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"Yes?" the silver-haired eminence replied, wrinkling his nose as though he suspected that this customer would ask if the display pedestal was
included in the price..At a gun shop, Junior purchased two hundred rounds of ammunition. Later, that many cartridges seemed excessive to him.
Later still, he purchased another two hundred.."You're heaven-sent," Grace assured Paul at breakfast Saturday morning. "With all your stories, you
lifted our hearts when we most needed to be lifted.".On the short return trip to the ophthahnologist, Agnes crazily considered driving past Chan's
office building, cruising onward--ever onward-into the sparkling December night, not just back to Bright Beach, where the bad news would simply
come by phone, but to places so far away that the diagnosis could never catch up to them, where the disease would remain unnamed and therefore
would have no power over Barty..Unable to speak, the girl kissed her and then gently placed her head against Agnes's breast, capturing forever in
memory the pure sound of her heart..Junior was starving, but he didn't trust his bowels enough to risk dinner in a restaurant. The affliction seemed
to have passed, but it might recur when he had food in his system again..Vanadium was dead. Pounded with pewter and sunk in a flooded quarry.
Gone forever..Somehow, Agnes knew that in his younger days, Obadiah had been a stage magician. Artlessly, she drew him out on the
subject..With the dead woman's guest on the way, minutes were precious. Attention to detail was essential, however, regardless of how much time
was required to properly stage the little tableau that might disguise murder as a domestic accident..Holding up his misshapen hands, knobby
knuckles toward Agnes, Obadiah said, "How do you think they became like this?".Shadows still perched throughout most of the room. They no
longer reminded her of roosting birds, but of a featherless flock, leathery of wing and red of eye, with a taste for unspeakable feasts.."I doubted
myself more than God, though Him, too. I had those boys' blood on my hands. They were mine to protect, and I failed.".He warily surveyed those
around him as he walked, and looked over his shoulder from time to time. On one of these backward glances, he was unnerved but not surprised to
see Vanadium's specter..In case someone was waiting in the hallway, he flushed the john for authenticity, though binding foods and paregoric still
gave him the sturdy bowels of any brave knight in battle..Junior didn't slow as he passed the house, but circled the block and drove by the place
again..Regrettably, he had no choice but to conclude that she hadn't made up her mind whether to keep the baby or to seek out an illegal abortion
without Junior's approval. She had been thinking about scraping his child out of her womb without even telling him..These kids were the same age,
yet listening to them was akin to hearing Angel do her charming shtick with an adult who had a lot of patience, a sense of humor, and an awareness
of generational ironies..His homely face was long and narrow, as though pulled into that shape by the weight of his responsibilities. In other
circumstances, however, his generous mouth might have shaped an appealing smile; and his green eyes had in them the compassion of someone
who himself had known great loss..In Oregon, standing at Junior Cain's bedside, turning a quarter across the knuckles of his left hand, Thomas
Vanadium asks about the name that his suspect had spoken in the grip of a nightmare..As she clambered through the open door into Celestina's lap,
the girl said, "Uncle Wally gave me an Oreo.".Sliding Victoria's chair away from the table, he turned her to face him. He adjusted her body so that
her head was tipped back and her arms were hanging slack at her sides..As kids-living in a house that was run like a prison, stifled by the
oppressive rule of a morose father who believed that any form of entertainment was an offense against God-they conducted secret card games as
their primary act of rebellion. A deck of cards was small enough to hide quickly and to keep hidden successfully even during one of their father's
painstakingly thorough room searches..In all their years, neither twin had ever set foot beyond the limits of Bright Beach. They both appeared
nervous but determined..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..People like Enoch Cain, of course, never choose between the right and the wrong
thing, but between two evils. For themselves, they create world after world of despair. For others, they make worlds of pain..were uniformly
negative, frequently hilarious, but never as succinct and violent as Sklent's..Regardless of her other successes or failures as a parent, Agnes
intended to make certain that Barty never lacked hope, that meaning and purpose flowed through the boy as constantly as blood..Paul withdrew the
pistol from the drawer. The weapon didn't feel as good to him as guns always felt in the hands of pulp heroes..Her awful sense of weightlessness
became something much better: buoyancy, an exhilarating lightness of spirit. Fear remained with her-fear for Barty, fear of the future and of the
strange complexity of Creation that she'd just glimpsed-but wonder and wild hope now tempered it..Nolly was, as usual, "Nolly" to everyone, but
here Kathleen was "Mrs. Wulfstan.".WITH BRIGHT BEACH under assault by one miserable flu and by an uncountable variety of common colds,
business was brisk this Monday at Damascus Pharmacy..self-controlled as he would need to be in any interrogation conducted by this brush-cut,
thick-necked toad..Although he was a stranger, arriving unannounced, and something of an eccentric by anyone's definition, Paul was received by
Grace and Harrison White with warmth and fellowship. At their doorstep, raising his voice to compete with the wailing weather, he hurriedly
blurted out his mission, as if they might reel back from his wild windblown presence if he didn't talk quickly enough: "I've walked here from Bright
Beach, California, to tell you about an exceptional woman whose life will echo through the lives of countless others long after she's gone. Her
husband died the night their son was born, but not before naming the boy Bartholomew, because he'd been so impressed by 'This Momentous Day.
And now the boy is blind, and I hope you'll be able and willing to give some comfort to his mother." The Whites failed to reel backward, didn't
even flinch from his unfortunately explosive statement of purpose. Instead, they invited him into their home, later invited him to dinner, and later
a-collection-of-poems-more-cooked-up-poetry.pdf
Page 1/7

A Collection Of Poems More Cooked Up Poetry

still asked him to stay the night in their guest room,."Mommy, did you know, every day on Mars is thirty-seven minutes and twenty-seven seconds
longer than ours?"."Me too." He closed the ring box. Took a deep breath. Opened the box again. "Celestina, when I met you, my heart was beating
but it was dead. It was cold inside me. I thought it would never be warm again, but because of you, it is. You have given my life back to me, and I
want now to give my life to you. Will you marry me?".This was a California live oak, green even in winter, although its leaves were fewer now
than they would be in warmer seasons. The elaborate branch structure, reflected around him, was an exquisite and harmonious maze overlaying a
mosaic of sunlight green on grass, and something in its patterns suddenly touched him, moved him, seized his imagination. He felt as if he were
balanced on the brink of an astonishing insight..The social worker's office once more. Rain tapping lightly at the window where Dr. Lipscomb had
stared intently into the fog as he tried to avoid confronting the life-changing revelation that Phimie, speaking with the special knowledge of the
once-dead, had shown him..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.."So what I am is I'm your talking eyes." Lowering her hand from his face, Angel said, "Do you know where
bacon comes from?".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..When Junior cut open a grapefruit for breakfast, he didn't find a quarter in
it..She heard the door, and when she opened her eyes, the bay had already slid out of the car, into the downpour again. She called him back, but he
kept going.."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..Holding the mug in his right hand, Tom picked up the coin and rolled it across the knuckles of his left. Paul's quarter, after all. A two-bit
temptation to panic. As gifted with physical grace as with good looks, Junior stepped into the bedroom doorway, lithely and with feline stealth. He
leaned against the jamb..inking? The sequined and tasseled hat of fame was too gaudy for her; she was a minister's daughter, from Spruce Hills,
Oregon, more comfortable in a baseball cap..wickedly sharp silver scimitar suspended by a filament more fragile than a human hair..To the phone,
the police. No dial tone. Pointless to rattle the disconnect switch. The line had been cut..That night, in Barty's room, after Agnes had listened to his
prayers and then had tucked him in for the night, she sat on the edge of his bed. "Honey, I was wondering.... Now that you've had more time to
think, could you explain to me what happened?".She was in Paul's arms again, as though by magic, and he ran as fire broke through the
cedar-shake shingles and as the roof shuddered under them. Airborne through billowing smoke. Across flames that briefly caressed the soles of his
shoes..Because his pinching fingers deformed the shape of her mouth, her voice was compressed: "I see all the ways you are.".Commodified
fantasy takes no risks: it invents nothing, but imitates and trivializes. It proceeds by depriving the old stories of their intellectual and ethical
complexity, turning their action to violence, their actors to dolls, and their truth- telling to sentimental platitude. Heroes brandish their swords,
lasers, wands, as mechanically as combine harvesters, reaping profits. Profoundly disturbing moral choices are sanitized, made cute, made safe.
The passionately conceived ideas of the great story-tellers are copied, stereotyped, reduced to toys, molded in bright-colored plastic, advertised,
sold, broken, junked, replaceable, interchangeable..The doors were unlocked on a pickup parked next to the Pontiac. Junior lifted the granny onto
the front seat of the truck. She was so light, so unpleasantly angular, and she rustled so much that she might have been a new species of giant
mutant insect that mimicked human appearance. He was glad, after all, that he hadn't killed her: Granny's prickly--bur spirit might have proved to
be as difficult to eradicate as a cockroach infestation. With a shudder, he tossed her purse on top of her, and slammed the truck door..Off with the
cap. Yellow capsules in the bottle, also blue. He managed to shake one of each color into the palm of his left hand without spilling the rest on the
floor..He stood watching until the car cruised out of sight, and even after it dwindled to a speck and vanished in the distance, he stared at the point
in the street where it had last been, stared while a breeze turned playful, tossing eucalyptus leaves around his feet, stared until at last he turned and
began the long walk home..he had sat here with a pencil, making shopping lists. Now, instead of a pencil, there was the Italian-made .22
pistol..Although he found Magusson's face sufficiently disturbing that he avoided looking at it more than necessary, and though Magusson's
bulging eyes were so moist with bitterness and with need that they inspired nightmares, Junior shifted his gaze from his half-numb hands to his
attorney. "Luck? I lost my wife. And my unborn baby."."It's a boy," Joey assured her, as though he had been given a vision. Thick blood sluiced
across his lower lip, down his chin, bright arterial blood. "Baby, no," she pleaded..An alley opened on Junior's left. He stepped out of the crowd,
into this narrow service way shaded by tall buildings, and walked even more briskly, still not quite running because he continued to believe that he
possessed the unshakable calm and self-control of a highly self improved man..might be grumpy and would certainly be torpid, bleary-eyed, and
uncommunicative. Angel awake was always fully awake, soaking up color texture-mood, marveling in the baroque detail of Creation, and generally
lending support to the apperception--test prediction that she might be an art prodigy..Nolly shook his head, setting a cotillion of warts and moles
adance on his pendulous cheeks. "Ask any adoptee who, as an adult, has tried to team the names of his real parents. Easier to drag a freight train up
a mountain by your teeth.".Had he ever thought he could get away with this? He must have been delusional, temporarily mad..Hound told his
master that they had the hexer in a safe place, and Losen said, "Who was he working for?".At the far end of the table, Agnes shot up from her chair
as her son said rain, and as he said wet, she spoke warningly: "Barty!".Celestina stared curiously at Tom Vanadium. She had witnessed the effect of
vanishment, though she hadn't actually seen the coin disappear in midair. Yet she seemed to sense either that something more than sleight of hand
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had just transpired or that the trick had a meaning she'd missed..Earlier, after sprinting down the fire road, he had been breathing hard when he
reached his Chevy, and by the time that he'd raced to Spruce Hills, the nearest town, he had spiraled down into this strange condition. His driving
became so erratic that a black-and-white had tried to pull him over, but by then he was a block from a hospital, and he didn't stop until he got there,
taking the entry drive too sharply, jolting across the curb, nearly slamming into a parked car, sliding to a stop in a no-parking zone at the
emergency entrance, lurching like a drunkard as he got out of the Chevy, screaming at the cop to get an ambulance..He'd once spoken that very
sentiment to her. Golden haze, sun in the heart. His words had melted her, tears had sprung into her eyes, and sex been better than ever..With the
salt and pepper shakers, Tom walked them through the why-I'm-not-sad-about-my-face explanation that he'd given to Angel ten days
previously..Whether the cop was unhinged or not, Junior had nothing to gain by talking to him, especially in this disorienting darkness. He was
exhausted, achy, with a sore throat, and he couldn't trust himself to be as.64 just a little bit ago," the girl said. "I was sitting on the porch, having a
Popsicle, and I just figured it out.".Celestina hardly knew Paul, and although he'd saved her mother's life, his offer raised a look of doubt from
her..Opening his eyes blinking back his tears just as more agonizing contractions knotted his abdomen, he could see ribbons of red in the watery
green mess that gushed from him. Bright red. Gastric blood would be dark. This must be pharyngeal blood. Unless an artery had ruptured in his
stomach, torn by the incredible violence of these intransigent spasms, in which case he was puking his life away..Caught unaware by the joke, she
laughed. "Well, I'm glad to know I'm good for something. Is there maybe a special pie you'd like me to make today?".judging by the evidence, the
nurse was home alone, but Junior raised his voice above the music and called out, "Hello? Is anyone here?".Scamp had fabulous legs, and her
bralessness left no doubts about the lusciousness and authenticity of her chest, but after an hour of conversation about something or other, before
suggesting that they leave together, Junior maneuvered her into a reasonably private corner and discreetly put a hand up her skirt, just to confirm
that his gender suspicions were correct..Yet his curious attraction to these newborns kept him at the window, and he began to believe that
unconsciously he had intended to come here from the moment he guided his walker out of his room. He'd been compelled to come. Drawn by some
mysterious magnetism..A few minutes after dawn, in excellent weather, they flew out of Sacramento, bound for Eugene. Junior would have
enjoyed the scenery if his face hadn't felt as if it were gripped by a score of white-hot pliers in the hands of the same evil trolls that had peopled all
the fairy tales that his mother had ever told him when he was little..Munching an Almond Joy, Junior returned to the phone book, with no choice
but to find Bartholomew the hard way.."Tom," Kathleen said, "I know why you became a cop, I guess. St. Anselmo's Orphanage ... the murders of
those children.".Junior must have shouted shut up more than he realized, because the neighbors began to pound on the wall to silence him..Scamp
spent Wednesday ravishing him. It wasn't love, but there was comfort in being familiar with his partner's equipment..Focus, Caesar Zedd teaches, is
the sole quality that separates millionaires from the flea-ridden, sore-pocked, urine-soaked winos who five in cardboard boxes and discuss vintages
of Ripple with their pet rats. Millionaires have it, winos don't. Likewise, nothing but the ability to focus separates an Olympic athlete from a cripple
who lost his legs in a car wreck. The athlete has focus, and the cripple doesn't. After all, Zedd notes, if the cripple had it, he would have been a
better driver, an Olympic athlete, and a millionaire..Tom was an Oregon State Police detective, as far as Celestina knew, and she didn't understand
what he was doing here..Junior was paying his dinner check and calculating the tip when the pianist launched into "Someone to Watch over Me."
Although he'd expected it all evening, he twitched when he recognized the tune..Adoption records would have been kept as secret from Celestina as
from everyone else. But perhaps she knew something about the fate of her sister's bastard son that Junior didn't know, a small detail that would
seem insignificant to her but that might put him on the right trail at last..Recuperating, he had plenty of time to practice meditation. He became so
proficient at focusing on the imaginary bowling pin that he could make himself oblivious of all else. A stridently ringing phone wouldn't penetrate
his trance. Even Bob Chicane, Junior's instructor, who knew all the tricks, could not make his voice heard when Junior was at one with the pin..On
other nights, she had overheard this and been touched. On this Christmas Eve, however, it filled her with wonder and wondering, for she recalled
their conversation earlier, at Joey's grave:.Polio, largely an affliction of younger children, had stricken her two weeks before her fifteenth birthday.
Thirty years ago..He hadn't killed this one, of course. A traffic accident. Wasn't that what Vanadium had said? Ten months ago, following tendon
surgery for a leg injury, Seraphim had been an outpatient at the rehab hospital where Junior worked. She was scheduled for therapy three days a
week..Tears burst from Junior, stinging torrents, a salt sea of grief that blurred his vision and bathed his face in brine. "Get out of here, you
disgusting, sick son of a bitch," he demanded, his voice simultaneously shaking with sorrow and twisted by righteous anger. "Get out of here now,
get out!".Everywhere in the fabled city, calves and knees and magnificent expanses of taut thighs were on display. This brought out the dreamy
romantic in Junior, and more than ever he yearned desperately for the perfect woman, the ideal lover, the matching half of his incomplete
heart.."That was five years ago. After more surgeries than I care to remember, I was left with these." He raised his goblin hands again. "There's
pain in humid weather, less when it's dry. I can take care of myself, but I'll never be a card mechanic again ... or a magician.".Nothing he had
learned about the supernatural had led him closer to a belief in ghosts and in all that ghosts implied. His faith still reposed entirely in Enoch Cain
Jr., and he refused to make room on his altar for anyone or anything other than himself.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.."Well, he was an
insurance agent, and numbers are important in that line of work. And he was a good investor, too. Not the whiz you are with numbers, but I'm sure
you got some of your talent from him..Moving around the front of the station wagon, waving at his mother, reveling in her astonishment, Barty
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shouted, "Not scary!.Vanadium hadn't seen the man who had clubbed him from behind and who had smashed his face with a pewter candlestick,
but when~ he spoke the name Enoch Cain, the quality in his eyes was not compassion. No fingerprints had been left, no evidence in the aftermath
of the fire at the Bressler house or in the Studebaker hauled from Quarry Lake..Their struggle to put their sorrow into words moved Agnes not
because they cared so deeply, but because in the end they were unable to express themselves adequately. Without the relief provided by expression,
their anguish grew corrosive. Their lifelong introversion left them without the social skills to unburden themselves or to provide solace to others.
Worse, their obsessions with death, in all its many means and mechanisms, had prepared them to expect Barty's cancer, which left them neither
shocked nor capable of consolation, but merely resigned. Ultimately, in great frustration, each twin was reduced to fragmented sentences, crippled
gestures, quiet tears-and Agnes became the only consoler..Widening his eyes in calculated surprise, Junior said, "Are you a police officer?".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..Although Vanadium had been morally certain about the identity of his assailant, intuition without evidence was not sufficient to stir the
authorities into action-not against a man on whom the state and county had settled $4,250,000 in the matter of his wife's mortal fall. They would
appear either to be incompetent in the investigation of Naomi Cain's death or to be pursuing Enoch in the new matter out of sheer vindictiveness.
Without stacks of evidence, the political risks of acting on a policeman's instinct were too great..She figured that she could stay home, devoting
herself to Barty, for perhaps three years before she would be wise to find work..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..A few attractive women were
here alone, proof that social mores had changed dramatically in three years. Junior was aware of their hot gazes, their need, and he knew that he
could have any of them..This is a tale of those times. Some of it is taken from the Book of the Dark, and some comes from Havnor, from the upland
farms of Onn and the woodlands of Faliern. A story may be pieced together from such scraps and fragments, and though it will be an airy quilt, half
made of hearsay and half of guesswork, yet it may be true enough. It's a tale of the Founding of Roke, and if the Masters of Roke say it didn't
happen so, let them tell us how it happened otherwise. For a cloud hangs over the time when Roke first became the Isle of the Wise, and it may be
that the wise men put it there..He might have felt properly foolish if he had not suffered so much personal experience of Enoch Cain. This was a
false alarm, but considering the nature of the enemy, it wasn't a bad idea to put himself through a drill from time to time..The following April, when
he proposed to her, she wouldn't have him. "You're sweet, Paul, but I can't let you throw your life away on me. You're this ... this beautiful ship that
will sail a long way, to fascinating places, and I'd only be your anchor.".Since he knew where Celestina would be on January 12, there was no point
in taking risks to find her sooner. He had plenty of time to prepare for their encounter, time to savor the sweet anticipation.
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Histoire de Tom Jones Ou lEnfant Trouvi Traduction de lAnglois de Mr Fielding Par Mr de la Place Enrichie dEstampes Dessinies Par Mr Gravelot
of 4 Volume 4
ilite de Poisies Fugitives of 5 Volume 1
Histoire de Tom Jones Ou lEnfant Trouvi Traduction de lAnglois de Mr Fielding Par Mr de la Place Enrichie dEstampes Dessinies Par Mr Gravelot
of 4 Volume 3
Longsword Earl of Salisbury an Historical Romance of 2 Volume 1
Lettere Di Diversi Celebri Autori Italiani Sopra Materie Interessanti Raccolte Da A Vergani Per USO Degli Studiosi Di Questa Lingua
Lettres Deuxiime idition Augmentie de Notes
Lettres Du Marquis de Roselle Par Madame *** of 2 Volume 2
A Romance by a Lady in Two Volumes of 2 Volume 1
Or an Historical Account of All the Races in Great-Britain for with Races Run at New-Malton from 1750-1786 Compiled by W Pick of 3
Volume 3
Bor the History of Horatio Saville Esq And Miss Louisa C**** in Two Volumes of 2 Volume 2
Miscellanies Upon Various Subjects by John Aubrey a New Edition with Considerable Improvements to Which Is Prefixed Some Account of His
Life
Have at You All Or the Drury-Lane Journal by Madam Roxana Termagant
Historia Febris Anomalae Batavae Annorum 1746 1747 1748 c Accedunt Monita Siphylica Auctore Jacobo Grainger MD
Essays on the Venereal Disease and Its Concomitant Affections Illustrated by a Variety of Cases Essay I - Part I by William Blair
A Discourse on the Plague By Richard Mead the Ninth Edition Corrected and Enlarged
Remarkable Ruins and Romantic Prospects of North Britain with [sic] Ancient Monuments and Singular Subjects of Natural History by the Revd
Charles Cordiner of Banff the Engravings by Peter Mazell
Miscellanies in Prose and Verse by Mrs Catharine [sic] Jemmat
The Prognostics and Prorrhetics of Hippocrates Translated from the Original Greek With Large Annotations Critical and Explanatory To Which Is
Prefixed a Short Account of the Life of Hippocrates By John Moffat MD
Memoirs of General Dumourier Written by Himself Translated by John Fenwick of 2 Volume 2
Georgina Or Memoirs of the Bellmour Family by a Young Lady in Four Volumes of 4 Volume 2
Alan Fitz-Osborne an Historical Tale by Miss Fuller in Two Volumes of 2 Volume 1
A Novel in Four Volumes by Charlotte Smith of 4 Volume 3
Epistola Ad Virum Eruditum Conyers Middleton Viti M T Ciceronis Scriptorem Auctore Jacobo Tunstall Accedit Joannis Chapman Dissertatio
Chronologica
Miss Scropes Answer to Mr Cresswells Narrative
Cases of the Epilepsy Hysteric Fits and St Vitus Dance with the Process of Cure Interspersed with Practical Observations to Which Are Added
Cases of the Bite of Mad Creatures by John Andree MD
Being an Attempt to Introduce the Experimental Method of Reasoning Into Moral Subjects of 3 Volume 2
Georgina Or Memoirs of the Bellmour Family by a Young Lady in Four Volumes of 4 Volume 3
Georgina Or Memoirs of the Bellmour Family by a Young Lady in Four Volumes of 4 Volume 1
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Some Observations Made in Travelling Through France Italy c in the Years 1720 1721 and 1722 by Edward Wright of 2 Volume 2
Lettres de Louis XIV Aux Princes de lEurope i Ses Giniraux Ses Ministres c Recueillies Par Mr Rose Sicritaire Du Cabinet Avec Des Remarques
Historiques Par Mr Morelly of 2 Volume 1
Memoirs of General Dumourier Written by Himself Translated by John Fenwick of 2 Volume 1
Georgina Or Memoirs of the Bellmour Family by a Young Lady in Four Volumes of 4 Volume 4
Sermons for the Use of Families by William Enfield the Second Edition
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