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      Parker ran up the steps as quickly as she could, but Davis was at least two floors ahead of her. They’d tracked him to a twenty-five-story office building in Brazil where he was meeting with a high-level officer of the Brazilian government. Cole joined in the pursuit the previous day, flying in from California after he was finally released from his therapy. It’d been a long process for him. Cole’s shoulder was badly torn up from the gunshot, the third time he’d been shot in the left shoulder, and it took him five months to get his normal range of motion back. He just entered the building after taking out the government official that fled the building.

      “Cole, I think I’m losing him,” Parker shouted.

      “Where are you?”

      “I just passed the eighth floor. I think he’s two or three ahead,” she said, running out of breath.

      “Copy that,” Cole said, looking around the lobby. He noticed the elevator to his right about twenty yards away and ran over to it. A man was just about to step inside as Cole grabbed his shirt and pulled him back, knocking him to the floor. “Sorry about that,” Cole said with a smirk. “Parker, I’m heading up now. What floor do you want me?”

      “I don’t know. Just pick one.”

      “Roger that,” Cole said, hitting the button for the twentieth floor.

      The elevator stopped at the twentieth floor within a minute. Cole got out and quickly ran over to the staircase. He pulled the door open and quietly started walking down the steps, hoping to run into their friend. He figured Davis would run into him within a couple minutes. Then they’d have him trapped with no way for him to escape. Cole listened carefully for the sound of someone running up the steps. He kept walking down the stairs, his arms and gun extended, ready to fire. Cole looked at the wall and saw he was on the eighteenth floor.

      “Parker, where you at?” Cole said.

      “Just passing fourteen,” she replied.

      Cole readied himself. He loosened his shoulders and clenched his jaw as he waited, knowing Davis should arrive any minute. Cole was ready to deliver some payback for what Davis did to him. It wasn’t necessarily because Davis shot him; it was more that he shot him and made him stay in a hospital for five months. It wasn’t the bullet that tortured Cole, he could handle that. It was all the stuff he had to do afterward that pissed him off. While Cole was in the hospital, he had dreams about killing Davis. About what it’d be like to finally have Davis in his crosshairs again. It was one of the things that kept him going. Actually, it was the only thing that kept him going. Even though Cole knew the CIA was still after Davis while he was gone, he hoped Davis would elude capture long enough until Cole was ready to join the fray once again. Cole wanted to be the one to end Davis’ life. He wanted to be the one to pull the trigger. Cole shook the happy visions he was having out of his head as he gripped his hand on the gun. He heard footsteps coming closer. Davis was just about there. As soon as he saw Davis’ outline, Cole was going to put a hole through it. The sound of the steps indicated Davis was just about to round the corner into Cole’s sights. At last, Cole would have his revenge. The outline of the body emerged and Cole pulled the trigger, firing his weapon. As soon as he fired, Cole tried to pull up on his gun, making the shot ricochet into the wall. He looked at his intended target, his eyes bulging out, horrified knowing that he almost made a horrific mistake. Once Parker saw someone standing there pointing a gun, she assumed it was Davis, and tried to dive out of the way. Cole raced down the steps and helped his partner to her feet.

      “You OK?” Cole said.

      “Yeah,” she replied, brushing herself off. She looked back at the wall to see where the bullet went.

      “Sorry. Thought you were Davis. Saw you at the last minute and pulled up.”

      “I kind of guessed.”

      “Speaking of which, where is he?”

      “I don’t know. Do you think he could’ve gotten past you before you got off the elevator?” Parker said.

      “Nah, not enough time. He’s not an Olympic runner. He must’ve ducked out somewhere along the way.”

      “But where?” Parker said, throwing her hands up.

      “I dunno. But why’s he going up anyway?” Cole said.

      “To get away.”

      “How’s he gonna get anywhere going up? Why didn’t he try going out the door? What’s he gonna do? Jump out a window?”

      “Wait,” Parker said, putting her hand on Cole’s arm. She tilted her head, trying to figure out what the noise was that she heard. Cole heard it too.

      “It’s a chopper,” Cole stated.

      “It’s on the roof.”

      Parker and Cole raced up the steps to try to get to the rooftop in time. They had seven floors to go and figured they’d get there in the same amount of time it’d take them to get to the elevator and then race back to the steps to get to the rooftop. They rushed to get there as quickly as they could, but they had a feeling they may be too late. The door to the rooftop was slightly ajar, and the agents barged through it, only to be met with a barrage of gunfire coming from the helicopter. They had to retreat back inside the door for a few seconds. They regrouped and swung the door open as they looked for a spot to take cover. There was none, though, and would have to take their chances if they wanted to engage in a fight.

      “Count of three,” Cole said, counting down.

      The two agents rushed through the door, ready to exchange bullets with their target. It was too late. The helicopter had just lifted off the ground and was slowly pulling away. Davis looked down and gave the pair a friendly wave goodbye. Cole fired a couple of rounds at the chopper, hoping he’d at least hit something that would make it crash. He had no such luck however, and the helicopter slowly faded away out of sight. Parker looked down, frustrated, and slapped her gun against her leg.

      “Almost had him,” she said.

      “This isn’t over yet. If we can find out where that chopper came from, we can figure out where he’s going,” Cole said.

      “Yeah, I guess,” Parker replied, putting her gun inside her belt.

      “What’s the matter?”

      “I’m just tired of chasing him. Sometimes it feels like we’re never gonna catch him,” she said and sighed. “I’ve been after him for six months and every time it seems like I’m about to get him, he somehow pulls away. First it was Mexico, then Rio, then Guatemala, Cuba, the Bahamas, now here. I’m tired. I want this to end.”

      The agents went back inside and took the elevator down to the main floor. They exited the building and walked toward Cole’s black van, which housed several computers and equipment. They started doing some digging, trying to find out where that helicopter came from.

      “Have you talked to Turner lately?” Cole said nonchalantly.

      “No. Why would I do that?” she replied, surprised at the question.

      “Just wondering.”

      “He’s got his life back and a girlfriend now. The last thing he needs is me re-entering his life and messing things up for him,” she said.

      “Oh.”

      “Why? Do you know something? Did something happen?” Parker said.

      “Relax. He’s fine,” Cole replied, putting her mind at ease. “He came to see me at the hospital a few weeks ago.”

      “Really? How was he doing?”

      “Seemed like he was OK.”

      “Did he seem like he was happy?” Parker said.

      “I guess. Didn’t really talk much about him. He came by to see how my shoulder was healing.”

      “Oh. Well, that was nice.”

      “Yeah,” Cole said with a sigh. “I’m not finding anything here. Let’s go back to your hotel room and regroup. Maybe Burnett will have something.”

      Parker and Cole went back to her hotel room to contact Burnett. Once inside, Cole took a look around the room, impressed with the style.

      “Groovy pad,” he said. “Nice and white. Don’t have to worry about not being able to see if the electric goes out.”

      “It’s just a hotel room, Cole.”

      “I’ll get Burnett on the line. Where’s your computer at?”

      “Over there on the desk. You want something to drink?”

      “Yeah, sure,” Cole replied.

      He went over to the desk and opened the laptop. It was still plugged in and turned on. Cole noticed a couple of open tabs at the top of the screen, one of which looked somewhat interesting. He clicked on it which brought up a Facebook page. It was Ryan Turner’s. He looked at it for a second then turned to look at his partner, who was making a drink for each of them.

      “So, you think about Turner much these days?” Cole said.

      “Not really. Why? Didn’t you just ask me about him in the truck?”

      “Just seeing if you’d come clean.”

      “Come clean?” she said, bringing in the drinks.

      “Yeah. For someone who hasn’t talked to him or doesn’t think about him, you sure seem like you’re still interested in his life.”

      “What’re you talking about?”

      Cole spun the laptop around so she could see the page. “Look familiar?”

      “What’s that?” Parker said, feigning ignorance.

      “Really? You gonna play the stupid card on me?”

      Parker sighed and put the drinks down on the desk. “OK. I’ve still been keeping tabs on him a little. So sue me.”

      “Why the cloak and dagger stuff?”

      “I dunno. I guess cause he still has a girlfriend and stuff. I guess maybe I miss him a little,” she said.

      “A little? How often have you been trying to keep up with him?”

      “Every now and then.”

      “Every now and then meaning every few hours?”

      “No. Why’s it so important to you, anyway?”

      “You’re my partner and… my friend. I just wanna make sure your head’s still in the game,” he said.

      “Well, it is. You don’t have to worry about me. Besides, he hasn’t updated his page in a couple of weeks.”

      “Oh.”

      “Isn’t that when you said he visited you in the hospital?” she said.

      “Uh, yeah,” Cole replied, taking a sip of his drink.

      “Was something going on? I mean, he talks to you and then all of a sudden goes silent?”

      “Beats me,” he said quickly, trying to change the subject. “Let’s get Burnett on the horn and see what’s up.”

      “Wait a minute,” Parker said, grabbing his hand before he could link up. “You’re keeping something from me. What is it?”

      “What would I be keeping from you?” Cole said, not looking at his partner.

      “So, what are you trying not to tell me?”

      “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” he replied, grabbing his drink.

      “You really wanna sit here all day until I break you down?”

      Cole rolled his eyes and grimaced, upset he was about to let the cat out of the bag. “Fine.”

      “Fine, what?” she said.

      “Turner was having some problems with his girlfriend.”

      “Oh?”

      “They were gonna take a vacation or something for a week or so to try and work things out. Probably why he hasn’t been on Facebook. Getting his groove on I guess,” Cole said.

      “Oh. I wonder why he didn’t mention anything on there.”

      “You know, not everybody puts their entire life on there.”

      “Really? I thought most people shared just about everything on that site,” Parker said.

      “You know, if you were really concerned about him, you could just call him.”

      “I, uh, don’t have his phone number anymore. Accidentally deleted it when I left there.”

      “Accidentally?” Cole said, giving her a face like he didn’t believe her.

      “OK, I deleted it on purpose so I wouldn’t be tempted to call.”

      “Hmm.”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “Nothing,” Cole said, shaking his glass. “Need more ice.”

      Cole walked over to the kitchen and put more ice in his glass. While he was doing that, Parker sat down and started doing work on the computer. Cole noticed her phone on the counter and picked it up, then turned his back to his partner to try to hide it from her. He started to scroll through the numbers. Parker fumbled around for a few minutes on the laptop then looked over at Cole in the kitchen. She noticed he was doing something and got up to take a look. Once she saw he was on her phone she rushed over to grab it. Cole saw her at the last minute and lifted the phone above his head where she couldn’t reach it, though she tried to jump for it.

      “So, you don’t have his number anymore, huh?” Cole said.

      “Give me that!”

      “You mean this number,” Cole said, showing her. “The one that you accidentally on purpose deleted?”

      “I forgot I still had that,” Parker stated sheepishly, forcefully grabbing the phone.

      “You’re about as badly hung up on someone as I’ve seen in a long time.”

      “I’m not hung up,” she objected.

      “How long are you gonna keep denying it to yourself?”

      “I’m not denying anything.”

      “Why are you doing this to yourself?” he said.

      “OK. OK. Yes, I’m still hung up on him,” she finally admitted. “I still care about him, I still think of him, and still wish I was with him. OK?”

      “Then, why aren’t you?”

      “Because he has a girlfriend now. Even if he didn’t, we couldn’t be together. Not as long as I do what I do. He told me that himself. This job isn’t conducive to having a relationship. He deserves better than that.”

      “And what if he and Marissa break up?”

      “It wouldn’t change anything,” she stated dejectedly.

      “So, you’re just gonna go around moping for the rest of your life?”

      “Why are you so interested?”

      “I already told you. You’re my friend and my partner. I haven’t had many of either who I actually cared about. I’m tired of watching you go around beating yourself up over him. If you actually still care about him, then fight for him. If you’re not prepared to do that, then it’s time to let him go,” Cole said.

      Parker was silent for a few seconds as she digested Cole’s words. He was right. She knew he was. But she knew it’d be tough to get over the first person she’d really cared about in a long time.

      “You’re right,” she finally said. “I’ll, uh, delete his phone number and stop checking his Facebook page.”

      “Right now,” Cole told her, nodding his head at the phone.

      Parker played with her phone for a second as she toyed with the idea of deleting Turner’s number. “I’ll do it tomorrow,” she replied.

      Cole grunted and rolled his eyes. “Impossible,” he said, shaking his head.

      He went back over to the desk to make contact with Burnett. Before he made a connection, he offered a few more pieces of wisdom for his partner.

      “You know, if you ever get lonely, you should just do what I do,” Cole said.

      Parker closed her eyes for a second and softly replied, “I know I’m gonna regret asking this. And what exactly is it that you do?”

      “Grab a hooker or a prostitute for a night, do what you want with them, give ’em a few hundred bucks for their troubles, give ‘em a pat on the ass and kick them out in the morning. You both go your separate ways, nobody gets their feelings involved and you end up nice and refreshed.”

      Parker just shook her head. “Remind me never to come to you for relationship advice.”

      “What?!” he replied with a laugh.

      It took a few more minutes, but once they finally got Burnett on the screen, she immediately had news for them.

      “We’ve got him,” Burnett said.

      “What?” Parker said. “He’s in custody?”

      “No,” Burnett replied, disappointed. “I wish that were so. I mean, we’ve got his location pinned down.”

      “Where’s he headed?” Cole said.

      “His chopper has already touched down. He just arrived at The Grand Plaza Hotel, checking in about fifteen minutes ago.”

      “We’re on our way,” Parker told her, turning the link off. She started to grab her things as Cole walked to the door. “Where’s your stuff?”

      “It’s in the van.”

      “Ready?”

      “Let’s go.”

      Parker got halfway to the door when her cell phone started ringing. She took it out of her pocket and looked at it strangely, not recognizing the number that was showing. She hesitated before answering it. Cole noticed the strange look on her face and wondered who was calling.

      “Who is it?” Cole said.

      Parker shrugged her shoulders before deciding to answer it. “Hello?” she said, sounding like someone who was afraid of who was on the other end of the line.

      “Don’t sound so happy to talk to an old friend,” the man said.

      Parker instantly recognized the voice and needed no introduction. “What do you want?”

      “Can’t a guy just call and talk to his old girlfriend?”

      Parker’s face grew red and an angry look came over it as her jaw tightened. Based on her expression, Cole had a pretty good idea who she was talking to.

      “You got pretty close to me today. Thought you almost had me,” Davis said.

      “Your time is numbered. We’ll get you soon enough.”

      “Yeah. I believe you might be right. You’re getting closer all the time.”

      “Calling to surrender?” Parker said.

      Davis laughed. “No. Don’t be ridiculous. I’m here to make you a proposition.”

      “I’m not making any deals with you.”

      “You didn’t even hear me out.”

      “I’m not interested in your terms. Nothing you could say would make me say otherwise.”

      “Oh, I beg to differ,” he stated.

      “I’m not discussing anything with you,” Parker said.

      “OK. Well, his death will be on you then.”

      “What? Whose death?”

      “Oh. Do I have your attention now?” Davis said.

      “Just say what you want to say.”

      “Like I said, I do believe you’re getting close… too close. I need an edge to get away.”

      “And you think I’m gonna help you escape?”

      “Yes. By leaving and forgetting about me. For a few days, at least. I know I can’t shake you forever, but I only need a day or two,” Davis said.

      “Spell out what you want,” Parker testily replied.

      “You have two options. I know you know I just checked into a hotel. You can either come get me, knowing I probably can’t escape you again, or you can fly out of the country, giving me the time I need to get away.”

      “And why would I do that?”

      “Because if you come after me you won’t have enough time to save him.”

      “Save who?”

      “Oh, didn’t I say?” Davis laughed. “Ryan. Turner. You remember him, right?”

      “And why would I care what happens to him? He’s not my problem anymore,” she said.

      “Let’s be honest here. You care for him. You care for him deeply. If you really care for him as much as I think you do, you should probably leave…. right about now.”

      “What have you done?” she said, worried.

      “Oh, just a safeguard I put in place in case this came up.”

      “What safeguard?”

      “Turner. There’s a team of three men currently on their way to his apartment as we speak. Their mission is to kill him.”

      “What?! Why would you do that?!”

      “Because my safety is more important than his.”

      “OK. I’ll leave. How will I prove I’m gone?” Parker said.

      “You don’t have to prove it. If I’m still here in my room in two hours, I’ll know you left.”

      “OK. Just call off your guys. I give you my word I’ll go.”

      “Oh, I completely trust you. Unfortunately, I cannot call it off.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because I can’t. There’s no way for me to contact them now. The job’s already been accepted. You must’ve misunderstood my intentions. They will carry out my orders whether you leave or not. Whether you choose to save him or not has no bearing on anything. No, Turner’s life is hanging by a thread right now. The only way he can survive is if you get there in time and stop them.”

      Parker immediately hung up the phone and started frantically running around, trying to get all her stuff together. She rushed over to the computer to look up flight times. Cole, unsure what was happening, tried to slow her down. He walked over to the desk and grabbed Parker by the arms.

      “What’s going on?” Cole said.

      “I don’t have time,” she replied, trying to break free of him.

      “Relax. Tell me what’s going on so I can help you,” he said calmly.

      Parker did as he said and tried to calm down, taking a deep breath. “Heath.”

      “What about him?”

      “He said we’re getting too close to him. That in order for him to get away he’s using Ryan as bait.”

      “How?”

      “He sent a team to kill him. The only way it won’t happen is if I stop them,” she explained.

      “Let’s just think a minute.”

      “I can’t let them kill him,” Parker said, her eyes tearing up.

      “Let’s hook up with Burnett and let her know. Maybe she can send a team out there who’s close by,” he replied, finally letting go of her arms.

      “OK,” she said, quickly getting Burnett back on the screen.

      “What’s up team?” Burnett said. She knew something was up with them contacting her again so quickly.

      “We seem to have a situation,” Parker said, almost having trouble getting the words out.

      “What’s the problem?”

      Cole grabbed Parker’s forearm to stop her from talking. “It appears Davis is using a civilian as bait to enhance his escape from us.”

      “Oh? Proceed.”

      “He says he’s sent a team to kill this person and the only way it won’t happen is if we stop it. Which means we’d have to leave immediately and disengage our pursuit of Davis,” Cole told her.

      “Who is this civilian?”

      “Uh, it’s Turner.”

      “Ryan Turner?” Burnett said.

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      “I’m afraid there’s nothing we can do for him,” she replied without a second of thought, though a touch of sorrow in her voice.

      “But we can’t just sit here and let that happen,” Parker said. “We have a duty to protect innocent lives.”

      “And that is what we’ll do by finally capturing or killing Heath Davis. He’s eluded us for too long and we’re too close to allow him to escape again.”

      “Can’t you just send a team to intercept his men?” Parker said, agitated.

      “There’s no guarantee they’d get there in time. And there’s also no guarantee that he’s actually carrying this thing out. Sometimes innocent casualties are unavoidable. It could be just a ruse to get you off his back.”

      “There’s also no guarantee that he’s not,” Parker said, her voice rising with her anger.

      “My orders are final and they’re clear. Stay on Davis. That’s an order,” Burnett told her before disappearing from the screen.

      Parker stood up, hot about Burnett ordering them to stay on Davis. She paced around the room for a few seconds to think about her next move.

      “She didn’t even think about it,” Parker said, still annoyed. “She could’ve sent someone out there. Would it really have been that much trouble?”

      “She made her decision.”

      “Yeah, well, her decision sucks. And I’m not gonna stand for it,” she said, going to the desk and grabbing her gun.

      “Wait a minute. What are you doing?”

      “I’m doing what’s right.”

      “You realize what the ramifications will be if you do this?” Cole said.

      “I realize what the ramifications will be if I don’t.”

      Cole knew it was a losing battle to try and argue with her. He found that once her mind was made up, there was very little chance in changing it.

      “OK. You go save Turner, and I’ll keep on Davis. If I can grab him quickly, Burnett won’t even know you’re gone,” Cole said.

      “I can’t let you go after Heath alone.”

      “I’m a big boy, Alex. I can handle it.”

      “You remember the last time you went after Heath by yourself. You got shot.”

      “It was a lucky shot,” he objected.

      “I’ll just tell Burnett I’m going to Los Angeles and to assign whoever’s closest to come help you.”

      “Don’t be an idiot. I can handle it. If you wanna save Turner, then you better get moving. Who knows how much time he’s got left.”

      “OK. You’re sure you’ll be OK?” she said.

      “I’ll be fine. Now go,” Cole prodded.

      “I should be in L.A. in about twelve hours. Call me and keep me updated.”

      “I will.”

      Parker opened the door and then turned around to face her partner. “Cole?”

      “Yeah?”

      “You better be careful. If I hear that you got hurt chasing after him or you’re shot again, the next time I see you I’ll shoot you myself.”

      Cole nodded. “Go.”
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      Parker had to wait about two hours for a flight back to L.A. It was a twelve-hour flight that felt like twenty. She couldn’t relax. Every thought she had was about Turner, hoping she wouldn’t be too late. As soon as the plane landed, she rented a car and sped over to Turner’s apartment, quite easily breaking every speed limit she came across. She just prayed that she wouldn’t be too late. Parker raced into the parking lot and immediately noticed the flashing lights from the police cars. She saw a police officer starting to put up the yellow caution tape that usually meant something bad happened. Her mind started racing with horrible thoughts of Turner lying there in a pool of his own blood. She got out of the car, wiped a tear from her eye, and ran toward the scene, which had started to accumulate the usual number of curious onlookers. Parker was stopped by an officer as she approached the area.

      “I’m CIA,” Parker told the officer, showing him her ID card. “I have some information about what happened here.”

      “Wait a minute,” the officer responded, radioing the detective in charge of the scene about her appearance.

      “Let her through,” the Lieutenant responded.

      Parker ran toward the front door where she was promptly stopped again by two officers standing there. A detective emerged from the open doorway to greet the CIA agent.

      “Are you in charge?” Parker said.

      “I’m Lt. Browning,” the detective answered. He was an average-looking man, in his late forties, and was a veteran of the homicide unit, working there for over ten years. “Are you the CIA agent?”

      “Alex Parker,” she told him, showing him her ID.

      “What can we do for you, Ms. Parker? It’s not every day we have a CIA agent showing up on the doorsteps of a homicide.”

      “So, it is a homicide?”

      “We have one dead male lying on the floor in there,” Browning said.

      Parker hesitated before asking the next question because she wasn’t sure she wanted the answer. “Have you identified the body?” she said solemnly.

      “There was no ID on the victim, but the apartment comes back to a Ryan Turner.”

      “I know. I was assigned to Ryan. I can identify him.”

      “He’s CIA?”

      “No. He was helping us on another case that we were working on. Just a good guy trying to do the right thing.”

      “Well, come on in,” Browning told her.

      Parker followed the detective inside and was led to the back of the living room near the kitchen where the body lay, a white sheet draped over top of it. She slowly squatted down and wiped her mouth, nervous about seeing Turner’s body. It was really the first time that seeing a dead body had a negative effect on her. Up until that point, all the bodies she’d seen were people that were considered evil or that she didn’t really know. This was the first time that it hit close to home though. Parker looked up at Lt. Browning and a couple other police personnel that were with him, knowing she had to get on with it. She lifted up the corner of the sheet and peeked under it, slowly lifting the sheet higher. A perplexed look came over her face as she looked at the body before pulling the sheet back to reveal the entire head of the body.

      “This is not Ryan Turner,” Parker stated. Though she was glad it wasn’t him, she was still a little sad for the victim.

      “Well, if that’s not Turner, then we need to find out who it is,” Browning said.

      “You don’t have to. I already know who it is.”

      “Who is it?”

      “His name is Mark Hosmer. He was Turner’s best friend,” Parker replied, putting her hand on Mark’s face. She wiped one of her eyes to prevent it from tearing and tried to smile at him. “I’m sorry,” she whispered to him. Though there was nothing she could do, somehow she felt like it was her fault. She knew Turner would be devastated once he found out.

      “You think Turner did this?” Browning said.

      “No,” Parker answered, putting the sheet back over Mark’s face. She then stood up to look at the detective. She grabbed his arm and led him to the corner of the room where they could talk

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

