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            Prologue: The Land of the Great Old Ones

          

        

      

    

    
      “Does this look normal to you?” Cthulhu stood, dripping wet, having emerged from the lukewarm water into the hot and sticky air of Lovecraft Lake.

      “Eww, put that away,” Cthalhay said. “Why did you show me that?”

      “Well, I have to ask someone. I don’t want to eat it if it’s not going to be good.” In his hand he held a fish-like creature with two heads and an extra tail protruding from the side of its body. One of the heads had three eyes.

      Cthalhay shook her head. “Well, first, you should not show such things to your sister. Second, it looks abnormal, but the same kind of abnormal as the other fish in this lake, so I wouldn’t worry about it.”

      Cthulhu shrugged, and shoved the squirming creature past the tentacles surrounding his mouth. A crunch muffled by squishy chewing sounds followed. He wiped his webbed hand on his swim trunks, then crossed his arms and belched.

      “How are things with Idh-yaa and the kids?”

      Cthulhu sighed, and the green tentacles covering his mouth fluttered in the breeze of his fish-laden breath. “Well, now that the kids are off to college, we have the house to ourselves.”

      “Empty nesters. How’s that going?” Cthalhay put her hand on her hip and smiled.

      “Why do I have the feeling you already know the answer to that?”

      “Whatever your feeling, how about you just answer the question?”

      “We’re getting a divorce. At least I think so.”

      “I didn’t think that was possible here. How do the Great Old One’s feel about that?”

      “Everyone but Elhort is okay with it, really. I mean, we don’t have real cause per se, although I do wonder sometimes if she has a wandering eye. I have let myself go a bit.” He patted his green belly, protruding more than it had even a few years ago. Turning 1500 did that to you, or so some people said.

      “What’s she saying?”

      “Well, when the kids were in the house, I always had them to blame for things. You know, leaving the skulls of our enemies in the sink and not putting them in the dishwasher, stuff like that. It was me all along, and I hate to think of the lashing those kids took for things I did.”

      “That’s seems pretty mild. Why don’t you just do better?”

      “I try, but nothing seems to be good enough. I think she misses disciplining the kids, and so I am the next best thing.”

      “C’mon Cthulhu. We’ve known each other our whole lives. You can be honest with me.”

      “You really want to know? Because I think it is pretty funny actually.”

      “What is it?”

      “Well, the other night I got up in the middle of the night to—well, you know. Happens way to often lately.” He needed to get his prostate checked, but he dreaded the visit to his doctor. He had fingers that were both long and fat. He shuddered.

      “So. What did you do, wake her up?”

      “Well, not exactly. She’s always on me to put the toilet seat down, and I have been doing pretty good, but I decided it just wasn’t doing it. I left it up on purpose.”

      “You didn’t!”

      “You know me. Never shying away from a little mischief.”

      “What happened?”

      “I heard the splash first, then the screams. I woke up with a pillow over my face. She was trying to kill me.”

      “Not true. If she was trying, you’d be dead.”

      “Perhaps true. Anyway, she let me live, but told me to leave, she was filing for divorce.”

      “How long ago?”

      “Two weeks.”

      “Where have you been staying?”

      Cthulhu pointed to a sad looking tent in a muddy clearing between two large, twisted trees.

      “What have you been eating?”

      In response, he belched loudly, licked his lips and swallowed.

      “Oh, no. This won’t do. You’re coming to my house. You can stay with me.”

      His sister had a tiny place. She’d never married, much to the disappointment of the Great Old Ones and the up and coming Mediocre Young Ones.

      But Cthulhu hated imposing, and he liked being alone. Mostly. “I can—”

      He didn’t get a chance to finish. A large limb broke loose from one of the trees and fell, landing squarely on the top of his tent. He looked back to find Cthalhay smiling.

      “Well, maybe for a couple of days. I was thinking of taking a vacation anyway.”

      “Where to?”

      “Delaware.”

      “Isn’t that—”

      “On earth?” he finished for her. “Yes.”

      “Aw, don’t you remember what happened last time?”

      “Yeah, but people feel differently about the Great Old Ones now. Me in particular. Hang on.”

      Cthulhu ran to his destroyed campsite, grabbing what clothing he could, along with his cell phone. Ever since the Land of the Great Old Ones got 5G, the world had changed, for the better he thought.

      He pulled a shirt on over his bulging, slimy chest, and touched the screen to bring it to life. He logged into Facebook and pulled up a photo. He tapped it and enlarged it, then turned the screen her way.

      “Cthulhu for President, 2024” the photo said. Under his name was a slogan: “Why choose the lesser evil?”

      “See?” Cthulhu said. “They want me to be their leader.”

      “Are you sure that isn’t some kind of joke?”

      “No. But I intend to find out. And if it is…” he pounded one webbed fist into the other and growled. “Then I will use my vacation to create havoc.”

      “Why Delaware?”

      “Delaware Bay to be exact. Look” He tapped the maps app on his phone and showed her.

      “Very nice. Looks like a mouth about to swallow ships.”

      Cthulhu grinned. “Exactly.”

      “Do the old ones know you are going?”

      Cthulhu shook his head. His tentacles continued to wave even after he stopped.

      “You know they will pursue you, right?”

      “Not if they don’t know I’m gone.”

      Cthalhay sighed. “All right. I’ll help. C’mon. Let’s get you cleaned up and fed before you head out.”

      Cthulhu took her offered hand and walked away from the lake and his makeshift home. He grumbled as he did. After all, complaining and causing trouble were his superpowers. That, and being the epitome of evil.

      He couldn’t wait to get to earth. Delaware wouldn’t know what hit it.
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      “Is there some kind of award for that?” The aluminum can lay on the fencepost, cut in half. He coiled his whip and put his hat back on his head, straightening it and tapping it into place.

      “Nope. But that is impressive.” The balding man stared at him. “You sure you want to do this?”

      “Look, I’m bored as hell. The last treasure I hunted was some rumored bullion some billionaire asshole was supposedly hiding in Florida. Nothing. Since then, business has been slow, and I am running low on both cash and excitement.”

      “The wife has you on a short leash, eh?” When the bald man laughed, everything on his body jiggled. He stared up at Kansas, and one of this three chins disappeared. “That your real name?”

      “I don’t have a wife. And yeah. My dad wasn’t really creative, and my mom was passed out when he filled out the birth certificate.”

      “Ever think of changing it? I mean, it’s kinda like…” the bald man trailed off as Kansas gave him the meanest stare he could.

      “Don’t say it,” he said.

      “But—”

      Kansas held up the whip. “I’m aware of what you are saying, but not saying. You want to keep it that way.”

      “O-o-okay. So we start Friday nights at seven. You go on at eight, after the gunslinging show. Remember, no one really gets hurt, except for the midget from time to time. You’d think he would hit the barrel just right after all that practice.”

      “How much?”

      “Fifty a night plus tips. Most performers get plenty, go home with a couple hundred. You’ll probably do great. Especially with the ladies.” The bald man raised what should have been eyebrows but were really hairy furrows on a fatty forehead. The man had fat cells where it didn’t seem humanly possible.

      “Okay. And you are?”

      “Colin.”

      “And it’s cash, right?”

      “Yep.”

      Just as they finished talking, a chirp sounded in Kansas’ pocket. He pulled his phone free.

      “Smith here,” he answered the unknown number.

      “Kansas Smith?” The voice on the other end of the line sounded like a gull gargling gravel, but he could make out the words.

      “That’s me. Who’s this?”

      “Not important,” the gravel filtered, the words tumbling through the speaker like water over pebbles. “You are the treasure hunter, yes?”

      “Yes.”

      “You know of Cthulhu, of the Great Elder Ones?”

      “I do.”

      “He is coming to earth, on a vacation.”

      “To earth?”

      “Delaware, to be exact.” The voice was clearer. Still deep, still fractured, but the longer whoever it was talked, the better they seemed to get at enunciation.

      “Is—does he have treasure there?”

      “I cannot say.”

      “When?”

      “Two days.”

      Kansas looked back at the balding man. Two days. Two days and he needed to be in Delaware. It was better than crushing cans from twenty feet away with a whip.

      “Thanks.”

      “I will meet you. Delaware Bay.”

      “How will I know you?”

      “You just will.”

      “We split the treasure, I suppose?”

      “No. You can have any treasure we find. I only want Cthulhu.”

      “Okay. What’s your name?”

      But the line was dead. The screen on his phone was blank.

      “Hey Colin?” Kansas said walking back to his now ex-employer. “That call was an emergency. I have to go away for a couple of weeks.”

      “A couple weeks? But I was going to print posters.”

      “I’ll call you when I get back.”

      “Where are you going?”

      “Delaware.”

      Colin smiled. “Delaware? I hear it is very nice this time of year.”

      Kansas headed for his truck with a wave. He’d need to make a stop for his gear, but everything should be ready to go.

      This time, Cthulhu wouldn’t escape him without giving up his treasure. Not after the embarrassment of their last encounter.

      His balls hurt just thinking about it.

      It was a perfect time for revenge.

      ***

      Delaware, Earth, 2023

      There were two ways Cthulhu could interact with the humans. The first was to do his best imitation of Delaware Bay, and rise up out of the sea as a giant creature and swallow ships whole. While seamen were delicious, he decided instead to go as “cute Cthulhu.” He shrunk himself to slightly larger than the average human and took his familiar humanoid form. He would have to find clothes—the last ones he had from his visit to earth were out of fashion and frankly a little tight even when he sucked in his belly.

      But he did have his swimming trunks, the ones he’d been wearing when his sister found him. Since the portal deposited him in the ocean just off the coast, he surfaced to see the area around him.

      Gah. The air smelled awful. Flowers were in bloom somewhere, and a salt-water breeze filled his nostrils with the scents of the sea. Sickening. Except for the underlying smell of decaying fish, which he found delightful.

      He dove below the waves to find its source and consume it. After he had his fill of sea bass, one of which had been seemingly tangled in some sort of line dragging him toward the shore, he swam toward a tall, cylindrical building.

      Memories flooded back of a ship, tossed in the waves and struggling to reach shore. He’d been lazy that night, waited for it to founder on the rocks, and then he’d consumed the occupants.

      Fear changed the taste of humans. They almost tasted like smoked chicken, which please him. He’d given up smoking years ago. It was a nice effect, one that produced even more fear in the humans, but it was supposedly bad for you. Still, there were times when he missed it.

      The building was called a lighthouse, he remembered. A building designed to warn sailors away from dangerous sections of shoreline.

      Danger be damned, it was a perfect place to land. Odd horseless carriages sat behind the lighthouse, waiting for their little masters to emerge. Ha! Perhaps there was a large human operating one of them, and he could steal his clothing. If not, he’d have to endure the masses at one of their horrible stores. He’d found a place on the internet where odd people often shopped, and although people made fun of them sometimes, he thought he might fit right in among the “People of Walmart” as they were called.

      All this raced through his head as he approached the building. He awaited the first human who recognized him, the Evil One who they sought to rule over them.

      President.

      It had a nice ring to it.

      But the building he lived in? Who wanted to rule from a place called the White House? He would need to change that right away.

      He heard voices as he approached the building and saw two of the humans talking.

      The first was a very thin man. Cthulhu wondered how he managed an existence on this hostile world. He wore a thin, black device around his neck, too, one that was supposed to be decorative but simply looked like a ships propeller about to chop into his neck should someone start the motor.

      He also had four eyes, and a bit of patchy hair on his face. Even as humans went, he was especially ugly.

      “Ma’am,” he said. “We do not offer refunds after the tour is over. I’m sorry about all the stairs, but this is a lighthouse.” The thin man sounded like he spoke through his nose and that someone had kicked him somewhere personal recently.

      “Well, I thought you would at least have an elevator,” the other human, a female, said. He could only see her from the back, but she had broad shoulders and clothing that seemed to accentuate them. Her waist was not too thin, like some human women, and she had curves.

      Dreadful looking curves. She wore a short skirt, but her legs were short anyway, and on her feet she wore too-thin shoes with spiked heels he’d never seen before. But they looked like they could hurt someone. Stab them. Her voice was deeper than the male of the species, with a hint of roughness and anger.

      “I thought I was speaking to the manager,” she said. “Someone who cared about customer service and could help me. Apparently not. Is there anyone else I can talk to about this? Your supervisor, perhaps?”

      “No, Karen. I’m the manager and the owner, and I am truly sorry.”

      “Well, I’m going to note this on my Yelp and Google reviews,” she said. “You’re going to be sorry.”

      “Mmmmm,” the sound escaped Cthulhu’s mouth before he could stop it, and he stood stock still. She turned.

      The woman, Karen, wore large, dark coverings over her eyes, so he couldn’t see them, but he could feel her piercing stare. He could almost taste her anger from here.

      “What are you looking at?” she said, moving her head to look him up and down.

      “I—um,” Cthulhu struggled for something evil to say, but came up with nothing.

      “What is your name?” she asked. It was odd, but there seemed to be a seductive tone under her words.

      She was even more disgusting from this angle. Her haircut was half blonde, half dark, and the dark half was cut short, almost down to her skull. The blonde half was long, and she wore dangling metal things from her ears which looked like the long devices used to lure fish.

      He hated them. He wanted to spend more time with her, get to know her and her apparent hatred.

      “C-c-c-thulhu,” he stammered.

      “Well, K-k-k-k-k-k-thulhu,” she said, clicking her tongue with every kch sound. “Don’t you have a shirt?”

      “Well, no. I was hoping—”

      “I’m sure the manager won’t let you in here without a shirt.” Her eyes looked him up and down again. “Or shoes.”

      “Oh, I don’t want—”

      “Come with me,” she said, offering her hand to shake. “I’m Karen.”

      “I heard,” he said. “I’m Cthulhu.” He felt a little drool forming at the corner of his mouth and running down one of the tentacles there.

      “There it is,” she said. “You’re pretty ugly, you know that?”

      He just nodded, his tentacles bobbing uncomfortably. He suddenly wished he wasn’t quite so ugly.

      “Well, you’re my kind of ugly,” she said. “Come with me.”

      Just then, Cthulhu heard a long, wailing screech. He turned to look.

      A white, pale creature emerged from the waves, struggling to climb onto the rocks.

      “Gestalt!” he shouted, hate in his voice. He felt himself getting taller and had to control himself.

      Behind him he heard a squeal of tires, and turned to see a large, horseless carriage skidding into the parking lot.

      “What is going on?” Karen yelled. There was no fear in her voice, only anger.

      Cthulhu felt a warmth rise in him when he looked at her.

      “Do you have one of those?” he said, pointing to the truck. A man opened the door and stepped out. Clipped to his belt was a whip, and a brown hat sat cockeyed over his ordinary face.

      “Not like that,” she said. “I have something better, though. Who is that?”

      “That is Kansas Smith. And that creature is Gestalt. They’re after me.”

      “After you? Whatever for?” He felt her hand slip around his forearm and slide up to his solid biceps.

      Cthulhu shuddered.

      “Different reasons. I’m hungry. I need to get some clothes and something to eat, and to get away from them.”

      “No problem,” she said. “Let’s go.”

      She led him to a horseless carriage. It was white, and huge for just the two of them, with three rows of seats. A plate on the back said Delaware, and under that, in big letters, said “K-Gurl.” She got in the driver’s seat behind what looked like the wheel that could steer a small ship. He managed to open the large door and get in the other side.

      Kansas strode toward them, Gestalt not far behind.

      “Hang on,” she said. The motor started with a roar, and Cthulhu was thrown back into his seat as she sped around the man and the hideous creature, squealing out onto a stretch of smooth land. A road, he remembered now.

      “Can we go to Walmart?” he asked.

      She snorted. “No way. You deserve better than that. We’re going to the Off-Target outlet.”

      He’d never heard of the place, but Cthulhu nodded.

      He put himself in this woman’s hands, admiring her strength and hostility. She’d make a great partner for this vacation.
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      Kansas Smith spotted Cthulhu right away. He was shorter than last time he had seen him, but he assumed that was a disguise. Same green skin, webbed hands, strong arms, and those feet.

      His balls hurt at the memory under the cup he was wearing as he spun into the parking lot.

      Not this time, he thought. No way.

      The monster was with a woman. She wore large, dark sunglasses, a short skirt tugged down over thick legs, and she looked built for war. Or perhaps to survive a famine.

      Was that one of the Great Old Ones in disguise? It couldn’t be.

      Then he saw another creature and knew this was who he was here to meet. He’d never seen anyone or anything that pale, and it lurched as if unused to gravity and the rough ground of the rocks near the shoreline.

      As he screeched to a halt, the beast emerged from the rocks and reached the pavement, where it seemed to be having an easier time.

      Kansas threw open the driver’s door of his lifted Ford. He slid to the ground and made eye contact. Cthulhu stared, and seemed to swell slightly. Kansas glanced at the new arrival, then back at his quarry and the woman.

      They were running toward a large Escalade. The plate read “K-Gurl”. The slid inside, the engine roared to life, and they spun out of the parking lot onto the road.

      Kansas thought of pursuing them, but his contact was close, but not close enough to get in the truck in time. Besides, a thin man stood looking after Karen and then at each of them.

      “He is not coming inside,” the thin man said nervously, pointing at the white creature.

      “We don’t need to come inside,” Kansas told him. “We just have a few questions about the two who just left.”

      As he finished the sentence, the pale creature reached his side. His breath came in ragged gasps, and Kansas understood that whoever or whatever it was, this world was not familiar to it at all.

      “Play along,” he murmured.

      The creature looked puzzled, if that was possible, but remained quiet.

      “Kansas. Kansas Smith,” he introduced himself. “And you are?”

      “Mark. The owner and manager of this lighthouse.”

      “Pleased to meet you,” he said, holding out his hand. The smaller man shook it, and Kansas almost thought he would accidentally crush his thin fingers. Mark’s hand was weak, limp, and small.

      “Likewise. What is going on here?” his eyes, behind dark rimmed thick glasses, darted too the pale creature.

      “We’d like to know the same thing. What can you tell us about the pair who just left?”

      “Well, they didn’t arrive together, that’s for sure. The woman, her name is Karen, took the tour then wanted a refund because of all the stairs, and no elevator.”

      “She thought there would be an elevator?” Kansas asked.

      “Actually, I think she knew there wouldn’t be. She just wanted to cause trouble.”

      “I see.” The pale creature beside Kansas remained silent but pointed to a camera above the door. “Does that work?”

      Mark nodded, and the two men followed him inside, where he showed them into a security room, more like a closet.

      “That vanity plate. Can you believe it?” Kansas turned to look at the creature who had joined him. They were standing in front of a monitor showing the replay of the video feed.

      The thin white creature who’d claimed out of the rocks stood next to him in silence. A spider crawled from his eye socket, over his bald head, and then into his ear.

      Kansas shuddered. Gross.

      “So, where do you think he will go?”

      “Northmasshy,” the word came out like slush from a Vermont snowblower in springtime. A long, thin tongue emerged from the mouth of the beast, ran over its lips, and then it tried speaking again.

      “Normally,” it said, the words much clearer, although the tone of its voice reminded Kansas of nails on a chalkboard. “He would go straight to one of his hiding spots to get some spending money. Howetheeer—”

      The slur was followed by another run of the tongue, almost serpentine in nature, over the lips again.

      Kansas just watched and smiled. He twirled his hand though, as if to say, “Go on, go on.”

      “However,” the creature continued. “With this new woman in tow, who knows.”

      “Well, it seems we want the same things. I’m Kansas.” He held out his hand to shake.

      “Gestalt,” the creature took his outstretched hand.

      Gestalt’s skin was…well, clammy would be a compliment. A raw fish, but one that had been sitting a few days and started to rot, would feel like the creature’s hand. His hand, Kansas corrected himself. There was nothing to indicate the sex of the—well, monster was the best word, so he’d call it a male for now.

      He thought he felt bones through the skin during that brief contact, but somehow they felt softer than normal bones. The creature had some kind of muscle tone, but it looked like certain muscles had been misplaced. Gestalt’s biceps hung to low on his upper arm. Shoulder muscles, though lean, were bunched up by his neck on both sides.

      His grip was firm, but not strong, even though his forearms bulged oddly near the elbow.

      “It” wasn’t human. It was something humanoid, and Kansas suspected this was not its true form any more than the walking, humanoid Cthulhu was in his true form either.

      Armed with the plate number and a general direction the pair were headed, Kansas turned to the manager, Mark.

      “I think this is all we need, but can we call you if we need more?”

      “Sure,” Mark told them. “Here’s my card.”
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      “Whoa there!” A redshirted individual stopped Cthulhu as they approached the front doors. “You got a shirt, buddy?”

      He pointed to a sign with some symbols, and to his surprise, Cthulhu was able to easily decipher them. His talent for language was coming in handier than that time with the wooden horse in Mesopotamia. Or was it Turkey? No matter.

      “No shirt, no service,” it read.

      Service? He wasn’t entirely familiar with the concept. Just as he was about to turn to Karen and ask her to act as his service so he wouldn’t need a shirt, she stepped in front of him.

      “Excuse me?” she said. “We lost our things on the beach, and I need to buy my boyfriend—” At that word she pulled him forward locking her arm in his. He moved next to her and tried to smile. As he did, the redshirt looked away and grimaced.

      “—my boyfriend,” Karen continued, “a new shirt and some more clothes for the rest of our trip.”

      Cthulhu saw the man with the red shirt step back. The symbols on a round device attached to his clothing somehow read, “Tucker.”

      Good thing no one misspelled that name, he thought. Out loud, he laughed, a sound more like a dying seagull gargling blood, and Tucker took another step back.

      “I can’t—I mean, I am just—” he stammered and stopped.

      Karen lowered the round things covering her eyes by sliding them down her nose and looked over them. “Are you saying I may need to speak to—” She stopped and raised her neatly plucked eyebrows.

      “A m-m-m-m-manager?” he managed.

      “Well?”

      Tucker had clearly encountered Karen or someone much like her before, because his shoulders sagged, and he turned to one side, gesturing toward the door with an outstretched arm.

      “Go ahead,” he said. “But grab a shirt, rip the tags off to pay at the register, and put it on. Maybe some shoes too,” he said, pointing at Cthulhu’s feet. “Otherwise, if the manager does see you, she might have my head.”

      “She?” Karen said with an undertone of joy in her voice. Cthulhu recognized it clearly. She was spoiling for a fight and knew another woman would be much better competition than the weak males of the species he’d seen so far.

      He laughed again, and that did it. The employee stepped back. Cthulhu smiled as the doors opened automatically as they approached and slid shut after they passed through. Cool air hit his skin, almost tickling him.

      “Did you see him jump?” Karen said as they walked in. “That was great. What was that sound you made?”

      “I was laughing,” Cthulhu said.

      “That is how you laugh?”

      He nodded his face getting hot behind his tentacles. He didn’t recognize the feeling at first. Embarrassment? Was that what he was feeling?

      He found himself wanting to impress Karen, and almost fearing he wasn’t doing a good job.

      Fear? The ultimate evil? Afraid? Impossible!

      Yet it seemed it was so, and he waited as she studied him. Then she laughed too, a loud sound
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3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/call-of-karen2.jpg
- | PR ¢ Y | B W
__‘-KQE !mn!'”'r

THE CALL OF

KAREN





OEBPS/images/tl-logo-black.jpg
)
@,





