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At the stream Serrenen, where it runs within the north wall of the city, the midwife gave Otter his true name, by which he is remembered in islands
far from Havnor..As Sinatra began to sing "I'll Be Seeing You," Junior stepped around the bloom and the Merlot. He cautiously peeled back two
inches of the curtain at one of the sidelights..Settling onto the empty stool beside this beauty, Junior offered to buy her a drink, and she
accepted..Rescuers encouraged her to move safely away from the passenger's door, as far as possible, to avoid being inadvertently injured as they
tried to break in to her. She could go nowhere but to her dead husband..He didn't rely, either, on a sixth sense to detect obstacles or open spaces,
which some blind people claimed to have. Sometimes instinct told him that in his path was an object that ordinarily would not have been there; but
as often as not, it went undetected, and unless he was using his cane, he tripped over it. The sixth sense was greatly overrated..Junior was reminded
of a scene in an old movie, something Naomi wanted to watch, a love story set during the Black Plague: a horse drawn cart rolling through the
medieval streets of London or Paris, the driver ringing a hand bell and crying, "Bring out your dead, bring out your dead!" If contemporary San
Francisco had provided such a convenient service, he wouldn't have had to toss Neddy Gnathic in the Dumpster in the first place..Startled, Nolly
checked his shirt pocket and withdrew a quarter. "It's not the same one.".She was not yet twenty-one, and he was at least twice her age, but he
leaned like a small child against her, and like a mother she comforted him..Grace declined food, but Tom ordered for her, anyway, selecting those
things that by now he knew Celestina liked, guessing that the mother's taste had shaped the daughter's.."He's blind, sure, but he's also a boy," Angel
said, "and trees are something that boys gotta do.".From the door to the sink, nervously fishing a plastic pharmacy bottle out of a coat pocket,
Junior counseled himself to remain calm. Slow deep breaths. What's done is done. Live in the future. Act, don't react. Focus. Look for the bright
side..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..He was focused enough, in fact, to find Bob Chicane, kill the insulting bastard and get away with it..The car shuddered,
wrenched steel screamed, and a cry of triumph rose from the rescuers..To the alleyway again. Not through the clodhopper-cluttered gallery this
time. Around the block at a brisk walk..One problem: Nolly Wulfstan, Quasimodo without a hump, probably repaired to this convenient club after
work, to down a few beers, because this was surely as close as he would ever get to a halfway attractive woman. The detective would think that he
and Junior were here for the same reason-to gawk at nearly naked babes and store up enough images of bobbling breasts to get through the
night-and he would not be able to comprehend that for Junior the attraction was the dance, the intellectual thrill of experiencing a new cultural
phenomenon..Frequently, these days, she found herself explaining aspects of life to Barty that she hadn't expected to discuss for years to come. She
wondered how she could make him understand this: Life can be so sweet, so full, that sometimes happiness is nearly as intense as anguish, and the
pressure of it in the heart swells close to pain..He found the strength to squeeze her hand tighter than before. "Be safe. Keep Angel safe.".Short and
slender, Dr. Chan was as self-effacing as a Buddhist monk, as confident and as gracious as a mandarin emperor. His manner was serene, and his
effect was tranquility..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..Stepping forward lightly, lightly, as he swung the candlestick, Junior saw the dinner guest stiffen, perhaps sensing danger or at
least movement, but it was too late. The guy didn't even have time to turn his head or duck..Considering his formidable size, his clothes ought to
have served an image of virile masculinity: boots, jeans, red flannel shirt. His ducked head, slumped posture, and shuffling feet were reminders,
however, that many young boys, too, dressed this way..He couldn't remember on what principle he'd considered firing Magusson. In spite of his
faults, the attorney was highly competent..The bullet had been fired by a renegade cop who was every bit as lousy a marksman as he was a corrupt
scumball. He'd been aiming for Nolly's crotch.."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.".when red aces weft followed by disturbing jacks, Agnes had pretended to take her son's card-told fortune
lightly, especially the frightful part of it. In fact, a coldness had twisted through her heart..Having shuffled all four stacks of cards, Jacob cut two
decks and shuffled the halves together, controlling them exactly as he had controlled them on Friday evening. Then the other two halves..Drawn
one after the other, two knaves of spades didn't signify two deadly enemies, but meant that the enemy already predicted by the first would be
unusually powerful, exceptionally dangerous..He wanted, all right, but -intuition warned him that he ought to continue to be discreet for a while
longer..Angel didn't join the grieving women, but sat on the floor in front of the television, switching back and forth between Gunsmoke and The
Monkees. Too young to be genuinely involved in either show, nevertheless she occasionally made gunfire sounds when Marshal Dillon went into
battle or invented her own lyrics to sing along with the Monkees..Occasionally, when Junior returned home from a day of gallery hopping or an
evening at a restaurant, Industrial Woman-the artist's title-scared away his mellow mood. More than once, he'd cried out in alarm before realizing
this was just his prized Poriferan..Dear Lord, how she loved her sugarpie, her little M&M. Three years had passed in what seemed like a month,
and although there had been stress and struggle, too few hours in every day, less time for her art than she would have liked, and little or no time for
herself, she wouldn't have traded being blindsided by motherhood for any amount of wealth, not for anything in the world ... except to have Phimie
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back. Angel was the moon, the sun, the stars, and all the comets streaking through infinite galaxies: an ever-shining light.."I'll come by at eight
o'clock for breakfast," Wally suggested. "We have to set a date.".Because his pinching fingers deformed the shape of her mouth, her voice was
compressed: "I see all the ways you are.".In the closet, a limited wardrobe did not fully occupy available rod space. On the floor, shoes were neatly
arranged toe-to-heel..Visibly nonplussed by Junior's blithe failure to terminate the handshake when the shaking stopped, the fussy Neddy didn't
want to be so rude as to yank his hand loose, or to cause a scene regardless of how small, but Junior, smiling and pretending to be as socially dense
as concrete, failed to respond to a polite tug. So Neddy waited, allowing his hand to be held, and his face, previously as white as piano keys,
brightened to a shade of pink that clashed with his red boutonniere..Junior had left the front door locked, because if unlocked, it would look as
though he had wanted to facilitate their entry, and it would make them suspicious of the whole scenario..the hilly streets of the city, ignoring all
traffic lights and stop signs, pegging the speedometer needle at its highest mark, as though he might eventually be air-cooled by sufficient speed.
He wanted to slam through unwary pedestrians, crack their bones, and send them tumbling..Happy weekend. His attitude amazed her, and his
strength in the face of darkness gave her courage..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..almost recoiled in disgust. She held the newborn so
that its mother could look into.Eventually she discovered within herself all the light that she needed to find her way through the crucial hours
immediately ahead. At last she knew what she must do, but she was not certain that she possessed the fortitude to do it..Shortly after nine-thirty in
the morning, they landed in Eugene, and the cab driver who conveyed Junior to the town's largest shopping center spent more time staring at his
afflicted passenger in the rearview mirror than he did watching the road. Junior got out of the taxi and paid through the driver's open window. The
cabbie didn't even wait for his fiery-faced fare to turn completely away before he crossed himself.."What's this?" the man asked her, as Sinatra
swooped through "Come Fly with Me.".Then her breath caught repeatedly in her breast as her throat tightened against the influx of air. One
particularly difficult inhalation dissolved into a sob, and she wept..LATE TUESDAY AFTERNOON in Bright Beach, as a darker blue and
iridescent tide rolled across the sky, seagulls rowed toward their safe harbors, and on the land below, shadows that had been upright at work all day
now stretched out, recumbent, preparing for the night..Routinely she dreamed of Joey. Not nightmares. No blood, no reliving of the horror. In her
dreams, she was on a picnic with Joey or at a carnival with him. Walking a beach. Watching a movie. A warmth pervaded these scenes, an aura of
companionship, love. Except eventually she always glanced away from Joey, and when she looked again, he was gone, and she knew that he was
gone forever..Too rattled to want lunch at the St. Francis Hotel or anywhere else, Junior returned to his apartment..At the farthest end of the loft
from the stereo speakers, voices nevertheless had to be raised in even the most intimate exchanges. The artist who had created In the Baby 's Brain
Lies the Parasite of Doom, Version 6, however, possessed a voice as deep, sharp-edged, and penetrating as his talent..do further testing, of course,
but not until he's been stabilized at least twelve hours. Personally, I don't think we'll find any physical cause. Most likely, this was
psychological-acute nervous emesis, caused by severe anxiety, the shock of losing his wife, seeing her die.'.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..Lifting his martini, theatrically gesturing
to the tablecloth where the glass had stood, as though the lack of coins proved that he, too, had sorcerous power, Nolly said, "Another round of this
magical concoction? ".If not for Celestina's slutty little sister, Bartholomew would not exist. No threat. Junior's life would be different,
better..Sklent proved to be angry, suspicious, volatile, but also a man of tremendous intellectual power. A profound and dazzling conversationalist,
he rattled off breathtaking insights into the human condition, astonishing yet unarguable opinions about art, and revolutionary philosophical
concepts. Later, except in the matter of ghosts, Junior would not be able to remember a single word of what Sklent had said, only that it had all
been brilliant and really cool.."Ah, evidently you can read my mind. Scarier than heart reading any day. Maybe there's a thin line between
minister's daughter and witch."."Fourteen. It's usually the family that's behind an expression of the calling at such a young age, but in my case, I
had to argue my folks into it.".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..Junior had thought the news was the lab report, which had found no ipecac in his spew. All that had been distraction.."After the war, for a
while, I was able to get more mainstream work. Racially ... things were changing. But I was getting older, too, and the entertainment business is
always looking for someone young, fresh. So I never made it big. Lord, I never even made it medium, but I got along okay. Until ... by the early
1950s, my booking agent found it harder and harder to line up good dates, good clubs.".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..More likely than not, he would cross
Bartholomew's path when he least expected, not as a consequence of his searching, but in the normal course of a (lay. If that happened, he must be
prepared to eliminate the threat immediately, by any means available to him..pistol that he'd purchased in late June. The city operated a program to
melt confiscated and donated weapons and to remake them into plowshares or xylophones, or into the metal fittings of hookah pipes.."I just wanted
everyone to come see the spider, that's all. It was a really, really icky interesting bug.".A shock-haired, bright-eyed woman with a candle bound to
her forehead set down her pick to show Otter a little cinnabar in a bucket, brownish red clots and crumbs. Shadows leapt across the earth face at
which the miners worked. Old timbers creaked, dirt sifted down. Though the air ran cool through the darkness, the drifts and levels were so low and
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narrow the miners had to stoop and squeeze their way. In places the ceilings had collapsed. Ladders were shaky. The mine was a terrifying place;
yet Otter felt a sense of shelter in it. He was half sorry to go back up into the burning day..Warily, Junior ventured into the gallery to make
inquiries. He expected the staff to express utter bafflement at the name Celestina White, expected the poster to have vanished when he returned to
the display window..This soiling of Naomi's memory was a sadness so poignant, so terrible, that he wondered if he could endure it. He felt his
mouth tremble and go soft, not with the urge to throw up again, but with something like grief if not grief itself. His eyes filled with tears..Although
the Rolex was expensive, Junior cared nothing about the monetary loss. He could afford to buy an armful of Rolexes, and wear them from wrist to
shoulder..Having used his body as a clapper in the bell of the Dumpster, Junior had struck a loud reverberant note that tolled like a poorly cast
cathedral bell, echoing solemnly off the walls of the flanking buildings, back and forth through the fogbound night..He snatched up the wine list
before she could look at it. "If you're paying, then I'm ordering whatever costs the most, regardless of what it tastes like.".She was lost in his eyes:
She wanted to pass through his eyes as Alice had passed through the looking glass, follow the beautiful radiance that was fading now, go with him
through the door that had been opened for him and accompany him out of this rain-swept day into grace..So these are reports of my explorations
and discoveries: tales from Earthsea for those who have liked or think they might like the place, and who are willing to accept these hypotheses:
things change: authors and wizards are not always to be trusted: nobody can explain a dragon..A plate-size piece of the door had been blasted away.
Because of the light shining through from the room beyond, Junior could see that no part of the lock remained intact. In fact, he peered through the
hole in the door to the back of a piece of furniture that was jammed against it, whereupon the nature of the problem became clear to him..Whereas
the lone heart at the center of the rectangular white field inspired amazement and delight in her brothers and in Maria, Agnes reacted to it with
dread. She strove to mask her true feelings with a smile as thin as the edge of a playing card..A stab of horror punctured Celestina as she failed to
repress a mental image of a carnival-sideshow monster, half dragon and half insect, coiled in her sister's womb. She hated the rapist's child but was
appalled by her hatred, for the baby was blameless..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..A nurse fussed over him as she helped him
into bed, concerned about his paleness and his tremors. She was attentive, efficient, compassionate but she wasn't in the least attractive, and he
wished she would.She owned a public-relations firm specializing in artists, and over dinner she rhapsodized about the work of Jack Lientery. His
current series of paintings-emaciated babies against backdrops of ripe fruit and other symbols of plenty-had critics swooning..Copyright (c) 2001
by Ursula K. Le Guin All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or
mechanical, including photocopy, recording, or any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher..The
upper shelf of the closet held boxes and two inexpensive suitcases: pressboard laminated with green vinyl. He took down the suitcases and put
them on the bed..He knocked the pepper shaker on its side, and then with a groan put it upright once more..If the policeman's gray eyes had earlier
been as hard as nailheads, they were now points, and behind them was willpower strong enough to drive spikes through stone..Among Junior's
many gifts, his ability to focus might have been the most important. Bob Chicane, his former instructor in matters meditative, had called him
intense and even obsessive, following the painful incident involving meditation without seed, but intensity and obsession were false charges. Junior
was simply focused.Celestina White was the center of attention, always surrounded by champagne-swilling, canape--gobbling bourgeoisie who
would have been shopping for paintings on velvet if they'd had less money..After too many years investigating homicides, after too much
experience of human evil, perhaps he had grown both misanthropic and paranoid..Junior put the money on the desk. "Then get into the records of
Family Services."."No. Lampion. Somewhere in your father's French background, there must have been lamp makers. A lampion is a small lamp,
an oil lamp with a tinted-glass chimney. Among other things, in those long ago days, they used them on carriages."."We want the scary one,
'specially if it has spiders, Pixie Lee said squeakily but defiantly..He got in the Suburban, pulled the door shut, but didn't at once start the
engine..The mound of earth beside the grave had been disguised by piles of flowers and cut ferns. The suspended casket was skirted with black
material to conceal the yawning grave beneath it..Since her conversation with Joshua Nunn the previous Thursday, she'd had more than four days to
armor herself for the worst. She prepared for it as well as any mother could while still holding on to her sanity..Vanadium's smile, in that tragically
fractured face, might have alarmed most people, but Kathleen found it appealing because of the indestructible spirit it revealed..Now, after
removing the four decks of cards from the pressboard packs in which they had come, Jacob lined them up side by side on the scarred maple top of
the table..He went upstairs to change out of his dark blue suit and badly scuffed black shoes..One of the gifts of power is to know power. Wizard
knows wizard, unless the concealment is very skillful. And the boy had no skills at all except in boat-building, of which he was a promising scholar
by the age of twelve. About that time the midwife who had helped his mother at his birth came by and said to his parents, "Let Otter come to me in
the evenings after work. He should learn the songs and be prepared for his naming day.".Joey was not illuminated by the light of this world. Agnes
realized that he was translucent, his skin like fine milk glass through which shone a light from elsewhere..The young man raised his voice to be
heard above the gobbling of the art turkeys. "No, sir. He just asked where the men's room was.".He supposed Victoria might have a visitor. Perhaps
a relative or a girlfriend. Not a man. No. She knew who her man was, and she would have no other while she waited for the chance to surrender to
him and to consummate the relationship that had begun with the spoon and the ice in the hospital ten days previously..He snatched the woman's car
keys off the pavement, slid behind the wheel of the Pontiac, and drove off to find a pharmacy, the only stop that he intended to make until he
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reached Spruce Hills..He raised the window in the kitchen and climbed outside, onto the landing of the fire escape. Feeling like a high-roaming
cousin to the Phantom of the Opera, bearing the requisite fearsome scars if not the unrequited love for a soprano, Vanadium descended through the
foggy night, down two flights of the switchback iron stairs to the kitchen at Cain's apartment..Vanadium sat in the chair, watching. With the perfect
control of a sleight-of-hand artist, he turned a quarter end-over-end across the knuckles of his right hand, palmed it with his thumb, caused it to
reappear at his little finger, and rolled it across his knuckles again, ceaselessly..Celestina told them about Nella Lombardi and about the message
Phimie delivered to Dr. Lipscomb after being resuscitated. "Phimie was, . . so special. There's something special about her baby, too.".He yearned
for a new heart mate. He was wise enough to know that no amount of yearning could transform the wrong woman into the right one. Love couldn't
be demanded, planned, or manufactured. Love always came as a surprise, snuck up on you when you were least expecting it, like Anthony Perkins
in a dress..He couldn't much longer take advantage of Paul Damascus's hospitality. Since bringing Wally to town, Tom had been staying in Paul's
guest bedroom. He knew that he was welcome indefinitely, and the sense of family that he'd found with these people had only grown since January,
but he nevertheless felt that he was imposing..Junior joined the throngs, although he had no gift list or feeling for the season. He just needed to get
out of his apartment, because he was convinced that the phantom singer would soon serenade him again..The moonlight had faded and the gentle
waves had ebbed out of his mind's eye. He concentrated, trying to force the phantom sea to flow back into view, but this was one of those rare
occasions when a Zedd technique failed him''."Besides, I still live by my vows as much as possible, though I've had the longest continuing
dispensation on record." A smile on that cracked countenance could be touching, but an ironic look now worked less well; it gave Kathleen a chill.
"Vanity is a sin I've more easily been able to avoid than some others.".Turning in circles, he tipped his head back, presenting his face to the
streaming sky, laughing.."Better hurry," Wally advised, gracing Celestina's other cheek with a dryer kiss..In the distance, the clang of a trolley-car
bell. Hard and clear in spite of the muffling fog..Whereas Paul had been confounded in his desire to express his admiration for Salk, he was able to
speak about Perri at length and with ease. Her wit, her heart, her wisdom, her kindness, her beauty, he goodness, her courage were the threads in a
narrative tapestry that Pad could have continued weaving for all the rest of his days. Since her death, he hadn't been able to talk about her with
anyone he knew, because his friends tended to focus on him, on his suffering, when he wanted them only to understand Perri better, to realize what
an exceptional person she had been. He wanted her to be remembered, after he was gone, wanted her grace and her fortitude to be recalled and
respected. She was too fine a woman to leave without a ripple in her wake, and the thought that her memory might pass away with Paul himself
was anguishing..stopped by to help Agnes, and some offered to stay with her at night. She gratefully accepted assistance with the housecleaning,
laundry, and shopping, but she declined the all-night company because of her dreams.."Sometimes these sympathetic vibrations are very apparent,
but alot of the time, they're so subtle that you can hear them only if you're unusually perceptive."."Peach, raisin, walnut pies," Agnes said, "with
regular bottom crust and a chocolate-crackle top crust.".Prepared for any contingency, Junior listened to the house until he was certain that he
needed the knife for no one else..Agnes had struggled recently to find a way to explain to Barty that his uncles had lost their hope, to convey also
what it meant to live without hope-and somehow to tell the boy all this without burdening him, at such a young age, with the details of what his
monstrous grandfather, Agnes's father, had done to her and to her brothers. The task was beyond her abilities. The fact that Barty was a prodigy six
times over didn't make his mother's work easier, because in order to understand her, he would require experience and emotional maturity, not just
intellect.."Mom always says that pigs will surely fly one day if ever Daddy chooses to convince them that they've got wings.".If they were
suspicious of him, they showed no obvious alarm. The three went inside in no particular rush, and judging by their demeanor, Junior decided that
they hadn't spotted him, after all..Another stiff might have required dragging; but Neddy weighed hardly more than a five-foot-ten breadstick.
Junior hauled the body off the ground and slung it over one shoulder in a fireman's carry..Maria looked stricken when she answered the doorbell,
for she intuited that a visit, instead of a call, meant the worst..To the window. The warm room sucked cooling fog out of the night, and she leaned
across the sill into the streaming mist..support as he had only pretended to need it previously. He felt as if he had become the mere shell of a man
and that the right note would shatter him as a properly piercing tone can shatter crystal.
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People
Coopers Histories of Greece and Rome and of South and North America
The Library Magazine of American and Foreign Thought Vol 9 December 1881
Kusajataka Kavyaya a Poem Composed by the Great Poet Alagiyawanna Mohottala Revised and Edited with a Literal Paraphrase Grammatical and
Explanatory Notes Glossary of All Difficult Words and Various Other Useful Information
Collectanea Evangelica Or Selections from the Greek Testament Consisting of Portions of the Four Gospels Arranged in Chronological Order
Forming a Connected History of the Principal Events in the Life and Ministry of Jesus Christ With Notes and a Lexic
Harveys Views on the Use of the Circulation of the Blood
The Western Antiquary or Devon and Cornwall Note-Book Vol 3 April 1883 to April 1884
The Old Indian Chronicle Being a Collection of Exceeding Rare Tracts Written and Published in the Time of King Philips War by Persons
Residing in the Country To Which Are Now Added Marginal Notes and Chronicles of the Indians from the Discovery of AME
Stories of Don Quixote Written Anew for Young People
Advanced Lessons in Human Physiology A Treatise of the Human Body Including an Account of Its Structure Its Functions and the Laws of
Health
The Judgments of the Sea and Other Stories
The Angry Theatre New British Drama
Historical and Descriptive Account of Persia from the Earliest Ages to the Present Time With a Detailed View of Its Resources Government
Population Natural History and the Character of Its Inhabitants Particularly of the Wandering Tribes Including
Contributions Towards a Grammar and Dictionary of Quichua The Language of the Yncas of Peru
The Hullabaloo 1894
Pictures of the Floating World
Light the Dominant Force of the Universe Showing by Means of Experiments What Light Is What Electricity Is And What Life Is Also How to
Reconcile Religion and Science
Fancy Fowls Vol 9 January 1905
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The Story of Columbus Simplified for the Young Folks
Modern Scottish Writers
An Aethiopian History Written in Greek
Julian the Emperor Containing Gregory Nazianzens Two Invectives and Libanius Monody With Julians Extant Theosophical Works
Sights and Insights 1920 Vol 15
Arcana of Nature or the History and Laws of Creation Vol 1
The Life and Adventures of Robinson Crusoe Vol 2 To Which Is Prefixed a Biographical Memoir of Daniel de Foe
A Concise German Grammar With an Entirely New Arrangement of Declensions and Exercises on the Most Frequent Occurrences in Common
Life Adapted to Every Class of Students and Especially Useful to Travellers
Cecil Beatons New York Illustrated from Drawings by the Author and from Photographs by the Author and Others
A Collection of Voyages and Travels Vol 7 of 28 From the Discovery of America to the Commencement of the Nineteenth Century
Sketches of the Fair Sex in All Parts of the World To Which Are Added Rules for Determining the Precise Figure the Degree of Beauty the Habits
and the Age of Women Notwithstanding the AIDS and Disguises of Dress
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