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Now that efforts were being made to control the preeclampsia, Dr. Daines had scheduled a series of tests for the following day. He expected to
recommend a cesarean section as soon as Phimie's e's blood pressure was reduced and stabilized, but he didn't want to risk this surgery before
determining what complications might have resulted from her restricted diet and the compression of her abdomen..And here, now, into the kitchen
through a door with a porthole in the center. Into sizzle and clatter, into clouds of fried-onion fumes and the mouthwatering aromas of chicken fat
and shoestring potatoes turning golden in deep wells of boiling cooking oil.."Sure. There's lots of places where he didn't get shot, but there's places
where he got shot and died, too.".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.."Toes," he repeated immediately in his sweet, piping voice. This was a new word for him.."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?".Under a declining moon, he fled
discreetly three blocks to his Suburban, parked on a parallel street. He encountered no traffic, and on the way, he stripped off the gardening gloves
and discarded them in a Dumpster at a house undergoing remodeling..Maria was hand-repairing some of Joey's clothes, which Agnes had
meticulously damaged earlier in the day..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..They introduced themselves as Knacker, Hisscus, and Nork, but Junior didn't bother to associate names with faces, partly
because the men were so alike in appearance and manner that their own mothers might have had difficulty figuring out which of them to blame for
never calling. Besides, he was still tired from his recent ramble through the hospital-and unnerved by the thought of some baleful-eyed
Bartholomew prowling the world in search of him..Junior realized he was on the verge of babbling, and with an effort, he silenced himself..Koko
changed directions with a fantastic pivot turn and bounded after the girl.."I was once doubting Thomas," said the detective, but not from beside the
bed any longer. His voice seemed to come from across the room, perhaps near the door, though he had made not a sound as he'd moved..On the
two-chair bed beside her mother, Angel issued small cries of distress in her sleep. Whatever presences flocked around her in the dream, they
weren't baby chickens..First, Victoria Bressler was listed as one of his victims, although as far as he knew, the authorities still had every reason to
attribute her murder to Vanadium..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..That was the first-and until now the last-long walk he made with a purpose
in mind. He went to see a hero..Traditional logic argued that an infant, no more than two weeks old, could not be a serious threat to a grown
man..He pushed on the door, but still it resisted, and he surprised himself by letting out a bellow of frustration that expressed quite the opposite of
self-control, though no one listening could have the slightest doubt about his determination to commit and command..These past ten days had been
the most difficult of her life, harder even than those following Joey's death. Back then, although she had lost a husband and a gentle lover and her
best friend all at once, she'd had her undiminished faith, as well as her newborn son and all the promise of his future. She still had her precious boy,
even though his future was to some extent blighted, and her faith remained with her, too, though diminished and offering less solace than
before..Descending the stairs, Edom said, "September 18, 1906, a typhoon slammed into Hong Kong. More than ten thousand died. The wind was
blowing with such incredible velocity; hundreds of people were killed by sharp pieces of debris-splintered wood, spear-point fence staves, nails,
glass-driven into them with the power of bullets. One man was struck by a windblown fragment of a Han Dynasty funerary jar, which cleaved his
face, cracked through his skull, and embedded itself in his brain.".To the waiter, Nolly was Nolly, Kathleen was Mrs. Wulfstan, and Tom
Vanadium was sir--though not the usual perfunctorily polite sir, but sir with deferential emphasis. Tom was unknown to the waiter, but his
shattered face gave him gravitas; besides, he possessed a quality, quite separate from carriage and demeanor and attitude, an ineffable something,
that inspired respect and even trust..Somewhere in the world he had a deadly enemy: Bartholomew, who had something to do with babies, a total
stranger yet an implacable foe..The dying-dove hands fluttered down Junior's arms, plucking feebly at his leather coat, and at last hung limp at
Neddy's sides..Celestina breezed through the open door with Angel. "No vanilla wafers. You'll be up all night with a sugar rush.".A deep storm of
silence, anti-thunder, the house fully drenched in a muffling rain of soundlessness..Both the red and the white wines were too cheap for Junior's
taste' so he drank Dos Equis beer and got two kinds of high by inhaling enough secondhand pot smoke to cure the state of Virginia's entire annual
production of hams. Among the two or three hundred partyers, some were tripping on some exhibited the particular excitability and talkativeness
typical of cokeheads, but Junior succumbed to none of these temptations. Self-improvement and self control mattered to him; he didn't approve of
this degree of self indulgence..From his early adolescence, Edom was drawn to gardening, taking special pleasure in the cultivation of hybrid roses.
He'd been only sixteen when one of his blooms earned first place in a flower show. When his father learned about the competition, he regarded
Edom's pursuit of the prize as a grievous sin of pride. The punishment left Edom bedridden for three days, and when he came downstairs at last, he
discovered that his father had torn out all the rose bushes..THE SANDMAN WAS powerless to cast a spell of sleep while Junior spent the night
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flushing away enough water to drain a reservoir..Only one member of the distant funeral party did not disperse toward the line of cars on the
service road. A man in a dark suit headed downhill, between the headstones and the monuments, directly toward Naomi's grave..Shaking off this
peculiar case of the spooks, Barty proceeded toward the stairs. Just when he reached the newel post, he heard the faint creak of the marker
floorboard behind him..Agnes added this stop to her route at the request of Reverend Tom Collins, the local Baptist minister whose folks
unthinkingly gave him the name of a cocktail. She was friendly with all the clergymen in Bright Beach, and her pie deliveries favored no one
creed..Then quickly from Spruce Hills to Eugene by car, from Eugene to Orange County Airport by a chartered aircraft, from Orange County to
Bright Beach in a stolen '68 Oldsmobile 4-4-2 Hurst, while the advantage of surprise remained with him. Carrying a newly acquired, silencer-fitted
9-mm pistol, spare magazines of ammunition, three sharp knives, a police lock-release gun, and one piece of steaming luggage, Junior had arrived
late the previous evening..Using all is powers of concentration, which were formidable, Junior sought to silence the phantom Chicane. At first, the
voice steadily faded, but soon it grew louder again, and more insistent..In the foyer, Hanna Rey and Nellie Oatis sat side by side on the stairs.
Hanna, the housekeeper, was gray-haired and plump. Nellie, was Perri's daytime- companion, could have passed for Hanna's sister.."To support my
eyelids. And because without anything in the sockets, I look gross. People barf. Old ladies pass out. Little girls like you Pee their pants and run
screaming.".She could see now what she hadn't seen when running with him through the cemetery, because she was looking directly at him. Yet
even seeing did not make it easy to believe..WALTER PANGLO, the only mortician in Bright Beach, was a sweet tempered wisp of a man who
enjoyed puttering in his garden when he wasn't planting dead people. He grew prize roses and gave them away in great bouquets to the sick, to
young people in love, to the school librarian on her birthday, to clerks who had been polite to him..Magusson was a small man behind a huge desk.
His head appeared too large for his body, but his ears seemed no bigger than a pair of silver dollars. Large protuberant eyes, bulging with
shrewdness and feverish with ambition, marked him as one who'd be hungry a minute after standing up from a daylong feast. A button nose too
severely turned up at the tip, an upper lip long enough to rival that of an orangutan, and a mean slash of a mouth completed a portrait sure to repel
any woman with eyesight; but if you wanted an attorney who was angry at the world for having been cursed with ugliness and who could convert
that anger into the energy and ruthlessness of a pit bull in the courtroom, even while using his unfortunate looks to gain the jurors' sympathy, then
Simon Magusson was the counselor for you..Turning away from the window, Celestina grabbed the girl and pushed her toward the bed,
whispering, "Down, under.".face looked familiar, and he sensed that he had seen it before in a disquieting context, although the man's identity
eluded him..'Miss White," he continued, still facing the window, "not long before you arrived in surgery this morning, your sister died on the table.
We hadn't delivered the baby yet, and perhaps couldn't have done so, by cesarean, in time to prevent brain damage, so for both the sake of the
mother and child, heroic efforts were made to bring Phimie back and ensure continued circulation to the fetus until we could extract it.".Angel was
lying on a towel on the convertible sofa, where Grace had just changed her diaper..Years earlier, a stream had been diverted to fill the vast
excavation. Stock fish were added, mostly trout and bass..He got in the Suburban, pulled the door shut, but didn't at once start the engine..He
decided to use the tool just three times on each deadbolt before trying the door. The less noise the better. Maybe luck would be with him..This time
he didn't flip the quarter straight into the air. He tipped his hand, and with his thumb, he shot the coin toward Agnes..Angel found this hysterical,
and Agnes said long-sufferingly, "Thank you for the language lesson, Master Lampion.".A trickster, this detective. Full of taunts and feints and sly
stratagems. PsychologIcal-warfare artist..interminably against the ignition plate before, at last, he was able to insert it. "Should be a boy, because
then you'll always have a man around the house."."He's a hollow man," Vanadium said. "He believes in nothing. Hollow men are vulnerable to
anyone who offers them something that might fill the void and make them feel less empty. So-".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..When Victoria failed to answer the
door, this man would not simply go away. He had been invited. He was expected. Lights were on in the house. The lack of a response to his knock
would be taken as a sign that something was amiss..As Celestina and her mother loaded the last of the pies into the ice chests in the Suburban, Paul
and Agnes came back from her station wagon at the head of the caravan..His waitress was a cutie. She flirted with him, and he knew he could have
her if he wanted..Agnes had the craziest notion that he was counting them, when at is age, Of course, he would have no concept of numbers..This
Detroit-built gondola would swiftly navigate the Styx without a black-robed gondolier to pole it onward..Junior couldn't imagine why some Negro
stranger would want to intrude. He hoped there wouldn't be trouble..Maybe the bright side was that the musician hadn't either wet his pants or taken
a dump while in his death throes. Sometimes, during a comparatively slow death like strangulation, the victim lost control of all bodily functions.
He'd read it in a novel, something from the Book-of-the-Month Club and therefore both life-enriching and reliable. Probably not Eudora Welty.
Maybe Norman Mailer. Anyway, the men's room didn't smell as fresh as a flower shop, but it didn't reek, either..As beautiful as they were, none of
these women satisfied him as profoundly as Naomi had satisfied him..On this chilly January night, no campers or fishermen had staked claims
along the lake. Because the trees were far enough back to be lost in the night, the immediate shore and the pooled blackness that it encircled
appeared as desolate as any landscape on a world without an atmosphere.."Couldn't carry these three ladies," he said. "Svelte as they are, they still
weigh more than a backpack.".All windows opening onto the fire escape featured a laminated sandwich of glass and steel-wire mesh to prevent
easy access by burglars. Tom Vanadium knew all the tricks of the best B-and-E artists, but he didn't need to break in order to enter here..Junior
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glimpsed Vanadium first in profile-and then, as the cop rode down and away, only the back of his head. He hadn't seen this man in almost three
years, yet he was instantly certain that this was no coincidental look-alike. Here went the filthy-scabby-monkey spirit itself..Agnes knew now why
this prognostication had dismayed rather charmed her: If you dared to believe in the good fortune predicted he cards, then you were obliged to
believe in the bad, as well..Startled, Celestina said, "Good grief, you're spooky. How could you know what I'm thinking?".Clutching the blanket,
she thought of the funerary lap robes that red the legs of the deceased in their caskets, for she felt sometimes cove half dead. Both feet in this
world-yet walking beside Joey on a strange road Beyond..There was a valuable lesson to be learned from the encounter with Renee Vivi: Many
things in this life are not what they first appear to be. To Junior, however, the lesson was not worth learning if he had to live with the vivid memory
of his humiliation..Kitchen staff. All men. Some looked up in surprise; others were oblivious of him. He stalked the cramped work aisles, eyes
watering from the fragrant steam and the heat, seeking Vanadium, an answer..self-controlled as he would need to be in any interrogation conducted
by this brush-cut, thick-necked toad..Someone named Bartholomew had adopted Seraphim's son and named the boy after himself Junior applied the
patience learned through meditation to the task at hand, and instinctively, he soon evolved a motivating mantra that continuously cycled through his
mind while he studied the telephone directories: Find the father, kill the son..One of his favorite gifts for Christmas 1967 was a twelve-hole
chromatic harmonica with forty-eight reeds providing a full three-octave range. Even in his little hands, and with the limitations of his small mouth,
this more sophisticated instrument enabled him to produce full-bodied versions of any song that appealed to him..He ardently wished that he hadn't
killed her with such merciful swiftness. If he'd tortured her first, he would now have the memory of her suffering from which to take
consolation.."All under here's worked out long since" Licky said. And Otter had begun to be aware of the strange country under his feet: empty
shafts and rooms of dark air in the dark earth, a vertical labyrinth, the deepest pits filled with unmoving water. "Never was much silver, and the
watermetal's long gone. Listen, young'un, do you even know what cinnabar is?".The car shuddered, wrenched steel screamed, and a cry of triumph
rose from the rescuers..If the state police did get involved, and even if they found evidence that the accident was staged, they would most likely
point the finger of blame at the man for whom Victoria had been preparing dinner..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..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..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..It was then
that village sorcery, and above all women's witchery, came into the ill repute that has clung to it since. Witches paid dearly for practicing the arts
they thought of as their own. The care of pregnant beasts and women, birthing, teaching the songs and rites, the fertility and order of field and
garden, the building and care of the house and its furniture, the mining of ores and metals-these great things had always been in the charge of
women. A rich lore of spells and charms to ensure the good outcome of such undertakings was shared among the witches. But when things went
wrong at the birth, or in the field, that would be the witches' fault. And things went wrong more often than right, with the wizards warring, using
poisons and curses recklessly to gain immediate advantage without thought for what followed after. They brought drought and storm, blights and
fires and sicknesses across the land, and the village witch was punished for them. She didn't know why her charm of healing caused the wound to
gangrene, why the child she brought into the world was imbecile, why her blessing seemed to burn the seed in the furrows and blight the apple on
the tree. But for these ills, somebody had to be to blame: and the witch or sorcerer was there, right there in the village or the town, not off in the
warlord's castle or fort, not protected by armed men and spells of defense. Sorcerers and witches were drowned in the poisoned wells, burned in the
withered fields, buried alive to make the dead earth rich again.."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..Junior needed something in his life, a missing element
without which he could never be complete, something more than a heart mate, more than German or French, or karate, and for as long as he could
remember, he'd been searching for this mysterious substance, this enigmatic object, this skill, this thingumajigger, this dowhacky, this flumadiddle,
this force or person, this insight, but the problem was that he didn't know what he was searching for, and so often when he seemed to have found it,
he hadn't found it after all, therefore he worried that if ever he did find it, then he might throw it away, because he would not realize that it was, in
fact, the very jigger or gigamaree that he'd been in search of since childhood..A mutual interest in ballroom dancing had resulted in their
introduction when each needed a new partner for a fox-trot and swing competition. Nolly had started taking lessons five years before he had met
Kathleen..If Junior were weak-minded enough to succumb to madness, this was the moment when he should have fallen into an abyss of insanity.
He heard an internal cracking, felt a terrible splintering in his mind, but he held himself together with sheer willpower, remembering to breathe
slowly and deeply..Agnes saw no arc of color from candle to candle, and she thought that he must mean for her to look at the many cut-crystal
wineglasses and water glasses, in which the lambent flames were mirrored. Here and there, the prismatic effect of the crystal rended reflections of
the flames into red-orange-yellow-green-blue-indigo-violet spectrums that danced along beveled edges..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 a fork in favor of her fingers, she was eating
a.He was filled with bitter remorse for having suspected Naomi of poisoning his cheese sandwich or his apricots. She-had in fact adored him, as he
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had always believed. She would never have lifted a hand against him, never. Dear Naomi would have died for him. In fact, she had..Cold,
wind-driven rain slashed through the missing windows, and voices rose in the street as people ran toward the Pontiac-thunder in the distance-and
on the air was the ozone scent of the storm and the more subtle and more terrible odor of blood, but none of these hard details could make the
moment seem real to Agnes, who, in her deepest nightmares, had never felt more like a dreamer than she felt now..He was about to lift the body out
of the chair when he heard the car in the driveway. He might not have caught the sound of the engine so distinctly and so early if the stereo had not
been in the process of changing albums..She was forty-three, so young to have left such a mark upon the world. Yet more than two thousand people
attended her funeral service-which was conducted by clergymen of seven denominations-and the subsequent procession to the cemetery was so
lengthy that some people had to park a mile away and walk. The mourners streamed across the grassy hills and among the headstones for the
longest time, but the presiding minister did not begin the graveside service until all had assembled. None here showed impatience at the delay.
Indeed, when the final prayer was said and the casket lowered, the crowd hesitated to depart, lingering in the most unusual way, until Barty realized
that like he himself, they half expected a miraculous resurrection and ascension, for among them had so recently walked this one who was without
stain..When he returned to the kitchen to add ice and sherry to his glass,he looked up White, Celestina in the San Francisco phone directory. Her
number was listed; her address was not..Some acts were distasteful, too, such as searching the lunatic lawman for his car keys and his badge..Now,
since he didn't intend to date this woman again, he grabbed the only chance he might ever have to learn the intimate, eccentric details of her life. He
began in her kitchen, with the contents of the refrigerator and cupboards, concluding his tour in her bedroom..He groaned. "That just doesn't cut it,
Mom. If I gotta be blind, I think I should get to say peed off.".Junior didn't find anything to explain her paranoia-though, to his surprise, he
discovered six books by Caesar Zedd in her small library. The pages were dog-eared; the text was heavily underlined..Alone again with Wally,
Celestina said, "They told me that once you regained consciousness, I can only visit ten minutes at a time, and not that often, either.".Junior was
vigilant. He took note of all those who approached the piano, whether they dropped money in the fishbowl or not..Even the Shantung-softened
lamplight blazed too bright and did not serve her well, so she switched it off and said, "Scoot over.".The singular beauty of San Francisco and the
exquisite patina of its colorful history spoke to her heart and kindled in her such an unreasonable passion that she sometimes wondered, at least half
seriously, if she had spent other lives here. Often, streets were wondrously familiar to her the first time that she set foot on them. Certain great
houses, dating from the late 1800s and early 1900s, inspired her to imagine elegant parties thrown.The roses filling the countersunk vases in the
comers of Joey's gravestone were not Edom-grown, but they were Edom-bought. He had visited the florist himself, personally selecting each bloom
from the inventory in the cooler; but he didn't have the courage to accompany Agnes and Barty to the grave..Twice during dinner, he seemed to
draw near The Subject, but then he circled around it and flew off, each time to report some news of little relevance or to recount something funny
that Angel had said..Finding nothing more of interest in the study, he considered searching the rest of the house..If Vanadium appeared among
these men, Junior would not only puke out the contents of his stomach, but also would disgorge his internal organs, every last one of them, and
spew up his bones, too, until he emptied out everything within his skin..Otter shook his head..Somewhere, he does. Daddy died here, but be didn't
die every place I am. it's lonely for me here, but not lonely for me everywhere..On second thought-no. If Seraphim had told anyone she'd been
raped, the police would have been at Junior's doorstep in minutes, with a warrant for his arrest. No matter that they would have no proof. In this age
of high sympathy for the previously oppressed, the word of a teenage Negro girl would have greater weight than Junior's clean record, fine
reputation, and heartfelt denials..In his voice, he heard a tremor that had nothing to do with the hideous deaths in Effingham more than sixteen
years previous..altogether by taking slow deep breaths, slow deep breaths, and by remembering that each of us has a right to be happy, to be
fulfilled, to be free of fear..Before Celestina probed and perhaps touched upon a sore tooth of truth, Tom launched into the story of King Obadiah,
Pharaoh of the Fantastic, who had taught him all he knew about sleight of hand..We have inhabited both the actual and the imaginary realms for a
long time. But we don't live in either place the way our parents or ancestors did. Enchantment alters with age, and with the age..The port-wine
birthmark appeared to be darker than before and differently mottled than he remembered it..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..If the angular mass was Neddy, the vaguely warm,
damp something must be the strangled man's protruding tongue..Wet cobblestones and tattered blacktop. Hurry, hurry. Past the lighted casement
window in the gallery men's room..For a while, Junior half convinced himself that the quarter in his cheeseburger, in December '65, was a
meaningless coincidence, unrelated to Vanadium. His short tour of the kitchen, in search of the perpetrator, had given him reason to believe the
diner's sanitary standards were inadequate. Recalling the greasy men on that culinary death squad, he knew that he'd been fortunate not to discover
a dead rodent spread-eagle on the melted cheese, or an old sock..Instead of immediately killing anyone, Junior returned to his apartment on the
afternoon of December 29, and went to bed, fully clothed. To calm down. To think about focus..When she complimented him on being such a good
little soldier, abiding his cold with no complaint, he shrugged. Without looking up from the coloring book, he said, "It's just here.".Sitting up in
bed, he passed a little time reading favorite, marked passages in Zedd's You Are the World. The book presented a brilliant argument that
selfishness was the most misunderstood, moral, rational, and courageous of all human motivations..A nurse in surgical greens appeared. "Pull up
the sleeves of your scrub nearly to your elbows. Scrub hard. I'll tell you when to stop.".The traffic light turned green. Now onward home. Rolex
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recovered and bright upon his wrist, Junior Cain drove his Mercedes with a restraint that required more self-control than he had realized he could
tap, even with the guidance of Zedd..Turning around in his seat, watching with amusement as Celestina fumbled nervously with the currency, the
cabbie said, "You're not scared, not you. Sitting back there so silent most all the way, you weren't thinking about being famous. You were thinking
about that girl of yours.".around a long time yet, but women outlive men by several years. Actuarial tables aren't wrong."
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Venice Preserved Or Lot Discovered A Tragedy
Alfred the Great A Drama in Five Acts
George Barnwell A Tragedy
Caractacus A Dramatic Poem
The West Indian A Comedy
The Revenge A Tragedy
The Brothers A Comedy
Or the Humours of the Navy A Comedy
The Distrest Mother A Tragedy
The Double Dealer A Comedy
Isabella Or the Fatal Marriage A Tragedy
Lady Jane Gray A Tragedy
The Siege of Damascus A Tragedy
The Fashionable Lover A Comedy
The Carmelite A Tragedy
Oroonoko A Tragedy
Elfrida A A Dramatic Poem Written on the Model of the Ancient Greek Tragedy
All for Love Or the World Well Lost A Tragedy
Honneur Et Seduction Melodrame En Trois Actes Par MM Caigniez Et Brisset Musique de Adrien Ballet de M Maximien Decors de M Joannis
Olga Ou LOrpheline Moscovite Tragedie En Cinq Actes Et En Vers M Ancelot Representee Pour La Premiere Fois Sur Le Theatre-Francais Le 15
Comedie En Quatre Actes Et En Prose Par MM Empis Et Mazeres Representee Pour La Premiere Fois a Paris Sur Le Theatre
Les Ioyeusetez Faceties Et Folastres Imaginations de Caresme Prenant Gauthier Garguille Guillot-Goriu Roger Bontemps Turlupin Tabarin
Ou Interieur DUne Famille Illustre Dans Le Temps de la Ligue Drame En Trois Actes
Les Jardins #271ornements Ou Les Georgiques Francaises Poeme En Quatre Chants Par M G DC
Les Jeunes Maries Opera-Comique En Un Acte
Angelica Or the Rape of Proteus a Poem
Mon Journal de la Guerre de Sept Mois Ou de Baviere En 1778 Et de Celle de Sept Jours Aux Pays-Bas En 1784
Comedie En Trois Actes Et En Prose Par MM Melesville Et Carmouche Representee Pour La Premiere Fois a Paris Sur Le Theatre de
Irza Et Marsis Ou LIsle Merveilleuse Poeme En Deux Chants Suivi DAlphonse Conte
LAdjoint Dans LEmbarras Ou Le Pamphlet Comedie En Trois Actes Et En Prose Par M Georges Duval
Opuscule DUn Celebre Auteur Egyptien Contenant LHistoire DOrphee Par Laquelle on Pourroit Soupconner Quil Est Peu de Femmes Fideles
Les Amazones Tragedie En Cinq A#265tes Par Madame Du Boccage
Comedie En Trois Actes En Prose Par La Citoyenne Villeneuve
Roman Etranger
Drame En Trois Actes En Prose
Comedie En Trois Actes Et En Prose Par M Dumaniant
Les Amours Du Comte de Clare
Plus Heureux Que Sages Proverbe En Vers Et En Trois Actes
Les Tribulations de M Le Prefet Scenes Electorales
Ou La Lecon Comedie En Cinq Actes Et En Vers Par M Casimir Bonjour
Les Amants Desesperes Ou La Comtesse #271olinval Tragedie Bourgeoise En Cinq Actes
Melanges Militaires Litteraires Et Sentimentaires
Melodrame En Trois Actes Et a Spectacle Par M Leopold Musique de M Adrien Ballets de M Maximien Decorations de MM Joannis Et
Thomas a Becket A Historical Play in Five Acts as Played at the Surrey Theatre
Receuil de Poesie Par Mlle de St PH**** Avec Les Airs Note a la Fin
Roland de Monglave Drame En Quatre Actes En Prose a Spectacle
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Rosemonde Tragedie En Cinq Actes Par M Emile de Bonnechose
Waterloo Au General Bourmont Par Mery Et Barthelemy
Les Amours de Cherale Poeme En Six Chants Suivi Du Bon Genie
Napoleon Pties 1-2 Ou Schoenbrunn Et Ste -Helene Drame Historique En Deux Parties Et Neuf Tableaux Par MM Ch Dupeuty Et Regnier
Musique de
Poncedeleon Opera-Bouffon En Trois Actes Paroles Et Musique de M Lebreton
Les Noces Du Pere Duchesne Comedie En Deux Actes Et En Prose Par M Dorvigny
Toinon Et Toinette Comedie En Deux Actes Et En Prose Meslee #271ariettes
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