Dancing With The Divine

DANCING WITH THE DIVINE
After the paralytic bladder seizures had passed and Junior had drained Lake Mead, Chicane recommended plenty of caffeine and sugar to guard
against an unlikely but not impossible spontaneous return to a trance state. "Anyway, after pumping alpha waves for as long as you just did, you
shouldn't actually need to sleep anytime soon.".Through miles of worry, natural beauty, imagined omens, and the iron-red sands of Mars, they
drove at last to Franklin Chan's offices in Newport Beach..The expectation with which Tom had been greeted on his arrival was as thin as the air at
Himalayan heights compared to the rich stew of anticipation now aboil..Her name was Victoria Bressler, and she was an attractive blonde. She
would never have been serious competition For Naomi, because Naomi had been singularly stunning, but Naomi, after all, was gone..Celestina,
standing next to Agnes, put an arm around her waist, as perhaps she had once been in the habit of doing with her sister..Junior could only imagine
how flattered Victoria would be to receive the attentions of a twenty-three-year-old stud, flattered and grateful. When he contemplated all the ways
she could express that gratitude, there was barely enough room behind the wheel of the Suburban for him and his manhood.."It's all right," Tom
assured her. To Angel, he said, "No, I'm not sad. And you know why?".Finished, she gave him a mirror, so he could admire his new bicuspid cap.
After five years of dentistry, paced so as not to tax Nolly's tolerance, Kathleen had done well what nature had done poorly, giving him a perfect bite
and a supernatural smile. This final cap was the last of the reconstruction..More likely than not, this was a lie, and the detective was, setting him up.
Suddenly Junior wished that he had denied dreaming..She always had a generous heart. After disease whittled Perri's flesh, leaving her so frail, her
great heart, undiminished by her suffering, seemed bigger than the body that contained it..The moment that the roof of the car vanished beneath the
water, Junior hurried away, retracing on foot the route he had driven. He didn't have to go all the way back to Vanadium's place, only to the dark
house where he'd left Victoria Bressler. He had a date with a dead woman..Through the big window beyond her, the charry branches of the massive
oak tree formed a black cat's cradle against the sky, leaves quivering slightly, as though nature herself trembled in trepidation of what Junior Cain
might do.."Mr. Cain, if he bothers you, would you want me to have his choke chain yanked?".When he held fast to his sanity, common sense
eventually told him that the coin must have been left much earlier in the night, soon after he had set out for Victoria's house. In fact, in spite of the
new locks, Vanadium must have stopped here on his way to see Victoria, unaware that he would meet his death in her kitchen-and at the hands of
the very man he was tormenting..honor and family. This was life, and everyone lived his life in the shadow of one solemn obligation or
another..The middle finger on his right hand throbbed under the pair of Band-Aids. He'd sliced it earlier, while using the electric sharpener to
prepare his knives, and the wound had been aggravated when he'd had to strangle Neddy Gnathic. He would never have cut himself in the first
place if there had been no need to be well-armed and ready for Bartholomew and his guardians.."Lock it anyway. And don't hang up. Stay on the
line until the patrolmen get there.".Junior realized he was on the verge of babbling, and with an effort, he silenced himself..With his refreshed
drink, studying Celestina's photograph in the brochure, Junior returned to the living room. She was as stunning as her sister, but unlike her poor
sister, she wasn't dead and was, therefore, an appealing prospect for romance. From her, he must learn whatever she knew that might help him in
the Bartholomew hunt, without alerting her to his motive. At the same time, there was no reason that they couldn't have a fling, a love affair, even a
serious future together..Here again were these peculiar grammatical constructions, which sometimes she had thought were just the mistakes that
even a prodigy could be expected to make, and which sometimes she had interpreted as expressions of fanciful speculations, but which lately she
had suspected were of a more complex-and perhaps darker-nature. Now her dread took form, and she wondered if the personality disorders that had
shaped her brothers' lives could have roots not just in the abuse they had taken from their father, but also in a twisted genetic legacy that could
manifest again in her son. In spite of his great gifts, Barty might be destined for a life limited by a psychological problem of a unique or at least
different-nature, first suggested by these occasional conversations that seemed not fully coherent.."Evidence suggests Vanadium killed a woman
here, a nurse at the hospital. Lover's quarrel, perhaps. He set her house on fire with her body in it, to cover his tracks, but he must have realized
they would still finger him, so he lit out.".Arriving home, he hesitated to open the door. He expected to find Vanadium inside..They wanted to go
up to Barty's room, but she refused them, because there was nothing more they could do for the boy than they had done for her. "He wants to finish
reading Starman Jones, and I'm not letting anything interfere with that. We're leaving for Newport Beach at seven in the morning, and you can see
him then."."I never saw a Moor--never saw the Sea--Yet know I how the Heather looks--And what a Billow be."".A cheer went up from family and
friends, and Agnes could only imagine what it must feel like to be Barty, both blind and blessed, his heart as rich in courage as in kindness..A car
waited at the curb in front of the park. Dr. Salks two associates stood beside it and seemed to have been there awhile..Otter hesitated and said,
"Yes.".By the time he put his suitcase and three boxes of books--the collected works of Zedd and selections from the Book-of-the-Month Club-in
the Suburban, Junior had rushed twice more to the bathroom. His legs were shaky, and he felt hollow, frail, as if he'd lost more than was apparent,
as if the essential substance of himself was gone..He first eased from aisle to aisle, but soon moved more quickly, convinced that the singer would
be found beyond the next turn, and then the next. Was that her trailing shadow he had glimpsed, slipping around the comer ahead of him? Her
womanly scent lingering in the air after her passage?.The second medic wheeled the gurney to the rear of the van, calling for one of the policemen
to accompany him to the hospital. Apparently, he needed help if he was to deliver the baby and also stabilize Apes while en route..Gradually,
Agnes realized that this was not a prayer for the soul of a deceased infant but for the survival of one still alive..On one wall hung an impressive
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array of gardening tools. In the comer was a potting bench.."December 1, 1958, in Chicago, Illinois, a parochial-school fire killed
ninety-five.".Maybes are for babies, Zedd tells us in Act Now, Think Later. Learning to Trust Your Instincts.."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.".Zedd taught
in this world where dishonesty is the currency of social acceptance and financial success, you must practice some deceit to get along in life, but you
must never lie to yourself, or you are left with no one to trust..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..Unable to run, he raised his arms defensively, crossing them in
front of his face, though the impact of the coins wasn't painful. Volleys flicked off his fingers, palms, and wrists..Finally sleeping, he had anxiety
dreams of being in a public rest room, overcome by urgent need, only to find that every stall was occupied by someone he had killed, all of them
vengefully determined to deny him a chance for dignified relief..Slow deep breathing forgotten, gasping like a drowning swimmer, a sudden sweat
dripping from his brow, Junior used one foot to prod the fallen man..For a while, she couldn't get enough air. Felt suffocated. She drew great, raw,
shuddering breaths, and thought that she would never be able to quiet herself but quiet came..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..One nurse and one nun brought Celestina into the creche behind the viewing
window..'She didn't reach into your thoughts and pluck out the name Rowena. Or Beezil or Feezil.'.Agnes could not bear to watch Maria sewing.
The light no longer stung, but her new future,.The paramedic, fingers pressed to the radial artery in Junior's right wrist, must have felt a
rocket-quick acceleration in his pulse rate..Junior approached the headstone from behind, circled it, and shone the flashlight on the chiseled
facts:.Throughout the evening, Barty and Angel-sitting side by side and across the table from Paul-listened to the adults at times and occasionally
joined in the larger conversation, but primarily they talked between themselves. When the kids' heads weren't together conspiratorially, Paul could
hear their chatter, and depending on what else was being discussed around the table, he sometimes tuned in to it. He picked up on the word
rhinoceros, tuned in, tuned out, but a couple minutes later, he dialed back in when he realized that Celestina, sitting two places farther along the
table from him, had risen from her chair and was staring in amazement at the kids.."Sometimes she wrote little paragraphs to God, very touching
and humble notes of gratitude, thanking Him for bringing you into her life.".From these ominous spatters, several fibers bristled, having stuck to
the pewter when the drizzle was still wet. They appeared to be human hairs..He reached toward the dead man's closed hand, but he couldn't find the
courage to touch it. He was afraid that if he pried open the stiff fingers, he would discover a quarter inside..Snap, snap, snap! Three more quarters
ricocheted off the left side of his face-temple, cheek, jaw..The musician's eyes met Junior's for an instant, widening with surprise. Obviously he
knew that Gammoner was a lie. So he must be aware of Junior's real identity..By comparison, the strip club-neon aglow, theater lights
twinkling----looked warm, cozy. Welcoming..Ten months later, he finally wore her down. She accepted his proposal, and they set a date for the
wedding..you greater strength and determination than any other motive. But you should know this much.... You need to keep her safe for another
reason. She's special. I don't want to explain why she's special or how I know that she is, because this isn't the time or place, not with your dad's
death and Wally in the hospital and you still shaky from the attack.".But the boy played no tricks against his father. He took his beatings in silence
and learned to hide his gift..The can struck Junior hard in the face, breaking his nose, before he could duck..Somewhere in the world he had a
deadly enemy: Bartholomew, who had something to do with babies, a total stranger yet an implacable foe..As Junior was about to knock again, the
door flew inward, and over Sinatra having fun with "When My Sugar Walks Down the Street," Victoria said, "You're early, I didn't hear your car--"
She was speaking as she pulled the door open, and she cut herself off in midsentence When she stepped up to the threshold and saw who stood
before her..As hard of head as she was hard of heart, Victoria had not sustained serious brain damage, only a concussion..Nothing in his reading
offered a satisfactory explanation for what had been happening to him. None of the women filled the hole in his heart, and all of the Bartholomews
were harmless. Only the needlepoint offered any satisfaction, but though Junior was proud of his craftsmanship, he knew that a grown man couldn't
find fulfillment in stitchery alone..Previously, Miss Pixie Lee had been from Texas, but Angel had recently heard that Georgia was famous for its
peaches, which at once captured her imagination. Now Pixie Lee had a new life in a Georgia mansion carved out of a giant peach..Junior felt
unspeakably violated. This was outrageous: the inarguably personal, very private contents of his stomach, scooped into a plastic evidence bag,
without his permission, without even his knowledge.."Why should I care whether you have any peace?" she asked, and she seemed to be listening
to a woman other than herself..He produced her coat as if by legerdemain. Magically, she found her arms in the sleeves and the collar around her
neck, though given her size lately, putting on anything other than a hat usually required strategy and persistence..Part of him knew this sound was
his heartbeat, not the footfalls of an otherworldly pursuer, but that part of him wasn't dominant at the moment. He moved faster, not exactly
running, but hurrying like a man late for an appointment..From the plush pillowy shadows of the bed, Barty said, "Oh, look. Christmas lights.".And
as he grew, the boy seemed content with his own company and that of his mother and his uncles. Yet Agnes worried that no children his age lived
in their neighborhood. She thought he would be happier if he had a playmate or two..The guy was carrying a purse, whatever that meant, and when
he walked through the door, he had a goofy look on his face, but his expression changed when he saw Junior..The air was cool but not yet cold. A
faint breeze smelled of the sea beyond the hill..Edom and Jacob came to dinner with Agnes every evening. And though the past weighed heavily on
them when they were under this roof, without fail they stayed long enough to wash the dishes before fleeing back to their apartments over the
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garage.."They've gone to bed. They're tired," Wally told her as he put the car in gear and released the hand brake. "Aren't you?".Junior wasn't
concerned that the shots would attract unwanted attention. These large rural properties and a plenitude of muffling trees made it unlikely that the
nearest neighbor would hear anything..Even Barty seemed to be attentive, but Angel happily applied crayons to a coloring book and hummed softly
to herself..Barty looked at Angel, and Angel looked at Barty, and they dropped to their knees on the grass before their daughter. They were both
grinning ... and then their grins stiffened a little..Chicane packed the ice against Junior's thighs. "Severe spasm causes inflammation. Twenty
minutes of ice alternating with twenty minutes of massage, until the worst passes.".Breath repeatedly catching in her throat, heart thudding, Agnes
watched her son through the open car door.."All right. Well ... Jesuits are encouraged to pursue education in any subject that interests them, not
theology alone. I was deeply interested in physics.".By the time he got to the cooler, he could see this wasn't smoke, after all. It dissipated too
quickly. Cool against his hand. The cold steam from dry ice..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..He found himself looking over his shoulder more than once. By the time lie returned to his room, he felt half crushed by anxiety..If
Junior was not discreet, and if gossip about the widower Cain and the sexy nurse began to circulate, Vanadium would be on the case again even if it
had been closed. The cop was sick, hateful, driven by unknowable inner demons. Although he might for the moment have been reined in by those
in higher office, mere gossip of a spicy nature would be excuse enough for him to open the file again, which he'd surely do without informing his
superiors..They would have given him an antinausea medication. It most likely wasn't going to work quickly enough to save him..Edom drove,
happy to assist Agnes. He was happier still that he didn't have to make the pie deliveries alone..Naked, dripping, he roamed the apartment. As on
the night of December 13, the voice seemed to arise from thin air: ahead of him, then behind him, to the right, but now to the left..He was focused
enough, in fact, to find Bob Chicane, kill the insulting bastard and get away with it..."Don't worry," Celestina told him, "after what we've seen this
past week, we're still with you."."With this money, you won't have to cut back on the number of pies you give away--and all of that.".One of the
paramedics had stooped beside him to press a cool hand against the nape of his neck. Now this man said urgently, "Kenny!.Nolly's gums were in
great shape, too: firm, pink, no sign of recession, snug to the neck of each tooth..In truth, he was terrified. Although his need for her company was
so profound that it seemed to arise from his marrow, a part of him marveled-and trembled-at his dedicated pursuit of her..mother's understanding of
the world and of her own existence. Unlike most other toddlers, Barty was entirely comfortable with change. From bottle to drinking glass, from
crib to open bed, from favorite foods to untried flavors, he delighted in the new. Although Agnes usually remained near at hand, Barty was as
pleased to be put temporarily in the care of Maria Gonzalez as in the care of Edom, and he smiled as brightly for his dour uncle Jacob as for
anyone..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."Jacob scares people," Agnes said. "No one would eat a pie that Jacob delivered without having it tested at a lab.".After the detective
returned the box to the nightstand, the coin began to turn again..Throughout lunch and, indeed, during his hours as an outpatient at the hospital,
Barty gave no indication that he understood the gravity of his situation. He remained cheerful, charming the doctors and technicians with his sweet
personality and precocious chatter..With a tenderness that surprises and moves Celestina, the tall nurse closes the dead girl's eyes. She opens a
fresh, clean sheet and places it over the body, from the feet up, covering the precious face last of all..In a stolen black Dodge Charger 440 Magnum,
Junior Cain shot out of Spruce Hills on as straight a trajectory to Eugene as the winding roads of southern Oregon would allow, staying off
Interstate 5, where the policing was more aggressive..Waking from a starry night in the Old West into electric light, gazing up into a blur of faces
sans cowboy hats, Agnes felt someone moving a piece of ice in slow circles over her bare abdomen. Shivering as the cold water trickled down her
sides, she tried to ask them why they were applying ice when she was already chilled to the bone, but she couldn't find her voice..To Edom,
humanity was obviously not the greater of these two destructive forces. Men and women were part of nature, not above it, and their evil was,
therefore, just one more example of nature's malignant intent. They had stopped debating this issue years ago, however, neither man conceding any
credibility to the other's dogma..Two of her largest and best paintings were in the show windows, dramatically lighted. They were dazzling. They
were dreadful. They were beautiful. They were hideous..On January 1, 1966, five days before Barty's first birthday, Agnes discovered him, in his
playpen, engaged in unusual toe play. He wasn't simply, randomly tickling or tugging on his toes. Between thumb and forefinger, he firmly pinched
the little piggy on his left foot, and then one by one pinched his way to the biggest toe. His attention shifted to his right foot, on which he first
pinched the big toe before systematically working down to the smallest..During the past week, Junior had undertaken quiet background research on
the prestidigitator with a badge. The cop was unmarried. He lived alone, so this bold visit entailed no risk..An authoritative note came into
Parkhurst's voice, that emperor-of- tone that probably was taught in a special medical-school course on intimidation, though he was striking this
attitude a little too late to be entirely effective. "My patient is in a fragile state. He mustn't be agitated, Detective. I really don't want you
questioning him until tomorrow at the earliest.".The galerieur's icy demeanor thawed marginally at this proof of taste and financial resources. He
either smiled or grimaced at a vague but unpleasant smell-hard to tell which-and identified himself as the owner, Maxim Coquin..Through the
cacophony of shattering glass, splintering wood, and cracking plaster, Paul heard the hard roar of an engine, the blare of a horn, and suspected what
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must have happened. Some drunk or reckless driver had crashed at high speed into the parsonage..Leaving Spruce Hills, Junior thought he was
putting distance between himself and his enigmatic enemy, gaining time to study the county phone directory and to plan his continuing search if
that avenue of investigation brought him no success. Instead, he had walked right into his adversary's lair..Although she had never seen snow other
than in pictures and on film, this deep-settled silence seemed to speak of failing flakes, of white muffling mantles, and she wouldn't have been in
the least surprised if, stepping outside, she had found herself in a glorious winter landscape, cold and crystalline, here on the always-snowless hills
and shores of the California Pacific..He pointed at his feet. "Toes, toes, toes, toes, toes, toes, toes, toes, toes, toes."."Would you like a little tea and a
piece of crumb cake?" Grace asked as smoothly as if, in The Big Book of Etiquette for Ministers' Wives, this were the preferred response to the
announcement of a startling career change..At eight o'clock in the evening, Junior parked two blocks past the target house. He walked back to the
Prosser residence, gloved hands in the pockets of his raincoat, collar turned up..I believe the universe is sort of like an unimaginably vast musical
with an infinite number of strings.".Junior remembered the very words the detective had used: They say she died in a traffic accident..She bent
down and kissed his cheek, his right eye, his left, his brow, his dry cracked lips. "I love you so much. I wanted to die when I thought you weren't
with me anymore..Phimie's speech had been slurred later, as well, immediately following the birth of the baby, when she had struggled to convey
her desire to name her daughter Angel.."New York City, March 25, 1911, the Triangle Shirtwaist factory fire-one hundred forty-six dead.".Dressed
entirely in a shade of pink that darkened to rouge when wet, Angel squealed and deserted Barty. Spotted-streaked-splashed, with false tears on her
cheeks, with a darkly glimmering crown of rain jewels in her hair, she raced up the steps as though she were a princess abandoned by her
coachman, and allowed herself to be scooped into her grandmother's arms..The custom-fitted gold-link band of the wristwatch closed with a clasp
that, when released, allowed the watch to slip over the hand with ease. Junior knew at once that the clasp had come undone when his arm tangled in
the belt of Neddy's raincoat. The corpse had torn loose and tumbled into the Dumpster, taking Junior's watch with it..Swift and yellow, Angel flew
to her mother, grabbing at one of the bunched drapes as if she might hide behind it..A residual tension drained out of Junior. He was somewhat
surprised that he had still been concerned about the song.."Brush your teeth, too," Celestina said, leaning against the jamb in the open
doorway..After too many years investigating homicides, after too much experience of human evil, perhaps he had grown both misanthropic and
paranoid..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.".Junior was vigilant. He took note of all those who approached the piano, whether they dropped
money in the fishbowl or not..For a moment, Junior was mystified. Vanadium's movements had the quality of ritual, vaguely reminiscent of a priest
raising high the Eucharist..There would be lots of aftermath with three at once, especially if he took them out with point-blank head shots, but
Junior was pumped full of reliable antiemetics, antidiarrhetics, and antihistamines, so he felt adequately protected from his traitorous sensitive side.
In fact, he wanted to see a significant quantity of aftermath this time, because it would be proof positive that the boy was dead and that all this
torment had come at last to an end..Her hands shook as she counted out the fare and the tip from her wallet. "I'm scared sick. Maybe you should
just take me right back home.".Now he shuffled the first of the four decks precisely as he had shuffled the first deck on Friday evening, and he set it
aside..If she'd connected with his left side, as she intended, she might have broken his arm or cracked a few ribs. But lie saw the chair coming, and
as agile as a base runner dodging a shortstop's tag, he turned away from her, taking the blow across his back..Although their apartments were above
the garage, back to back, each was served by a separate exterior staircase. As often as either man entered the other's domain, they might as well
have lived hundreds of miles apart.."As I explained, he might have thought I was you," Edom said, staring at the neatly ordered volumes on the
nearby bookshelves..Anyway-and curiously-Industrial Woman increasingly looked to him like Scamp. As various abraded and inflamed mucous
membranes constantly reminded him, he'd had more than enough of Scamp for a while. At last the day arrived: Friday, January 12..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..This wasn't art. This was
pandering, mere illustration, more suitable for painting on velvet than on canvas..Celestina had chosen to shelter the bastard boy, and in so doing,
she had declared herself to be Junior's enemy, though he'd never done anything to her, not anything. She didn't deserve him, really, not even one
quick bang before the bang of the gun, and maybe after he shot Ichabod, he'd let her beg for a taste of the Cain cane, but deny her..Jacob intended
to carry the luggage, and Edom announced that he would carry Barty. The boy, however, insisted on making his own way to the house..same,"
Agnes admonished. "Who's been raising you, sugarpie, if you don't know that? Are you going to pretend you've been brought up by wolves for nine
years?"."The Finder" takes place about three hundred years before the time of the novels, in a dark and troubled time; its story casts light on how
some of the customs and institutions of the Archipelago came to be. "The Bones of the Earth" is about the wizards who taught the wizard who first
taught Ged, and shows that it takes more than one mage to stop an earthquake. "Darkrose and Diamond" might take place at any time during the
last couple of hundred years in Earthsea; after all, a love story can happen at any time, anywhere. "On the High Marsh" is a story from the brief but
eventful six years that Ged was Archmage of Earthsea. And the last story, "Dragonfly," which takes place a few years after the end of Tehanu, is
the bridge between that book and the next one, The Other Wind (to be published soon). A dragon bridge.."Did they rush you straight in here or did
you arrange all the insurance matters at reception, Mr. Pinchbeck?".Tom caused less of a stir in the restaurant than Kathleen had expected. Other
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diners noticed him, of course, but after one or two looks of shock or pity, they appeared indifferent, though this was undoubtedly the thinnest
pretense of indifference. The same quality in him that elicited deferential regard from the waiter apparently ensured that others would be courteous
enough to respect his privacy..By Sunday evening, a combination of factors-deep commitment to the philosophy of Zedd, explosive testosterone
levels, boredom, self-pity, and a desire to be a risk-taking man of action once more-motivated Junior to splash a little Hai Karate behind each ear
and go courting. Shortly after sunset, with a single red rose and a bottle of Merlot, he set off for Victoria Bressler's place..Leaning forward from his
armchair, white hair as radiant as the wings of cherubim, Obadiah waved one misshapen hand over the deck, never closer than ten inches to the
cards. "Now please spread them out in a fan on the table, facedown.".He could have killed Vanadium while the cop slept; however, that would be
far less satisfying than engaging in a little psychological warfare and leaving the devious bastard alive to suffer remorse when two more children
died under his watch..Even without the dangling cigarette and without the cynical sneer, Nolly had an air of toughness worthy of Sam Spade,
largely because the face that nature had given him was a splendid disguise for the sentimental sweetie who lived behind it. With his bull neck, with
his strong hands, with his shirt-sleeves rolled up to expose his lovely hairy forearms, he made a properly intimidating impression: as if Humphrey
Bogart, Sydney Greenstreet, and Peter Lorre had been put in a blender and then poured into one suit.
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