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No one in Junior's circles seemed to care about the crisis in American music. He supposed he had a greater awareness of injustice than did most
people..As they savored the icy martinis, she asked about the client, and Nolly said, "He bought the story. I won't be seeing him again.".Whether
making love or killing, he was never guided by bigotry. A private little joke with himself. But true..His entire body throbbed from his neck to the
tips of his nine toes. His legs were the worst, filled with hot twisting agony..She switched off the hall light and stood at the half-open door,
listening, waiting..Among themselves, the authorities spoke more often than not in murmurs. Or perhaps Junior was too distracted to hear them
clearly..Deeply distressed that he was planning the funeral of a man as young as Joe Lampion, whom he had liked and admired, Panglo paused to
express his disbelief and to murmur comforting words, more to himself than to Jacob, as each decision was made. With one hand on the chosen
casket, he said, "Unbelievable, a traffic accident, and on the very day his son is born. So sad. So terribly sad.".Slamming through the door, letting it
bang shut behind him hard enough to crack the glass, crossing the porch, Tom took the beauty of the day like a fist in the gut. It was too blue and
too bright and too gorgeous to harbor death, and yet it did, birth and death, alpha and omega, woven in a design that flaunted meaning but defied
understanding. It was a blow, this day, a hard blow, brutal in its beauty, in its simultaneous promises of transcendence and loss..He woke several
times that night, instantly alert for a ghostly serenade, but he heard no otherworldly crooning..The girl smiled, as stunningly beautiful as he
remembered her, but she was no longer fifteen, as she had been when last he'd seen her. Since her death in childbirth nearly three years ago, she'd
matured and grown lovelier than ever..Industrial Woman, which he'd purchased for a little more than nine thousand dollars, less than eighteen
months ago and at another gallery, would fetch at least thirty thousand in the current market, so rapidly had Bavol Poriferan's reputation
risen..Nicholas Deed was not the knave. He had already brought all the ruin into their lives that he was going to bring..He turned from the cowering
girl and studied the boy, who stood a few steps inside the room, holding a can of soda in each hand. The artificial eyes were convincing, but they
didn't possess the knowing look that so troubled him in the strange girl..A knife already lay on the counter nearby. He used it to slice four pats of
butter, yellow and creamy, each half an inch thick, off the end of the stick..make a worrywart life-insurance salesman like me seem just as light
hearted as a schoolgirl.".With the determination of any pulp-magazine adventurer, Paul walked in sunshine and in rain. He walked in heat and cold.
Wind did not deter him, nor lightning..In addition to these scavengers, another presence was here, unseen but not unfelt. The chill of this invisible
entity pierced Junior to the marrow: the stubborn, vicious, psychotic, prickly-bur spirit of Thomas Vanadium, maniac cop, not satisfied to haunt the
house in which he'd died, not ready yet to seek reincarnation, but instead pursuing his beleaguered suspect even after death, capering--to paraphrase
Sklent like an invisible, filthy, scabby monkey here on this city street, in bright daylight..Returning from his tests, he'd gotten into bed without
stripping off the thin, hospital-issue robe. He was still wearing it over his pajamas.."I've always wanted to learn the piano myself," Junior claimed,
"but I guess you really have to start young."."Another year," Edom said, "and instead of me, Barty can drive the car for you.".Still seeking some
missing fact, some insight that would help him understand the maniac's Bartholomew obsession, Tom asked more questions until Celestina
suddenly realized and revealed what might be the information that he sought: Cain's perverse insistence on playing the reverend's taped rough draft
of "This Momentous Day" throughout his long assault on her sister.."Whatever you're paying here, that's what you'll pay for the new place,"
Lipscomb said..Perhaps his sister intuited what Edom was about to say, because she didn't let him get started..Maintaining a brutal strangling
pressure, Junior turned his head aside, to protect his eyes. He kneed Neddy in the crotch, crunching the remaining fight out of him..He did not
answer Hound's question..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.."Fear?" Kathleen asked, more interested in Vanadium's words than in his prestidigitation. "You said you're
offering fear to Cain ... as if that was something he would want."."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.".With the infant in her arms, the heavyset nurse pressed in beside Celestina,
who.Agnes remained mystified by this talk, but a week before, in the rain-swept cemetery, she had learned there was substance to it..At the
elevators, the orderly suggested that Edom and Jacob take a second cab and meet them on the surgical floor.."Indeed, you did," said Magusson.
"And I dismissed him as a well intentioned crusader, a holy fool. Looks like you had a better take on him than I did, Mr. Cain.".When Celestina
first entered his ICU cubicle, the sight of his face scared her in spite of the surgeon's assurances. Gray, he was, and sunken-cheeked-as though this
were the eighteenth century and so many medicinal leeches had been applied to him that too much of his essential substance had been sucked
out..He considered calling her, but he didn't know what he would say if she answered..Soon paramedics followed the police, who spread out
through the apartment, and Junior relinquished his grip on the dishtowel..knew Phimie died in childbirth, not an accident, and Max's instincts told
him rape. I explained to your dad why Cain was the man. I wanted whatever information he might have. But I suppose ... sitting there, looking at
my face, he decided that Cain is indeed the biggest hornet's nest ever, and he didn't want to put his daughter and granddaughter at greater risk than
necessary.".On the third of June, he found another useless Bartholomew, and on Saturday, the twenty-fifth, two deeply disturbing events occurred.
He switched on his kitchen radio only to discover that "Paperback Writer," yet another Beatles song, had climbed to the top of the charts, and he
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received a call from a ea woman.."No. The information I gave you came from the coroner's office, which issued the death certificate. But even if I
got into St. Mary's records, there wouldn't be a hint of where Catholic Family Services placed this baby."."Yes," she admitted, her face still close to
his, "I'm afraid. But Dr. Chan is a fine surgeon, and this is a very fine hospital."."The girl's baby," said Nolly, "was placed with Catholic Family
Services for adoption.".He was too sensitive a soul to be able to take either a handsaw or a power saw to a corpse..He turned over the two most
recent discards. Neither was a jack of spades, and both were what he expected them to be..While Jacob had shuffled, Agnes had taken little Barty
from his bassinet into her arms. She was surprised and discomfited to discover that the baby was to have his fortune told first..This didn't seem
strange to him. Among the many things that no longer mattered were the concepts of distance and time..This philosophy had worked for him
previously, but forgetting the aftermath was more difficult when the aftermath was your own poor, torn, severed toe. Your own poor, torn, severed
toe was infinitely more difficult to ignore than a busload of dead nuns..Occasionally he woke in the night and heard himself murmuring the mantra
aloud, which apparently he had been repeating ceaselessly in his sleep. "Find the father, kill the son." In April, Junior discovered three
Bartholomews. Investigating these targets, prepared to commit homicide, he learned that none had a son named Bartholomew or had ever adopted a
child..Great hobnailed wheels of pain turned through Agnes, driving her into darkness for a moment.."What room has Mrs. Lombardi been moved
to?" she asked. "I'd like to ... to see her before I go.".Again he fired into the lock, squeezed the trigger a second time, and discovered that no rounds
remained in the magazine. Extra cartridges were distributed in his pockets.."One of the things I was searching for in your house was a life insurance
policy on your wife. I didn't find one. Didn't find any canceled checks for the premium, either.".He picked up Angel, picked up Barty. "Hold on."
He carried them out of the room, down the stairs, out of the house, to the yard under the great tree, where they would wait for the police, and where
they would not see Jacob's body when the coroner removed it by way of the front door.."I don't have to graduate in the spring of next year. I can
take fewer classes, graduate the spring after. That's no big deal.".After carrying the two pieces of luggage to the car in the garage, he returned to the
study. He sat at the desk and examined the contents of the drawers, then turned to the file cabinet..The slur faded from his voice in minutes, but he
suspected that straining too long to sustain this borrowed vision could result in a stroke or worse..When finally he found his voice, it was
rough-sawn with a blade of grief. "My wife. Perri. Perris Jean.".Books were stacked high on a nearby table, favorite novels and volumes of verse,
all of which Agnes had read before. With time so limited, she preferred the comfort of the familiar to the possibility that new writers and new
stories would fail to please. Paul read to her often, as did Angel. Tom Vanadium sat with her, too, as did Celestina and Grace..When Agnes turned
her head and saw Maria Elena Gonzalez, she thought she must be dreaming again.."Not so bad, two thousand," Tom heard himself say idiotically.
"I mean, compared to nearly four million.".The ninth piece was not art, certainly not a work by Griskin, and could disturb no one half as much as it
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..Easter still lay a few weeks away, but already Celestina had begun decorating more than a hundred
baskets, so that nothing would need to be done at the last minute except add the candy. Her living room was a warren of baskets, ribbons, bows,
beads, bangles, shredded cellophane in green and purple and yellow and pink, and decorative little plush-toy bunnies and baby chicks..Slowly
rotating his raised hands before his eyes, as if he saw them young and supple-fingered, the magician described the amazing manipulations that a
master card mechanic could perform. Though he spoke without flash or filigree, he made these feats of skill sound more sorcerous than hares from
hats, doves from scarves, and blondes bisected by buzz saws..By the time he arrived at his apartment, Junior could think of no better action to take,
so he phoned Simon Magusson, his attorney in Spruce Hills..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..She tried to tell him that he was going to make it, that he would
be with her for a long time, that the universe was not so cruel as to take him at thirty with all their lives ahead of them, but the truth was here to see,
and she could not lie to him..Along the hall to his room. Fast and low through the doorframe. Wary of the closet door standing two inches ajar..He
stopped straining to see through the black room to the corner armchair. He closed his eyes and tried to lull himself to sleep by summoning into his
mind's eye a lovely but calculatedly monotonous scene of gentle waves breaking on a moonlit shore..A supply of ammunition lined the bottom of
all the dresser and bureau drawers, concealed by underwear and other garments. Junior appropriated a box of 9-mm. cartridges..I was hoping you
might know," said Edom, studying the collar of Jacob's green flannel shirt..This momentous day, he thought, and he shook with sudden terror at the
inevitability of new beginnings..Barty never cried. In the hospital neonatal unit, he'd been a marvel to the nurses, because when the other newborns
were squalling in chorus, Barty had been unfailingly serene..He stood at a window, staring down into the street, his profile to her, and in his silence
he searched for the words to describe the "something extraordinary" that he had mentioned earlier..She stepped to the bed, bracketing Junior
between her and Big Rude. The stream of obscene invective issuing from Sheena made Junior feel as if he had gotten in the way of a septic-tank
cleanout hose..The sole male guest in whom he took an interest-a big interest was Sklent, the one-name painter whose three canvases were the only
art on the walls of Junior's apartment..Friday night, mystified and troubled, he hadn't slept much, and each time that he dozed off, he had dreamed
of being alone in a bosky woods, stalked by a sinister presence, unseen but undeniable. This predator crept in silence through the underbrush,
indistinguishable from the lowering trees among which it glided, as fluid and as cold as moonlight, but darker than the night, gaining on him
relentlessly. Each time that he sensed it springing toward him for the kill, Jacob woke, once with Barty's name on his lips, calling out to the boy as
though in warning, and once with two words: the knave. . . ..When at last he spoke, real grief, quiet but profound, softened his voice: "March first,
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three years ago, my wife and two sons-Danny and Harry, both seven, twins-were coming home from visiting her parents in New York. Shortly after
takeoff ... their plane went down.".From late morning until dinner, people arrived and departed, raised toasts to a merry Christmas and to peace on
earth, to health and to happiness, reminisced about Christmases past, marveled about the first heart transplant performed this very month in South
Africa, and prayed that the soldiers in Vietnam would come home soon and that Bright Beach would lose no precious sons in those far
jungles..Earthquake weather. Southern Californians had many definitions of that term, but Edom knew he was right this time. Thunder would roll
again soon, but it would arise from underfoot..On the morning of November third, Barty asked Maria to inquire of Agnes what she would like to
have read to her. "Then when she answers you, just turn and leave the room. I'll take it from there.".Heart racing, but reminding himself that
strength and wisdom arose from a calm mind, Junior stood in the center of the small kitchen, slowly turning to study every angle of the room..Two
staff members were at the front desk, when last he'd seen them, out of sight now and too far away to hear the crooning. Junior had been waiting at
the doors when the library opened, and thus far he'd encountered no other patrons..She bit her lower lip, held her breath, repressed the sob that
sought release, and said, "I know.".Prosser-fifty-six, a widower, an accountant-had a thirty-year-old daughter, Zelda, who was an attorney in San
Francisco. Junior had driven to Terra Linda previously, to research the accountant; he already knew Prosser had no connection to Seraphim's fateful
child..Shaking with a fear that had nothing to do with Junior Cain and flying bullets, or even with memories of Josef Krepp and his vile necklace,
Tom Vanadium closed the sketch pad and put it on the window seat. He opened the window, and in rushed the susurration of breeze-stirred oak
leaves..WHILE THE SLATS of ash-gray light slowly lost their meager luster, and sable shadows metastasized in sinister profusion, the sentinel
silence remained unbroken between Junior Cain and the birthmarked man..face looked familiar, and he sensed that he had seen it before in a
disquieting context, although the man's identity eluded him..By November 1967, the Father Brown detective stories, written for mystery-loving
adults by G. K. Chesterton, thrilled Barty. This series of books would retain a special place in his heart for the rest of his life-as would Robert
Heinlein's The Star Beast, which was among his Christmas gifts that year..able to reconcile these opposed forces, she was all but paralyzed by
indecision..Taking her silence for assent, Tom continued: "Your father is gone from here, gone forever, but he still lives in other worlds. This isn't a
statement of faith alone. If Albert Einstein were still alive and standing here, he'd tell you that it's true. Your father is with you in many places, and
so is Phimie. In many places, she didn't die in childbirth. In some worlds, she was never raped, her life never blighted. But there's an irony in that,
isn't there? Because in those worlds, Angel doesn't exist-yet Angel is a miracle and a blessing." He looked up from the city to the woman. "So when
you're lying in bed tonight, kept awake by grief, don't think just about what you've lost with your father and Phimie. Think about what you have in
this world that you've never known in some others-Angel. Whether God's a Catholic, a Baptist, a Jew, a Muslim, or a quantum mechanic, He gives
us compensation for our pain, compensation right here in this world, not just in those parallel to it and not just in some afterlife. Always
compensation for the pain ... if we recognize it when we see it.".Furious, he squeezed off two shots. Passing the living-room archway, Tom saw
Jacob in the armchair, under the reading lamp, slumped as if asleep over the book. His crimson bib confirmed that he wasn't just sleeping..At the
end of their second date, however, Frieda invited Junior up to her apartment, to see her Lientery collection and, no doubt, to take a ride on the Cain
ecstasy machine. She owned seven canvases by the painter, received as partial payment of his PR bills..Nolly, Kathleen, and Sparky had prepared
him for Industrial Woman, but when the flashlight beam flared off her fork-and-fan-blade face, Vanadium twitched in fright. Without fully
realizing what he was doing, he crossed himself..She lay beside her boy in the darkness, gazing at the covered window, where the faint glow of the
moon pressed through the blind, suggesting another world thriving with strange life just beyond a thin membrane of light..after he is rolled onto his
back by his father, now, here, roses by the fistful jammed in his face, crushed and ground.One hand on the railing, he ascended the first three steps
slowly. Pausing on each, he slid his foot forward and back on the carpet, runner to judge the depth of the tread relative to his small foot. He ran the
toe of his right shoe up and down the riser between each tread, gauging the height..The rain was colder than it had been earlier, almost as icy as
sleet. Or perhaps she was far hotter than before and felt the chill more keenly on her fevered skin. Each droplet seemed to hiss against her face, to
sizzle against her hands, with which she tightly gripped her swollen abdomen as if she could deny Death the baby that it had come to collect..The
three adults exclaimed at the disappearance of the quarter, applauded again, and looked knowingly at Tom's hands, which had closed at the sudden
conclusion of all the flourishes..Bartholomew's genius might have been intimidating, even off-putting, if he'd not been as much child as child
genius. Likewise, he would have been wearisome if impressed by his own gifts..The reverend made the first toast, speaking so softly that his
tremulous words seemed to bloom in Celestina's mind and heart rather than to fall upon her ears. "To gentle Phimie, who is with God.".By the time
they reached the seventh painting, alcohol and rich French cuisine and Jack Lientery's powerful art combined to devastate Frieda. She shuddered,
leaned with one hand on a canvas, hung her head, and committed an act of bad PR..Ministering to Perri, Joshua had pulled back her blankets. The
fabric of the pale yellow pajama pants couldn't disguise how terribly withered her legs were: two sticks..Shaking the ravaged khakis at him, she
said, "Then what made such a mess of these?.Junior had walked along the big show windows, studying the two White paintings displayed to
passersby, appalled by their beauty, when suddenly the door had opened and a gallery employee had invited him to come in. No printed invitation
needed, no cool test to pass, no bouncers keeping the gate. Such easy accessibility served as proof, if you needed it, that this was not real
art..Harmonizing with Diana Ross, Mary Wilson, and Florence Ballard, he drove to the granite quarry three miles beyond the town limits.."He's an
attorney, and this grieving husband comes to him with a big liability case. There's money to be made.".She closed her eyes, and he thought that she
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was gone, but then she opened them again. "There is one place beyond all the ways things are.".Wait here in the car. Give them time to settle down.
At this hour, they would put the kid to bed first. Then Ichabod and Celestina would go to their room, undress for the night..The hospital was eerily
quiet, except for the occasional squeak of rubber-soled shoes on the vinyl floor of the corridor..ice bags. I almost laughed at his tendency to
morbidness and self dramatization. The living dead had not come to get him: just some rubber ice bags.."I've seen them," Tom assured her. "My
dear, you've never smelled anything better than a field full of bacon vines.".Rising slowly like the blade in the hands of an ax murderer as
deliberate as an accountant, Thomas Vanadium's gaze arced from Junior's clenched fist to his face.."It's partly that," she agreed. "But originally,
Daddy wanted Phimie to tell, so the man could be charged and prosecuted. Though he's a good Baptist, Daddy isn't without a thirst for
vengeance.".Evidently, her face was knotted with the effort to remember what the child had looked like, for the physician said, "Yes? What's
wrong?".Junior attended a New Year's Eve party with a nuclear-holocaust theme. Festivities were held in a mansion usually hung with cutting-edge
art, but all the paintings had been replaced with poster-size blowups of photos of ruined Nagasaki and Hiroshima..Hound was sorry for him. "You
know, if it was Gelluk questioning you, he'd have everything you know out of you just with a word or two, and your wits with it. I've seen what old
Whiteface leaves behind when he asks questions. Listen, can you work with the wind at all?".Surprisingly, he received a lot of gratification from
voicing this insult, even though Vanadium was too dead to hear it..Once, she left the TV and came to Tom, where he sat talking with Paul. "It's like
Gunsmoke and The Monkees are next to each other on the TV, both at the same time. But the Monkees, they can't see the cowboys-and the
cowboys, they can't see the Monkees.".Nevertheless, his sense of violation grew as he paced these now songless rooms, mystified and frustrated.
On April 19, the unmanned Surveyor 3, after landing on the lunar surface, began transmitting photos to Earth, and when Junior stepped out of his
morning shower, he again heard the eerie singing, which seemed to arise from a place more distant, more alien, than the moon..To the right first.
Kick the door open, simultaneously firing two rounds, because maybe this was her bedroom, where she kept a gun. Mirrors shattered: a
tintinnabulation of falling glass on porcelain, glass on ceramic tile, a lot more noise than the shots themselves..Celestina was unable to talk reason
to him, and even her mother, Grace, who was living here for the interim and who was always oil on the stormiest of waters, couldn't bring a
moment's calm to the velvet squall that was Neddy Gnathic in full blow. He had learned about the baby five days ago, and he had been building
force ever since, like a tropical depression aspiring to hurricane status..So many stops, too little time at each, a dazzle of Christmas trees decorated
every one to a different taste, offers of butter cookies and hot chocolate or lemon crisps and eggnog, morning chats in bright kitchens steeped in
wonderful cooking odors and-in the chillier afternoon good wishes exchanged in front of hearth fires, gifts accepted as well as given, cookies taken
in trade for pecan cakes, "Silver Bells" and "Hark How the Bells" and "Jingle-Bell Rock" on the radio: Therewith they arrived at three o'clock in
the afternoon, Christmas Eve, their deliveries completed before Santa's had begun..His daughter, his affliction, his millstone, granddaughter of the
boil-giving voodoo Baptist ....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.."Yeah," he confirmed, applying a blue crayon
to a grinning bunny that was dancing with a squirrel..The magazine covers were colorful, lurid, full of violence and eeriness and the coy sexual
suggestiveness of a more innocent time. Most days, he read a story while eating the two pieces of fruit that were his lunch, but sometimes he lost
himself in a particularly vivid illustration, daydreaming about far places and great adventures..Because you can walk in the rain without getting
wet, because you walk in SOME OTHER PLACE, and God knows where that place is or whether YOU COULD GET STUCK THERE somehow,
get stuck there AND NEVER COME BACK, and if you can do this, there's surely other impossible things you can do, and even as smart as you
are, you can't know the dangers of doing these things--nobody could know-and then there are the people who'd be interested in you if they knew
you can do this, scientists who'd want to poke at you, and worse than the scientists, DANGEROUS PEOPLE who would say that national security
comes before a mother's rights to her child, PEOPLE WHO MIGHT STEAL YOU AWAY AND NEVER LET ME SEE YOU AGAIN, which
would be like death to me, because I want You to have a normal, happy life, a good life, and I want to protect you and watch you grow UP and be
the fine man I know you will be, BECAUSE USE I LOVE YOU MORE THAN ANYTHING, AND YOU'RE SO SWEET, AND YOU DON'T
REALIZE HOW SUDDENLY, HOW HORRIBLY, THINGS CAN GO WRONG..If Junior had not been such a rational man, schooled in logic
and reason by the books of Caesar Zedd, he might have snapped there in the street, before the photograph of Seraphim, might have begun to shake
and sob and babble until he wound up in a psychiatric ward. But although his trembling knees felt no more supportive than aspic, they didn't
dissolve under him. He couldn't breathe for a minute, and his vision darkened at the periphery, and the noise of passing traffic suddenly sounded
like the agonized shrieks of people tortured beyond endurance, but he held fast to his wits long enough to realize that the name under the photo,
which served as the centerpiece of a poster, read Celestina White in four-inch letters, not Seraphim..Neither Agnes nor Edom knew of Jacob's great
skill with cards. He had been discreet about his apprenticeship with Obadiah, and for almost twenty years, he'd resisted the urge to dazzle his
siblings with his expertise.."-though this Tom now has a rhinoceros-smacked face, this other Tom, in his own world, has an ordinary face. Poor
him, so ordinary."."I could have been killed," Junior Cain repeated, suddenly so horrorstruck by this realization that an iciness welled in his gut,
and for a while he wasn't able to feel his extremities..Blink, the living room. Turning off Sinatra halfway through "It Gets Lonely Early.".Maria
said, "It is ... the only thing ... I can do for him now, for you. I be nobody, not.He told her that he loved her, and she slipped away upon his words.
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As she went, the haggard look of the terminal leukemic patient passed from her, and before the gray mask of death replaced it, he saw the beauty he
had preserved in memory when he was three, before they took his eyes, saw it so briefly, as if something transforming welled out of her, a perfect
light, her essence..And when she finally looked directly at him, blinked at him, her lashes flicking off a spray of fine droplets, Agnes saw that Barty
was dry. Not a single jewel of rain glimmered in his thick dark hair or on the baby-smooth planes of his face. His shirt and sweater were as dry as if
they had just been taken off a hanger and from a dresser drawer. A few drops darkened the legs of the boy's khaki pants--but Agnes realized this
was water that had dripped from her arm as she'd reached across him to adjust the vent..Tom didn't know what to make of this bit of information, so
he said, "That's a lot.".Junior was disturbed that the mysterious chanteuse had been performing when he wasn't home. He felt violated. Invaded.
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