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​Let the Ways of Your Becoming Be Free
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The heart and the eyes of existential freedom,
The wisest of the counsel,
The advocate of self-determination,
Where the boundaries of becoming are not preset,
The ever-growing depths of wisdom,
Guiding the self-creation,
Where no one beyond self
Can write the becoming.
A fountainhead of clear water
Joins the dance of the wine of life.
The glass spire shines the prism of existence;
They welcome us to rejoice.
Let the ways of your becoming be free.
None knows:
Is there even a meaning,
A purpose to existence?
The existential freedom
Is the only authority for self-creation,
Where what was before and will be after existence
Can only be a curiosity,
But never the authority for the now,
In transience.
Surrounded by the clouds of prophesies,
The fields of the myriads of history,
Authorities, judges, and predestinations,
Projected,
Formulated to the thrones of power before birth.
The preachers, media, and the gurus,
All too eager to write their purpose,
Their meaning onto the souls of others,
Far outside the sphere of existential freedom,
Like vultures,
Awaiting a moment of weakness
To descend upon and to define
Existence in their image.
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​The Life of Constant Change
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Existential freedom is a spirit that rarely discriminates,
Nor is it eager to pass condemnation,
As it understands why
The life of another is not for him to determine,
But to be read,
Heard, and its songs joined upon.
For if he cannot know all the shapes,
The fleeting thoughts or the arrangements
Of the mosaic of existence.
With self-ascribed meaning in his actions,
He follows his love and passion,
Being enough to sustain his thirst for purpose.
Would he then set himself as a judge,
A man who sets the weights life is to observe?
Would he harden the outer shell of the sphere of life,
Make something none can enter,
Or make it transparent,
Full of plasticity and possibilities,
Open to the harmonies of the spheres?
What use is rigidity
In a life of constant change?
The ritual of lasting reaffirmation—
Branches that lose their elasticity,
The ability to bend.
A sphere closing from within,
Until not even his own life
Fits within its bounds.
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​Readying to Become the Ocean
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As the eyes of existential freedom open for the first time,
They are outraged by the futility of meaning,
The injustice of purpose in mortality,
Before coming to terms with it.
The soreness of the eyes to the dawn passes;
The mind is relinquished,
Freed from dreaming the dreams dreamt for him.
The given goals and aims are thrown away,
The set boundaries made into fertile beginnings.
He walks at the shoreline,
Readying to become the ocean.
As the mysteries,
The power of the cultural continuum, are revealed to him,
The names and ancient allegiances
Fall like dead leaves to the ground.
He feels outraged by cultural indoctrination,
Feeding the spirit of fire enflamed.
They know not what they are doing,
Appear as a joke of the deepest sensibilities.
And after a season of rebellion of the heart,
He must either suffer from it
Or reconcile with humility,
His now-recognized ignorance.
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​A Spiraling Staircase
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When the eyes of existential freedom
Join the council of the mind,
It deconstructs the values indoctrinated,
Disassembling them,
Making raw materials out of them—
Ideas to be used to build,
Assemble values in reflection of his spirit.
The eyes of freedom
Fold the layers of understanding,
Offering him scope for self-creation,
Recognizing the reexamination—
The cycles of deconstruction and construction—
As a lasting part of his beating heart.
To question reason,
To overcome preexisting purpose,
To make unto a transient foundation—
A foundation in the form of a spiraling staircase.
He sets his days to be in constant elevation,
Where no two points ever meet.
In the life of transience,
He acknowledges the wisdom of precepts,
For only a few truths are lasting,
The rest a part of a mosaic of transcendence,
The ascending path of lasting becoming.
When something of the spirit dies,
Is it not wise to let it pass?
When something of wisdom grows stale,
Is it not wiser to leave the wine before becoming vinegar,
As it has lost its vital taste?
Replenish the cup with fresh,
Newfound wine,
Made of fulfillment.
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​The Wind, the Sail, and the Vehicle
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As the eyes of existential freedom reach his spirit,
He is detached from values
And holds no reverence for ideas or names.
Instead, they are fruitful in plasticity,
To be made in reflection of whatever he desires,
In observance of the golden precept:
Vitae Pro Vitae vs. Vitae Contra Vitae.
He has only himself as the final dominion,
Liberty and life as his ever-changing form.
He is able to read any book in the way he chooses,
Feeding and growing his spirit from the symphony of words
Composed by the songs of his heart.
Has he not earned the right to hold the balances,
Set the scales to measure as he chooses?
To be undismayed
By what discourages the spirit of others?
And to not depend on others,
To feed and grow his spirit,
From knowledge he has learned to create?
Without reverence for ancient ideals,
Abandoning the Socratic noble lie,
He is free in spirit unto the heart.
He is the wind, the sail, and the vehicle,
The ocean, the anchor, and the depth,
The fire that burns through all he can experience.
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​The Spirit of the Unchained Soul
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In the spirit of existential freedom,
The begotten nationalities,
The sensations of nationalism,
Are equal indoctrinations,
Dogmas as religions.
Through the spirit of existential freedom,
He is an unchained soul.
Here,
The threads of history
Are non-binding.
The question of existence
Reaches the fundamental inquiry:
Why does existence exist?
A question far beyond space, time, and the big bang.
How could, then,
Any nationality,
A religious lore, offer definite meaning?
The birth of life,
Surrounded by shrouded mysteries,
The majesty of infinity and eternity,
Following audacious mathematics
In concert with baffling probabilities,
With such mighty horns giving flight to wings.
What meager,
Undisciplined answer is a nationality for life?
A surface temperature of a depth without an end,
A rumor and a form of gossip,
The tradition of tyrannical conquerors and rulers,
Without reach for the unchained soul,
The spirit of existential freedom.
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​The Ocean of Conscious Awareness
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Be gone the illusionary walls,
The mazes of indoctrination,
As I embrace existential freedom.
Be gone the envious pain of pride,
Which seeks to tear down greatness and strength.
For it is the pain of pride
That raises the conflicts of ego,
Chaining the becoming from being free.
The futility of not letting all the insulting meanings,
Purposes, and names,
Scourge through
Without ever touching the self.
The life of indoctrinated visions,
Hatred for what is different,
The values and beliefs,
Religiously observed only as a set—
A specific architecture, only its church.
To be free is to have self-determination,
To walk beyond the sets and architectures.
The raw materials for them are countless,
Still infantile in the eons of humanity’s existence.
What serves and vitalizes life—
Such are his only precepts,
The necessary guiding beacons
Within the ocean of conscious awareness.
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​The Master of the Word
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Understanding the spirit of the word,
How a dictionary carries every book within it—
The mysteries of science,
The natures within the infinite,
The transcending language,
The sheer music of its undertones.
The emotions they play like chimes,
He sees how each composition
Surpasses the bygone era.
While the omniscient eyes
Would make a dictionary luminescent,
None of the patterns are holy to sentience.
As in the spirit of the word,
They are but means of reflection,
Vehicles to project and give form to ideas,
To make the spirit of the word seen—
Not for itself to be worshipped,
Its revelations seen as gods.
Even with the strength of wisdom
Mixed with the prophetic spirit,
The undying truths of the eternal,
Theism of the word carries a terrible price:
The surrendering of the will to create and question,
Thrown to decay under mere obedience.
The power of the religious leaders,
The handing of the responsibility to understand,
Knowing,
Under the government of conformity,
The faithful to law forsake justice—
That not one drop of water be abused,
That life be respected for the sake of existence.
Within the freedom of the word,
He keeps,
Treasures the responsibility,
Carrying its edifying burden
Instead of trusting it to the hands of another—
Least to the silver-tongued,
Alluring and vanity-rubbing politician,
Religious leader, or another master of words.
For he must live in the becoming,
As the master of the word.
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​Joining the Spirit of the Air
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The spirit of the word gives form
To all that is revealed in an instant.
In the existential mind,
He composes wisdom,
Understanding that
Nourishes the spirit.
He replaces the midnight of ignorance
And rejoices in the light of life.
What magnificence must the word hold
In the future of the spirit, forever unfolding—
The incognizant regions becoming awareness,
The riches future generations will access.
Ours is the dawn and the welcoming of the day,
As dogmas fall as if stains,
Dents from the freedom of the spirit.
The prevalent sphere of the spirit of the word
Is set to expand and transcend humanity,
Not to pull us downward,
Depreciate greatness, or make us bow to one another.
Without the freedom of the spirit,
The strength grown from the word,
He would wallow as sand
Under the feet of ignorance.
He is instead as free as the ocean,
Being whatever depth of its residence,
Without hesitance merging with another,
Siphoning through underground torrents,
Ascending from the fountainheads,
Joining the spirit of the air,
Flying over the musty,
Dusty sand at the muddied shore,
Fancying their sandcastles as kingdoms,
Founded on thought,
Passing through transience,
Until swept by tides;
The renewal of the cycle begins.
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​The Hillsides of the Undiscovered
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In the spirit of existential freedom,
The irrelevancy of indoctrinations,
The idleness of their purpose, are apparent—
A product of excess,
Pouring down the ravines.
Meant for those without an active mind,
Revealed as rules,
Formulae to be obeyed,
Order to be imposed,
Imprinted upon the lives of the lazy,
Cozy in the predestinations of civilizations,
Fearing the outskirts—
The hillsides where
The undiscovered paths begin.
The piety of believing and living like the most,
The clouds below the metasociety,
The shroud of confusing loudness,
The abysmal cultural hegemony,
Guised under the velvet of good.
Its torrential outflows on the internet,
The mind made into a battlefield,
Beliefs to be enforced,
Propagated.
The weaving of the uniform,
Forceful conformity in the name of good—
Influencing a mass not seen as propaganda.
The darkness of denial,
Rotting the roots of vigorous freedom.
The slow march to submission,
Until independent thinking is expelled.
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​The Illusion of Identity
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The sense of unworthiness,
Inferiority:
I am born different,
The solitary loneliness.
This is what I should be but am not.
This is not for me—
It is theirs.
What destructive motions such paths are,
Such harsh coldness,
Such winter for the spirit of existential freedom.
Yet what is this elusive I,
The identity,
Personality, but a phenotype of experiences—
The essence of being the same.
What roads must we travel to find freedom,
To just be,
Within its spirit?
With the clarity of perception afforded by the spirit,
He can but feel sympathetic
For the complicated lives woven,
As if returning to the stomping grounds of his childhood,
Laughing with them,
Feeling sorrow with them,
And singing the songs they sing.
What could be less complicated for him
Than to understand, even with the deepest of eyes,
The illusion of identity,
Its horse races?
When he can simply be,
Effortlessly, as he always has been—
Self-creation in the lasting becoming.
The mirrors unable to reflect
Even a minute of its complexity,
The breaths of life
In transience.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​A Recognition of Life Without Discrimination
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Within the spirit of existential freedom,
Unbound from the hysterical mass,
He is already what its struggle ought to accomplish—
A recognition of life without discrimination,
A respect for life for the sake of life.
Outside the orthodoxy of Byzantine politics,
The justice of identities,
To the people,
And least for the vitality of life,
Under whose doom
The life of the disenfranchised withers.
He is not a name,
Nor is a title an answer to who he is.
How futile is the pride of the name,
Defending a void of meaning.
Without devoutness,
All the fruits,
The wines of wisdom traditions, are his,
With unlimited entry points,
Access within all that can be known.
Investigating,
Measuring from an objective distance,
Becoming from the reflections of truth.
He moves the lens of freedom.
He walks without obsessive obedience.
Why would he frost,
Halt a fragment of the river,
Give it the rigidity of stones—
The death in unalterable wisdom?
Under the futility of names and identities,
Who the wise deem as mere points of reflection—
Minor fragments woven into the cloth
From the awesome,
Ever-growing totality of being.
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​What Is Left Is All That Is Life
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The spirit of existential freedom embraces,
Dwells bountifully with different traits,
Equally within and without.
The fascination of their nature—
Are they not like music
For the instrument to be played with?
He has no limitations in taste.
Each song of the sentient is worthy to be heard.
The sanctity of sentience—
It can never be inflated in worth.
What an opportunity it is to exist!
What wonders,
Even in the mundane choruses each singer carries.
A choice to live in reverence of life,
For as the conflicts of egos are lifted,
The oppression of identities renounced,
What is left is all that is life.
Musing on the intrigue of intricate formations,
The songs of neurons and the cultures therein,
The solemnness of the soul,
The sentient spirit of life,
Divided into many by the forms of life,
Reveling in the lasting becoming—
Thoughts becoming beliefs,
Categorized by adjectives in the abstract.
The knots of history thrust within it,
Like fishes—lives entangled to it.
So long as we believe what has been,
Continue its regulation and adjustment,
Sticking to the old playbook instead of designing it anew,
How can we allow a new era to be born?
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​Arguing Against Ideas, Not People
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The separation of the ego from the other,
For the sake of understanding.
Separating the ego from the idea,
Arguing against an appalling idea rather than a person,
He avoids fanaticism.
As much scope as he gives to the traits,
The ideas he exists within,
Is it not the freedom of others
To define and refine the opportunity to exist—
Existence as sentience,
Dwelling within the eternal and the infinite?
Even if cultural and racial indoctrinations
Have overtaken his becoming,
As he argues against the ideas leading to actions,
Not the person acting upon them,
Is he not being realistic?
The separation of the state from the person,
The idea from the identity,
For they can never be conjoined.
Though we are known from our songs,
The favorites in our repertoire,
We are forever more than the lyrics,
Far beyond the melodies we sing.
Lest we rise to the barricades,
The lines blur beyond recognition,
Where injustices thrive.
Under the guise of freedom,
The poor are left to die alone
In the night.
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​An Endless Ocean Without a Horizon
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The mind of existential freedom—
How beautifully it is surrounded,
An endless ocean without a horizon,
Made of curiosities rather than obscurities.
He sees manifestations,
Projections of different natures—
The emblem of thousands of traits entwined,
Morphed into unseen compositions.
An individual composition of a culture of ideas,
Transmuting and emerging as their own melody.
He sees the sheets of unique expressions,
The ever-changing circumstances.
Each soul—a unique,
Ravenous path of becoming,
With shared baselines to form unity.
How easy has the recognition of life been made—
The respect for sentience
Without the paint-by-numbers canvases.
As he separates the person from the ideas,
What ease comes to hearing their songs.
The plasticity without numbing self-fanaticism.
The expression of self not mistaken for what is expressed.
As in the river of becoming,
What we see for a while we express.
The river advances further—
What is said has changed,
And yet for all of time,
The river has always been itself as a whole,
Beyond the moments frozen in time.
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​The Shadow of Non-Existence
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The shrouded mystery,
The eclipse of why existence itself exists,
Shared by all of the existing.
Is sentience born only to learn,
To reveal all existing knowledge,
To experience all experiences,
To be everything existence can be?
What can be conducted to be?
From it, we behold answers to existence.
What deep mysteries
Are beyond our age as humanity?
How beautiful are the forms sentience becomes—
The variations between the ages of humanity.
How I praise these curiosities I am surrounded with
Through all my mortal and depleting time,
Until the dreams and art within
Are but topsoil feeding the grass and the trees.
I do not fear the end—
The return to the probability state,
Until another form becomes me.
Is life the shadow of non-existence,
The non-existence to be free of trappings,
The bindings of life?
Or is non-existence the shadow of love?
Should I even care about the origin of existence,
Revealed only within lifetimes?
As none of the biological forms
Can bridge the eternal history.
The stone skipping at the ocean of the infinite,
Bouncing from surface to surface,
Leaving but fading ripples behind.
I am existence in between—
The probability state of being born,
A lifetime as a form,
Until I bounce off again.
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​The Eloquence of Transience
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With the mind of existential freedom,
He observes no ideology religiously,
Nor is he an obedient follower of wisdom at all times—
The genius taking a holiday within stupidity,
As the existence of freedom is a form of living wisdom.
He grows above and beyond certain architectures.
He climbs to the shoulders of what was to what is,
The ladders of his own becoming.
Without the pain of pride,
He acknowledges the end of a belief,
Releasing himself from a past faith.
It has become a mistake for what exists now.
He rides high instead of remaining prideful and behind,
With a prosperity of new opportunities ahead.
He doesn’t lament what it took for the forsaken becoming—
For what oblivion of reason
To hold on to the ashes,
Nostalgia,
Longing for the simplicity of greater ignorance.
The trickery of experiences unmoved,
Cemented by time,
Neglecting all the gains
Received through the becoming.
The eloquence of transience—
The forever in the garden anew.
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​The Futility of the Struggle
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Not all of existence becomes all it can become.
There are locked doors,
Visions hidden behind blackened windows,
And clouds looming over clear skies—
Existence without focusing lenses.
The river advances through the fractures,
The tiniest cavities unto the bedrock of the mountain,
Expanding the scopes of becoming.
Yet he has the choice of a Buddha:
To refuse to take part in anything.
The existence among the multitudes,
Releasing himself from participation,
Elevation in the continuum of humanity,
The solemn existence being all that he needs—
What he desires or thirsts for.
The futility of the struggle,
The infamy of grand lifestyles.
In praise of the non-existence,
The probability state over all of existence,
All our acts, hopes, and dreams are mere trappings—
Ways to tie the knots of bondage,
Floating through the river until death’s embrace,
Surrounded by the dancing Bodhisattvas,
Their songs of love and enlightenment,
Staying behind to exist,
To elevate the continua of life across the infinite.
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​The Bridges Raised and Extended
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The mind of existential freedom builds bridges,
Foundations for greater union,
Forsaking the discriminatory walls—
The bunkers, dungeons, and towers of the fallible.
Seeing no wisdom,
No rationality, to expect his sense of reality to be within others.
He expects nothing from the behavior of others.
He is his own reflection.
Why should he command
Or restrict the becoming in another?
While the conflict of ideas—
Beliefs born of them—are impersonal,
Without the pain of pride,
So long as an idea is not mistaken for the self,
No knowledge is denied him to explore.
He can gaze into the abyss without becoming it.
What he knows can never be what he is.
He has the audacious ability to forgive himself,
To appease his conscience without another.
For though he is responsible for consequences,
Should he give them power over him
When they are held against him?
Such rituals—
Not understanding—
Cannot amend anything.
The cause resides within,
And only there can it be faced and corrected,
Forgiven.
Acting out of responsibility instead of guilt,
The phantasms of social exchange—
For who too much of the sufferings of life are owed,
Debts no ritual can pay—
We should never demand them.
For so long as we carry wounds,
So long as we walk without healing them,
So long we hold on to pain,
We obstruct the river of life.
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​The Starkness of the New Purists
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Life without vitalizing others—
Debating through filters and self-editing,
With punitive sentiments about ideas—
These are but poor taste.
The freedom of others cannot come,
Be received, at the expense of another.
It can never mean pulling down the other,
And even less at the expense of a multitude.
The elimination of the strong and the great
Is a dissolution of those who are different.
It is only the pain of pride
That seeks the desolation of the strong and the great.
For if we are made a mourning place—
An existence of silence where passions are whispered,
Where we are made so weak a word can shatter a mind,
An appalling remark traumatize a person,
Sensitivities that of a child,
The psyche’s endurance
Greatly underestimated.
The starkness of the new Purists—
The authoritarian mentality on a quest for freedom,
The totalitarian condemnation without a court of law,
The outrage against not breaching privacy.
The purism akin to the Decameron crowd of public humiliation,
Events in a non-purist life made a rallying cry.
The political correctness as a creed,
The ethics—
Justice replaced by a myriad crowd condemnation.
The censorship of the new age,
The self-righteous indignation—
Who all still free must oppose most strongly.
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​The Untouchable Wind
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The knowledge of self—a mountain against a wave.
The disillusion deconstructing,
Clearing the flooded fields,
The becoming moving like the untouchable wind.
He knows the names to be shadows,
Apparitions the mind seeks to grasp for meaning—
The who and the what,
Transmuting like paint dropped into water,
Until the stream of time,
Becoming,
Resides far beyond the moment past.
Were he a meaning,
A purpose,
A name—
What is he
When all of them have lost their relevance?
An echoing past
At the surface of memories.
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​The Reality Is Yours to Create
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While reality doesn’t exist independently,
But within consciousness alone,
How its luminous,
Dense fabric
Appears so real as to touch it.
Thoughts and beliefs shared in a group,
Expanded through propagation to be within a mass,
With power given to the ideas.
How the masses force and are forced
To be the reality of the created consequence.
An obelisk of visions and the mirrors of dreams—
Meaning with intolerance to look any other way.
The outrageousness of the deepest deceptions—
The bowl where small seeds are crushed,
Then thrown away to mix with sand.
The bedrock of power of the rule of mega-corporations,
The war machines, and the pettiness of propaganda politics—
Until we, the free, say no.
We will not slave ourselves to death
For your
Allowances.
Reality is not for the mass to dictate.
It is yours to create,
And with others,
To make it your way before the night
Of the abyss.
To be free is to have self-determination—
The self-creation of these sets and architectures.
The raw materials for them are countless,
Forever growing in the eons of humanity’s existence,
Where what serves and vitalizes life are my only precepts—
The necessary guiding beacons
Within these oceans of space in the conscious awareness.
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​The Existence As an Active Thinker
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In love and embrace I study wisdom, 

What began from books,

Transcended to independent contemplation.

Now in anticipation and excitement,

I explore knowledge, 

The deepest mysteries and difficult puzzlements, 

To bring unexplored freedoms into the fold.

All knowledge grows stale,

Thwarting without continuing discovery, 

When the paths of cultivation,

Transcendence are all but spent, 

The nature of the lasting becoming reveals itself, 

The skills and talents to be nurtured,

Are best chosen as such without an end for refinement, 

A passion and a love for its acts,

Of finding things out within its frame.

As we recognize the nature of plasticity, 

The openness of the mind as it looks forward, 

Without ever cementing the seen in the future, 

Without making the past a garden of stones, 

Separating what was from what is, 

The imagined from the experienced,

The gateways of the present remain open.

The existence as an active thinker, 

A watershed of hundreds rivers, 

Each expanding their lakes, 

Orbiting the center near and far, 

The conductor of the orchestra of the known, 

We are the self-existence.
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​The Stagnation of the Mind
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Some lives are condemned to stagnation,
When the opportunities for advancing the known are denied.
The minds, unopened
To voluntary transcendence through knowledge,
Find reinforcement as the sole remaining path.
Will not these ways of stagnation
Lead the mind to die under increasing rigidity?
The talents, skills, or fields of understanding—
They are mere regions to exist,
To reside within,
To fill unexplored opportunities to exist,
The lasting becoming as a means to learn,
To become the highest masteries.
The unknown paths of the chosen region,
The secret passages along the way to genius,
The air joining,
Uniting them all together.
What we are only bound to
Is existence,
Raveling
Through time.
The stagnation—the movement without expansion.
The becoming—a vastness wasted,
Spent solidifying what was.
Reading the same book over and over again,
As if milking the tit for one more revelation.
The oppression,
The control over populations with religions,
The rigidity of millennia of generations made a virtue—
The telepathic chatter with an extraterrestrial god,
The daily prayers,
Reverence for an idea above life.
The fantasy lives projected onto reality,
Abandoning the fields of understanding,
Condemning everything beyond the book to desolate lands.
The minds starve,
Dying under increasing rigidity.
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​The Happiness of Self-Creation
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I define by my own judgment,
But will never allow it to become laws I enforce.
I understand in reflection of my own thoughts,
But I know them not to be who I am.
Existential freedom is to measure,
To deconstruct and create—
A path of true uniqueness.
The happiness of self-creation in the lasting becoming,
Unveiled on my own terms.
I am surrounded by ways of life defying definitions,
A collage of mere captions of an age,
With an indeterminate destination in all that I can become.
Without limiting visions or grand designs,
Destined to become more from a lesser self,
The corporeal growing from the immaterial.
Breathing in and exhaling ideas,
Quantum mechanics as the foundation,
Philosophy as the top of the mountain.
Fairness and egalitarianism as the governance,
Selfishness and altruism—
The weights in the scale of Vitae Pro Vitae,
Guided not by ideologies but precepts.
What is the sun but the shadow of light?
The eternity a deeper reflection than infinity.
And what I call my soul
Is the corporeal sentience,
Carrying the identity of self-awareness.
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​The Plasticity of the Self
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How could a moment ever hold,
Exist as everything I am—
Even less all that I am to become?
What idle vanities
Are the picture galleries of the moment for the future,
As are these picture galleries within our memories,
And in the memories of others.
The fearful eggshell of the pain of pride,
Tended to so carefully,
Yet being the shallow surface,
The cemented selves,
Identifying roles creating self-fulfilling prophecies:
As I am known,
So shall I be known!
The illusioned act as guards against trespasses,
Breaking expectations,
Committing acts uncharacteristic for the role—
The trappings of a group without tolerance for change.
The updating of what is thought of the other,
The plasticity of the self,
Extended to the becoming in others.
The unlocked view of the unbound person.
For what would we be
Were we predetermined to act
Only by what is expected of us?
What would we be
If we judged others by our expectations?
Who would we be
Beyond the portraits made manifest—
Should we not have them at all?
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