Paul's shoulders, Dr. Salk walked with him along a street lined with eucalyptuses and Torrey pines, to a nearby pocket park. They sat on a bench in
the sunshine and watched duck waddle on the shore of a man-made pond..She nodded. And could not lift her gaze from her hands. Could not meet
his eyes, afraid that his worry would feed her own, afraid also that the sight of his sympathy would shake loose her perilous grip on her
emotions..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..She also sought forgiveness for the hardness with which she had treated Nicholas
Deed.."Well, certainly, I understand," said Panglo, slowly lowering the offered hand, although he clearly didn't understand at all..Tom received a
fierce hug, too, and a sisterly kiss, and he was grateful for them. He had been a loner for too long, as a hunter of men pretty much had to be when
on a long hard road of recuperation and then on a mission of vengeance, even if he called it a mission of justice. During the few days he'd spent
guarding Celestina and Grace and Angel in the city, and subsequently during the week with Wally, Tom had felt that he was part of a family, even
if it was just a family of friends, and he had been surprised to realize how much he needed that feeling..He returned to the house and extinguished
the three blown-glass oil lamps on the living-room coffee table. Out, as well, the silk-shade lamp..From his motel room, he telephoned Hanna Rey
in Bright Beach. She still looked after his house on a part-time basis, paid the bills from a special account while he traveled, and kept him informed
about events in his hometown. From Hanna, he learned that Barty Lampion's eyes had been lost to cancer..Celestina dropped to one knee in front of
Angel, to tie the drawstrings of the hood under the girl's chin..When finally he found his voice, it was rough-sawn with a blade of grief. "My wife.
Perri. Perris Jean.".SERAPHIM AETHIONEMA WHITE was nothing whatsoever like her name, except that she had as kind a heart and as good a
soul as any among the hosts in Heaven. She did not have wings, as did the angels after which she had been named, and she couldn't sing as sweetly
as the seraphim, either, for she had been blessed with a throaty voice and far too much humility to be a performer. Aethionema were delicate
flowers, either pale-or rose-pink, and while this girl, just sixteen, was beautiful by any standard, she was not a delicate soul but a strong one, not
likely to be shaken apart in even the highest wind..But he was more than she had ever imagined her boy to be, more than merely a prodigy..The
station wagon rolled out, the Volkswagen bus followed it, and Wally brought up the rear. "Wagons, ho!" he announced. The morning that it
happened, Barty ate breakfast in the Lampion kitchen with Angel, Uncle Jacob, and two brainless friends..Because they were smaller than men and
could move more easily in narrow places, or because they were at home with the earth, or most likely because it was the custom, women had
always worked the mines of Earthsea. These miners were free women, not slaves like the workers in the roaster tower. Gelluk had made him
foreman over the miners, Licky said, but he did no work in the mine; the miners forbade it, earnestly believing it was the worst of bad luck for a
man to pick up a shovel or shore a timber. "Suits me," Licky said..Such quiet filled the house that Agnes couldn't hear even the murmuring miseries
of the past..In his head, without apparent effort, Barty kept a running total of the number of seconds that he had been alive, and of the number of
words in every book that he read. Agnes never checked his word totals for an entire volume; however, when she cited any page in a book that he'd
just finished, he knew the number of words it contained..One nurse and one nun brought Celestina into the creche behind the viewing
window..Considering Junior's actions on his last night in Spruce Hills, eleven months ago, he must be cautious now. Without incriminating himself,
pretending ignorance, he hoped to learn if his carefully planned scenario, regarding Victoria's death and Vanadium's sudden disappearance, had
convinced the authorities-or whether something had gone wrong that might explain the quarter at the diner.."Can't change your own form, even
seemingly?".On Sunday, New Year's Eve, Edom and Jacob came for dinner. Following dessert, when Barty went to his room to continue reading
Starman Jones, which he had begun late that afternoon, Agnes told her brothers the truth about their nephew's eyes..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..support as he had only pretended to need it previously. He felt as if he had become the mere shell of a man and that the right note would
shatter him as a properly piercing tone can shatter crystal..Junior picked up his pace, pushing through the crowd, repeatedly glancing back, and
although he caught only quick squints of the dead cop's face, he could tell that something was terribly wrong with it. Never a candidate for
matinee-idol status, Vanadium looked markedly worse than before. The port-wine birthmark still pooled around his right eye. His features were not
merely pan-flat and plain, as they had been before, but were ... distorted..Returning to his apartment, Edom had to pass under the limbs of the
majestically crowned oak that dominated the deep yard between the house and the garage..He smiled ruefully. "Might be ready for a wedding by
then, but not a honeymoon.".Like a spring-loaded novelty snake erupting from a can, Junior exploded up from the chair, nearly knocking it over..At
last, as the sun slowly set, he arrived at the highest of the high redoubts, beyond which the branches were too young and too weak to support him
farther. Against a sky red enough to delight the most sullen sailors, he rose and stood in a final crook of limbs, pressing his left hand against a
balancing branch, right hand planted cockily on his hip, lord of his domain, having kicked off the trammels of darkness and fashioned from them a
ladder..She was a duplicitous bitch, too. After coming on to him, after teasing a reaction out of him, she had run off and gossiped about him as
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though he had instigated the seduction. Worse, to make herself feel important, she had told the police her skewed version, surely with much
colorful embellishment..twenty-eight pounds. Typically, seven to eight pounds of this is the fetus. The placenta and the amniotic fluid weigh three
pounds. The remaining eighteen are due to water retention and fat stores.."Don't get me started on cyclones!" Edom hurried through the house and
out to the station wagon, to fetch the boxes of groceries.."Why should I be afraid of a stumbling blind boy?" asked Junior again. But this time the
words issued from him in a different tone of voice, because suddenly he sensed something knowing in this boy's attitude, if not in his manufactured
eyes, a quality similar to what the girl exhibited..Throughout this procedure, Barty appeared solemn and thoughtful. When he had squeezed the
tenth toe, he stared at it, brow furrowed..the grass, silent because he is barely conscious, too badly beaten to protest or to plead for mercy, but
also.Barty wanted to hug her. He did hug her. He hugged Angel, too. He hugged Tom Vanadium.."Please try not to be alarmed, Miss White, but I
have a patrol car on the way to your address.".This guy was spooky. Junior was beginning to think that the detective's unorthodox behavior wasn't a
carefully crafted strategy, as it had first seemed, but that Vanadium was a little wacky..She looked around the room. "He's invisible like the
Cheshire cat?" "His whole world is as real as ours, but we can't see it, and people in his world can't see us. There're millions and millions of worlds
all here in the same place and invisible to one another, where we keep getting chance after chance to live a good life and do the right
thing.".Twilight, nearly gone and purple in the west, inspired a bright violet line along the crest of an incoming bank of bay fog, as though the mist
were shot through with a luminous vein of neon, transforming the entire sparkling city into a stylish cabaret just now opening for business. The
night, soft as a woman come to dance, carried a steely blade of cold in its black-silk skirts..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..Three doors in the dark hallway: one to the right, ajar, and two to the left, both closed..Grimacing, she
said, "I told the police about your disgusting little come--on with the ice spoon.".Reading about child prodigies, Agnes learned that most if not all
math whizzes also possessed musical talent. To a lesser but still impressive extent, many young geniuses in the music world were also proficient at
math.."Pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie, pie," Barty repeated in the same tone of self-satisfied delight that he used when announcing "Barty
potty.".around an anemone's mouth, poised to snare, lazily but relentlessly, any passing prize..-nor cruel, nor hateful, nor envious, nor mean,"
Phimie recited, "for all these are sicknesses of this fallen world-".Perhaps these two months of frustration had brought him to this: hair-trigger
nerves, fevered imagination, and anticipation distilled into dread..This graciousness didn't free Paul to speak. Instead, he felt his throat thicken,
trapping his voice more tightly still..He stopped for lunch at a restaurant with a spectacular view of the Pacific, framed by massive pines..make a
worrywart life-insurance salesman like me seem just as light hearted as a schoolgirl.".FOR THE BETTER PART of a week, on doctor's orders,
Agnes avoided stairs. She took sponge baths in the ground-floor powder room and slept in the parlor, on a sofa bed, with Barty nearby in a
bassinet..A few gasps and exclamations. A sweet giggle and applause from Angel. The reactions were surprisingly mild..Agnes at last relented.
"Someday, you're going to have to learn to relax, Maria."."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.".Caring for her, in every sense of that word, had made
him a far happier man than he would otherwise have been-and a far better one..They were inseparable, her son and this cherished girl, as they had
been virtually since the moment they had met, more than six years ago. The special perception that they shared--all the ways things are-accounted
for part of their closeness, but only part. The bond between them was so deep that it defied understanding, as mysterious as the concept of the
Trinity, three gods in one..He must begin by learning as much as possible about ghosts, hauntings, and the vengeance of the dead. During the
remainder of 1966, only two apparently paranormal events occurred in Junior Cain's life, the first on Wednesday, October 5..She wanted so badly
to believe, to see her son made whole again, and the funny thing was that she could believe, and without emotional risk, because it was true..By the
time he ordered cr?me brulee for dessert, he was able to laugh at himself. Had he expected to see a ghost enjoying a cocktail and free cashews at
the bar?.Of the curiosities Junior uncovered, Frieda's weapons interested him most. Guns were stashed throughout the apartment: revolvers, pistols,
and two pistol-grip shotguns. Sixteen altogether.."Your mother's wise," Paul said. "More than all the owls in the world," the boy agreed..He carried
the mug to the sink, poured the brew down the drain and saw the cooler standing in the corner. He hadn't noticed it before. A medium-size,
molded-plastic, Styrofoam-lined ice chest, of the type you filled with beer and took on picnics..Perhaps Dr. Parkhurst, too, was disturbed by this
fascistic and fanatical spew sampling, because he became brusque. "I have a few appointments to keep. By the time I make evening rounds, I
expect Mr. Cain to.Although she had never seen snow other than in pictures and on film, this deep-settled silence seemed to speak of failing flakes,
of white muffling mantles, and she wouldn't have been in the least surprised if, stepping outside, she had found herself in a glorious winter
landscape, cold and crystalline, here on the always-snowless hills and shores of the California Pacific..He chased after none of these lovelies
beyond a few dates, and none of them pursued him when he was done with them, although surely they were distressed if not bereft at losing
him..Zedd endorses self-pity, but only if you learn to use it as a springboard to anger, because anger-like hatred--can be a healthy emotion when
properly channeled. Anger can motivate you to heights of achievement you otherwise would never know, even just the simple furious
determination to prove wrong the bastards who mocked you, to rub their faces in the fact of your success. Anger and hatred have driven all great
political leaders, from Hider to Stalin to Mao, who wrote their names indelibly across the face of history, and who were-each, in his own way-eaten
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with self-pity when young..Worse, the vengeful and vicious bitch-or bastard, whatever-evidently had made up vile stories about him, which on a
slow evening she'd shared with Neddy, with the bartender, with anyone who would listen. The staff of the lounge believed Junior was a dangerous
sadist, No doubt she had concocted other lurid stories, as well, charging him with everything from a degenerate interest in bodily wastes to the
selfmutilation of his genitalia..Yes, she did, she had one, but not much of one, and compared to the McIntosh in Google's throat, this was just a
bitty crab apple, easy to overlook, not excessive for a woman..Junior took two steps toward him, sighting the gun on his face. "Why should I be
afraid of a stumbling blind boy no bigger than a midget?".Edom, eager to learn precisely when a tidal wave or falling asteroid would bring his
doom, fetched a pack of cards from a cabinet in the parlor. When Maria explained that only every third card was read and that a full look at the
future required four decks, Edom returned to the parlor to scare up three more..For a while, Junior profited enormously from Tammy's investment
advice, and the sex was great. As a thank-you for the hefty trading commissions she earned-and not incidentally for all the orgasms-Tammy gave
him a Rolex. He didn't mind her four cats, didn't even care when the four grew to six, then to eight.."I can talk to you," he said to Salk. "You'll
understand. She was hero, the only one I ever knew till I met you. I've read about them all my life, in pulp magazines and paperbacks. But Perri ...
she was the real thing. She didn't save tens of thousands-hundreds of thousands of children like you've done, didn't change the world as you've
changed it, but she faced every day without complaint, and she lived for others. Not through them. For them. People called her to share their
problem, and she listened and cared, and they called her with their good news be cause she took such joy in it. They asked for her advice, and
though she was inexperienced, really, so short of experience in so many ways, she always knew what to say, Dr. Salk. Always the right thing. She
had great heart and natural wisdom, and she cared so much.".Bob gently encouraged him to return by degrees from the deep meditative state,
return, return, return.....At first all had gone well. Agnes, Maria, and Edom were rightly amazed. A thrill of wonder and big smiles all around the
table. They were enthralled by the astoundingly favorable fall of cards, a breathtaking mathematical improbability..Reading the dates on the
headstone, he saw that the minister's daughter had died on the seventh of January, the day after Naomi had fallen from the fire tower. If ever asked,
Junior would have no trouble accounting for his whereabouts on that day.."You feel remorse, though," said Agnes. "I can see you do. And not just
because of what happened to your hands.".Disbelieving his eyes, Junior reached across his body with his left hand and picked up the quarter.
Although it had been lying in his right palm, it was cold. Icy..He needed to keep moving, conduct the search, find the watch, and get the hell out of
here, but he couldn't stop staring at the musician. Something about the cadaver made him nervous-aside from the fact that it was dead and
disgusting and, if he was caught with it, a one-way ticket to the gas chamber..Both the red and the white wines were too cheap for Junior's taste' so
he drank Dos Equis beer and got two kinds of high by inhaling enough secondhand pot smoke to cure the state of Virginia's entire annual
production of hams. Among the two or three hundred partyers, some were tripping on some exhibited the particular excitability and talkativeness
typical of cokeheads, but Junior succumbed to none of these temptations. Self-improvement and self control mattered to him; he didn't approve of
this degree of self indulgence..Then he closed his eyes, held the revolver in both hands, and at point-blank range, he shot the dead woman
twice..straddles him, driving big fists into his back, brutally into his sides. With high fences and hedgerows of Indian laurels."Fourteen. It's usually
the family that's behind an expression of the calling at such a young age, but in my case, I had to argue my folks into it.".On this January twilight,
as Maria Elena Gonzalez drove south along the coast from Newport Beach, all men of the sea must have been reaching for bottles of rum to
celebrate the fruit-punch sky: ripe cherries in the west, blood oranges overhead, clustered grapes dark purple in the east..By the time he got back to
Spruce Hills, the early night had fallen. The pearly, waxing moon floated over a town that glimmered mysteriously among its richness of trees,
flickering and shimmering as though it were not a real town, but a dreamland where a multitude of Gypsy clans gathered by the lambent amber
light of lanterns and campfires..The porch light wasn't on. No landscape lighting brightened the backyard. Barty was a gray shadow moving
through darkness and through the darkling drizzle..Because, since childhood, Jacob had been drawn to stories and images of doom, to catastrophe
on both the personal and the planetary scale-from theater fires to all-out nuclear war-he had a flamboyant imagination second to none and a colorful
if peculiar intellectual life. For him, therefore, the most difficult part of learning card manipulation had been coping with the tedium of practice, but
for years he had applied himself diligently, motivated by his love and admiration for his sister, Agnes..By habit, she shifted her attention to his
eyes, because though the scientific types insist that the eyes themselves are incapable of expression, Agnes knew what every poet knows: To see
the condition of the hidden heart, you must look first where scientists will not admit to looking at all..She struggled, wept, pretended disgust, faked
shame, swore to bring the police down on him. Another man, not as highly skilled at reading men as Junior, might have thought the girl's resistance
was genuine, Sat her charges of rape were sincere. Any other man might have backed off, but Junior was neither fooled nor confused..Softened by
a Shantung shade, the lamplight was golden on his small smooth face, but sapphire and emerald in his eyes..Naomi's beautiful countenance rose in
his mind, and she looked beautific for a moment, but then he thought he saw a certain slyness in her angelic smile, a disturbing glint of calculation
in her once loving eyes..Continuing to avert his eyes from the battered face and the two tone eyelids, Junior found the keys in an exterior pocket of
the sports jacket. The credentials were tucked in an interior pocket: a single-fold leather holder containing the shiny badge and a photo ID..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..For a while he enjoyed being challenged to
figure the number of seconds elapsed since a particular historical event. Given the date, he did the calculations in his head, providing a correct
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answer in as little as twenty seconds, rarely taking more than a minute..At one point late in the afternoon, as all three Hackachaks were hurling
scorn and invective at Junior, he noticed Vanadium standing in the doorway, observing. Perfect. He pretended not to see the cop, and when next he
sneaked a look, he discovered that Vanadium had vanished like a wraith. A thick slab of a wraith..A new quarry, operated by the same company,
lay a mile farther north. This was the old one, abandoned after decades of cutting..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..deodar cedars with layers of
drooping branches surrounded the place, and usually they seemed sheltering, but now they loomed, ominous..Weird, this kid. Making him uneasy.
All in white, with her incomprehensible yammering about talking books and talking dogs and her mother driving pies, and working on a damn
strange drawing for a little girl..Wally had disposed of his properties in San Francisco under Tom's careful supervision. Any attempt to trace him
from the city to Bright Beach would fail. His vehicles were purchased through a corporation, and his new house had been bought through a trust
named after his late wife..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..When the police operator answered, Junior shrieked, "I've been shot! Jesus! Shot! Help me, an ambulance, oooohhhh
shit! Hurry!".Edom did as asked. Then he cut the deck into two approximately equal stacks when requested to do so..Gazing into the mirror, which
ought to have been clouded with self-pity as though with steam, Junior Cain searched for his anger and found it. This was a black and bitter anger,
as poisonous as rattlesnake venom; with little difficulty, his heart was distilling it into purest rage.."Jacob scares people," Agnes said. "No one
would eat a pie that Jacob delivered without having it tested at a lab.".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.."Well," Kathleen said, "even if the
money wasn't so nice, I'd be sorry to see this case end.".Perhaps he would not have leaped along this chain of conclusions if he'd not been an
admirer of Caesar Zedd, for Zedd teaches that too often society encourages us to dismiss certain insights as illogical, even when in fact these
insights arise from animal instinct and are the closest thing to unalloyed truth we will ever know..On one particular street in Bright Beach,
however, the most significant event of the year occurred on a pleasant afternoon in early April, when Barty, now nine years old, climbed to the top
of the great oak and perched there in triumph, king of the tree and master of his blindness..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..Did she poison herself as well? Was it her intention to kill him and commit suicide?.The ship of night
floated over the city and cast down nets of darkness, gathering millions of lights like luminous fishes in its black toils..Waste of time to check those
places. More likely, woman and boy were hiding in the last room..The detective shrugged. "The girl might've had her baby at a third rate hospital,
one with poor control of patients' records and a less professional staff. Or the kid might have been placed for adoption through some baby
brokerage in it strictly for the money. Then there would've been opportunities to learn something. But as soon as I discovered it was St. Mary's, I
knew we were screwed.".After examining Phimie, who was nauseous, Daines prescribed an anticonvulsant, an antiemetic, and a sedative, all
intravenously..Nolly raised his martini glass in a toast. "To Kathleen Klerkle Wulfstan, dentist and associate detective.".They lived too far from the
nearest railroad tracks. He could not rationally expect a derailed train to crash through the garage..Eventually, of course, dear Edom held forth
about tornadoes--in particular the infamous Tri-State Tornado of 1925, which ravaged portions of Missouri, Illinois, and Indiana..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.."What kept me going
these past two and a half years was knowing that I could get my hands on Mr. Cain when I was finally well enough to do something about
him.".Charmed by the vulnerability of the young, he'd never slept with an older woman. The prospect intrigued him. She would have tricks in her
repertoire that younger women were too inexperienced to know..At Thanksgiving dinner, again at the three tables set end to end, in the year of the
triple zero, Mary Lampion, now fourteen years old, made an interesting announcement over the pumpkin pie. In her travels where none but she
could go, after seven fascinating years of exploring a fraction of all the infinite worlds, she said she sensed beyond doubt that, as Barty's mother
had told him on her deathbed, there is one special place beyond all the ways things are, one shining place..She owned a public-relations firm
specializing in artists, and over dinner she rhapsodized about the work of Jack Lientery. His current series of paintings-emaciated babies against
backdrops of ripe fruit and other symbols of plenty-had critics swooning..The gray pants of her jogging suit, speckled with rain that had blown in
through the shattered windshield, were suddenly soaked. Her water had broken..Six paces past that marker floorboard, Barty had the strangest
feeling that someone was in the hallway with him..In the present, long after the execution of Josef Krepp, half a block ahead, lay the Lipscomb
house. Beyond it, the Lampion place..Through tears, that night, she asked him if the commitment he was making didn't frighten him..Currently,
Jacob was far removed from the embalming chamber and intended never to set foot there, alive. With Walter Panglo as his guide, he toured the
casket selection in the funeral-planning room..The previous April, the lads from Liverpool had claimed all five of the top five. Real Americans, like
the Beach Boys and the Four Seasons, were forced to settle for lower numbers. It made you wonder who had really won the Revolutionary
War..Koko changed directions with a fantastic pivot turn and bounded after the girl..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
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they heard distinctly through the glass in the door..Fortifying herself with more coffee, Jolene said, "Edom, you were going to tell us how Joey's
coping with fatherhood.".WALTER PANGLO, the only mortician in Bright Beach, was a sweet tempered wisp of a man who enjoyed puttering in
his garden when he wasn't planting dead people. He grew prize roses and gave them away in great bouquets to the sick, to young people in love, to
the school librarian on her birthday, to clerks who had been polite to him..AT ST. MARY'S HOSPITAL, where Wally had brought Angel into this
world three years ago, he was now fighting for his life, for a chance to see the girl grow and to be the father she needed. He'd been taken to surgery
already when Celestina and Angel arrived a few minutes behind the ambulance..Bill wasn't impressed. "They build houses out of mud in China. No
wonder everything falls down.".He closed his eyes to know the kitchen as Barty knew it. The fine aromas, the musical clink of spoons, the tinny
rattle of pans, the liquid swish of a stirring whisk, the heat from the ovens, the women's voices: Gradually, denying himself sight, he was aware of
his other senses sharpening..Junior didn't care which explanation was correct. Only one thing mattered: The Bartholomew hunt was at last nearing
an end. On Wednesday, December 27, Junior met Google, the document forger, in a theater, during a matinee of Bonnie and Clyde.
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