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THE TO LET HOUSE

Traditional logic argued that an infant, no more than two weeks old, could not be a serious threat to a grown man.."Where did you hear that
expression,”" she demanded, though she couldn't conceal her amusement..The heavy hand would come down on his shoulder, he would be spun
around against hiswill, and there before him would be those nailhead eyes, the port-wine stain, facial bones crushed by a bludgeon.....interminably
against the ignition plate before, at last, he was able to insert it. "Should be a boy, because then you'll always have aman around the house.".yunh,"
so she nodded as vigorously as she was able to do, and tightened her grip on Celestina's hand.."Good day, sir," Lipscomb said, closing the door in
Neddy's face, possibly compressing his nose and bruising his boutonniere..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..The upper end of the bed was elevated. Otherwise, Agnes would not
have been able to see the room, for she was too weak to raise her head from the pillows.."| suspect,” Tom said, "that any job you set your mind to,
you'd be as good as you are at teeth.".Gradually, Agnes realized that this was not a prayer for the soul of adeceased infant but for the survival of
one still alive..Sudden rain spared her the need to finish the sentence. A few fat drops drew both their facesto the sky, and even as they rose to their
feet, this brief light paradiddle of sprinkles gave way to a serious drumming..Junior had seen the silvery coin snapping off the cop's thumb and
spinning upward. Now it was gone, as though it had vanished in midair..His exceptional sensitivity remained a curse. He had been more profoundly
affected by Victoria's and Vanadium's tragic deaths than he had realized. Wrenched, he was..This seemed to be a statement of great mystery and
beauty, and Agnes was still contemplating it when the last of the ice melted on her tongue. Instead of more ice, sleep was spooned into her, as dark
and rich as baker's chocolate..Snap, snap, snap! Three more quarters ricocheted off the left side of his face-temple, cheek, jaw..We know a dozen
different Arthurs now, all of them true. The Shire changed irrevocably even in Bilbos lifetime. Don Quixote went riding out to Argentina and met
Jorge Luis Borges there. Plus c'est la meme chose, plus fa change..He stepped to the front door, which was framed by curtained side lights. He
drew one of the curtains aside and peered out..But first, in early July, he stopped taking French lessons. It was an impossible language. Difficult to
pronounce. Ridiculous sentence constructions. Anyway, none of the good-looking women he met spoke French or cared whether he
did..Considering his battered and stitched face, considering also histragic and colorful history, VVanadium spoke with remarkably little drama. His
voice was calm, nearly flat, rising and falling so little that he almost talked in a monotone..The silence in this city of the dead was complete. The
night lay breathless, stirring not one whisper from the stationed evergreens that stood sentinel over generations of bones..Junior kept both forged
driver'slicensesin hiswallet, in addition to the one that featured his real name. He stowed everything else in Pinchbeck's and Gammoner's
safe-deposit boxes, along with the emergency cash..Precisely what type of prodigy Barty might be was initially not easy to deduce. He revealed
many talents rather than just one..As Barty stepped across the threshold into the upstairs hall, Miss Pixie Lee said, "Y ou're swest, Barty..As he
turned the corner onto Jasmine Way, he felt his heart lift in expectation of the sight of his home. It wasn't agrand residence--atypical Main Street,
USA, house-but it was more splendid to Paul than Paris, London, and Rome combined, cities that he would never see and would never regret
failing to see. WALTER PANGLO, the only mortician in Bright Beach, was a sweet tempered wisp of aman 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..His wife, Dorothea, adored him, not least of all because he had taken in her
eighty-year-old mother and treated that elderly lady as though she were both a duchess and a saint. He was equally generous to the poor, burying
thelir dead at cost but with utmost dignity..Looking from one to another of his companions, Tom said, "When | think of everything that had to
happen to bring us here tonight, the tragedies as well as the happy turns of fortune, when | think of the many ways things might have been, with all
of us scattered and some of us never having met, | know we belong here, for we've arrived against al 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.”.Regrettably, at 2:00 A.M., February 28, waking alone in Tammy's bed, Junior sought her out and
found her snacking in the kitchen. Forsaking afork in favor of her fingers, she was eating aNolly, telling the story of his day's work, paused asthe
waiter delivered two orders of the crab-cake appetizer with mustard sauce. "Nolly, Mrs. Wulfstan--enjoy!".WHEN A GLASS OF chilled apple
juice at dawn stayed on his stomach, Junior Cain was allowed a second glass, though he was admonished He was a so given three saltines.."And,"
Joshua cautioned, "you better prepare for along day. I'm pretty sure Dr. Chan will want to consult with an oncologist.".same," Agnes admonished.
"Wha'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?'.Asthe
afternoon waned toward a portentous dusk and toward the gallery reception for Celestina White, Junior prepared his knives and guns..The second
medic wheeled the gurney to the rear of the van, calling for one of the policemen to accompany him to the hospital. Apparently, he needed help if
he was to deliver the baby and also stabilize Apes while en route..Victoria Bressler lay on the floor of the small foyer, |eft arm extended past her
head, palm revealed, as though she were waving at the ceiling, right arm across her body in such away that her hand cupped her left breast. One leg
was extended straight, the other knee drawn up almost demurely. If she had been nude, lying against a backdrop of rumpled sheets or autumn
leaves, or meadow grass, she would have had the perfect posture for a Playboy centerfold..Tom was alone. The place should be silent. Hanna Rey,
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the housekeeper, wasn't scheduled to arrive until ten o'clock..Since discovering the quarter in his cheeseburger, Junior had been half convinced that
the maniac cop survived the bludgeoning. In spite of his grievous wounds, perhaps Vanadium had swum up through a hundred feet of murky water,
barely avoiding being drowned.."It's that bad and worse," Grace said firmly. "Even if they catch him, you're going to live with the quiet fear that he
might escape one day. Aslong as you know he can find you, then you're never going to be completely at peace. And if you love this city so much
that you'll put Angel in jeopardy ... then who have you been listening to all these years, girl? Because it hasn't been me.".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..He could have killed someone named Henry or Larry, without risk of creating a Bartholomew pattern that
would prickle like a pungent scent in the hound-dog nostrils of Bay Area homicide detectives. But he restrained himself..After supper in aroadside
diner, Paul returned to hisroom and studied a tattered map of the western United States, the latest of several he'd worn out over the years.
Depending on the weather and the steepness of the terrain, he might be able to reach Spruce Hills, Oregon, in ten days..Part of him knew this sound
was his heartbeat, not the footfalls of an otherworldly pursuer, but that part of him wasn't dominant at the moment. He moved faster, not exactly
running, but hurrying like a man late for an appointment..As the fragrances of wet wool and sodden denim rose from her sweater and jeans, Agnes
switched on the heater and angled the vanes of the middle vent toward Barty. "Honey, turn that other vent toward yourself.".Rapt, frightened yet
wonderstruck, Agnes leaned forward, squinting between the whisking wipers..Aware of the dangers of dehydration, he drank a bottle of water and
put two half-gallon containers of Gatorade in the Suburban..In hislight backpack, he carried one change of clothes, spare socks, candy bars, bottled
water. He planned hisjourneysto bein atown every nightfall, where he washed one set of clothes and donned the other..Instinct, even reason, told
him that some connection existed between this person, this Bartholomew, and Celestina. The name had terrified Cain in a bad dream, the very night
of the day that he'd killed Naomi, and VVanadium therefore had incorporated it into his psychol ogical-warfare strategy without knowing its
significance to his suspect. As strongly as he sensed the connection, he couldn't find the link. He lacked some crucia bit of information..For along
time, she stood beside the bed, holding his hand, confident that on some level he was aware of her presence, though he gave no indication
whatsoever that he knew she was there..Junior had the picture now. Clear as Kodachrome. Victoriawas in arelationship, and she had come on to
him in the hospital not because she was looking for more action, but because she was a tease. One of those women who thought it was funny to get
aman's juices up and then leave him stewing in them..A speeding truck passed, stirring the fog, and the white broth churned past the car windows,
adisorienting swirl..The striking resemblance between this artist and Seraphim, as well as the factsin the biographical sketch under the photo,
argued that the two were sisters..The boy-wonder physician turned to Junior again and assumed an expression of compassion so inauthentic that if
he'd been playing a doctor on even the cheesiest daytime soap opera, he'd have been stripped of his actor's-union card, fired, and possibly
horsewhipped on alive television specia. "WEe'l be doing the procedure this afternoon, so | wouldn't want to give you anything much for the pain
just prior to anesthesia and sedation. But don't you worry, Mr. Pinchbeck. Once we've lanced these boils, when you wake up, ninety percent of the
pain will be gone.".He couldn't easily refuse the assignment. Later that year, President Lyndon Johnson, with strong backing from both the
Democratic and the Republican Parties, was expected to sign the Civil Rights Act of 1964, and currently it was dangerous for clearheaded believers
in the primacy of self to expresstheir healthy instincts, which might be mistakenly perceived asracial prejudice. He could be fired..Rico, her own
husband-a drunkard and a gambler-had run off with another woman, abandoning Maria and their two small daughters. No doubt, he had departed in
a spotlessly clean, sharply pressed, perfectly mended ensemble.."No. The information | gave you came from the coroner's office, which issued the
death certificate. But even if | got into St. Mary's records, there wouldn't be a hint of where Catholic Family Services placed this baby.".Then came
the Y ear of the Tiger, 1974. Gasoline shortages, panic buying, mile-long lines at service stations. Patty Hearst kidnapped. Nixon gone in disgrace.
Hank Aaron toppled Babe Ruth's longstanding home-run record, and the inflation rate topped fifteen percent, and the legendary Muhammad Ali
defeated George Foreman to regain his world-heavyweight title..Not aword of that would come to Paul, but his frustrating speechl essness might
have been for the best. From everything he knew about this hero, such effusive praise would embarrass him..If magic explained the jacks on Friday
evening, maybe it was the dark variety of magic. Maybe he shouldn't be endeavoring to summon, once more, whatever spirit was responsible for
the four knaves..Paul's Mediterranean complexion didn't make a blush easy to detect, but Tom thought his face brightened until it was a shade or
two closer to the color of hisrust-red hair. His eyes, usually so direct, evaded Celestina..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..But he was more than she
had ever imagined her boy to be, more than merely a prodigy..This soiling of Naomi's memory was a sadness so poignant, so terrible, that he
wondered if he could endure it. He felt his mouth tremble and go soft, not with the urge to throw up again, but with something like grief if not grief
itself. His eyesfilled with tears.."I'm interested in one of the smaller Griskins," said Junior, managing to appear calm, although his mouth was dry
with fear and his mind spun with crazy images of the maniac cop, dead and rotting but nevertheless lurching around San Francisco..As the
unwanted change pinged against the concrete at his feet, Junior-snap, snap-saw the source of the next two rounds. They spat out of the vertical pay
slot on a newspaper-vending machine; one hit his nose, and the other rang off histeeth..Already, he was up two hours past his bedtime. In recent
months, he'd exhibited the more erratic sleeping habits of older children. Some nights, he seemed to possess the circadian rhythms of owls and bats;
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after being sluggish all day, he suddenly became alert and energetic at dusk wanting to read long past midnight..According to the brief biographic
note with the picture, Celestina White was a graduate of San Francisco's Academy of Art College. She had been born and raised in Spruce Hills,
Oregon, the daughter of aminister..The most shameful thing Junior found was the "art" on the walls. Tasteless, sentimentalized realism. Bright
landscapes. Still lifes of fruit and flowers. Even an idealized group portrait of Prosser, hislate wife, and Zelda. Not one painting spoke to the
bleakness and terror of the human condition: mere decoration, not art..In the dark woods of the dream, still the presence: facel ess and silent,
radiating a merciless intent..Saturday morning, Paul made himself useful by assisting Grace with food preparation and by setting out the plates,
flatware, and glasses on the dining-room sideboard..Perhaps because Celestina was her father's daughter, with his faith in humanity, she was always
deeply moved by the kindnesses of strangers and saw in them the shape of a greater grace. "Does your wife know what a lucky woman she
is?'.Assuming that the boy had closed his eyes and was talking to himself, somewhere between his self-told bedtime story and a dream, Agnes
retreated from the room, pulling the door only half shut behind her.."It'swhat?" asked the detective, for with the exception of his teeth, he was not a
self-improved individual..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 hislove and admiration for his sister, Agnes..Glass in the door next to Agnes cracked, dissolved. Pebbly
blacktop like a dragon flank of glistening scales hissed past the broken window, inches from her face..Junior wanted to kill her. Kill him. Whatever.
But he sensed that Renee knew more than alittle about dirty fighting and that the outcome of a violent confrontation would not be easy to
predict..In her features, the girl entirely resembled her mother. She was nothing whatsoever like Junior. Only the light brown shade of her skin
provided evidence that she hadn't been derived from Seraphim by parthenogenesis..Losen, a sea-pirate who called himself King of the Inmost Sea,
was then the chief warlord in the city and all the east and south of Havnor. Exacting tribute from that rich domain, he spent it to increase his
soldiery and the fleets he sent out to take slaves and plunder from other lands. As Otters uncle said, he kept the shipwrights busy. They were
grateful to have work in atime when men seeking work found only beggary, and rats ran in the courts of Maharion. They did an honest job, Otter's
father said, and what the work was used for was none of their concern..He got everything he ordered-full value, and more. When he lifted off the
top of the bun to squeeze mustard onto the burger, he discovered a shiny quarter pressed into the half-melted cheese..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 aflush of wine, butin a
gush of blood..She sat on the end of the table, where Barty had sat, now at eye level with the standing physician..Leaving Spruce Hills, Junior
thought he was putting distance between himself and his enigmatic enemy, gaining time to study the county phone directory and to plan his
continuing search if that avenue of investigation brought him no success. Instead, he had walked right into his adversary's lair..Agnes remembered
the blood, the awful red flood. Excruciating pain and such fearsome crimson torrents. She'd thought her baby had entered the world stillborn on a
tide of its own blood and hers..Maria gathered up the four jacks and tore them in thirds. She put the twelve piecesin the breast pocket of her blouse.
"l buy to you new cards, but no more ever can you to be having these.".Instead, he encountered an elderly woman getting out of ared Pontiac with
afox tail tied to the radio antenna. A quick glance around confirmed that they were unobserved, so he clubbed her on the back of the head with the
butt of his 9-mm pistol..Of the things you couldn't have seen coming, I'm the worst ... I'm the worst ... I'm the worst.....On the back of the watch
case, however, were the incriminating words of a commemorative engraving: To Eenie/Love/Tammy Bean..Busily, earnestly, with great
satisfaction, Junior redirected his anger at Celestinaand at the man with her. These two were, after al, guardians of the true Bartholomew, and
therefore Junior's enemies..Junior descended the escalator two steps at atime, not content to let it carry him along at its own pace. When he reached
the second floor, however, he found that Vanadium's ghost had done what ghosts do best: faded away. Abandoning his search for the perfect tie
chain but determined to remain calm, Junior decided to have lunch at the St. Francis Hotel..Magically, a shiny quarter appeared in Thomas
Vanadium's right hand. It turned end over end, knuckle to knuckle, disappeared between thumb and forefinger, and reappeared at the little finger,
beginning its cross-hand journey once more..Max hung up. The Ansaphone made a series of small robot-mouse noises and then fell silent..Junior
jammed on the brakes, slammed the gearshift into park, threw open the door, and plunged from the car. He spun around to face the menace, loose
gravel shifting treacherously underfoot..After awhile, when no plane crashed on top of him, Jacob got up, went into the kitchen, and mixed a batch
of dough for Agnes's favorite treats. Chocolate-chip cookies with coconut and pecans.."|'ll show you some. That's what Gelluk's after. The ore of
watermetal. Watermetal eats al the other metals, even gold, see..He swept the immediate area with the flashlight, and shadows spun with shadows,
waltzing spiritsin the ballroom of the night.." Apple juice, lime Jell-O, and four soda crackers," said the detective. "If you don't have enough of a
conscience to make you confess,.As they rolled along the coast, Agnes began to read to Barty from Podkayne of Mars: " 'All my life I've wanted to
go to Earth. Not to live, of course-just to seeit. As everybody knows, Terrais awonderful place to visit but not to live. Not truly suited to human
habitation."'.She walked the corridor until she came to aroom with empty beds. Without turning on the lights, she entered, put down the suitcase,
and sat in achair by the window.."Y ou look very, very handsome this morning, Mr. Barty, " squeaked Pixie Lee, who was something of aflirt.
"You look like abig movie star." Some men,” she said, "wouldn't be able to sustain desire when their hands touched my back. I'll understand if
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you're one of them. It's not beautiful to the eye, and rough as oak bark to the touch. That'swhy | brought you here, so you'd know this before you
consider where you want to go from ... where we are now.".Celestina screamed-"Here! In herel"--as she slapped the magazine into the butt of the
pistol.."I'm Sister Josephina." She dlipped Celestina's purse off her shoulder--"Y ou can trust this with me"-.The ninth piece was not art, certainly
not awork by Griskin, and could disturb no one half as much asiit rattled Junior. Upon a black pedestal stood a pewter candlestick identical to the
one that had cracked the skull of Thomas Vanadium and had added dimension to the cop's previously pan-flat face..Hound meant well in sending
the young man to Samory, but he did not understand the quality of Otter'swill. Nor did Otter himself. He was too used to obeying others to see that
in fact he had always followed his own bent, and too young to believe that anything he did could kill him..Chan nodded. " Considering the advanced
stage of Bartholomew's malignancies, he should have complained earlier than he did.".He stopped for lunch at a restaurant with a spectacular view
of the Pacific, framed by massive pines..Not that she ever gave any indication that her brothers were other than a source of pride for her. She
treated them always with respect, tenderness, and love-as if unaware of their shortcomings..Another machine beside the first, stocked with copies
of asexually explicit publication for gays, fired a quarter that hit Junior's forehead. The next snapped against the bridge of his nose..SHORTLY
BEFORE one o'clock, the Hackachaks descended in afury, eyes full of bloody intent, teeth bared, voices shrill..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..As
spectacularly busty as the not-yet-dead Jayne Mansfield, Frieda never wore abra. In 1966, this free-swinging style was little seen. Initialy, Junior
didn't realize bralessness was a declaration of Frieda's liberation; he thought it meant she was a slut..No one was surprised by his proposal, her
acceptance, and the wedding. Barty and Angel were both eighteen when they were married in June of 1983..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..Finally: "A trial lawyer, whether specializing in criminal or civil matters, is like an actor, Mr. Cain. He must believe deeply in hisrole, in the
truth of his portrayal, if he'sto be convincing. | always believe in the innocence of my clientsin order to achieve the best possible settlement for
them.".A new quarry, operated by the same company, lay a mile farther north. This was the old one, abandoned after decades of cutting.."I'm
saying, for all | know." Shetook her hand off his thigh. "What's al this about Celestina, anyway?"'.The living room no longer doubled as sleeping
quarters. Perri's hospital bed had been taken away. Paul's bed had been moved to aroom upstairs, where for the past three nights, he had tried to
sleep..Celesting, the battering Baptist, back in action, came at him again. With one leg broken, another cracked, and the stretcher bar splintered, the
chair wasn't as formidable aweapon asit had been. She swung it, Junior dodged, she struck at him again, he juked, and she reeled away from him,
gasping.."Was apriest," he corrected. "Might be again. At my request, I've been under a dispensation from vows and suspension from duties for
twenty-seven years. Ever since those kids were killed."." That's the roaster tower," said Licky. "Where they cook the cinnabar to get the metal from
it. Roasters die in ayear or two. Where to, dowser?"'.She looked around the room. "He's invisible like the Cheshire cat?' "His whole world is as
real asours, but we can't seeit, and people in hisworld 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 agood life and do the right thing.".In his right hand again, the real gun, loaded
with ten hollow-point rounds, felt charged with supernatural power: to Bartholomew as a crucifix to Dracula, as holy water to a demon, as
kryptonite to Superman..Abruptly, without a cannonade of thunder, without artillery strikes of lightning, the storm broke. Asloud as marching
armies, rain tramped across the roof..Somehow, Vanadium's malevolent spirit was also to blame for Junior's failure to find a new heart mate, in
spite of all the women he'd been through. Undoubtedly, when Bartholomew was dead and V anadium vanquished with him, romance and true love
would bloom..He couldn't see into the next aisle through the gaps between rows of books, because the shelves had solid backs..Because she'd
enjoyed some limited use of her right arm, it was less wasted than her left, although not normal. Paul pulled down that sleeve of her
pajamas..Neddy talked when Celestina paused for breath, talked over her when she didn't pause, heard only his own mellifluous voice and was
pleased to conduct both sides of the conversation, wearing her down as surely as-though far more rapidly than-the sand-filled winds of Egypt
diminished the pharaohs pyramids. He talked through the first polite "Excuse me" of the tall man who stepped into the open doorway behind him,
through the second and third, and then with an abruptness that was as miraculous as any cure at the shrine of Lourdes, he fell silent when the visitor
put a hand on his shoulder, eased him gently aside, and entered the apartment..In spite of its dazzle and power and comfort, however, the car was
not able to lift his spirits as he cruised the hills of the city. Somewhere along these darkly glistening streets, in these houses and high-rises clinging
to steep slopes awaiting seismic sundering, the boy was sheltered: half Negro, half white, full doom to Junior Cain..under the spoon to catch drips,
she conveyed the shimmering diver to Agnes's mouth..He raised one hand to halt the genteel debate. "The whole reason | stopped here first, before
taking you folks on to my place, is so | wouldn't have to bring your suitcases back after Agnes won you over. Thisiswhere you'll be happiest,
though you're always welcome if she tries to work you to death."."Oh, sure, | know," Mary said. "But when it's abad place, you feel it before you
goin. Soyou just go around to the next place that isn't bad. No big deal.". Tucking the covers around Angel, Celestina said, "Would you like Uncle
Wally to be your daddy?' "That would be the best." "I think so, too." "I never had a daddy, you know." "Getting Wally was worth the wait, huh?"
"Will we move in with Uncle Wally?' "That's the way it usually works." "Will Mrs. Ornwall leave?" "All that stuff will need to be worked out.” "If
she leaves, you'll have to make the cheese.".Junior actually raised his trembling left hand to his ear, expecting to find the quarter tucked in the
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auditory canal, held between the tragus and the antitragus, waiting to be plucked with a flourish..Professing befuddlement, the galerieur led the way
through three rooms to the front windows, gliding across the polished maple floors as though he were on wheels..OUR LADY OF SORROWS,
quiet and welcoming in the Bright Beach night, humble in dimension, without groin vaults and grand columns and cavernous transepts, restrained
in ornamentation, was as familiar to Maria Elena Gonzal ez--and as comforting-as her own home. God was everywhere in the world, but herein
particular. Mariafelt happier the instant she stepped through the entrance door into the narthex.
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