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For my grandmother, Myrtle “Nanny” Lynk, stolen from us too soon.





 
 


“And there was in their synagogue a man with an unclean spirit; and he cried out, saying, Let us alone; what have we to do with thee, thou Jesus of Nazareth? Art thou come to destroy us? I know thee who thou art, the Holy One of God. And Jesus rebuked him, saying, Hold thy peace, and come out of him. And when the unclean spirit had torn him, and cried with a loud voice, he came out of him.”


 


Mark 1:23-26, King James Version


 
 



“When the unclean spirit is gone out of a man, he walketh through dry places, seeking rest; and finding none, he saith, I will return unto my house whence I came out. And when he cometh, he findeth it swept and garnished. Then goeth he, and taketh to him seven other spirits more wicked than himself; and they enter in, and dwell there: and the last state of that man is worse than the first.”


 


Luke 11:24-26, King James Version






AUTHOR’S NOTE


 


This is the fourth novel in this series, and
for those who have read the others and embraced these characters as so many of
you have, please feel free to skip this note, as you will have already read it.


The word “detective” is believed to have originated in the
mid-nineteenth century, however, that doesn’t mean the concept of someone who
investigated crime originated less than two hundred years ago. Crime long
pre-dated this era, and those who investigated it as well.


The following historical thriller is
intended to be an entertaining read for all, with the concept of a “Templar
Detective” a fun play on a modern term. The dialog is intentionally written in
such a way that today’s audiences can relate, as opposed to how people might
have spoken in Medieval France, where, of course, they would have conversed in
French and not English, with therefore completely different manners of
speaking, and of addressing one another. For consistency, English phrasing is
always used, such as Mister instead of Monsieur, for example. This does not
mean they will be speaking to each other as rappers and gangsters, but will
instead communicate in ways that imply comfort and familiarity, as we would
today. If you are expecting, “Thou dost hath
offended me, my good sir,” then prepareth thyself for disappointment. If,
however, you are looking for a fast-paced adventure, with plenty of action,
mystery, and humor, then you’ve come to the right place.


Enjoy.






PREFACE


The concept of demonic possession is
featured prominently in the Bible and other holy texts, as well as the oral
histories of many cultures. Saving these lost souls was the duty of shamans,
medicine men or women, and eventually, in Catholicism, priests.


And the task was never taken lightly. While there were few rules
initially against undertaking the task, as the Bible indicated even laypeople
could perform exorcisms in the name of Jesus Christ, by the Middle Ages, it was
mostly the work of priests, and laypeople were forbidden from using any of the
prayers reserved for priests when performing an exorcism.


Today, most believe that those possessed by demons are actually
mentally ill, often schizophrenics, and their “demonic” symptoms are merely
those of their affliction. This understanding, however, is relatively new, and
few, if any, in medieval France would have even considered mental illness as a
possibility, leaving thousands to be treated as evil, requiring the services of
an exorcist to save them from damnation.


These well-meaning clergymen were performing these rituals at what
they felt was great risk to themselves, to save those who didn’t need saving,
where a lack of scientific understanding, that void filled with superstition,
led to the torture of thousands.


But what if the tables were turned?
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Outside Crécy-la-Chapelle, Kingdom of France
AD 1298


 


Isabelle Leblanc hugged her knees tight, long
having given up tugging at the irons gripping her ankles, the chains binding
her to the others suffering the same fate. Whimpering, crying women, all young
like her, pleading to be let go, begging to be returned to their homes, or
some, like her, sitting in numbed silence, trying to make sense of what had
happened. 


They were held in a type of wagon she had never seen before, one
with metal bars for sides. It was freezing cold, the elements of a blustery
January provided no challenge by the gaps in the bars, nor by their clothes, as
they had been taken from their homes as they had been found, with no time given
to change. 


She herself had been torn from her home, dragged to the village
center, and accused of the most heinous of things by a priest she had never
seen before, supported by twelve monks in long dark robes, none of whom had
revealed their faces. These men, now on horseback, surrounded the wagon driven by
the priest she had heard referred to as Father Mercier, providing protection to
the small procession as it moved, she presumed, to the next town to kidnap yet
another victim.


Yet that wasn’t what was going on at all, if Mercier was to be believed.


If the priest was to be taken at his word, they were all possessed
by demons, and he was taking them to save their souls, to rid them of the evil
that possessed them, and when finished, they would be returned home to their
families, cleansed of that which had taken them over.


But she wasn’t possessed.


She couldn’t be.


Could she?


Would she even know?


She assumed she would, though perhaps that was part of the trickery
of the Devil at play. And these other women with her? With the exception of the
creature in the far corner, none seemed anything but normal. Though the
exception was anything but. A snarling, barking mess of a woman, barely
recognizable as human, clearly possessed by something not of this earth. 


And she terrified them all.


She alone lent credence to this entire situation.


A situation she had no idea how she would escape. 


If only Sir Marcus were here!


Sir Marcus de Rancourt, a Templar Knight who now lived in her village
with his sergeant and two squires, had left for business in Paris earlier this
very day. If he had been there, he would have come for her, she was certain.


Shouts behind them snapped her from her spiral of self-pity and had
her pressed against the bars along with the others as three horses galloped
past then blocked the path of the wagon. An angry conversation was taking
place, only the stray word caught, but it didn’t matter.


She knew these men.


And they were here for her.


David and Jeremy, the two squires of Sir Marcus.


And the bastard Garnier, responsible for her current situation.


She had been saved.


Relief washed over her and her shoulders heaved as tears of joy
erupted.


Then she froze.


The monks surrounding the wagon tossed their robes aside and drew
swords, directing them at the new arrivals.


This can’t be happening!


It made no sense. Armed monks? 


Then the wagon moved again.


What’s going on?


She pressed against the bars, shoving her head through as they
passed David, Jeremy, and Garnier. She stretched out a hand toward them, and
David stopped Jeremy from taking it. 


“Please! Help me!”


David’s head sank in shame, and Jeremy stared at her, tears in his
eyes, as Garnier covered his face.


“Why have you forsaken me?” she cried, stretching through the bars
even farther, but she was given no answer, only helpless stares filled with
regret.


She collapsed back to the floor, her arm still shoved through the
bars, her sobs racking her body in waves. Why had they let them take her? Why
had these men, whom she considered friends, allowed her to be kidnapped by this
priest who claimed she was possessed? Didn’t they know she wasn’t? Didn’t they
know she was innocent? Didn’t they know Father Mercier had made a mistake?


She curled into a ball, praying to God for forgiveness for whatever
it was she had done that was so horrible, it deserved a punishment such as
this.


And as she prayed for deliverance from this exorcist who had taken
her, her thoughts turned to the sin she had committed that day against poor
Garnier, and she knew, deep down, exactly why she was here, condemned with the
others.


And part of her felt she deserved whatever punishment the Lord had
in store for her.
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Chantilly Forest, Kingdom of France
One week earlier


 


Father Mercier flicked the reins, his heart
at once filled with the power of the Lord, and the ache of the pain he shared
with those locked away behind him, their poor souls awaiting the deliverance he
would soon bring them. While it was the demons that possessed them that wailed
and cried in protest, begging their demonic lord to free them from their
shackles, those innocent souls trapped within would have their possessors
exorcised in due course.


It wouldn’t be long before the wagon was full, then they would
return to his church, perform the rituals, and, if successful, reunite the
innocent left behind with their families and loved ones. He smiled, drawing a
deep breath, as he thought of all the good he had done over the past couple of
years. 


“You seem happy.”


Father Mercier nodded. “I am. Doing the Lord’s work always makes me
happy.”


“There is no better work.”


“I agree. And though it shames me to think of a reward for all I
have done, I still take solace in what you told me.”


“Of your mother?”


“Yes.” He stole a quick glance at his companion. “Of how you said
her condemned soul would be freed by what we are doing here.”


“And it will be, I assure you. You simply have to have faith.”


Mercier’s chest ached with the words. “You know my faith never
wavers.”


“As it shouldn’t. The work you do is necessary and may take a
lifetime, but the countless souls you are saving through your sacrifice will
not only grant you access into the Kingdom of Heaven, but your mother as well.”


Mercier’s smile spread. “That’s all I want. My own fate is not why I
do this. It is all for my mother and for the poor wretched souls like those
young women behind me.”


“You are a good man.”


A rush of pride washed through him. “From you, that means
everything.” He stared past the escort in front of him, noticing another
carriage approaching on the narrow road. He pulled the wagon as far to the side
as he could, his escort of one dozen devout monks, specially trained to deal
with the demons he encountered on an almost daily basis, guiding their horses
out of the way as well. 


The carriage approached slowly on the snow-covered road, the
coachman and his companion both tipping their hats as they passed. Mercier
bowed his head with a smile, then as the carriage came up beside him, a
beautiful creature leaned out the window, her long blond hair in curls, topped
with the prettiest of hats, her cheeks a rosy glow brought on by the chill in
the air and some sort of applied reddish hue.


She was clearly from a wealthy family, and her manner of dress and
bearing suggested a pampered upbringing, unlike those behind him. Her beauty
suggested sculpting by the most gifted of artisans.


And such beauty, he knew, would never have been created by God’s
hand, for no woman should ever be so beautiful. This was the work of the most
evil of all artisans.


This was the work of Satan himself.


He stared at her, a smile of recognition at what he had stumbled
upon spreading. And she returned the smile, a smile that soon turned into a
sneer, her eyes glaring back at him, red, wicked, as if the flames of Hell
burned behind them. 


He had found another lost soul, another example of the Devil’s work.


He held up a hand, and the demon’s coachman brought her carriage to
a halt. She leaned farther out the window, hurling insults at him, sputtering
and cursing in the language known only to the possessed, but Mercier ignored
it, for he had heard it all before, and he would hear it again probably before
the day was through. 


He reached under his vestments and withdrew the wooden cross given
to him by his mother years ago, before she had been lost to him. She too had
been an uncommonly beautiful woman, though his memories of her were fading with
time, as he was young when she had been taken. Like those behind him, like the
creature in front of him, his mother had been possessed by evil, as so many
young beautiful women were, the voices she claimed were in her head telling her
to do unspeakable things.


His father had been forced to take action, to take her to the local
priest, yet despite his best efforts to rid her of the evil that possessed her,
she had succumbed, her soul in the end saved through her passing, though
condemned in Purgatory for the sins the flesh had committed.


He had stood in the corner, sobbing unnoticed as the demon
possessing his mother had fought the incantations, fought the holy water,
fought the symbols of the Church, all the while writhing and snarling against
those who would restrain her. It was something he now knew no child should have
witnessed, yet he had, and there was no unseeing the evil present that day.


And it had changed him.


He had decided his future lay in the priesthood so he could save the
souls of these poor, cursed women, so no other child would suffer the loss he
had. Through the good Lord, he would use His divine power to rid these women,
condemned from the moment of birth with their beauty, beauty that could be used
to tempt good men into unholy acts.


For it was their beauty, sculpted by Satan himself, that the demons
possessing them would use to their own ends to threaten God’s dominion over
man, to further the foothold of evil that one day might overwhelm the forces of
good.


He had vowed that day, the day his mother had died, to save every
woman he could. And here, today, he had found yet another.


His constant companion confirmed what he already knew. “She’s one of
them. We must save her.”


“I know. But she has a guard. They won’t believe me.”


“They often don’t, yet you always succeed.”


Mercier sighed, smiling sadly at the coachman and his companion. He
didn’t blame them. They weren’t at fault. It was rare that those living with
the possessed could recognize the evil in their souls. While he saw the
snarling beasts for what they were, those around them only saw the beauty.


It led the innocent to do the bidding of the evil in their midst.


The demon’s chaperone appeared in the window, a plain woman, clearly
not afflicted as her charge was. “What is the meaning of this?”


“I am Father Mercier. I must ask your mistress to come with me.”


The escort expressed surprise, but the demon merely stared at him,
her glowing eyes and her curled mouth in constant motion as it assessed the
situation.


He returned the stare, the pity he felt written on his face for the
lost soul beneath the hate, pity the demon was having nothing of, more of
Satan’s vile tongue erupting from her. He sighed, reciting a brief prayer for
strength. “I’m sorry, my child, but your suffering will soon be over.”


He raised a hand then dropped it, signaling his escort to take her.
And as the monks surged forward, their swords drawn, he closed his eyes and
prayed for the souls of those who would be slain here today. For their deaths
would not be in vain. This child would be saved, her soul cleansed, and she
would be returned to her family the pure vessel God had always meant her to be.
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De Rancourt Residence
Crécy-la-Chapelle, Kingdom of France
One week later


 


Isabelle Leblanc wasn’t sure why she felt so
comfortable with Lady Joanne de Rohan. Perhaps it was that the woman treated
her as an equal, though in an often paternalistic way, the age gap significant.
But Isabelle didn’t mind. The woman was very wise, far better educated than
anyone she had ever met, and had such interesting stories about life in Paris
as part of the ruling class.


Of course, that was all over for the poor woman now. She had lost
everything in a scandal that had rocked the King’s Court, and now lived on the
farm owned by Sir Marcus de Rancourt, a farm that was quickly becoming a safe
haven for wayward souls. The Templar Knight had inherited the farm when his
sister had died last year, and he had reluctantly agreed to remain and raise
her orphaned son and daughter rather than return to the Holy Land. His loyal
sergeant, Simon Chastain, and his squires, David and Jeremy, had also pledged
to remain with their master and friend. 


And in less than a year, another orphaned boy now lived here, along
with Lady Joanne and her chambermaid, Beatrice. 


It was a lively farm now, and a place she felt comfortable. When
Marcus’ sister, Nicoline, had passed, preceded a couple of years before by her
husband, Sir Henri de Foix, a nearly destitute man with royal lineage, Isabelle
and her mother had taken care of the farm and the children until Sir Marcus
could return. She had been happy to do it, for she had grand expectations for his
arrival.


She intended to marry him.


She had been in love with him for years, though she had never met
him. All she knew were the stories Nicoline had shared with her about her
gallant brother, the Templar Knight, a man his own sister hadn’t seen in two
decades. And when he had arrived, he was everything she had imagined and more.
Incredibly handsome, strong, brave.


And celibate.


He and his men had been granted special dispensation to remain
members of the Order, the Poor Fellow-Soldiers of Christ and of the Temple of
Solomon, so long as they maintained their vows.


He had never expressed any interest in her, and it had frustrated
her to no end. It had meant she would have to find someone to marry other than
the man that had merely been a young girl’s fantasy.


Then Thomas Durant had arrived.


And she had fallen madly in love.


“Where are you, child?”


Isabelle flinched then looked at Lady Joanne. “Excuse me?”


“Where are you? You’re definitely not here.”


Isabelle flushed. “Sorry, I was thinking of something.”


Beatrice snickered as her needle and thread rapidly worked its magic
on a torn shirt belonging to one of the children. “Young Thomas, I bet!” 


Isabelle’s cheeks burned.


Joanne smiled at her from behind her cup of hot tisane. “You two
have been exchanging quite a few letters.”


Now her ears were afire.


“Your reading and writing have improved dramatically since I’ve been
here.”


Beatrice snorted. “Nothing like the love of a good man to make one
try new things.”


“Beatrice!” cried Joanne, swatting her chambermaid’s shoulder. “The
children are in the next room!”


Beatrice shrugged. “Nothing they won’t hear soon enough.”


“You’re incorrigible.”


“Which I believe is why you keep me around.”


Joanne patted her companion, once her servant, now her equal. “You
do keep me sane.” She turned to Isabelle. “I suppose your mother has been
pressuring you to find a husband, now that this nonsense with Sir Marcus is
finished with?”


Isabelle flushed even more, if that was possible. How could the
woman possibly have known about her irrational obsession with the man? “How―”


“How did I know?” Joanne regarded her with a look of pity. “My poor
girl, everyone knows.”


She gulped. “And Sir Marcus? Does he know?”


“With the amount of teasing he gets from his men, I’d say so.”


Isabelle’s shoulders slumped. “I’m so embarrassed.”


Joanne leaned over and gave her forearm a squeeze. “Think nothing of
it, young one. All young girls have crushes. It’s part of being a girl. Why,
you wouldn’t believe some of the boys—and men—I had feelings for, certain I
would be marrying them as soon as I was of age. Instead, I ended up marrying―”


“A bastard.”


Joanne chuckled at Beatrice. “Yes, in the end. But we did have some
good days before he did what he did.” She returned her attention to Isabelle.
“So, Thomas Durant. Does your mother approve?”


Isabelle snorted. “Not at all! Mother wants me to have nothing to do
with him.”


“Whatever for?”


“She’s heard about his vocation, and his father’s.”


Joanne frowned. “That’s unfortunate, though a boy should never be
blamed for the sins of his father.”


“That’s what I tried to tell her, but once she found out who he’s
now working for, she won’t listen.” Isabelle sighed. “And I understand. I hate
what Thomas does.”


Joanne put down her empty cup, Beatrice refilling it before her
former mistress could, a servant’s old habits hard to break. “It is unfortunate
that he’s working for such a horrid woman, but he had little choice. He was
starving to death, from what I heard. If it weren’t for that job, he wouldn’t
have survived the winter.”


“He could have come here. Sir Marcus did offer him the choice.”


“Abandoning one’s home is difficult.” Joanne folded her arms. “Trust
me, if anyone knows, I do.” She forced a smile. “He’ll come around. In time,
he’ll want to marry you and make a life here with you.”


“Not if my mother has anything to say about it. Can you believe she
wants me to marry Garnier?”


Beatrice laughed. “Garnier? That awkward one who lives on the other
side of the village?”


Isabelle nodded. “Yes!”


Beatrice placed her work in her lap rather than risk puncturing
herself as she continued to laugh. “Oh, he’s a fine one, that one is.”


Isabelle felt a little guilty. “He’s nice. I mean, he’s always been
nice to me.”


“Of course he is, lass, have you seen yourself? You’re the prettiest
thing in this village.” Beatrice leaned forward. “There’s not a man or boy within
a day’s ride who wouldn’t give his right hand to be with you.”


Isabelle blushed again. “I’m sure I don’t know what you mean.”


Beatrice elbowed Joanne. “I’m sure she does!”


Joanne shook her head at her chambermaid. “You’re terrible. Things
aren’t like the city, here.” She turned to Isabelle. “Ignore her. I’m sure
Garnier is a fine young man.”


“He is.”


“But he’s no Thomas, am I right?”


Isabelle shrugged.


“Tell me why you like him so much.”


Isabelle smiled as a warmth spread through her entire body, a
tingling emerging that threatened to become embarrassingly personal. “He excites
me like no one else ever has.”


“Even our handsome Templar Knight?” asked Beatrice with a wink.


“Yes, even him.” She sighed. “You’re right, that was a foolish girl’s
fantasy, fed by his sister’s constant talking of how great a man he was, when
she didn’t even really know him.”


Joanne wagged a finger. “A sister knows her brother.”


“Not when she hasn’t seen him in over twenty years, and rarely wrote
her back.”


“That may be, but was she so wrong in her impression of him?”


Isabelle frowned. “No, I suppose not. He is brave and caring,
and truly a good man.”


Beatrice cleared her throat. “Not to mention the fact he fills out a
pair of pants quite nicely.”


“Beatrice!” cried Joanne before bursting into laughter. “You really
are terrible!”


Isabelle tried to stifle her own laughter. “He is handsome,
there’s no doubt of that, and he would make a fine husband and provider for any
children we might be blessed with, but he has made his feelings clear. He
intends to maintain his vows.”


Beatrice grunted. “Celibacy! What a boring way to live!”


More laughter erupted from the older ladies. 


Joanne stopped first. “The life of a Templar Knight is a simple one.
Nothing to excess, and so much denied. All in exchange to serve your Lord and
gain entry into the Kingdom of Heaven.”


Beatrice picked up her needle once again. “A worthy goal. But to
deny oneself all the wonders that the good Lord above has provided for his
flock?” 


“Some would say that these wonders are the work of the Devil, and
that the Templars will be rewarded for recognizing that.”


Isabelle stared at the older woman, a woman she respected
tremendously. “Do you really think that things like love, and the joys of
marriage, are things that the Lord would deny us?”


“If that were true, why’d he make them feel so good?” cackled
Beatrice, Joanne smiling.


“Child, you’re still young. Find yourself the right man, marry him,
bear him a bunch of children and raise them right, and you’ll be just as
welcome in Heaven as any Templar, I assure you.”


Isabelle nodded slowly then shrugged. “I’ve never really concerned
myself with such things. I go to church, try to obey the Commandments as best I
can, and live a good life. What more could the Lord ask?”


Joanne smiled. “Absolutely nothing.”


Beatrice agreed then added her usual slant. “But why shouldn’t that
good life be with a looker, hey? If not Sir Marcus, then your young Thomas I
think will fit the bill. He’s got a tasty little narrow ass on him!” She tossed
her head back and laughed, Joanne turning red before joining in as Isabelle
blushed then giggled.


Joanne again regained control first. “Whomever you choose, just
don’t settle for someone you don’t love. I made that mistake and look what it
cost me. My husband has been executed, I’ve lost my family, my title, and now
here I live as humbly as my once servant”—she patted Beatrice on the knee―“because
I chose poorly.”


Isabelle’s heart ached for the woman. “Is it really that bad? I
mean, life here, living like we do?”


Joanne sighed. “To be honest, at first, yes. But now, after so many
months have passed, I find I’m quite content in this new life.”


“Would you prefer the old?”


“Some days I think yes, but most, no. My responsibilities here are
much simpler. Keep the men fed and in clean clothes and bedding, keep them
washed every once in a while”—Isabelle snickered―“and tend to those
beautiful children. I no longer have to worry about impressing the high society
of Paris, deal with their snobbery, or bother with the Court and the miscreants
it attracts. Here, everyone is equal, with the same problems and the same
responsibilities.” She glanced about the humble home. “And I dare say we have
it better than most. With four healthy, strong men to do much of the work, and
a small legacy left by my cousin to provide a slightly finer home”—Isabelle
glanced at the actual glass in the windows with some envy―“life here is
fairly comfortable.” Joanne smiled at the others. “And I have such good friends
here that I can talk to frankly and honestly. That is something I never
truly had back in Paris.” She smiled at Isabelle. “You must marry the man you
love, the man who will be your partner and confidante in this hard life. Only
then will you truly be happy.”


Isabelle frowned. Everything said was true, and in a perfect world,
she would follow the advice without hesitation. But there was one roadblock.
“But what of Mother? She still insists I marry Garnier!”


“Have Thomas prove to her that he loves you, and that he can provide
for you, and in time, she’ll come to realize that and give him her blessing.”


“I fear she won’t, at least not until he changes his line of work.”


Beatrice grunted. “You shouldn’t have told her that.”


Isabelle’s eyes shot wide. “I had to! She’s my mother!”


“Mothers shouldn’t know all the secrets their daughters possess.”


Joanne apparently agreed. “You must make it clear to your mother
that this Garnier boy is not in your future, so that she can stop
pestering you with it, and stop leading the poor boy on.”


Isabelle sighed. “If only he weren’t so awkward, I would probably
have been happy marrying him. But he’s just so embarrassing to be around.”


A sound at the window had them all leaping to their feet, Tanya,
their large mastiff, curled up by the fire, rushing for the door. Isabelle
grabbed her by the scruff of the neck as she opened it. Her heart sank as she
gasped at the sight of poor Garnier running away, the boy glancing back over
his shoulder, his eyes red, his cheeks stained with tears.


He had heard everything they had said about him.


“Garnier! Please come back!”


But he didn’t, instead leaning into his escape from their horrid
barbs at his expense. She traced his footsteps in the snow back to the window
to the left side of the house, and her shoulders slumped. A bundle of dried
flowers lay on the ground, flowers she found on her doorstep at home every
week, fresh when in season, and lovingly preserved when not.


“What have I done?” she sobbed as she stared after the poor boy.


“You’ve done nothing, my dear,” said Joanne, now at her side.
“But I’m afraid I have. I never should have said such things about him, or let
such things be said.”


“You couldn’t have known he was listening.”


Joanne wrapped an arm around her shoulders. “It doesn’t matter.
Things like that should never be said, even when believed to be out of
earshot.”


“What am I going to do?”


“I fear there’s nothing much you can do. His heart is broken, and
only time or a new love can heal it. Let us hope, however, that this puts an
end to his interest in you, so everyone can move on.”


“I should talk to him.”


“Absolutely not! It will only hurt him more, because he now knows
how you feel. Let him heal in his own way, then when the time is right, you’ll
encounter him again, you’ll tell him you miss his friendship, and that you hope
things can go back to the way they were when you were young. Perhaps that will
allow you both to move on and save him from the embarrassment he now feels.”


Isabelle stared up the hill toward the barracks, a wisp of smoke
lazily rising into the still air, the four Templars that protected them inside,
mirth rolling down the snow-covered fields. 


She sighed.


Things would have been so much easier if Sir Marcus had fulfilled
the desires of the little girl who had grown up to love him so deeply.


But life never turns out the way one hopes.
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