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Introduction
This is a book about getting people in the criminal justice system to write and writing with them, and what that teaches us both. It was while I was working in a Young Offenders Institution that I began to get serious about my own writing. Something about the place inspired me. I couldn’t help but draw on the characters, the dialogue and narrative I observed every day. Later, as a Youth Offending Team Officer, I decided I wanted to use young people’s writing to get to know the individuals under my supervision, and, as ambitious as it might seem, as a basis for making the changes I was supposed to. What began with a youngster bringing a poem to an appointment, developed into using writing as an instrument of engagement, assessment and change. Ten years after working in the YOI, I returned to work in another, but this time as a Writer in Residence. Up to now I’ve worked with lads who have written memoir, drama, poetry and fiction and performed their own work, as well as modern classics and Shakespeare in front of audiences of other prisoners. All the while around the edges, I have continued to pursue my own writing, which for the most part, continues to be drama. For more than ten years now I have kept a foot in both camps; writing and the rehabilitation of offenders and the jury’s out on which one is the more difficult. Occasionally the two collide in a young prisoner with whom I now write, when I was once was his case worker when he was fourteen or younger. 

Though my anecdotes are mostly, but not exclusively from working with the young people up to twenty one, the exercises may be used with people of any age. Indeed, they are writing exercises that may be employed outside the world of criminal justice or people at risk, for me however they have served as tools to use with people who are possibly damaged and damaging. I hope this is a book that both writers and practitioners alike find useful, a book that is about using writing as a form of intervention. The exercises include ones that I have developed myself as well as those I have gleaned from others in the field. Writing exercises like their drama siblings have uncertain origins but to whom I am indebted I will say. Permission has been granted to use extracts of writing and anonymity has been enforced. One way or another reputation matters too much in offending. 

This book started with one young person in particular. A girl, whose mother lived in absolute fear of a violent man. I was her case worker and she must have been as weary as me of the of the pedestrian worksheets and my specious reasoning, so one week she turned up tight lipped and handed me a piece of folded paper that said it all. After I read the poem she asked me how long she could expect to be in prison for, if she killed her father. (Considering she was under eighteen, and she knew a good solicitor, and allowing for good behaviour) She balanced the cost, gain and loss and concluded it would be well worth it. I wasn’t absolutely sure we count on the good behaviour.  

Giving me the poem was the greater act of trust. So I decided to ask for more and from other youngsters. The contributions were forthcoming and I began to think about publication, a magazine. On a prison visit I asked one of the most persistent and implacable young offenders you wouldn’t want to meet, to write about life in custody, for the sake of those yet to arrive there. Owen had left school at fourteen but he was sharp, and he had enough time on his hands. Two weeks later eighteen pages arrived in the post. 

Monday

I get woken by the sound of the big steel doors slamming shut, as the screws come round and ask us if we want a shave. It’s 7.45am and it’s fuckin freezing coz they never put the heating on. I try and get comfy and warm on the wafer thin foam bed and holey itchy blankets. Next thing I know my door is pushed open and the “breakfast” gets shouted into my cell. Shit I over slept. Gotta get ready quick time and get some munch. Still half asleep and wiv my jumper on back to front I wobble over to the canteen to get my two slices of cold half cooked toast, spoon full of hard beans, pink sausage and a bowl of lumpy porridge which tastes like cardboard. Me and my boys sit at our table n get joke n talk about last nights T.V. coz there ain’t nuttin else to talk about coz fuck all goes on. 

Owen, seventeen. 

When I approached management about a publication they were supportively sceptical. You would be. Generally teenagers going through the revolving door of a youth offending team fail at school and many other things. Their literacy is weak and their concentration poor. Reasons I considered, to get them writing. But my major reason was story. Conflict makes for good drama and children in trouble with the law have it in abundance: physical; emotional; psychological; in keeping with good theatrical characters. Many openly seek conflict at every available and unavailable turn. To what end? So they can tell the story later. They see themselves as caught up in stories, always the central character, the only character that matters. The hope is that they get the sense to see that they can change it to another story and that there are other characters with journeys that matter, just as much as theirs. 

The first collection began as I often begin with a child, with their story. Then real stories told from another perspective. Then onto the creation of new characters with completely new stories in a different world, as far away as we can go, within reach of authenticity. I produced four collections of young people’s writing at the youth offending team and many of the pieces, the best pieces, are monologues in the voices of imaginary and detailed characters a generation, a gender away. It took time and effort to get there. 

Young people without much academic ability are often wrongly assumed to lack imagination or even the sufficient internal life, to create a fictional character with enough desire to drive a story. But young people are risk takers, young offenders particularly. They are less apt to self censor than adults. Particularly well educated and over trained adults. There is little interval between action and reaction, between instinct and deed. If they want to say something they will. And if they want to inhabit a character they will do so, without asking permission or inhibition. The absence of a policeman in their head can make for expressive and direct writing. I worked with a lad for a few years whose father died of a heroin overdose. Lee used to MC a bit, scrawling lyrics on his bedroom wall, too depressed to do much more about it. I lost count of the number of notebooks I bought him. But he eventually filled one and gave it to me. 

Face to Face

How would you like it if ya dad died in the local shop

Knowing every day ya got to walk that way 

Knowing it every step of the way

Looking at the flat where he died

Knowing he got left outside

With a sign round his neck and a dog bowl at the side

Piss take the man’s gonna die

People think they know what it feels like inside 

Sarcastic bastards I see it in their eyes

My mother thinks it’s one big fucking dream

She thinks one day he’ll come back on the scene

If I loose the plot if I get locked away 

I wouldn’t want me little sister seeing me that way 

Me little sister took way

My dad died of smack

And people think they can have a laugh 

Behind my back

They don’t know how to react 

Face to face.

Keeping a diary with someone can be a good place to start. Creative writing sessions can seem an absurd notion to some on court orders, but not if they begin with recording their point of view. I asked a lad to keep a diary with me about his ASBO for six months. He wrote the diary at the office which suited us both. He had no one at home to encourage him and I could help with spelling. It also meant he attended appointments regularly for the first time, since the prospect of breach proceedings in court bothered him little. 

I now have eight breaches of ASBO. At least eight. It looks like I’m going to jail. To tell you the truth I want to go. I can’t even walk down the road without getting nicked. My mum doesn’t understand what it’s like. If my mum had an ASBO that she couldn’t be with her mates, I know she wouldn’t stick to it. It causes arguments. She don’t like me going to the shop, in case I get nicked. I’ll probably be locked up by Christmas. Tell the truth I wish I was dead sometimes. I’ve been warring with gun men in the hope they shoot me. I can’t do my tag this time. I got put on ISSP bail for someone knocking on my door. It’s not even like I knocked on his door. I have no say in the courts. They do whatever they want. I’m in court in the fourteenth. This is bare true talk.

Tally. 

Tally went on to write dramatic monologues from photographs. The diary is how I began to engage him. I also used the incentive of publication. Undoubtedly I wouldn’t have been able to get as many people to write without the prospect of publication: validation in essential.  Before the first magazine I can remember a number of youngsters warning me about the magazine not coming out or their work not being in it. It became a regular feature in the waiting room; for a change they became boastful and competitive about their poetry, prose and artwork. 

No writing is ever a waste of time. Getting people you’re working with to write is worth it for its own sake. But for the professionals involved there is the ulterior motive of assessment. The girl with the violent father hasn’t been the only occasion where violence and sexual violence was alluded to through confessional writing rather than through a formal assessment. The purpose of involving a someone in a creative writing programme depends on context of the relationship. As I have said, it is not always about the writing alone, and the degree to which it is about product or process will vary. 

Confessional or true life writing can be cathartic for people; it can be a way of validating or coming to terms with an experience, painful or otherwise. In publishing confessional writing one needs to be mindful to balance confidentiality with expression. Whilst it can be used as a means to get someone to reflect upon an experience, confessional writing doesn’t stretch one imaginatively. In a criminal justice setting true life writing can often be pro criminal and we can be in danger of feeding an ego that would be better off on a diet. In my experience, we learn more through the creation of fictional characters living fictional lives. 

Characters can be a world away or close to home. A starting exercise I often use with young people is to ask them to bring to mind someone that they have seen many times, either now or in the past, but to whom they have never spoken to: a neighbour; a bus passenger. I ask them to close their eyes and draw that face, carving it onto their memory. This is the beginning of the slow and detailed process of character building and monologue writing. Alternatively I may use a photograph, but a photograph of someone very different from the young person. Below is an extract from one of several monologues that a young person on a one year supervision order wrote for the photograph. 


[image: image12.jpg]


 

I wonder what I’m going to have for tea. When was the first time I came here? I was five or was I six. Christ I’m loosening my memory. I hate getting old. I’m sure there used to be sand on this beach. Oh no that’s Southport beach. I must have been six and Frank was five. Yeah that’s right. And he even cheated at cricket then. He always had it in him, cheating. I kept a straight bat. Boring. Wonder what Frank is doing now. Hope he’s alright. He’s in an open jail isn’t he? That reminds me, I’ve got visit at the end of the week. I should have done a lot of things for Frank. Why didn’t I? Pam. I can’t blame her can I? Not now. Not now she’s dead. But it’s the truth. She kept me apart from my brother. She thought he was bad influence on the kids. I should have put my foot down. Then again Frank would of thrown any help I gave, back in my face. ‘God’ I’m hot. These stones are really cool and feel nice on my feet. I really am hot though. I’m going to have to take my jumper off.

Andrew. 

Whilst a monologue is a dramatic piece of writing using one voice, it requires a narrative and sometimes the creation of other characters. The strength of the monologue is that it takes us inside someone else’s head. It’s a private unknown place. To write a monologue we are asking people to share someone else’s thoughts and feelings. Speaking in the voice of someone you’ve never actually met. It can be a more effective way of enhancing empathy than simply asking ‘how do you think the victim felt?’ 
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Roberto

Am I going to die? Will I see my son grow up and have a child? Will I ever see my family again? Mother Mary the pain – take away the pain. Sweet Jesus. What is the point in all this? Italy will loose the War. Is Guisseppe still alive I wonder? He’s out there on the battlefield now. All this because of Mussolini. “Nurse. Nurse.” I need a nurse come quick. Still no one is seeing to me. Think about my son. I know. I remember taking Tony to the park. The day he learnt to kick a ball. Giuseppe made him laugh. Giuseppe was there. Think about my family. If I die will she be able to cope. Where’s my picture of Maria. My wedding day. Everyone was there. Maria in the beautiful white dress, always the centre of attention. With that beautiful smile. Oh how I love her so. Now I can see the nurse coming, thank God. 

Karl. 

When we write in fiction we still write about ourselves. I was working on a short film drama for Manchester schools on the theme of alcohol and part of the project was to get young people’s ideas into the film through writing workshops. I managed to get Tally along to one of the workshops. We had created an adult character with an alcohol problem. I asked members of the group to tell me one object that the character carried about with them, in their pockets from day to day. Tally volunteered a broken watch that the character kept looking at, and would only get repaired once he had stopped drinking. If you asked Tally what a metaphor was he would have difficulty telling you, but I knew that Tally too believed his own life was stuck, frozen inside the criminal justice system and waiting to be fixed. 

Tally was one of around twenty young people I was case managing at the time. For most of the six years I did that job, only about a third of my cases wrote for me. Some of the young people that worked the hardest at writing were sadly equally diligent at offending. But there were definitely young people who stopped committing crime, got a job, whilst writing poetry, prose and monologues. I have also witnessed young people stop drinking, stop self harming whilst being involved in short film and drama projects. It may be that they were desisting anyway and their involvement was a mark of it. But markers are important in personal change. 
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Excerpt from…
Starting From Scratch, Autobiographical Writing
The people you are working with may have never written creatively before and may well believe they can’t. You have to convince them that they can and that it might be easier than they think. Peer pressure isn’t always a bad thing and I used past editions of the youth offending team magazine as evidence since there was work therein by peers, some whom they admire and some whom they dismiss. Before the first edition I displayed work on the walls of the waiting room. Showing other young people’s work occasionally got the desired affect of eliciting threats to meet the perceived challenge. “I can write loads better than that muppet!” “OK” I’d say, “here’s your appointment card.” Sometimes a young person will arrive with a subject in mind or a poem in their pocket, but even if they do it can be useful to do some warm up exercises first.  

Sadly it is not unusual for some to have difficulty physically writing, at least at any pace that doesn’t completely hinder the process. Hence, where I can, I use a room with a computer, and on occasions I may begin typing for them as they feed me a line, but they will always take charge of the keyboard before the session is over. I reassure youngsters not to worry too much about spelling and encourage them to write in their own language, their own voice. This is important since they can retreat into a bad impersonation of formal English. An awareness of the senses is a good place to start using an automatic writing exercise that can be adapted to whatever medium they are writing in. 

I ask the writer to draw a margin down the side of the paper and to list the senses: sound; sight; taste; touch; smell. Then I ask them to add dreams as well. Ask them to concentrate on a particular part of the day so far. Perhaps at a time when they were more observant than active: when they first awoke; on the bus to the office; that spell in the waiting room. Ask them to write a descriptive statement for each sense heading, but it must not include the verb, “I heard, I saw” etc. I was recently running a workshop with young people at Urbis in Manchester. The workshop was recruited from the hundreds that meet in the square outside every Saturday. As a warm up I asked the group to record their experience of the square. I have kept the girl’s original spelling. 

Sound
Screams of laughter and pain and sum girl seyin “eww, get off me you skank!” and “you’re my angel”

Sight
sum randomer getting hit in the leg and then fallin to the ground with laughter. 

Taste
Pink champagne and fags, nice, bitter, sharp, bubbly. 

Touch
lots of people poking, random people who come past

Smell
wet grass, cigs and aftershave. 

Dreams
“why am I crying. It’s not my fault I can’t fight.” 

The exercise can be used in and out of character, before and after an event and in altered states of one kind or another. It can be the start of a character’s monologue or dialogue for the start of a scene. If done in a group it can form the basis of a collective poem. The Urbis workshops were ultimately about producing a film for schools on alcohol. I asked the group to repeat the exercise for a time when they were drunk. 

Sound

Just a blur like voices everywhere

Sight

the big spinning world

Taste

a sour and sweet mix of everyone’s drink

Touch
Cold hard concrete reaching out for someone to help me and tears on my cheek

Smell

My friend’s perfume and her puke

Dreams 
My boyfriend won’t kiss me. Am I that repulsive when I’m drunk? I want to run away. 

Colour
The colour was purple the colour of confusion. 

Metaphor is fundamental to creative writing and colour is a visceral starting point to explore metaphor. Rather than ask young people to reach for the thesaurus I usually have two stimuli at hand for figurative language: a touch box and a selection of colour charts. 

A touch box is just a reinforced cardboard box, covered and with a slot for a hand to slip through. Inside are various textures: gravel; sand; a soft toy; wire wool; a shell etc. You can feel them but you can’t see them. It’s useful to use as a warm up, to get the young person thinking metaphorically at the outset. I ask the young person to think of a memorable time and place, good or bad, that they are prepared to share with you. Then I ask them to find a texture in the box that reminds them of the experience, and finally to think of a line that links the texture to the experience. 

When I went to my cousin’s funeral it felt cold and sharp 

You may want to ask the young person to think of a particular emotion and find a texture that fits or a colour that evokes it. Or, reverse the process, ask the young person to choose a colour, describe a texture then by a process of elimination try and guess the emotion they are thinking of. 


[image: image4]
The touch box and colour charts were extremely useful in working with Jason, sixteen. He was a more reticent youngster than most, who hadn’t attended school for two years. Jason had recently been served with an ASBO, originally from Salford he moved to Trafford to make life a bit easier for all concerned. On one occasion he was arrested for being on the wrong side of the road in Eccles, and he spent seventeen hours in police custody before being taken to court. He reached into the box and told me he could feel something that reminded him of a police cell. He then chose a colour that reminded of the cell wall. Again and again Jason would reach into the box, select a particular colour, and use them as triggers to write about his experiences. 

There should be More Colour

The day we were done for Affray was a blue day

We were taken to Eccles police station 

And the cell was cold blue. 

I had to sit in court and it was depressing 

Dull and black

I’ve had to move to Partington but that’s a good thing

Because it’s bright yellow there

I don’t go to Eccles much because I hate it

Like I hate dark purple. 

It’s good coming to the YOT there’s someone different to talk to 

And I like that like I like mauve. 

The way I feel about the boyz is shit brown

The way I feel about my future 

Is very bright and it’s all yellow. 

When I was sixteen

Being scared

Like when my house was smashed up 

And a gun was let off

Thunder echoing
Smashed glass falling like little pebbles 
Dropping on the floor
I ran up stairs my heart beating fast 
Left my mum on the couch 
I stayed at my mate’s house 
Worried what might happen 
Being angry
For being arrested 
Going on a road that I never went on 
Hearing the echo of the cell
When there’s just me in it
Surrounded by green oxide walls
The colour of nothing done
And the drone of the fan 
Being bored
The constant murmur of the cement mixer
Grandad say’s I’m sacked every two minutes
Grey cement, it’s always the same
Soft and grainy
Getting weaker with the sand
Its acrid smell making my mouth dry
I spit it out when I want to 
Jason. 
The last line of the first poem might owe something to Coldplay but we can see how colour can be a way to get beneath the surface. Rather than beginning with an experience I gave a young person a selection of colours and asked her what they meant to her. 

is the colour of anger because it is the colour of bruising. 

	


is the colour of stress. The YOT makes me stressed. My mum makes me stressed. 

	


is the colour of calmness. I was calm when I was in Aycliffe Secure Unit. Calmness is a big sponge and it’s got legs. 

	


is the colour of my cousin’s coffin. Karl, seventeen. 

Autobiographical writing can be divided into incident stories and life stories. Life stories it seems are everywhere in the media. The epidemic might have something to do with why some teenagers want to write about themselves, but I’m glad to say I don’t think it’s the major reason. Indeed as many want to write fiction as do autobiography. It seems the young people to whom the most has happened, who have suffered the most and caused the most trouble, are more likely to want to write about it. The writing is often a point of departure, the end of an experience where they expedite themselves from the past. In the context of my work, the motivation is at least as important, if not more important, than the quality of the work.  

Dean was seventeen and sentenced to a year in custody. He had been sentenced to a number of community penalties but hadn’t taken them seriously. When he finally went to custody he sent out eighteen pages of A4 entitled The New Me. He’d never written before but seen the Youth Offending Team magazine on his odd appearance in the waiting room, and wanted it to be included. 

My Angry Life

I can’t remember anything at all from when I was a baby, but from the age of four or five I can. At five, I can remember some good memories like my mum and dad kissing at the back door and laughing in the garden having a barbeque. The only reason I say there were some good memories is because after that all I can remember is bad things. When I was a little bit older things started going bad. I didn’t understand why at the time but there were always violent arguments that made me feel really bad. These would happen about three or four times per week and sometimes my dad would swing full force at my mum and smack her, usually on her nose. A bit later on I found out that it was because my dad was drinking a lot….there was one time where I was stood in the hallway and my mum and dad were in the kitchen. My dad was pissed out of his head, staggering all over the place and saying nasty things but then all I heard and saw was my mum getting cracked…BANG! It was right in her nose again and she fell to the floor. But my mum wasn’t soft. She got straight back up and tried hitting my dad. She managed to knock his glasses off his head and then all I heard was “RING THE POLICE!” My mum shouted it so I did it. It was hard because although my mum was getting hit, he was still my dad and I was only young.

I became a little bad boy in Primary School. I was smoking and getting all the girls and creating hell! I can remember one time with my best friend, Mike, in school. He was like me in a lot of ways. We saw the teachers coat hanging on the back of his chair with his wallet hanging out. I nudged Mike and said “look”. He clocked on straight away. He had eyes for money just like me, even back then. So when the teacher went to help some other kids, we went to his coat and took £20 and split it. 

When I went to school the next day, I was a bit nervous in case the teacher knew but I heard a voice in my head saying, “So what, I don’t care!” So I strolled into school and acted like nothing happened. Nothing was said. We saw the wallet again with more money in it and we did the exact same thing again, except this time it was £30. At the end of school, we split the money and I got someone to go into the shops for me and buy some cigs. I got my twenty Lambert and Butler and walked home with Mike, making sure none of my mum’s friends saw me with a cig.

We sat down for tea and mum said, “I don’t know how to say this, but your dad has gone away for a while”. We looked at her as if to say “what do you mean?”, then mum blurted out, “prison”. We were kind of shocked and I ran upstairs crying saying that it was my fault because I was the one that rang the police. My little sister was only five and she didn’t have a clue what was happening. 

A couple of months later, my dad got out of prison. We had been to see him a few times in that horrible place. Mum got back with him but the same happened again so he went straight back to prison for another three-months. I started shoplifting alcohol with Mike and we got smashed out of our heads. We used to say we were staying at each other’s houses but then wander the streets getting up to all sorts like smashing windows, getting chased by the Police and robbing from the shop. We used to stay out in the freezing cold and pouring rain, and even then I thought about being good, being at home in my nice warm bed….

Dad got out of prison again, but this time mum said that she wouldn’t have him back. My dad knew that she would have him back eventually and she did. He stayed off the booze for a bit but then went back on it and beat my mum up worse than ever. It was that bad you couldn’t recognise her. She was black and blue. It happened when we were at school and when we got home she said that she had “fell down the stairs”. A couple of weeks later, we ended up moving near to my Gran and Grandad so mum felt a bit safer. Seven months later, dad tracked us down and he begged mum to take him back…”I promise nothing like this will ever happen again” my dad said. After a little persuasion, she took him back AGAIN. We had just settled down in a new place and had to move back again and start at our old schools. 

I was nervous about going to a different school and my head was getting more messed up even though it wasn’t my fault, but I felt it was. When I eventually went to high school I had a few mates from primary school so I wasn’t that nervous at first but when I saw the size of the school and all the people, I wanted to run as far as I could! But I had to be a man and had to get it over and done with. I walked in the gates and people were staring at me. I saw this guy at the gates with a cig in his hand or at least I thought it was a cig. I said, “How much you selling that for”? He said “50p…it’s a spliff, do you want it or not?” So I bought one, thinking I was hard with it in my hand at eleven years old. I smoked it there and then. There were only about three drags but it got me so high! I was in another world. I went into my lesson looking and feeling really pale and like I was going to puke. I thought I’m never smoking that again, but I soon did.

About a week later I was smoking it again just to look ‘big’ even though I thought it was nasty. By this time I was robbing from shops, smoking weed and completely disobeying my mum. I ended up a heavy smoker of weed and was drinking a lot, mainly cider, “cheap and strong” I used to say…..

One day, I thought, ‘I need to see him’. So I phoned my Grandad and told him, “I’m coming to see you but don’t tell my mum”. He picked me up from near our house and I went to see my dad. He was looking ok except everything in his flat was sold and the only thing he had was a small table with a dirty glass, which he had obviously drank out of time after time. But I noticed there were also photographs of me and my brother and sister when we were little. I went back home and told my mum I’d been to the Trafford Centre. I went to see him a few times after that day but he got worse. I tried telling him about the drinking but he didn’t listen. The next minute, I heard he was dead. I cried out in silence not knowing what reaction to give because my mum thought I’d not seen him for a long time. 

By this time, my mum had got re-married. I thought my step-dad was ok at first but he tried taking over my life; slapping me when I got into trouble and telling me what to do all the time. Me and him did not get along. I hated him. A couple of years later I was committing crimes all of the time and got involved with the YOT not caring about my life or anyone else’s. I turned nasty and horrible but I still had that kind heart there somewhere or at least people said I did but I just didn’t care….

My first time in prison, I was kicking myself because I was always told ‘it’s the worst place you can ever go’. I was in prison for about three weeks then got released. But I ended up back in YOI. I looked at myself and thought, ‘you dirty little alcoholic, using any drug you can hold off’. Everything my mum said is true. I’m in here and I deserve it.

Dean, seventeen
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Like a lot of autobiographical writing it’s overloaded with pathos. The above is only an excerpt of Dean’s story, but as with Karl’s exercise before him, what he omits is as significant as what he includes. Dean goes straight from a pretty dreadful childhood to custody and Karl is made to commit offences by his girlfriend and by cans of lager. This may seem unsympathetic but sympathy wasn’t going to stop the two committing offences. Someone who is prepared to write autobiographically is usually prepared to discus their life and their behaviour, and thus it can be a starting point to change all that. In both cases the above pieces and others formed the basis of a discussion and they were a spring board for writing fiction. Dean wrote a great deal and his work has been entered for the Koestler Award. I also recorded and interview with him to see what he got out of writing autobiographically. 

Obviously there’s been a lot of stuff going on in my life and when I can get peace and quiet I can write. In prison they take the mick, they throw your work away. When I was there my Grandad wrote me a poem and sent it in. It was basically saying you have to be a fake when you’re in there. You have to be a different person. If you’re soft you’re going to get what’s coming to you. If people got into writing they’d realise. If they wrote it down and read it back to themselves they realise who they really are. 
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