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            One
August 12

         
         I’m going to say it up front: I’ve never had a meaningful summer.

         
         Summer is commonly said to be a season for personal growth. Meet a boy after one summer, and you’ll hardly recognize him!
            In order to attain that glorious moment when you show off the new and improved you to your classmates, a detailed plan, early
            nights and early mornings, tempering of the flesh, and academic devotion are essential.
         

         
         But in my third year living at my lodgings, I was spurred by impatience.

         
         During the Kyoto summer, my four-and-a-half-mat tatami room transformed into a fiery hell on par with the Taklamakan Desert.
            In this environment, so harsh it’s doubtful life could even be supported, I proceeded steadily toward the collapse of my daily
            rhythm, my detailed plan turned into an armchair fantasy, and summer fatigue hastened my flesh’s deterioration and my academic
            corruption. Under such circumstances, not even Buddha himself would be able to attain growth as a person. Ah, even if one’s
            dreams are dashed, the four-and-a-half-mat tatami room remains.
         

         
         I had already passed the halfway point of the study period known as “college.” And yet I hadn’t spent a single meaningful summer. I hadn’t built myself into a person who could be of use to society. If I didn’t stop twiddling my thumbs, society would no doubt heartlessly slam its gate in my face. 

         
         The breakthrough for revitalization was that civilized convenience: an air conditioner.

         
         *  *  *

         It was the afternoon of August 12.

         
         In my student apartment, room 209, I sat face-to-face with a man.

         
         My base of operations was a room at Shimogamo Yusuiso in Shimogamo Izumikawacho. When I first visited the place on the university
            co-op’s introduction, I thought I must have wandered into the walled city of Kowloon. The three-story wooden structure caused
            all those who saw it anxiety; it seemed ready to collapse at any moment. Its dilapidation was practically Important Cultural
            Property–level. Certainly no one would miss it if it burned down.
         

         
         If you want to know what is offensive in this world, it’s the sight of two sweaty male college students sitting shirtless in a four-and-a-half-mat tatami room glaring at each other. At that moment, the scorching sun was broiling the roof of Shimogamo Yusuiso, and the displeasure index inside room 209 had reached its peak. With zero shame or concern for my reputation, I left the window and door open, but even when I turned on the basically antique fan I brought from my parents’ house, it only pushed the hot air around the room; I was so warm my consciousness was growing fuzzy. Did the man squatting before me really exist? He wasn’t a grimy mirage only purehearted I could see? 

         
         Mopping my sweat with a hand towel, I spoke to him. “Hey, Ozu.”

         
         “. . . You rang?”

         
         “Are you alive?”

         
         “Oh, don’t mind me. I’ll be dead before long,” he said with a cold stare. His grayish, unhealthy-looking face was slick with
            sweat, which made him gleam slimily—he looked just like a freshly birthed Nurarihyon.
         

         
         The student apartments were peaceful and quiet in the afternoon. The cicada cries that had been obnoxiously loud in the morning
            had ceased altogether, and the silence made it feel as though the flow of time had stopped. Many residents had gone home to
            their families; not many idiots spent midsummer days cooped up in a four-and-a-half-mat tatami room.
         

         
         Probably the only other person in the ramshackle building aside from Ozu and me was my neighbor in room 210, the perpetual
            student Seitaro Higuchi. The previous night, we had solemnly held a wake for my air conditioner. At dawn, Higuchi snakily
            intoned an error-riddled version of the Heart Sutra before blurting, “If you clear your mind, even a four-and-a-half-mat tatami
            room is as refreshing as Karuizawa—katsu!” as if to jolt us toward enlightenment as he repaired to the room next door. We hadn’t seen him since. I was amazed he could
            sleep so soundly in this hellish heat.
         

         
         Ozu said he wanted a mango Frappuccino, so I poured some salty, lukewarm barley tea into a little cup for him. Ozu slurped it like an ill toad sipping muddy water. 

         
         “Ahh, this is awful . . . just awful . . .”

         
         “Shut up and drink it.”

         
         “I’m sick of getting my minerals the same way they did in the Edo period.”

         
         I ignored his sad moaning.

         
         Earlier, I wrote “a wake for my air conditioner.”

         
         It’s only natural that some of you wise readers would dubiously wonder what that was supposed to mean.

         
         The air conditioner we mourned throughout the night was a fabled appliance that had been installed in room 209 in ancient
            times. The civilized convenience, so at odds with the atmosphere of a four-and-a-half-mat tatami room, was almost surely installed
            without the landlord’s permission; it was a historic heritage that spoke volumes to that former resident’s great courage.
            As the only four-and-a-half-mat tatami room in the building with an air conditioner, 209 had become the envy of all the residents.
         

         
         I first heard rumors of room 209 two summers ago. A longtime student wearing only his briefs, whom I encountered in the common-use
            kitchen, whispered into my ear as I sweat, “My good sir, apparently this building has a four-and-a-half-mat tatami room with
            an air conditioner.” At the time, the “four-and-a-half-mat tatami room with an air conditioner” that the student—who introduced
            himself as Seitaro Higuchi—mentioned sounded like some kind of far-off dreamland, like the legendary isle of Avalon where
            King Arthur is said to have spent his final days. I never imagined I would have the honor of moving into it two years later.
         

         
         But despite moving from the first floor to the second expressly for the air conditioner, I was able to benefit for only a
            handful of days.
         

         
         That was all the fault of the man before me, Ozu.

         
         *  *  *

         Ozu was in the same year as me. Despite being registered in the Department of Electric and Electronic Engineering, he hated
            electricity, electronics, and engineering. At the end of freshman year he had received so few credits, and with such low grades,
            that it made you wonder whether there was any point to him being there.
         

         
         Because he hated vegetables and ate only instant foods, his face was such a creepy color it looked like he’d been living on
            the far side of the moon. Eight out of ten people who met him walking down the street at night would take him for a yokai
            goblin. The other two would be shape-shifted yokai themselves. Ozu kicked those who were down and buttered up anyone stronger
            than him. He was selfish and arrogant, lazy and contrary. He never studied, had not a crumb of pride, and fueled himself on
            other people’s misfortunes. There was not a single praiseworthy bone in his body. If only I had never met him, my soul would
            surely be less tainted.
         

         
         “I can’t believe you ruined my life.”

         
         “But all I did was spill Coke on your remote.” Ozu wiped his slimy face and cackled. “I’m sure Akashi’ll figure something
            out for you.”
         

         
         “The point is, you should think about what you’ve done.”

         
         “Why should I have to do that?” His expression said he found the suggestion entirely unjust. “This is what they call joint liability. Saying we should film a movie here was Akashi’s bad, leaving the remote where you did was your bad, and the one who left out a half-drunk bottle of Coke was in the wrong, too. The one most at fault is the one who declared, ‘I’m going to get naked and dance’—which was you.” 

         
         “I don’t recall saying anything like that.”

         
         “There’s no getting out of it now. You worked us all into a frenzy, didn’t you? Anyway,” he continued blabbing, “if the whole
            thing becomes inoperable just because some Coke got spilled on the remote, that’s pretty shoddy design. Yet here you are trying
            to put all the blame on me—‘think about what you’ve done’? I’m the one who’s the victim here!”
         

         
         The Nurarihyon had a point: it was strange that the unit itself didn’t have any buttons. If Akashi’s attempt to get the remote
            repaired failed, we would have lost the only way to turn on the air conditioner, and I would have to spend the rest of the
            summer in a broiling four-and-a-half-mat tatami room. Agh, if I had known this would happen, I wouldn’t have moved. It was
            cooler on the first floor.
         

         
         I stood up, wrung my hand towel out in the sink, and put it over my shoulder.

         
         “This year I was finally supposed to have a meaningful summer. I was supposed to escape this depraved lifestyle and turn over
            a new leaf as a good man. That’s what the air conditioner was for!”
         

         
         “Nah, your prospects there are nonexistent,” Ozu replied.

         
         “How dare you!”

         
         “I’ll do everything in my power to corrupt you, you know. What does an air conditioner have to do with leading a meaningful student life, anyway? I won’t have you underestimating me.” 

         
         I sat back down and glared at him. “You find this funny, don’t you?”

         
         “I’ll leave that to your imagination, ooh-hoo-hoo.”

         
         Ozu and I met our freshman year in the imaginary train club known as the Keifuku Electric Railroad Research Society. In the
            two and a half years since, Ozu had been standing in every dark corner of my embarrassing youth. A Mephistopheles leading
            students with bright futures to a barren wasteland, that’s what he was. Spilling Coke on the remote could very well have been
            part of his plot. After all, he was a man who fueled himself on other people’s misfortunes.
         

         
         I whipped him with my wet hand towel. “How about showing some semblance of remorse?!”

         
         “The word ‘remorse’ isn’t in my dictionary. Heh-heh-heh,” Ozu chuckled, whipping me back with his own hand towel. 
         

         
         As we got into a rhythm, exchanging blows—“You little—!” “I hardly felt that!”—we started having fun. Having smacked each
            other’s meager physiques for a time, Ozu finally shrieked, “Uheegh!” and curled into a ball. 
         

         
         “Oh, you surrender?” I said whipping him even more vigorously, and he put up his hands and screamed, “Hold up, time out! Someone’s
            here!”
         

         
         When I turned around, I found Akashi standing outside the open door. She had a big bag over her left shoulder and a bottle of ramune in her right hand. She was watching us with the earnest gaze of an elementary-schooler absorbed in observing morning glories. 

         
         “Oh, the idiocy of friendship,” she murmured, taking a slug of her soda.

         
         *  *  *

         Akashi was a year behind us. She belonged to the Ablutions film club, and contrary to her cool appearance, she was a lovable
            character who mass-produced absolutely uncool, trashy movies. According to Ozu, who was also an Ablutions member, even within
            the club, people weren’t sure how to appraise her as a director. No praise was spared for her utterly professional work ethic
            that saw her film three projects in the time others did one, but when it came time to touch on what garbage they all were,
            everyone modestly zipped their lips.
         

         
         Paying no mind to the hazy estimation from her peers, Akashi set about producing a storm of work fit for literary giant Balzac,
            if he had been reborn into the world of bad cinema. The previous day from early morning until after three p.m., she had filmed
            a lame sci-fi-slash-period-flick at the landlady’s house, which was located behind the apartment building.
         

         
         Akashi put her bag down in the doorway of the four-and-a-half-mat tatami room. “What were you doing?”

         
         “Nothing.”

         
         “We’re going insane from the heat, ooh-hoo-hoo.”

         
         “For a second I thought it was some kind of sex act. It seemed like something I shouldn’t be watching, but the door was wide
            open . . .”
         

         
         “It was an act of love.”
         

         
         “Anyway, please forget it, Akashi.”

         
         “Understood. I’ll forget it. I’ve forgotten it.”

         
         Ozu and I hurried to make ourselves presentable, and Akashi quietly entered the room.

         
         Was the old man at the electronics store able to bring the remote back from its baptism in loathsome Coke? As I watched with
            bated breath, Akashi sat upright and pressed her palms together: “I’m sorry for your loss.” 
         

         
         I felt all the energy leave my body. “So there was nothing he could do?”

         
         “I left the remote with him, but he told me it would be pretty much impossible. It’s an old model—so old he was surprised
            to know someone was still using it. He said it was definitely time to buy a new unit.”
         

         
         “If I could do that, I wouldn’t have this problem.”

         
         “Right.”

         
         Ozu leaned back arrogantly and said, “Well, Akashi, I’m very disappointed in you.”

         
         “You shut up for the rest of infinity.”

         
         “No, it’s just as he says. I’m filled with regret,” said Akashi.

         
         Apparently, she had spent a constructive half day of summer before coming over.

         
         She rose at seven thirty and greeted the morning sun, ate a nutritious breakfast and headed to school, arrived at the university
            library as it opened and studied there for two hours; then she not only went around to electronics shops to get the remote
            repaired, but even stopped by the Kyoto Antiquarian Book Fair in Tadasu no Mori at Shimogamo Shrine.
         

         
         What had we been doing while Akashi was having such a productive morning? Sitting cross-legged in a sweltering four-and-a-half-mat tatami room glaring at each other and producing nothing but sweat. Fruitless. Foolish. The hell of this world. A summertime I could never get back was melting away like a dish of shaved ice left out in the sun. It was too futile for words. 

         
         Akashi inquired in surprise, “Ozu, did you end up staying here?”

         
         “We were mourning the air conditioner all night!” he said proudly. “This was the room every resident pined for, so everyone
            came by to unload their silent fury. Though I was fine, of course.”
         

         
         “Because you’re such a weirdo.”

         
         “You would know, dear sister in disciplehood,” said Ozu.

         
         “Thanks to you, my life plans are in shambles,” I told him.

         
         “But don’t we have fun wasting our days on pointless bullshit? What are you complaining about?”

         
         I was wringing Ozu’s neck as he laughed when some squeaking and static echoed in the hallway.

         
         Shimogamo Yusuiso was equipped with speakers connected to the landlady’s house. They were located above the glass door that
            led to the laundry-drying area at the end of the hall on each floor to deliver the elderly woman’s gracious words to all her
            tenants. Coming through the worn-out speakers, her voice took on a dignified tone, as if it were descending from the celestial
            realm, so it was customarily known as the “Voice of the Heavens.” Generally it was reminding people to pay their rent.
         

         
         “Higuchi? Calling Seitaro Higuchi in 210.” The landlady’s solemn voice echoed in the hallway. “I know you’re in your room.
            Please come pay your rent.”
         

         
         But there was no sign of my strange neighbor awakening. The Voice of the Heavens repeated its message a couple times in vain
            before stopping, and the apartment building was silent again.
         

         
         “He didn’t react at all!”

         
         “Unwakeable as a mountain.”

         
         “So Master’s still asleep? I’d expect nothing less,” said Akashi.

         
         As hard as it is to believe, Akashi was a “disciple” of Higuchi’s along with Ozu, so she had been visiting the building since
            the end of the previous year.
         

         
         Certainly, he was treated with respect by the residents as the “master” of the building, and even the landlady paid him a
            degree of respect.
         

         
         But from my perspective, as someone who had observed his lifestyle in detail over the previous two and a half years, I could
            say that Seitaro Higuchi was the living crystallization of that old stereotype of a thickheaded perpetual student—a most hazardous
            pilot, who would navigate you straight into one of life’s cul-de-sacs. I kept thinking, Please don’t waste your precious youth seeking wisdom from such an inscrutable guy, but I couldn’t help but wholeheartedly welcome Akashi’s visits to this dump of a building, so I’d been watching over her
            this half a year with extremely complicated feelings.
         

         
         I drained my barley tea and said, “What is Higuchi even a master of?”
         

         
         “A question that strikes to the heart of things. To be honest, I don’t know, either.”

         
         “If I had to say, I suppose it’d be something like a ‘master of life’?” said Akashi.

         
         “Nice, Akashi,” said Ozu with a nod. “If you’re just gonna hole up in this four-and-a-half-mat tatami room unable to commit
            to anything, you should be a disciple, too. You’ve got time to kill now that you’ve been chased out of the Keifuku Electric
            Railroad Research Society, right? Actually, I suggested making you a disciple the other day, and our master readily approved.
            So really, you already are one.”
         

         
         “What the heck? You didn’t even ask me.”

         
         “It’s fine, it’s fine. Don’t be shy.”

         
         Then Akashi peered into my face and said, “It’s fun, actually. Why don’t you join us?”

         
         That one sweet word was enough to fell even me and my iron will.

         
         If I became a disciple of Higuchi, Akashi would automatically become my elder sister in disciplehood. Elder sister in disciplehood! What an alluring ring that had to it. It sounded as sweet as the silkiest ankoro mochi.
         

         
         But I was neither seeking an elder sister in disciplehood—even if she fell into my lap like a piece of botamochi falling from
            a shelf—nor did I have any desire to learn about life from that inscrutable weirdo. I wanted to assertively obtain a meaningful
            summer, not just brattily content myself with fruitless, idle days. Then, once I had turned over a new leaf . . .
         

         
         I glanced at Akashi before answering, “No, I refuse to be a disciple.”

         
         “Bummer.” Ozu heaved an exaggerated sigh. “If you were a disciple, I was going to invite you to watch the Gozan Okuribi on the sixteenth. Master is going to take us to a secret place with a fantastic view—it’s an invaluable opportunity. But whatever. You can just hug your knees on your tatami and watch them on KBS Kyoto. Akashi, you should keep your schedule free.” 

         
         “I’m not going,” said Akashi.

         
         Ozu’s eyes went wide. “Huh? Why? What’s up?”

         
         “I promised I’d go with someone else.”

         
         “You didn’t say anything about that yesterday. Who the heck are you going with?”

         
         “Why should I have to tell you?” she said flatly, staring him in the face.

         
         Not even Ozu had anything to say to that. It felt amazing—a booyah moment if there ever was one—but to tell the truth, I was
            also destroyed in that instant.
         

         
         On August 16, Akashi was going out to watch the ritual fires burn. With who, though?
         

         
         When I stole a glance at her profile, she had the most chill look on her face. It was as if she were standing in Tadasu no
            Mori in the middle of winter; I couldn’t see a single bead of sweat on her fair cheeks.
         

         
         “Akashi, aren’t you warm?” I asked.

         
         “I’m extremely warm,” she said as she downed the rest of her ramune.

         
         *  *  *

         A new project had begun filming the morning of the previous day (August 11), Lives of Bakumatsu Weaklings: Samurai Wars.

         
         Just from the trashy title, you can get an idea of the rich trashiness of this movie. Ozu and I had come up with the concept. Akashi took an interest in the stupid convos we were having on my tatami mats, and before we knew it, she had written a script and said, “I want to make this into a movie.” 

         
         In the latter days of the Tokugawa shogunate, the Keio era . . .

         
         By some strange turn of events, university student Susumu Ginga has time-slipped from his twenty-first-century, four-and-a-half-mat
            tatami room and wandered into the hideout of the Meiji Restoration patriots. There he meets Saigo Takamori, Sakamoto Ryoma,
            Takasugi Shinsaku, Iwakura Tomomi, Katsu Kaishu, Hijikata Toshizo, and other famous figures of Bakumatsu and Restoration history.
         

         
         Ginga, however, has a fearsome power: he turns everyone he meets into useless slackers.

         
         Under his influence, the Bakumatsu men lose their drive, one after the other, and both factions, that in support of the shogunate
            and that overthrowing it, rapidly collapse. By the time he worries, “At this rate, the future will change!” it’s too late,
            and even when he goes around warning of the dangers of altering history, the Bakumatsu men only chuckle merrily, “Ah-ha-ha!”
         

         
         Before long, the supporters and overthrowers come together in a wild dance, chanting, “E ja nai ka, e ja nai ka”—“Who cares?” Unable to withstand the considerable alteration to history, the space-time continuum undergoes a massive collapse,
            and tragically, the universe is destroyed. What a pity.
         

         
         That is all; the end.

         
         When I looked over the script, I couldn’t help but murmur, “Are you sure about this?”

         
         “Yes,” Akashi nodded firmly. “I’m sure.”

         
         The previous morning, streams of students had gathered at Shimogamo Yusuiso.

         
         They were the members of the film club Akashi belonged to, Ablutions.

         
         In this crowd of amateur filmmakers, there was one man who was more self-important than all the rest: the club’s boss, Jogasaki.
            Clicking his tongue as he barged in—“This building isn’t fit for human habitation”—he not only lingered in room 209 (which
            I had offered as a greenroom) as if he owned the place, but even committed the violent act of blasting the air conditioning
            with the door open. It goes without saying that the electricity meter, whirling with a force I had neither seen nor heard
            before, had turned into a barometer of my rage. On top of that, Jogasaki started loudly pointing out how trashy Akashi’s script
            was.
         

         
         Certainly, his assertion was correct. It was worth listening to.

         
         But you’re the last person I want to hear that from.

         
         “I came up with the concept, actually,” I said. The reason I was assisting with the filming despite not being a member of
            the club was that I felt a sense of responsibility as the creator.
         

         
         “Oh really? Huh.” Jogasaki looked at me.

         
         His attitude said, And? What about it?

         
         This was the moment the clash between Jogasaki and me became decisive.

         
         From now on, I will think only of hindering this character, and in the wickedest possible ways. For starters, I set the air conditioner to heater mode and left the room.
         

         
         The second floor had been crowded with all sorts of junk to begin with, so with the cast and crew piled in, it was like a packed train. Akashi flitted around like a honeybee, completely absorbed in costume checks and other various consultations. I was admiring her valiant profile when I heard Jogasaki scream from 209, “Why is the heat on?!”—which was immensely gratifying. 

         
         At that moment, the door to 210 opened, and Seitaro Higuchi showed his face.

         
         “Hello, my good sir,” he said to me.

         
         Higuchi had his grown-out hair tied back and his arms in the breast of a dark green yukata instead of through the sleeves.
            This was a costume for the movie, but it wasn’t much different from how he usually appeared around the building. Stroking
            his chin, which looked like a big eggplant coated in iron filings, he sunnily proclaimed, “Nippon no yoake zeyo! It’s the dawn of Japan!”
         

         
         “You’re playing Sakamoto Ryoma?”

         
         “Indeed. I can’t refuse a disciple’s request.” He drew a model gun out of the breast of his yukata. “Nippon no yoake zeyo!
            Nippon no yoake zeyo!”
         

         
         Just as a creepy person with a white-painted face was coming down the hall, I realized it was Ozu made up as Iwakura Tomomi.
            Shielding his mouth with a shining golden fan, he wriggled his body indecently, obnoxiously shouting, “Ojaru! Ojaru!” Higuchi retorted by pointing the barrel of the model gun at Ozu and screaming, “Yoake zeyo! Yoake zeyo!” which was
            about when a disgruntled Jogasaki dressed as Saigo Takamori came out of room 209 and started saying, “Gowasu, gowasu,” adding to the chaos of period-speak.
         

         
         For the filming, we borrowed the landlady’s house out back. Her eyes went wide as the parade of students poured in. “Oh, my,
            this is quite the production.”
         

         
         The crew set up camp in a tatami room with an engawa porch facing the yard.

         
         Beyond the yard’s trees, the apartment building’s shabby laundry-drying area was in plain view, but if we figured out a way
            to avoid getting that in the frame, this could totally pass as the Restoration patriots’ hideout.
         

         
         What caught my eye was the stone sculpture in one corner of the yard. It was a strange statue of a beefy, humanoid yokai sitting
            cross-legged, and it brought to mind H. P. Lovecraft’s horror stories. Apparently it was a statue of the kappa master of the
            swamp that used to be in this area. “If we don’t treat it well, we’ll be cursed,” the landlady repeatedly warned us, so we
            couldn’t move it.
         

         
         Akashi gazed at the statue and murmured, “It looks sort of like Jogasaki, don’t you think?”

         
         Indeed, its brawny physique bore a strong resemblance to Jogasaki.

         
         Playing the role of Susumu Ginga, the blockheaded university student who time-slips from a twenty-first-century, four-and-a-half-mat
            tatami room, was an upperclassman from Ablutions, Aijima. He was a slim man who put on airs with a pair of smart specs, and
            the fake-polite, sweet-talking voice he used when addressing Akashi offended me.
         

         
         Like Jogasaki, Aijima constantly pointed out what garbage the script was. He found fault with trivial actions the protagonist took, grumbling, “I can’t act this because it doesn’t make sense to me psychologically.” 

         
         Unable to put up with his complaining, I countered: “It’ll never turn out if you’re whining the whole time.”

         
         “I’ve been wondering for a while now, Who the heck are you even? Where’d you come from?” Aijima said coldly, narrowing his
            eyes behind his glasses.
         

         
         “I’m just a helpful passerby.”

         
         “Nobody asked your opinion.”

         
         “I came up with the concept.”

         
         “Oh, is that right? Huh.” Aijima looked at me.

         
         His attitude said, And? What about it?

         
         Nobody, not Jogasaki, not Aijima, nobody could understand what Akashi was trying to do, nor did they try to. They were so
            full of themselves.
         

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            	Time machines exist.

            	But time machines cause a fundamental paradox.

            	So this universe where time machines exist is all wrong.
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