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EPISODE ELEVEN 

 

BEGIN RECORDING: 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – CAPTAIN’S QUARTERS 

 

     HARRIS 

   This is the mission log of     

   Captain Mika Harris, aboard     

   the R.I.N. Starstrider. It is day    

   135 of Mission Swallow. Ship     

   reports are nominal. Trajectory   

   is within acceptable parameters   

   and life support assures me that   

   none of us are going to die within   

   the next 24 hours. 

 

   In other news, it’s officially   

   been a month since our medical   

   assistant flipped and tried to   

   murder everyone for reasons still   

   unknown. We’ve been keeping her   

   locked in her quarters and shoving   

   food in every day, but so far, the   

   only two people who have been in   

   were Armstrong and Sascha, and   

   they both left in a hurry. 

 

   I haven’t been keeping logs as   

   often as I should have been (read:   

   not at all). But - surprise! – we’ve   

   had a massive explosion fallout to   

   deal with. Sascha’s been working    

   around the clock to patch up the    

   ship enough for us to not die, and   

   we ended up having to take Gabriel   

   off his temporary suspension so that   

   he could help with repairs. So far,  

   he and Saph haven’t tried to take   

   over the universe, so I guess I’ll   

   just have to cross my fingers and   

   hope for the best. 

 

   Before he collapsed from exhaustion,  

   Sascha came by my quarters yesterday   

   with the prosthetic leg he and    

   Gabriel cooked up for Darcey.  
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     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   It was pretty nice of them to do it,   

   considering that they hadn’t slept   

   properly in a month and that she   

   tried to kill everyone, but that’s   

   just the way the bloodroot rolls, I  

   guess. 

 

Her voice takes on a slightly secretive tone, voice lowered. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   I don’t want to sound mean here,   

   especially since Armstrong and I   

   haven’t argued in a literal month,   

   but it did cross my mind that Dr.   

   Strangelove might just have got a    

   little... y’know... drastic with the  

   amputation. Admittedly, there was   

   a whole lotta blood – turns out   

   Darcey got hit the exact same place  

   on her leg as last time, karma’s   

   a bitch, right? – but was cutting    

   the entire leg off really necessary?  

   Just remind me not to injure myself  

   after the next time we have an   

   argument, or she might get out the   

   old hacksaw for a papercut... 

 

Harris sniggers to herself before realising that this probably 

isn’t something she should be laughing about, and drops it. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   I’d better get up and, you know,   

   be captain of things. I need to   

   check that Sascha and Gabriel are   

   still both asleep and alive, check   

   that Saph hasn’t tried to take over  

   a galaxy, check that Armstrong   

   hasn’t destroyed anything else, give  

   our resident spy some food... 

 

   Wow. When I signed up for this. I   

   have to say that babysitting was   

   not in the description. Anyway,   

   this is Captain Mika Harris, signing  

   off. 

 

 

FADE TO: 

 



4. 
 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – SASCHA’S QUARTERS 

 

A door CREAKS veeeery softly open. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Sascha? Where the hell has he -   

   oh, he’d better not have gone    

   down to the engine room again,   

   I told him - 

 

FOOTSTEPS behind her – Gabriel appears. 

 

     GABRIEL 

    (yawning) 

   Captain? Is everything ok? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Gabriel, you should be asleep.   

   Your shift ended four hours ago. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I was just on my way to my quarters.  

   If you’re looking for Sascha, I   

   think I passed him on my way here -  

   well, I might have been dreaming,   

   I’m not really sure if I’m awake   

   right now... 

 

     HARRIS 

   Get yourself to bed. I’ll go and   

   take care of Sascha. You look    

   dead on your feet. 

 

     GABRIEL 

   I’m pretty certain I’m still alive... 

   mostly... 

 

     HARRIS 

   Sleep. Go. Now. 

 

Gabriel shuffles off down the hallway. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

    (to the air at large) 

   Sascha, I’m gonna kill you. 

 

She STOMPS off down the corridor. 
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     HARRIS (CONT.) 

    (muttering to herself) 

   I TOLD him to get some sleep, but   

   did he listen? No, as per usual   

   he COMPLETELY ignores me and goes   

   on his merry way... What on Esho   

   is up with him, anyway? First the   

   mail and now this... 

    (to Saph) 

   Hey, Saph, can you tell me where   

   the hell Sascha’s hidden himself? 

 

     SAPH 

   He’s currently doing something   

   inside the wall approximately 200   

   metres ahead of you. Please extract  

   him before I’m forced to do something... 

   drastic. 

 

     HARRIS 

   What counts as drastic in your   

   world, Saph? 

 

     SAPH 

   Well, it involves a fair amount of   

   chlorine gas... 

 

     HARRIS 

   Never mind! I absolutely do not   

   want to know. 

 

     SAPH 

   Suit yourself. Sascha’s just up   

   ahead. Make sure you don’t let   

   him pull out any more of my wires,   

   or I will not be happy. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Perish the thought. 

 

As she gets closer to Sascha the sound of HAMMERING gets 

louder. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   Sascha? 

 

The hammering STOPS as Sascha accidently hits his own hand, 

and he YELPS. 
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     SASCHA 

   Ow... Oh, hey there, Mika, how’re   

   you doing? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Sascha, you moron, what are you   

   doing? I told you to go to bed   

   almost two hours ago! 

 

     SASCHA 

    (stifling a yawn) 

   What? Nah, it’s only been, like,   

   two minutes. Ten, at most. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Sascha, this is a direct order.   

   I’m telling you to go to bed.    

   NOW. 

 

Sascha sighs and drops the hammer. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Mika, you know I love you and    

   everything, but can we just not   

   do this right now? Please? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Do what? 

 

     SASCHA 

   This. “Go to sleep, Sascha” and   

   “Stop working, Sascha”. It’s not   

   helping, ok? I don’t want to     

   sleep. I just want to keep working.  

   Keep busy. Do you get that? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Sascha... I’m worried about you.   

   This isn’t like you. 

 

     SASCHA 

   I’m fine. 

 

     HARRIS 

   No, you’re not. God, when was the   

   last time you slept, Sash? 

 

     SASCHA 

   Long enough. 
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     HARRIS 

   Just what the hell is that    

   supposed to mean? 

 

     SASCHA 

   It means that I’m fine, Cap.    

   I’m dandy. I’m great. Now, can   

   I go back to my wiring? Please? 

 

     HARRIS 

   I’m not leaving until I figure   

   out what on Esho is wrong with   

   you. 

 

     SASCHA 

   There’s nothing wrong with me. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Well, clearly there is, or we    

   wouldn’t be standing here having   

   this conversation! 

 

     SASCHA 

   Leave me alone, Mika. 

 

     HARRIS 

   No. This is getting stupid. I    

   know the last month has been    

   rough on you, but if it’s     

   affecting your health then it’s   

   time to rest, Sash. You need    

   to look after yourself. And you   

   can’t do that if you’re constantly   

   beating yourself up over what    

   she - 

 

     SASCHA 

   Just stop, alright? Quit it!     

   Just let me do my job and get it   

   right! Just let me do this one    

   thing right! 

    (he punches the wall) 

   Ow – shit. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Jesus, Sascha. 

 

     SASCHA 

   I’m – 
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     HARRIS 

   If you say that you’re fine one    

   more time, I promise you that I   

   will set Saph on you. And they   

   inform me that they’ve got something  

   involving chlorine gas planned.   

   Take that hand of yours to the   

   Med Bay right now, and don’t    

   come back to work until you’ve   

   had at least four hours rest.    

   Capiche? 

 

     SASCHA 

    (á la grumpy teenager) 

   Yeah, ok. I capiche. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Good. Hey, Saph – is Gabriel    

   back in his quarters? 

 

     SAPH 

   He is. He is also experiencing   

   a non-verbal period right now,   

   and asks that you do not disturb   

   him. Can I help you, Captain? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Do me a favour, Saph – make sure   

   that Sascha goes straight to the   

   Med Bay. If he doesn’t, feel free   

   to instigate Plan B. 

 

     SAPH 

   May I ask what Plan B consists   

   of? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Feel free to use your discretion. 

 

     SAPH 

    (gleefully) 

   Excellent. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Mika, this is ridiculous. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Your health is not ridiculous,    

   Sascha. It never will be. You’re   
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   important to me, don’t you get   

   that? 

     SASCHA 

   Of course I get that, but – 

 

     HARRIS 

   Sascha. 

 

BEAT. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Yes. I do. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Good. Now, Med Bay. Or Plan B. 

 

Sascha mooches off. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   Next stop, Darcey Eldridge’s house   

   of horrors... 

 

FADE TO: 

 

 

INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – DARCEY’S QUARTERS 

 

Darcey is HUMMING. It fades in gently. 

 

There’s a not-so-gentle BEEP at the door. Darcey stops 

HUMMING. A BOLT is pulled back and it OPENS. Harris enters. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Officer Eldridge. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Captain Harris. 

 

They stare at each other tensely, like two stags about to butt 

antlers. 

 

     HARRIS 

   I brought you your food. 

 

     DARCEY 

    (stiffly) 

   Thank you. 

 

BEAT. Harris puts the food down. 
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     HARRIS 

   How’s the prosthetic? 

 

     DARCEY 

   It works fine. No issues. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Good. Glad to hear it. 

 

 She takes a seat. 

 

     DARCEY 

   What are you doing? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Oh, I’m sorry, was this chair    

   taken? 

 

     DARCEY 

   As a matter of fact, it was. 

 

     HARRIS 

   By who? Your numerous invisible   

   friends? 

 

     DARCEY 

   Yeah, that’s right. Mr. Go-Away   

   and Mrs. Get-The-Hell-Out. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Yikes. I see why Sascha and    

   Armstrong left so quickly. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Bite me. 

 

     HARRIS 

   What happened to the nice and    

   sweet Darcey who used to play    

   cards and not blow up ships? I   

   think I preferred her. Can we    

   bring her back? 

 

     DARCEY 

   She was never real, Harris. What   

   you see right now is what you get. 

 

     HARRIS 

   What, an asshole? 

 

Darcey stays SILENT. 
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     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   You know, Darcey, I have to say,   

   I don’t think that’s the truth.   

   Not the full truth, anyway.  

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   Sure, you’re not as sugary sweet    

   as you made out to be, but I don’t   

   buy that you’re some kind of    

   hard-hearted assassin or whatever   

   either. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Fuck you. 

 

Harris LAUGHS. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Wow, it is so weird to hear    

   you being mean. It’s kind of     

   like a watching a kitten trying    

   to be scary. 

 

     DARCEY 

   You shouldn’t underestimate me,   

   Harris. Look what happened the    

   last time. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Sorry Darce, all I can see is    

   the tiny little teeth and cute   

   little claws. You’ll have to do   

   better than that. 

 

     DARCEY 

    (frustrated) 

   What do you want, Harris? 

 

BEAT. 

 

     HARRIS 

    (quietly) 

   You’re right, Darcey. I      

   underestimated you before. I was   

   so blinded by my own problems    

   that I couldn’t see the wood     

   from the trees. And I nearly lost   
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   both my ship and my crew because   

   of it. 

 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   So this is just to let you know   

   that I’m not afraid of you, Darcey   

   Eldridge. You nearly got me once. 

   That’s fair. I should have seen   

   it coming. But you won’t get me  

   a second time. I know you now.    

   And you will never get past me  

   again. 

 

SILENCE for a moment. 

 

     DARCEY 

    (boredly) 

   Wow. Great speech. Have you    

   been practising? 

 

     HARRIS 

   Might have done. 

 

     DARCEY 

   Yeah, well. Practise more next   

   time. I saw your mouth twitching   

   near the end. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Hm. It’s one of my tells. 

 

     DARCEY 

   I’ve noticed. It’s a shame, you   

   were pretty persuasive up until   

   that point. You almost had even   

   me convinced. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Oh? Convinced of what? 

 

     DARCEY 

   That you’ll never make a mistake   

   again. You’re a decent liar, you   

   know. Not as good as I am. But   

   still. Decent. 

 

     HARRIS 

   I can’t avoid mistakes. But what   

   I can do is be a good captain to   
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   my crew. The crew that you used   

   the be a part of. 

 

Darcey makes a “TCH” noise. 

 

     HARRIS (CONT.) 

   Something funny? 

 

     DARCEY 

   You’re still lying. 

 

     HARRIS 

   What? 

 

     DARCEY 

   I didn’t even have to look at    

   your mouth to check. It’s    

   obvious. What’s even worse is    

   the person you’re lying to isn’t   

   me. It’s yourself. 

 

The tone changes suddenly. Harris is no longer playful. This 

is something more sinister. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Shut up, Darcey. 

 

     DARCEY 

   No. You wanted me to talk,    

   right? That’s why you came in    

   here, isn’t it? So I’m talking. 

 

   You’re Captain Mika Harris,    

   age 28, first class to be     

   enrolled into the Esho schooling   

   system. Born in the capital city    

   of Brish. Top of your class, stealing  

   real books in secret to learn    

   all about the Esho military forces,  

   first human to enrol into the    

   Eshian interstellar navy. First   

   human to ever reach the rank of   

   Captain. First human to ever     

   command an Eshian vessel. First   

   human to ever lead an interstellar   

   mission. 

 

     HARRIS 

   Stop. 

 

     DARCEY 
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   Hey, I’ve started now, might as   

   well finish, right? Why don’t I   

   talk about the father who died   

   fighting for the resistance group?   

    

     DARCEY (CONT.) 

   How frustrated you were as a     

   child? How limited your prospects   

   were? How you used to beg your   

   instructors for a chance to prove   

   yourself? 

 

   Well, now you’ve got everything   

   you ever wished for. A ship. A   

   crew. A shiny badge. And what    

   has it got you? Nothing. 

 

   Face it, Harris: no matter how   

   hard you struggle, you’re never   

   going to reach any further. You   

   weren’t chosen because you’re    

   special. There are a hundred    

   Eshian captains better than you.   

   But hey, you got what you wanted,   

   right? You’re a big fish in a    

   small pond. You’re the biggest   

   fish in this little patch of the   

   galaxy, but guess what? You’ll   

   never be allowed enough room to   

   swim. 

 

   You don’t control your fate,    

   Harris. You never have. You’re   

   just a puppet. 

 

SILENCE. 

 

After a loooooong pause, Harris gets up. We hear her MOVING to 

the door; she OPENS it, moves through, and SLAMS it shut. 

 

Yeah. Darcey did that. Yikes. 

 

     DARCEY 

    (to herself) 

   You make it too easy, Harris.    

   You make it so, so easy... 

 

She begins HUMMING the same song again, and we... 

 

FADE TO: 
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INT. RIN STARSTRIDER – MED BAY 

 

We hear the gentle BEEPS and HUMS of the med bay. Someone is 

TYPING. Then, a soft KNOCK at the door. 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Come in! 

 

She sounds strangely neutral. Weirdly calm. And you know that 

something’s up if Armstrong is calm. 

 

Sascha enters. He SHUTS the door. 

 

     SASCHA 

    (exhausted) 

   Hi, doc. Care to patch me up? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Sascha, what are you – Jesus,    

   what did you do to yourself? 

 

     SASCHA 

   Ok, in my defence, it wasn’t    

   the rocket launcher this time. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Oh? 

 

     SASCHA 

   Or the engines. 

    (BEAT) 

   Or the explosives in the armoury. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   You realise that you’re not     

   doing much in the way of reassuring  

   me, Sascha. 

    (pause) 

   Come on, out with it. What happened? 

 

     SASCHA 

    (in an embarrassed rush) 

   I got angry with a wall and punched  

   it. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   You got angry. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Yes. 
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     ARMSTRONG 

   With a wall. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Yes. 

     ARMSTRONG. 

   And you punched it. 

 

     SASCHA 

   That’s right. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I see. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Look, it’s all very funny, ha-   

   ha, but can we not make a big    

   deal out of it and just patch    

   me up now? Please? 

 

Armstrong relents. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Alright, get over here. I    

   need to scan that hand and see   

   if anything’s broken. And while   

   you’re here, you can tell me    

   about this wall of yours. 

 

Sascha WALKS over the scanner and SITS DOWN. The scanner BEEPS 

and begins to make various sci-fi-ish noises. 

 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Wow... your hand’s looking    

   pretty beat-up. I count at    

   least two hairline fractures. 

 

     SASCHA 

    (jokingly) 

   You should see the other guy. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   So what did the wall do to    

   deserve such treatment? 

 

     SASCHA 

   It insulted Captain Harris. I    

   had to defend her honour. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (dryly) 
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   Somehow, I don’t imagine that    

   Harris needs any help defending    

   her honour. 

 

The scanner lets out a final BEEP before stopping. 

     ARMSTRONG (CONT.) 

   Right, let’s take a look at    

   this. 

    (she lets out a     

     long, slow whistle) 

   Yeah, this is going to take    

   a while to heal, Sascha. I’m    

   gonna have to strap it up, keep   

   you off work for a few days at   

   least. We’ll see about how long   

   you’ll have to wear the splint   

   for. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Hey, doc, there’s no need for    

   all that. Just gimme some pain-   

   killers, patch up the hand and    

   I’ll be back to work in no – 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (cutting him off) 

   No, Sascha – this is serious.    

   You’re coming off work until    

   the swelling goes down. Doctor’s   

   orders. 

 

     SASCHA 

    (sighs) 

   How long until I can go back to   

   work? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   It depends how careful you are   

   with that hand. 

 

All goes quiet for a minute. Then Sascha KICKS a cabinet. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Ugh, this sucks! 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Jesus, what are you, 12? Sit    

   down before you fall down, or    

   I will put on my “talking to    

   stupid people” voice. I use    

   it a lot on Harris, so I’ve    
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   had a lot of practice. Now,    

   sit. 

 

Sascha SITS. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Sorry. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   It’s fine. 

    (beat) 

   It’s not like you to be so...    

   off. You and Harris can be a    

   little immature, sure, but not,   

   well... 

 

     SASCHA 

   Angry? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I was going to say upset.    

    (beat) 

   Why do you want to go back to    

   work so badly, Sascha? 

 

     SASCHA 

    (on the edge of     

     emotion) 

   I don’t know, I just... I need   

   to work. I need to keep busy.    

   Keep doing things. ‘Cause if I   

   don’t, then I start thinking.    

   And I can’t stop. I just need    

   to be distracted. I need to do   

   anything but think. Because    

   otherwise... 

 

He cuts himself off. When Armstrong speaks, her voice is full 

of sadness and pity. It’s a strange look on her. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Oh, Sascha. 

 

     SASCHA 

   I just can’t stop thinking    

   about her! 

 

We hear a sound that might be CRYING. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 
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   I know. I keep waking up and    

   forgetting the whole thing,    

   keep expecting to walk into    

   the med bay and see her here.    

   And then I remember all over    

   again. It’s the same every morning. 

     SASCHA 

   It feels like she’s dead. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   She might as well be. It’s    

   almost like she never even    

   existed. 

 

     SASCHA 

   You’re so calm. You’re usually   

   so angry, but not now. Why?    

   Why aren’t you angry? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I don’t know. I try to be, but   

   then it just washes itself away.   

   I’ve been angry for so long. It   

   feels like all of my anger has   

   just been drained out of me. I   

   don’t have anything left. 

 

PAUSE. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Do you... want a hug? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I’m, uh, not really a huggy    

   person. 

 

     SASCHA 

   Fair enough. It’d be a bit    

   awkward, anyway. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Agreed. No offence. 

 

     SASCHA 

   None taken. 

 

BEAT. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   So! I think it’s time we got    

   that arm strapped up. I’m    
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   going to give you a shot of    

   painkillers – are you allergic   

   to anything? 

 

 

 

     SASCHA 

   I can’t really remember... I    

   once felt really sick after    

   eating a whole bag of peanuts    

   once, but that could’ve just    

   been the peanuts. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   ... I think I’d better check    

   your medical record, just to    

   be on the safe side. 

    (to Saph) 

   Saph, could you open up Sascha’s   

   medical record on the database? 

 

     SAPH 

    (robotically) 

   Access denied. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (to herself) 

   Of course, it’s still under     

   Darcey’s code. She’s the one    

   who maintained all the files. 

    (out loud again) 

   Alright, try using access code   

   2265, Delta, Oscar, Echo. 

 

Saph seems to be thinking. 

 

     SAPH 

   Access granted. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Thanks. Saph. 

    (to Sascha) 

   Alright, I’ve got your file    

   up on my screen. Apparently    

   you’re allergic to Naproxen,    

   so I’ll make sure not to give    

   you that, but for now I think    

   some local anaesthetic can’t    

   hurt. 

    (pause) 
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   Oh, come on. That was a joke -   

   don’t tell me you didn’t get     

   it? 

 

     SASCHA 

   Er... 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   I’ll be giving you anaesthetic,   

   so it won’t hurt, but it won’t   

   hurt to do it either? Do you    

   see? It’s a pun. 

 

     SASCHA 

    (gamely trying to laugh) 

   Oh... yeah... that’s hilarious,   

   Dr. Armstrong... anaesthetic...   

   hurt... very funny... 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

    (sourly) 

   Alright, alright, no need to    

   exaggerate. It was still better   

   than some of yours. 

 

     SASCHA 

    (perking up a bit) 

   Whatever you say, Doctor. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   Right, well, I can’t see anything   

   else in your file, so I’ll wrap   

   up your arm and you’ll be good   

   to – hang on. 

 

     SASCHA 

   What is it? 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   These files are all in Darcey’s   

   section of the storage space.    

   But there’s some other stuff    

   here too. I don’t think she    

   ever expected us to find it.    

   Most of it’s encrypted, but    

   this one... 

 

   Here. Let’s see what’s inside. 

 

Darcey’s voice begins to play out, as if on speakers. 
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     DARCEY 

    (recorded) 

   Lucy, this is for you. I don’t   

   have a lot of time. The second   

   you finish listening to this,    

   corrupt the file. It should destroy   

   the copy in my data space. 

     DARCEY (CONT.) 

   I need you to hear this. I’m     

   sorry for everything. This isn’t    

   an excuse, but it is an explanation.   

   Protect the attachments with your    

   life, you understand? You must never  

   let anyone else see them. They’re    

   for your ears only. 

 

   Here it is. The beginning. 

 

   It started with the war. 

 

Armstrong STOPS the recording. She and Sascha stare at each 

other, shocked. 

 

     ARMSTRONG 

   We need to get Captain Harris. 

 

 

 

RECORDING STOPS. 

 

END EPISODE ELEVEN. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


