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In 1952 there were children everywhere. Or so it seemed to Daisy Hayes, blind since birth, who at the age of 29 had just tied the knot for the second time—to an intercontinental pilot. But on their first flight as a married couple an engine broke down—sabotage?—and they were grounded.

	Now, there are worst places to stop over for repairs than Rio de Janeiro, especially if you’re staying at a grand hotel on Ipanema Beach. But then again, Daisy wouldn’t be our favourite blind sleuth if during her stay she hadn’t stumbled on a murderous plot that exposed her to mortal dangers.

	Groping around in the dark, she found her exceptional mind pitted against that of an arch-criminal, and with her usual courage she tried to foil a devilish conspiracy that spanned three continents and threatened the very existence of the most innocent and vulnerable victims.

	 

	“A Super Constellation, Rio de Janeiro at its best and at its worst, a Chinese brainteaser and T. S. Eliot’s ‘The waste Land’. Mix and shake. That is Nick Aaron’s astonishing recipe for yet another unconventional tale.”

	The Weekly Banner

	 

	This 58k novel is a stand-alone in The Blind Sleuth Mysteries.

	 


 

	 

	By the rivers of Babylon, there we sat down, yea, we wept, when we remembered Zion.

	Psalm 137:1
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	I   Flight B0363 to Buenos Aires

	 

	When you’re blind since birth, you must trust the senses you still have—the sighted take all their senses for granted—and you need to rely on your knowledge. The interior of the aircraft smelled clean and Daisy knew that everything was shipshape. She could feel the soft carpet of the gangway under her feet, and as on their way in they had crossed the cleaners who were leaving, she knew that it had just been vacuumed and that everything was tidy. The stewardess who led Daisy to her seat was wearing a discreet and expensive perfume—Chanel № 5! She asked the blind young woman if she would be all right: “I have to leave you now if you don’t mind, I’m going to be very busy…”

	“Of course! I know: it’s not the first time for me, you see. I’ll be perfectly all right.”

	Daisy was left alone, the only passenger in an empty Super Constellation. She forced herself to cough a few times so she could marvel at the roomy, empty cabin of the aircraft. She retrieved a small Chinese brainteaser from her handbag, a cube made up of a dozen wooden sticks that fitted tightly together. You pulled out one of the little sticks and the whole interlocking construction fell apart in your lap with a tinkling sound. Then you had to build it up again, a devilish challenge, but it helped pass the time… Daisy did have something to read, only a slim volume of poetry, but the Braille version was too large to fit in her handbag; it was travelling along in her suitcase, in the plane’s luggage hold.

	Soon enough other passengers started to board the plane and walk over to their seats, each one greeted at the top of the mobile boarding stair by that nice stewardess. Daisy knew from her previous flight that she was checking the tickets on a list she held discreetly in front of her. As Daisy fidgeted with the wooden pieces in her lap, she listened to the conversations around her, to the sounds of other passengers boarding the plane. There were quite a lot of men on their own, who all seemed to be acquainted and exchanged pleasantries among themselves. “Businessmen, no doubt.” They had polished accents and spoke in soft tones, their voices as cushy as the seats in which they were now nestling themselves. 

	Flying was very expensive, and Daisy reflected that, of those who could afford it, only people in a hurry would actually take a plane. Normally you would prefer an ocean liner and spend a week or two living in luxury on board, sailing in stately comfort to your destination, socialising with your peers and enjoying the crossing.

	Daisy smiled to herself. She was not wealthy and she was not in a hurry, but she was the captain’s wife, recently married. She could keep up a posh conversation if she had to, although she didn’t really belong to the privileged classes. It was funny: at work, as a physiotherapist, she sometimes had to keep up a conversation with patients speaking unadulterated Cockney, and that also went well, but they never failed to remind her that she sounded very posh, even though she wasn’t too bad for a toff. Then again, her friends and colleagues would never be able to afford an intercontinental flight, so with them she had to tone down her excitement, insist on the fact that it cost her nothing and that she only did it for Richard… Difficult.

	There were some couples boarding the plane; wives being attended to by their husbands. And then there were a few young couples with children, the daddies no longer concerned with their wives, but rather with their broods, the young ones running ahead wildly and calling out the seat numbers.

	Though it turned out that what sounded like a herd of elephants stampeding down the gangway was in fact one young boy, who took a seat a few rows behind Daisy. He apparently peered out the window, and then exclaimed, “Daddy, Daddy, I can see the wing moving! Are we going to crash?”

	“No, darling, everything’s all right. We are not going to crash, believe me…”

	“But the wing is moving up and down!”

	“And so it should. An aircraft wing is not built solid like a bridge, but rather like a springboard at a swimming pool. It is called a cantilever construction, and yes, it heaves a bit just like a springboard.”

	“But Daddy! Are you sure? Are you p-p-positive about this?”

	“Yes, I’m positive!”

	Daisy smiled, “What a knowledgeable father! I’ve just learned something new.”

	Then she frowned slightly at the thoughts that came to her next: since the end of the war there seemed to be kids everywhere. It was as if everyone was trying to make up for the lost years and for the innumerable dead by procreating like rabbits. And those children were quite noisy too. “I’m sure they’re never told that ‘children should be seen, not heard’,” Daisy reflected. That was another post-war phenomenon: the permissiveness of education. As a physiotherapist Daisy was much interested in these trends. She’d heard a lot about an American paediatrician named Benjamin Spock, who had become world-famous in the past few years, since he’d published a best-seller titled The Common Sense Book of Baby and Child Care. Daisy sighed. Now that she had married again, she would very much have liked to join in on these trends; she wouldn’t mind a child of her own. And although she disapproved of too much permissiveness in principle, she realised now that in practice, if she had a child of her own, she wouldn’t mind spoiling it rotten… But all this was not on the menu. When you married an intercontinental pilot at the age of twenty-nine, going on thirty, you not only put yourself up for dealing with an absent husband, but should you be so bold as to want children, you were going to have one hell of an absent daddy as well.

	“Excuse me, is this seat available?”

	A hesitant male voice. Not particularly posh either, thank God. Even a bit “ordinary”. Daisy felt at ease at once and couldn’t resist teasing a bit. “If you have the right number on your ticket: seven-starboard-window, I suppose it must be available… only to you. I have seven-starboard-gangway.”

	“Oh, I’m awfully sorry. You don’t mind if I sit by the porthole?”

	“Of course not! I’m as blind as a bat; what use would it be to sit at the window?”

	“That’s right, but… erm, could you possibly let me through?”

	“Oh yes, sorry!”

	Daisy had to drop her Chinese puzzle at once. The pieces fell into her lap, where the skirt of her summer suit formed a convenient repository. She picked up the pieces and dropped them into her handbag before she stood up and stepped aside. When the man slipped past her she could smell his individual, signature odour, but also that he apparently used the same shaving soap as Richard: Old Spice.

	“I say, you were working on a brainteaser?” the man stammered as he took his seat. “I’m awfully sorry you had to drop it!”

	“Oh, don’t worry. I know exactly where I was. I can reconstitute the puzzle to that point without fail… It was no good anyway: I’ll have to start all over again.”

	“I say, how awfully clever! Is this one of those things where blind people are better than the seeing?”

	“I wouldn’t know,” Daisy smiled, “I’m blind since birth, so I can’t compare with anything else…”

	“Oh, I’m awfully sorry; how insensitive of me!”

	“Stop saying that,” Daisy giggled. “It’s getting on my nerves!”

	“Saying what?”

	“Saying that you’re ‘awfully sorry’ all the time. By the way, my name is Daisy Clayton, I’m the captain’s wife. I’m only here on sufferance, you know, because there happened to be a free seat for me on this flight.”

	“Oh, ah, Damian Smith. Pleased to meet you.” He seized Daisy’s hand and shook it.

	“Smith, really? As in: ‘not my real name’ Smith?”

	“No! I can assure you that a lot of people are actually named Smith, you know…”

	“Mind if I call you Damian? You may call me Daisy.”

	She then carried on with her puzzle; she heard a rustling of paper by her side and a smell of newsprint reached her nostrils. Damian was settling in, with his favourite newspaper at hand. But after a short while he piped up, “I say, er, Daisy; do you mind if I light up?”

	“No, not at all,” she answered a bit stiffly. She did mind. She found it a filthy habit. But all men smoked… well, thank God Rick had kicked the habit as a prisoner of war in Germany… and did they really have to allow it in confined spaces like an aeroplane, a cinema, a hospital ward?

	“You do mind, though, don’t you? It’s all right, I’ll go to the lounge at the back as soon as we’re airborne and smoke there, no worries… It’s just that I’m feeling a bit on edge, that’s all.”

	“Not used to flying, huh? Well, listen, if you blow the smoke towards the ceiling, I won’t mind, really.”

	“Thank you. You’re most gracious.”

	Damian lighted his cigarette and started puffing, away from his neighbour. In the meantime all the passengers had settled; according to schedule the Super Constellation was about to take off; and suddenly they heard a bang. Some children started to squeal with excitement and the man in the window seat scrunched up his newspaper and looked up in alarm. He looked outside and exclaimed, “I say, Daisy, the engine right next to our porthole has just caught fire! I definitely saw flames leaping out and now the whole wing is engulfed in smoke!”

	“Oh, don’t worry about that, Damian! As long as it’s white smoke it is normal; they’re starting up the engines; they use so-called ‘starter cartridges’ to set them in motion. Apparently it produces a tongue of flame and a lot of white smoke: gun-powder, don’t you know…”

	The engine coughed and hacked into life and started humming, then another bang was heard, and a moment later the outer starboard engine sprang to life. As soon as the propeller went humming, the thick white smoke was blown away, a mere bad memory. Finally the same sequence of bangs, coughs and humming was heard twice from the portside of the plane.

	“See? There’s nothing to worry about!” Daisy cried above the din.

	“Good God! Flying makes me so nervous! They could have warned us beforehand. For a moment I thought we were done for!”

	Daisy chuckled. “You know, I’m not really afraid of dying.”

	“Oh? Why’s that?”

	“I don’t know, my first husband died when I was only twenty-one, and since then I seem to have a certain sense of affinity with death… Actually he was a pilot too!”

	 

	After they had taken off from London Airport at Heath-row, the crew on the flight deck relaxed a little. “All right, gentlemen,” Rick said on their internal communications link, “let’s go say hello to the birds!”

	“Any nice birds in the back?”

	“Apart from my wife, no. And I’m talking about the birds in the sky, you oaf!”

	Before take-off they’d had to attend to endless and tedious procedures that required utter concentration and dedication. All these check lists and flight plans, radio tests and weather briefings were as mind-numbing as they were of vital importance for a safe flight. To motivate his crew Rick would say, “Only perfection is good enough!” and someone would answer “Why don’t you go into politics… where you belong!”

	These five men, sitting close together in dashing uniforms in a cockpit crammed with state-of-the-art equipment, were all hardened veterans from the war. Apart from Captain Richard Clayton, the pilot-in-command, there was a First Officer as co-pilot, another First Officer as navigator, a Radio Officer and an Engineering Officer. They had flown their 30 operations with Bomber Command, and then some, in one capacity or another, and survived against all odds. Even the Head Steward serving in the cabin was a veteran of the bombing campaigns. He had been a rear gunner.

	These men were fiercely free-minded and loyal to one another. Some of them were in the habit of carrying their wartime revolver tucked away in a holster under their uniform jacket, which was strictly forbidden, but you could count on your colleagues not to betray you. They were all glad to be flying for British civil aviation, but the war and its aftermath had left them with mixed feelings. So many men had died: literally half of those who had ever flown on a bomber had not survived. After the war, they felt, they had not been given so much as a handshake to thank them for their sacrifices. On the contrary, Britain felt ashamed of its wartime policy of “area bombings” of civilian populations in German cities, so the whole sorry affair was to be denied and forgotten as soon as possible…

	Then there was another problem, common to all of these war-hardened airmen. They had oodles of flying experience, but they were no good at passing exams. Rick’s career so far was typical. He had started with a Pilot’s B Licence, then obtained a Navigator’s Licence (2nd class) after two unsuccessful attempts; he had an Air Line Transport Pilot’s Licence and an Instruments Rating and General Radio Telephony Licence that had required three attempts; he had only obtained his Senior Commercial Pilot’s Licence after five unsuccessful attempts and had just recently received his appointment as Senior Captain (2nd class). He praised his wife for her role in his success at the sixth attempt: “Daisy was wonderful! She knows nothing about flying, but she’s a genius at drilling one. She taught me to map the knowledge in my mind. All I needed to do during the exams was to close my eyes and retrieve the correct answers from the right pigeon-holes in all those little rooms in my noggin…”

	And for these men the worst part was that in order to keep your qualifications you had to redo the exams after a number of years. It was pure hell.

	Richard now activated the public address system and intoned in his sexiest voice, “Ladies and Gentlemen, this is your Captain speaking. My name is Richard Clayton, and on behalf of BOAC and of my crew I welcome you aboard flight B0363 to Buenos Aires on our beautiful Super Constellation. By the way: 363 is my lucky number; incredible but true, so just relax and enjoy your trip…”

	 

	Daisy told her neighbour, “Did you hear that, Damian? That was my husband speaking on the PA system.”

	Her neighbour rustled his newspaper. “Really? Very seductive voice. I can imagine that a blind lady like you could fall in love with such a voice…”

	Daisy chortled approvingly. “I say, Damian, have we reached the Sussex coast yet?”

	The man looked out of the window and said, “No, we’re flying over green hills.”

	“Ah. The South Downs. Tell me when we reach the coast, it shouldn’t be long.”

	“All right, I’ll keep an eye out. But people like you should always get a seat by the window… except…”

	“Except that I’m blind and need to pester some kind soul like you to tell me what’s going on outside.”

	“Exactly! Well, no, sorry… oh, not supposed to say that either!”

	Daisy chuckled again. The man looked intently at her, fascinated. This blind young bride was actually quite pretty. She had a very fetching smile, full of dimples and childlike candour. Out of curiosity he took a peep behind her dark round glasses, still looking from the side, and was a bit shocked to discover how wounded her eyes seemed: ghoulish slits of raw pink flesh… poor thing! Daisy continued to fidget with the puzzle in her lap, not looking down at it, but her head held high. For a moment the man sitting by her side looked on, curious about this little fad of hers, but then he came to the conclusion that the blind lady was stuck in an endless and fruitless process of trial and error, just like he too would be. He went back to his paper.

	Sometime later the paper rustled again, and Damian said, “Hey, we’re out at sea now; I missed the coast.”

	“Yes, the Channel. I knew we must already be there. In less than twenty minutes we will reach France by way of the Cotentin marshes. Then we will fly over Britany, then out to sea again, over the Gulf of Biscay… Keep me posted.”

	“I will. As long as you are keeping me posted anyway.”

	And so they flew on to Madrid, where they landed nicely in time for lunch. They had flown from 9:30 to 13:15 and would now stay at Barajos for an hour. Everyone had to get off the plane, so they walked over to the well-appointed restaurant of the airport building, where a meal would be served at once.

	Daisy ended up at a table for four with Damian and another gentleman. She could hear the squeals of the children at a few other tables left and right: still very lively, these youngsters; very much alive. The fourth seat at their own table was kept free for the captain himself, who arrived a moment later, gave his wife a peck on the cheek and sat down across from her. Introductions were made all around. In the meantime, the first thing Richard did was to put aside the spidery wine glasses that were crowding his wife’s place; he motioned their waiter to take them away and to serve her wine in the water glass that he had left standing. He himself didn’t take any wine. Damian smiled at him: he understood; the captain smiled back and winked lightly.

	Daisy tucked in with great pleasure; she knew that flying meant eating well; you could expect to be served the finest food, either at airports, hotels, or on board during the flight. After her table companions had been munching contentedly for a while, she broke the silence.

	“How’s life on the flight deck, darling?” she asked.

	“Boring, as it should be… Nowadays it is our task to make flying as boring as possible.”

	The two men sitting with them chortled politely, and the one who had identified himself as a businessman remarked, “Personally, I put great stock on sticking to the schedule. If I am not in Buenos Aires in the morning the day after tomorrow, I am going to miss out on a beautiful and lucrative business opportunity.”

	“We will do all we can, sir. I always tell my colleagues that for us in civil aviation, speed is at a premium. I have also told my bosses repeatedly that we should skip the hotel night in Dakar.”

	“A waste of precious time, indeed! If it can help, I shall send a letter to BOAC’s Customer Service…”

	Damian said, “What I like most about travel is the unexpected. And in that respect, Captain, sitting next to your charming wife makes this flight a very special experience indeed.”

	“Daisy, have you been pestering Mister Smith?”

	“Someone had to tell Mister Smith that our engines were not on fire…”

	“Oh, that! Your first time flying, sir?”

	“Yes, and delighted to have such a knowledgeable guide sitting right next to me.”

	At the end of the hour, having finished their meal rapidly, they took off from Madrid after the same bangs and smoke displays had taken place, and flew on to Dakar. They were to fly for almost eight hours over Spain, the Mediterranean, French Morocco and the Spanish Sahara, and were scheduled to land at 22:05. At dusk, above Africa, Damian suddenly asked, “Tell me, Daisy, is it normal that I should see flames coming out of the engines? I believe the children behind us are also very excited about them.”

	“Yes, yes, Damian. The flames. As long as they’re only coming out of the exhaust pipes… I guess the sun is down? You and the children will see them even better in a moment when it gets really dark: short bursts of fire flickering at the mouth of each pipe. The Connie’s 18-cylinder radial engines in action!”

	“But how come we didn’t see this before?”

	“That’s because you can’t see it in broad daylight!”

	“Gosh, you really have all the answers, don’t you?”

	“Well, I’m the captain’s wife, remember?”

	“Oh yes, if I should forget that for only one minute, you would be sure to remind me…”

	“Oh, cheeky Mister Smith!”

	“And how’s your puzzle coming along?”

	“It still has me stumped. I’m afraid this thing is really very difficult for a blind person… Do you want to try?”

	“Thanks, but no.”

	Another hour or so later, a quite elaborate in-flight supper was served. As the steward and the stewardesses could be heard coming down the gangway with clattering stainless steel dishes, Daisy said, “I hope you don’t mind sitting next to such a messy eater. The thing is, I have to touch my food a lot in order to locate it on my plate, maybe you noticed at lunch. Anyway, I’m told that at the end of a meal, my napkin sometimes looks like a painting by Picasso.”

	Her neighbour laughed heartily, “Picasso! I’ll keep that in mind.”

	 

	When they landed at Dakar, a coach was waiting at the airport to take them to the hotel where they would spend the night. As they alighted from the plane, it felt like walking into a lukewarm oven. Stepping off the mobile boarding stairs, the passengers knew straight away that they were in tropical Africa in the middle of the summer. Dakar was hot and muggy. And as soon as she had been brought to her room, Daisy took a tepid bath and put on her lightest nightdress. Then she lay on top of the bed covers, under the churning ceiling fan, and waited for Richard. He would arrive a bit later by taxi. So she lay there patiently, enjoying the draught of the fan and the sounds of the tropical night, the relentless chirping of the crickets, and she fidgeted doggedly with the pieces of her brain-teaser.

	She and Richard had been lovers for two and a half years now; their relationship had always involved a lot of physical attraction. Jump into the sack first, talk later. So Daisy was familiar with this mitigated feeling she had of knowing all too well what she was waiting for and why she was longing for it, but tonight she also languidly resented that longing because she had to wait too long and it was just too muggy in Dakar.

	Finally, when they lay together side by side after making love a bit listlessly, Richard stroked his wife’s sweaty arm and asked, “How do you like our honeymoon so far?”

	“Is that really what this is? I hardly get to see you! Well, you know what I mean… I’m afraid that even when we arrive in Buenos Aires it will be the same story, as you’ll still be on call for duty. At least when we went to Rio two years ago you were off-duty, sitting by my side instead of good old Damian, telling me about the Connie’s temperamental engines and about the Cotentin marshes…”

	Rick didn’t reply for a while. Then he took his wife’s hand and squeezed it softly. “All right, point taken. I won’t call this a honeymoon anymore.”

	Daisy waited for a moment, but Rick said nothing more. And as she also had said what she wanted to say, she concluded, “It’s all right, darling. Let’s enjoy the trip as much as we can. Who knows, maybe in the end we’ll remember this as ‘our honeymoon in Buenos Aires’ after all.”

	 

	The first sign of trouble was that one of the engines, the inner starboard, was heating up. They had taken off from Dakar at 8:00 and were flying due south-west towards Natal, Brazil. The cabin crew were serving breakfast to those passengers who had slept too late to have it at the hotel. On the flight deck the engineer reported, “Skipper, inner starboard is heating up. Go easy on that one.”

	“Strange,” the captain replied, “I have all four at cruise speed… but I’ll ease a bit on inner starboard, then. What’s the reading on its oil pressure?”

	“Oil pressure inner starboard: normal.”

	They flew on in silence for a while. There was nothing but the ocean around them, from one horizon to the other. Then the engineer said, “Sorry, skipper, but inner starboard is still going at the same revs-per-minute; temperature still going up; how about easing it?”

	“But that’s what I did just a moment ago!”

	Richard eased the third throttle a bit more: “You’re right, John, I don’t hear any difference. What on earth is going on?”

	“Wait a minute, the actuation circuit is dead! No juice. It was normal at take-off: check-list reading: good to go.”

	“But the engine should have stopped if the throttle is dead!”

	“Yes, obviously! I don’t understand…”

	“There’s something fishy going on; I don’t trust this… I’ll have to kill inner starboard, we can fly on three engines…” A moment later the captain exclaimed, “Jesus, I can’t cut off inner starboard…”

	“Ignition-choke circuit dead, same story.”

	“And the fire extinguisher?”

	“Dead.”

	“Oh boy. Is inner starboard still heating up?”

	“Yes, temperature rising fast…”

	“How come that circuit isn’t dead?”

	“Not a three-way command circuit.”

	“Right. Someone get the Head Steward up here at once. First Officer, let’s trade places, I need the starboard seat.”

	As soon as he was strapped to the right-hand pilot’s seat, Richard leaned over to the side-window of the cockpit, turned his head back as far as he could, and said, “Now at least I can see the bloody thing!”

	 

	As they had just finished their breakfast, sitting side by side at their usual place, Damian suddenly exclaimed, “I say, Daisy, at the risk of becoming tedious, there’s a lot of smoke coming out of the engine right outside our window! Is that normal?”

	“Is it black, by any chance?”

	“Yes, yes, black smoke!”

	“Not normal! Can you signal for the Head Steward to come over here immediately?”

	Daisy heard her husband’s colleague Brian hurrying down the gangway. Apparently Damian was already pointing at the window with his hand; there was a sharp intake of breath from the steward, and then he hurried away, up the gangway towards the flight deck. Not a word had been uttered.

	“What’s going on, Daisy?”

	“An emergency. Didn’t you notice how eagerly the cabin crew wrapped up the breakfast proceedings just now? And for the last couple of minutes we’ve been going down in a glide path towards the ground, which is strange, as we’re flying over the ocean…”

	“Good God! Why didn’t anyone say anything to us?”

	“They’re following orders: clear the breakfast things, don’t let anything on for the moment… But the whole crew is working on it!”

	“What are they going to do!?”

	“I don’t know. We have to wait for instructions…”

	And sure enough, the public address system in the cabin came alive and the voice of Richard’s colleague Ronald Faber was heard. “Ladies and gentlemen, this is the First Officer speaking…” All the conversations around them stopped at once, and for a few heartbeats there was complete silence, just like the silence between the last note of a performance and the beginning of the applause. “We have an emergency… we may need to land on the water… please remain calm; stay in your seats or go back to your seats immediately; fasten your seat belts, please; life jackets will be distributed at once. Please put out all cigarettes… no smoking allowed. No smoking!”

	Within a couple of minutes the cabin crew were going down the gangway, distributing the orange life jackets, helping people to put them on, giving instructions and reassurances in subdued tones. “Not to worry… just a precaution… if we have to land, there will be dinghies…” Daisy noticed that the radio officer and the navigator had joined the steward and the two stewardesses. Everybody remained calm, even the children, thank God; after the first shock of the announcement, apparently, all passengers were now focused on the challenge of donning those unwieldy and ungainly jackets. The children only saw this as an exciting adventure. Daisy knew that it would take at least another couple of minutes before they reached sea level.

	 

	Richard felt the bottom of his trousers clinging to his seat, the sweat on his brow gathering along the rim of his cap. Still peering out the side-window and gripping the controls fiercely, he muttered, “Thanks for the speech, Ron…”

	“You’re welcome, skipper!”

	The men were back in familiar territory, transported in a not too distant past, when they’d flown bombing missions deep into enemy territory and had been exposed to lethal fire every mile of the way. How often they had been crippled by flak or German night-fighters, barely

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
