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Up flew his hands, as white as doves, flapping as though trying to escape from the sleeves of his raincoat, as if he were a magician rather than a
musician..The second and third rooms proved to be deserted, as well, and as muffled as the cushioned spaces of a funeral home, but an office was
tucked discreetly at the back of the final chamber. As Junior crossed the third room, apparently monitored by closed-circuit security cameras, a man
glided out of the office to greet him..No longer able to judge the boy's degree of sleepiness by his eyes, she relied on him to tell her when to stop
reading. At his request, she closed the book after forty-seven pages, at the end of Chapter 2..Tom Vanadium was too unnerved by the Cain scare to
be interested in the newspaper anymore. The strong black coffee, superb before, tasted bitter now..stubbornly withholds them is to take a bitterly
cold shower while pressing ice against one's genitals, until the desired facts are recalled or hypothermic collapse ensues..Barty's mathematical
genius proved to have a valuable practical application. Even in his blindness, he perceived patterns where those with sight did not. Working with
Tom Vanadium, he devised strikingly successful investment strategies based on subtleties of the stock market's historical performance. By the
1980s, the foundation's annual return on its endowment averaged twenty-six percent: excellent in light of the fact that the runaway inflation of the
1970s had been curbed..Solitude, however, was his preference. He found the sympathy of friends unbearable, a constant reminder that Perri was
gone.."You don't get the heebie-jeebies," Max said. "You give 'em. Tell me what's wrong.".After the stupid bastards read a newspaper or smoked a
few cigarettes, they finally broke down the door. Satisfyingly dramatic: the crack of splintering wood, the crash..Through miles of worry, natural
beauty, imagined omens, and the iron-red sands of Mars, they drove at last to Franklin Chan's offices in Newport Beach..Junior locked the door. He
started the engine and drove out of the cemetery faster than was prudent on the winding service road.."Frozen firing pin," Cain said. His smile was
venomous. "I worked on it. I hoped you'd get here in time to see the consequences of your stupid games.".ISBN 0-15-100561-3 I. Fantasy fiction,
American, [I. Fantasy. 2. Short stories.]

I. Title..Anyway-and curiously-Industrial Woman increasingly looked to him like Scamp. As various

abraded and inflamed mucous membranes constantly reminded him, he'd had more than enough of Scamp for a while. At last the day arrived:
Friday, January 12..use it. The cop was no threat to the English army, as Joan had been, but as far as Junior was concerned, the creep most
definitely deserved to be burned at the stake..He still had a sour taste in his mouth, although it was not as disgusting as it had been. All the odors
were wonderfully clean and bracing--antiseptics, floor wax, freshly laundered bedsheets-without a whiff of.Hope was the handmaid to Agnes's
faith. She always held fast to the belief that the future would be bright, but right now she was hesitant to test that optimism even with a harmless
card reading. Yet, as with the fifth place setting, she was reluctant to object..She shook her head, and red bows fluttered. "No. 'Cause you didn't just
move it around.".The birthmarked man identified himself as Detective Thomas Vanadium. He did not use the familiar, diminutive form of his
name, as had the doctor, and his voice was as uninflected as his face was flat and homely..Everyone was silent. The day was morgue-still. The
crows had fled the sky, but a single hawk gilded soundlessly, like justice with its prey in sight, high above the tower..In a sudden desperate burst of
action, Junior tore at the dead man's closed hand, sprang open the trap of fingers and palm-and did not find a quarter. Nor two dimes and a nickel.
Nor five nickels. Nothing. Zip. Zero..In the execution, he was likewise scrupulous, for he didn't want the grownups to see what Angel saw; he
preferred they believe it was sleight of hand-or magic. After the usual moves, he briefly closed his right hand around the coin, then with a snap of
his wrist, flung it at Angel, simultaneously distracting with flourishes aplenty..A sedan had come to a stop in the graveled driveway, over to the
right of the house, almost out of view. As Junior watched, the headlights were doused. The engine shut off. The driver's door opened. A man got
out of the car, a shadowy figure in the fearsome yellow moonlight. The dinner guest.."What's below us?" Hound pointed to the floor, paved with
rough slate flags.."And after Phimie was gone ... he still hoped to learn the rapist's name, put him in prison. But then something changed his mind
... oh, maybe two years ago. Suddenly, he wanted to let it go, leave judgment to God. He said if the rapist was as twisted as Phimie claimed, then
Angel and I might be in danger if we ever learned a name and went to the police. Don't stir a hornet's nest, let sleeping dogs he, and all that. I don't
know what changed his mind.".because the car was either struck again by the pickup or hit by other traffic or perhaps it collided with a parked
vehicle, but whatever the cause, the breath was knocked out of her, and her screams became ragged gasps..Junior's body betrayed him as before,
and also in new ways that terrified and humiliated him, involving every bodily fluid except cerebrospinal. For a while, inside that rocking
ambulance, he wished that he were in a gondola upon the waters of the Styx, his misery at an end..Finally, he said, "What I did was grab the shovel,
dig a hole really fast, and bury Muffin in it up to her neck-just until she calmed down.".All he cared about was Red Planet, and what might happen
after page 103. He had carried the book with him to the doctor's office, and on the way home in the car; he repeatedly opened it, squinting at the
lines of type, trying to read around or through the "twisty" spots. "Jim and Frank and Willis, they're in deep trouble.".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.With his sister's financial backing, Edom
purchased a flower shop in '71, after ascertaining that the strip mall in which it was located had been even more soundly constructed than the
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earthquake code required, that it didn't stand on slide-prone land, that it did not lie in a flood plain, and that in fact its altitude above sea level
ensured that it would survive all but a tidal wave of such towering enormity that nothing less than an asteroid impact in the Pacific could be the
cause. In '73, he married Maria Elena (that boy-girl thing, after all), whereupon she became Agnes's sister-in-law in addition to having long been a
full sister in her heart. They bought the house on the other side of the original Lampion homestead, and another fence was torn down.."Yeah," he
confirmed, applying a blue crayon to a grinning bunny that was dancing with a squirrel..His in-laws' chances of receiving compensation for their
pain and suffering over Naomi's death were seriously compromised if her husband did not hold the state or county responsible. In this, as in nothing
previously, they felt the need to stand united as a family..She twisted her sweat-drenched face in what might have been frustration, closed her.At
the farthest end of the loft from the stereo speakers, voices nevertheless had to be raised in even the most intimate exchanges. The artist who had
created In the Baby 's Brain Lies the Parasite of Doom, Version 6, however, possessed a voice as deep, sharp-edged, and penetrating as his
talent..Junior, putting himself in the detective's place, could think of a few reasons for this visit to Seraphim's grave. Unfortunately, not one of them
supported his contention that he was an innocent man..He hesitated, because until the limited explanations he'd made to Celestina in San Francisco,
he had never discussed his special perception with anyone except two priest counselors in the seminary. At first he felt uneasy, talking of these
matters to strangers-as if he were making a confession to laity who held no authority to provide absolution but as he spoke to this hushed and
intense gathering, his doubts fell away, and revelation seemed as natural as talk of the weather..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..Seeing her, Joey leaped up front his
armchair again. He managed to hold on to his book this time, but he stumbled into the footstool and nearly lost his balance..Room to room through
the upstairs. Checking closets. Behind furniture. Bathrooms. In Paul's private spaces. No Cain.."It's what?" asked the detective, for with the
exception of his teeth, he was not a self-improved individual.."September 27, 1962. Barcelona, Spain. A flood killed four hundred forty-five
people.".The hospital was eerily quiet, except for the occasional squeak of rubber-soled shoes on the vinyl floor of the corridor..Heaven, and his
words touched a tenderness in her, overlaying an arc of pain across the curve of her smile.."Oh, Wally, I am worried. I'm deeply worried. My mama
is going to buy herself a first-class ticket to the fiery pit if she doesn't stop this prevaricatin'.".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..At home, after phoning her folks,
Celestina made a ham sandwich. She ate a quarter of it. Then two bites of a chocolate croissant. One spoonful of butter pecan ice cream.
Everything was without taste, more bland than Phimie's hospital food, and it cloyed in her throat..He raised the lower sash of the tall double-hung
window and slipped quietly into the dark kitchen. Because the window served also as an emergency exit, it wasn't set above a counter, and ingress
was easy..Her brothers' solemnity irritated Agnes. They appeared to be taking this reading seriously, as though it were far more than just a little
after-dinner entertainment..That was all right, for she had done the same for Otter's elder sister, and so his parents sent him to her in the evenings.
But she taught Otter more than the song of the Creation. She knew his gift. She and some men and women like her, people of no fame and some of
questionable reputation, had all in some degree that gift; and they shared, in secret, what lore and craft they had. "A gift untaught is a ship
unguided," they said to Otter, and they taught him all they knew. It wasn't much, but there were some beginnings of the great arts in it; and though
he felt uneasy at deceiving his parents, he couldn't resist this knowledge, and the kindness and praise of his poor teachers. "It will do you no harm if
you never use it for harm," they told him, and that was easy for him to promise them..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.".With a sigh, Obadiah differed: "Not clever. Crude. Before my
hands became these great-knuckled lumps, I could have dazzled you.".spades. Friday night, she had ripped the cards in thirds and had been carrying
the twelve pieces with her since then, waiting for this quiet Sunday evening..Grace, of course, was a strong woman for whom faith was an armor
against far worse than embarrassment. Celestina knew that Mom would suffer immeasurably more heartache by remaining in Oregon than what
pain she might experience at her daughter's side, but Phimie was too young, too naive, and too frightened to grasp that in this matter, as in all
others, her mother was a pillar, not a reed..Putting one hand on the object to which she referred, Barty said, "Mom and I were listening to a book
when you got here. This is a talking book.".Celestina smiled distractedly. Since arriving at the hotel an hour ago, she had been openly debating with
herself whether to call her parents in Spruce Hills or to wait until later in the afternoon, when she might be able to report not just that she had a
fianc?, and not only that she had a fianc? who'd been shot and nearly killed, but also that his condition had been upgraded from critical to serious.
As she'd explained to Tom, in addition to worrying them with the news about Cain, she'd be stunning them with the announcement that she was
going to marry a white man twice her age. "My folks don't have one ounce of prejudice between them, but they sure do have firm ideas about
what's appropriate and what's not." This would ring the big bell at the top of the White Family Scale of the Inappropriate. Besides, they were
preparing for the funeral of a parishioner, and from personal experience, Celestina knew their day would be full. Nevertheless, at ten minutes past
eleven, after picking at her breakfast, she finally decided to call them..At this extreme end of town, no streetlamps lit the pavement. With only
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moonlight to reveal him, he wasn't likely to be recognized if anyone happened to glance out a window.."I'm not going anywhere," she pledged. She
had realized that his voice was growing heavy with sleep. "But it's time for you to go to dreamland.".Although Junior felt honor-bound to give
Victoria first shot at him, he certainly didn't owe her monogamy. Eventually, when he had shaken off suspicion as finally as he had shaken off
Naomi, he would be in the mood for a dessert buffet, romantically speaking, and one eclair would not satisfy.."I was raised to understand it," said
Celestina, and when she looked across the room, she saw that her words had moved her mother..They were married in September of that year,
much later than even Grace White's wager date. As Grace's guess had been closer than her daughter's, however, Celestina paid with a month of
kitchen duty..Bartholomew didn't merely have something to do with babies. Bartholomew was a baby..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..His waitress was a cutie. She flirted with him, and he knew he could have her if he wanted..Needlepoint, meditation, and even sex
had not recently provided him with significant relief of tension. The paintings of Sklent and the works of Zedd were packed in the van, where he
couldn't at the moment take solace from them.."Me, me," Celestina said. "In fact, fianc?es should come first.".She leaned against the apartment
door for a long moment, holding on to the doorknob and to the thumb-turn of the second deadbolt, as though she were convinced that if she let go,
she would float off the floor like a cloud-stuffed child.."Maria is coming by with Francesca and Bonita," Agnes said. "We might as well put all the
extensions in the table. Barty, call Uncle Jacob and Uncle Edom and invite them for dinner.".If the policeman's gray eyes had earlier been as hard
as nailheads, they were now points, and behind them was willpower strong enough to drive spikes through stone.."Couldn't carry these three
ladies," he said. "Svelte as they are, they still weigh more than a backpack.".She strove to appear calm, and she must have succeeded, because
neither woman seemed to realize that she was scared almost to the point of paralysis. She moved woodenly, joints stiff, muscles tense..Yet he
brooded even at breakfast, in spite of the consolation of clotted cream and berries, raisin scones and cinnamon butter. In better worlds, wiser Tom
Vanadiums chose different tactics that resulted in less misery than this, in a far swifter conveyance of Enoch Cain to the halls of justice. But he was
none of those Tom Vanadiums. He was only this Tom, flawed "land struggling, and he couldn't take comfort in the fact that elsewhere he had
proved to be a better man..Angel cocked her head and studied his left hand, which he had closed while opening his right. She pointed. "It's
there.".Although she had slept well and though her hemorrhaging had been successfully arrested, Agnes was too weak to manage breakfast alone.
A simple spoon was as heavy and as unwieldy as a shovel..Throughout Agnes's thirty-three years, strength had often been demanded of her, but
never such strength as was required now to rein in her emotions and to be a rock for Barty. "Don't be scared, honey. I'm here." She took one of his
small hands in both of hers. "I'll be waiting. You'll never be without me.".Judging by Grace's expression when Paul plucked the chest off the floor,
he figured it was heavy. He had no way of knowing for sure, because he was in a weird state, so saturated with adrenaline that his heart squirted
blood through his arteries at a speed Zeus couldn't have matched with the fastest lightning bolts in his quiver. The chest felt no heavier than a
pillow, which couldn't be right, even if it was empty..As Junior was about to knock again, the door flew inward, and over Sinatra having fun with
"When My Sugar Walks Down the Street," Victoria said, "You're early, I didn't hear your car--" She was speaking as she pulled the door open, and
she cut herself off in midsentence When she stepped up to the threshold and saw who stood before her..Entering the bedroom, Junior had expected
to cast aside his pistol and draw a knife. But he was no longer in a mood for close-up work. Fortunately, he'd managed to hold on to the gun..She
was four years older than Phimie. They hadn't i;.mn a great deal of each other during the past three years, since Celestina had come to San
Francisco. Although distance and time, the press of her studies, and the busyness of daily life had not made her forget that she loved Phimie, she
had forgotten the purity and the power of love. Rediscovering it now, she was shaken so badly that she had to pull a chair to the side of the bed and
sit down..Her hands trembled as she attempted to fold her sister's clothes into the small suitcase. What should have been a simple task became a
daunting challenge; the fabric seemed to come alive in her hands and slip through her fingers, resisting every attempt to organize it. When
eventually she realized there was no reason to be neat, she tossed the garments into the bag without concern for wrinkling them..Junior reached the
window seat and stared down at her. "I don't believe that's true.".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.."Yellow, yellow, yellow, yellow," Angel said with satisfaction as she
examined herself in the mirrored closet door..Junior gave the Raisinets to him, and Google left the theater with his candy and his cash..With his
startling combination of a Mediterranean complexion and rust-red hair, his good looks, and his fit physique, Paul had the exotic appearance of a
pulp-fiction hero. In particular, he liked to imagine that he might pass for Doc Savage's brother..The fact that Barty saw twisty spots with either eye
closed had prepared Agnes for this bleak news. Yet in spite of the defense that foreknowledge provided her, the teeth of sorrow bit deep..No sign of
Vanadium. Some of the taller monuments offered hiding places on both sides of the cemetery road, as did the thicker trunks of the larger
trees..Rising from the chair and approaching the bed, the detective kept turning the quarter without hesitation. "She was a very sweet girl. Very
romantic. Her diary's full of rhapsodies about married life, about you. She thought you were the finest man she'd ever known and the perfect
husband.".When she left Our Lady of Sorrows a few minutes later, she was convinced that the knave of spades--whether a human monster or the
devil himself-would never cross paths with Barty Lampion..He felt for the railing. Grasped at the empty air only briefly. Found the handrail. He
climbed to the porch..Barty, at the head of the table, sensed Mary's approach only as she was about to touch him. She put a hand on his arm and
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said, "Daddy, will you turn your chair away from the table and let me sit on your lap?".The blue vault above, cloudless now, was the most
threatening sky that Edom had ever seen. The air was astonishingly dry so soon after a storm. And still. Hushed. Earthquake weather. Before this
momentous day was done, great temblors and five-hundred-foot tidal waves would rock and swamp the coast..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..In his car, currently a Mercedes, he made
three trips between his apartment and the garage in which he'd stored the Ford van under the Pinchbeck name. He took precautions against being
followed..So these are reports of my explorations and discoveries: tales from Earthsea for those who have liked or think they might like the place,
and who are willing to accept these hypotheses: things change: authors and wizards are not always to be trusted: nobody can explain a
dragon..Running footsteps, heading toward the ambulance. Apparently Kenny. The second paramedic..Between his surgeries and for many months
thereafter, Vanadium had devoted his energies to speech therapy, physical rehabilitation, and the concoction of periodic torments for Enoch Cain,
which Simon Magusson was able to implement, every few months, through Nolly and Kathleen. The idea wasn't to bring Cain to justice by
torturing his conscience, since he'd allowed his conscience to atrophy a long time ago, but to keep him unsettled and thereby magnify the impact of
his first face-to-face encounter with the resurrected Vanadium..In truth, he was terrified. Although his need for her company was so profound that it
seemed to arise from his marrow, a part of him marveled-and trembled-at his dedicated pursuit of her..A great boom. Concussion rocked the floor
and shuddered the walls and made the roof timbers squeal as though unsuspected colonies of bats had taken flight by the thousands all in the same
instant..Just as Celestina snapped shut the latches on the suitcase and turned to the door, a nurse's aide entered, pushing a cart loaded with towels
and bed linens..The words of Robert Louis Stevenson, well read, poured another time and place into the room as smoothly as lemonade pouring
from pitcher into glass..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 she didn't at once break into a radiant smile..Though she was only a week past her third birthday, Angel
always selected her own clothes and carefully dressed herself. Usually she preferred monochromatic outfits, sometimes with a single accent color
expressed only in a belt or a hat, or a scarf. When she mixed several colors, the initial impression that she gave was of chromatic chaos-but on
second look, you began to see that these unlikely combinations were more harmonious than they had first seemed..Walking was part of a fitness
regimen that he took seriously. He would never be called upon to save the world, like the pulp heroes in the tales he enjoyed; however, he had
solemn responsibilities he was determined to meet, and to do so, he must maintain good health..As Celestina settled on the sofa with the phone in
her lap, hesitating to dial until she worked up a bit more courage, Angel said to Tom, "So what happened to your face?".around a long time yet, but
women outlive men by several years. Actuarial tables aren't wrong.".Find the father, kill the son. In just nine days, Junior bedded four beautiful
women: one on Christmas Eve, the next on Christmas Night, the third on New Year's Eve, and the fourth on New Year's Day. For the first time in
his life-and on all four occasions-his joy in the act was less than complete..Celestina said, "Phimie wasn't a mind reader. That's science fiction, Dr.
Lipscomb.".Seraphim's child had been alive is long as Naomi had been dead, almost fifteen months. In fifteen months, Junior should have located
the little bastard and eliminated him..find the detective's unlikely theory and persistent questioning to be tedious. "I seriously doubt that a dose of
ipecac would produce such a violent response as in this case-not pharyngeal hemorrhage, for God's.Dr. Chan's manner remained professional,
providing the strength that Agnes required, but his pain was evident when his gentle voice softened further: "These tumors are so advanced, we
won't know until surgery if the malignancy has spread. We may already be too late. And if we aren't too late, we'll have only a small window of
opportunity. A small window. Eight days would entail too much risk.".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..For the first time since walking to La Jolla to meet Jonas Salk, Paul planned a journey with a
specific purpose..At the stream Serrenen, where it runs within the north wall of the city, the midwife gave Otter his true name, by which he is
remembered in islands far from Havnor..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..Celestina
succumbed to a fit of giggles. Before she could control them, she used up two Kleenex to blow her nose and to blot the laughter from her eyes.."No
member of the society ever violates a secret confidence," Agnes assured him..Bad news. Having been identified by another guest put Junior at risk
of later being tied to the killing; having been recognized by a close personal friend of Celestina White's was even worse. It had become imperative
now that he know why the pianist had been watching him from across the room with such intensity..After just twenty-one days, the boy's
adaptation to blindness was amazing but clearly the gathered audience stood in anticipation of something more remarkable than his unhalting
progress and unerring sense of direction..This was a relaxation technique that had worked often before. He had teamed it from a brilliant book,
How to Have a Healthier Life through Autohypnosis..were uniformly negative, frequently hilarious, but never as succinct and violent as Sklent's.
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Sonar Log (Log Book Journal - 125 Pgs 85 X 11 Inches) Sonar Log Logbook (Black Cover X-Large)
Jenie Hoist Safety Check Log (Log Book Journal - 125 Pgs 85 X 11 Inches) Jenie Hoist Safety Check Report Logbook (Black Cover X-Large)
Bank Deposits (Log Book Journal - 125 Pgs 85 X 11 Inches) Bank Deposits Logbook (Black Cover X-Large)
Football Coach Log (Log Book Journal - 125 Pgs 85 X 11 Inches) Football Coach Logbook (Black Cover X-Large)
Equipment Downtime (Log Book Journal -125 Pgs85 X 11 Inches) Equipment Downtime Logbook (Black Cover X-Large)
Sermon Log (Log Book Journal - 125 Pgs 85 X 11 Inches) Sermon Logbook (Black Cover X-Large)
Heat Transfer Log (Log Book Journal -125 Pgs85 X 11 Inches) Heat Transfer Logbook (Black Cover X-Large
Night Shift Management Log (Log Book Journal - 125 Pgs 85 X 11 Inches) Night Shift Management Logbook (Black Cover X-Large)
Car Racing Log (Log Book Journal - 125 Pgs 85 X 11 Inches) Car Racing Logbook (Black Cover X-Large)
Auction Log (Log Book Journal - 125 Pgs 85 X 11 Inches) Auction Logbook (Black Cover X-Large)
Elevatic Elevator Maintenance Log (Log Book Journal - 125 Pgs 85 X 11 Inches) Elevatic Elevator Maintenance Logbook (Black Cover X-Large)
Pool Maintenance (Log Book Journal - 125 Pgs 85 X 11 Inches) Pool Maintenance Logbook (Black Cover X-Large)
General Time Log (Log Book Journal - 125 Pgs 85 X 11 Inches) General Time Logbook (Black Cover X-Large)
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