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coincidental. 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                                                                                    39 
 

Whose love for boys  
briefer than a girl's was— 
stray now he sights 
dame straightway at last. 
 
Late now Europe-land 
has eurid itself of him; 
Eurydice finally risen 
tidally takes his lid swim. 
 
Those phalloi he laid 
shake their snakelike psychs; 
unshouldered his bust rolls 
oceancast depthsighs. 
 
Lesbos waits to claim 
this refuse of its myth.     
But Sappho says fuck it  
we've no one to lay him with. 
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ORPHEAD  
 
The head displayed  
for maenad analysis;  
remedy amputee,  
to the chute of the sea.  
 
Disposal is all.  Past  
the path of its tongue  
let it travel long,  
unraveling song.  
 
Through terebis territory  
stained Ebro pursues  
his severed lipwreck's  
lyre-waxed intervals.  
 
Its banks refuse tomb  
to this bodilessness  
assaulting vacuum  
backbouyant combed. 
 
Are there none to nurse 
his neck where pegasi 
burst their reins of blood; 
missing his vein they fly. 
 
Noon-heat leafs its hate, 
whirlpool tugs his curls. 
Whose garland was 
grief-i-er than a girl's. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
The order of the poems is random. 
 
 
* 
 
Many of these evolved on my blog, and those 
interested can find earlier versions or drafts 
there . . . 
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EXHIBITION 
 
the canals a-swish with big ships 
 
lanes I wander without cause as 
my tongue bathes in my necktie 
to show how exhausted how often 
I have felt the doorknob drain  
 
my hand of its urge to enter then 
in this way I may chance at last 
upon weapons trained to sleep 
or down where the depot drops 
 
us off and picks up our snapshots loss 
of the canals the lanes the streets  
how often I or they have reached  
for my pocket in the face trust of it  
 
although one can't exaggerate  
one's beggarliness in an age of  
mechanical reproduction it seems 
the museum where pale corridors  
 
zoom through room-Moreaus 
floor-Magrittes ceiling-Sages  
mirror-Finis and other names 
hushed curtains reach to the floor  
 
which needs excavating  
 
static their flesh throws slow volts in the air 
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HISTORICALE 
 
If I were part of a tableau viveaux 
and I fell asleep or died 
none of the spectators 
would notice or else 
they haven't so far— 
they haven't realized yet 
that in essence I am absent 
from this artful scene 
when it freezes to depict 
the panorama where 
I nurse various withered 
torch-lit emergencies, 
though perhaps there 
is one in the audience 
who suspects, who fears 
that he or she will surely 
be hauled up on tiers 
to replace me soon, 
and who even now 
shrinks back in their seat 
and frowns at my perfect mimicry. 
 

                                                                                                       1 
 

MOONSHOT 
 
Stalwart Gagarin's 
(or is it stout 
Cortez's) 
cosmonautboot 
quashes 
the tender 
rays that engender 
Selene's 
poetic praxises and 
phases— 
Yuri, what you do 
imposing the siberian shoe 
on its silver sand 
just to be 
the first man 
to land there as John 
Keats said stranded 
on his peak in 
Darien may ruin 
our poems' home. 
Please leave the moon 
untouched 
by any voyage but 
our verses'.   
Bring 
that Soyuz spacebus 
back to earth and sing 
quest-else to come— 
Tuned lunar time 
how pacifically    
we'll praise    
the usual discoveries. 
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SIGHT 
 
so billions of humans for millennia looked  
at the blue sky of a sunny day and saw it as  
bright until one day the boy Rimbaud looked  
at it and saw that same blue as darkness and  
 
said I have removed from the sky the blue  
which is darkness but his saying this did not  
result in the sky being stripped of its blue  
to leave only immense endless sunlight  
 
surrounding us from horizon to horizon  
fire on fire encompassing gorging the eye  
no in fact in spite of his assertion the blue  
which is darkness stayed it remained bright 
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that waits to wear 
the dead in their 
measure. 
 
The assault comes later. 
 
It rips away 
the flesh of day, 
matter's tatter. 
 
 
Note:  
transversion of an untitled poem by Claude Esteban, 
from his book Croyant Nommer (1972).  I 
worked from both the French original and a 
translation by Rainer Shulte. 
 
 
 
 
 



34 
 

MOULDSTONEWALL  
 
By each stone bright 
in the inanimate 
light 
 
our earth discovers 
its nakedness 
is disastrous. 
 
A total wipe of the slate. 
And yet 
this lets time get set 
 
for the grass 
to amass 
its mound, endless 
 
immense wall.  Order 
gives birth to more— 
mornings ordure 
 
the moulds until 
they climb 
our decay.  Prime 
 
the sun will 
soon costume 
each size and all 
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LATEST TWIST 
 
in his oval office nest 
does our President worry 
whether this awful oval 
was ever an egg and he 
a wild gene in its cell 
 
then the hen that squats 
above his troubled den 
must coo and coddle him 
hush my dovecock what's 
that bother in your head 
 
remember when I said 
if we could lay our arms 
down next to our qualms 
and then pit our qualms 
against our dreams 
 
such harmless tourney feats 
might hatch within your heart 
some circum round of peace 
a perfect arctic circle 
shining in its shell 
 
you my yolk would yeast 
and motherbrood my roost 
so drink some oval-tine 
forget that war-milk machine 
bomb its udders to rest 
 
egg along with me and see 
each day I lay one more 
go zygote your god-reich war 
stay my mutant mite astray 
in white house DNA 
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when time unclocks its clucks 
you bad li'l roosterboy 
like Hamlet Oedipus Rex 
you're mommy's junior joy 
one of my choicest chicks 
 
yet I fear your fate is theirs 
ego-typical of the male 
pursuing his hubris wars 
he loses his human weal 
becomes an insane criminal 
 
his mind can't mend its cracks 
Humpty Dumpty's no lie 
all your Irans and Iraqs 
can't stick you together again 
you're fry freud in the pan 
 
sicky runny on the plate 
yellow gunked with hate 
like medals melting nuked 
all your poultry-folk cry halt 
too late our goose is cooked 
 
so pluck my feathers for 
the flag of white surrrender 
even us fuckfowl know what 
backs up that diplomatic talk 
wrungneck hung I'll stop my squawk 
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so drop your digiter 
halfwit fidgiter 
 
you can't tap it in 
fingertip or dumbpad 
 
even if you erase it with 
your sanity's bleach 
 
it must reach 
you instantly i.e. breach 
 
your customary 
perceptions like Laurence Harvey 
 
in The Manchurian Candidate 
brainwash etcet 
 
it must replace you 
with a clone-face you 
 
which is you instead 
of the one on your head 
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can respond to 
any cant will do 
 
any congerie of 
some might work 
 
every shtum may 
shtow the way 
 
but not a phrase 
it has to be less 
 
than a word it must 
resist the mind almost 
 
equally as errata 
and yet mean more 
 
than any term can 
it must determine 
 
itself as a what's grasped 
a spasm like the gasp 
 
that wakes from dreams 
what syllable it seems 
 
to the dumbest ipod 
it's no anagram stupid 
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GENERIC 
 
I look along the shelf 
for brand-name goods of wealth 
and fame but all I see 
is that cutprice item me. 
 
Wise shoppers shun my aisle 
for bargains with a style  
shiny and new, not used— 
they know I've been reduced. 
 
My sell-date fades pastdue, 
retail reveals the true value 
that wastes each cost invested: 
to wipe this dust off my head 
 
and open my packaging, 
ignore the evident aging, 
the brown tainted spots 
splotching up under Knott's 
 
Best: to buy me takes 
a blind eye.  A lack of taste. 
Half-off or marked for free 
this sale's not worth your spree. 
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FURU YOU, EEKY YA 
 
* 
 
Ya, the old wash-hole— 
wait-a-fuck: a frog?—oh, no!— 
goes splasho Basho. 
 
* 
 
Ya, the old North Pole 
where Santa Frog (ho-hop-ho) 
chops a splashin'-hole! 
 
* 
 
Ya, old-boys brothel— 
watch Oscar Wilde get Basho 
to wet his tadpole. 
 
* 
 
Ya, here's to Basho!— 
there's one frog-boozin' dude you 
should raise your glass to. 
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ADGE 
 
such the strength of signs 
I mean abbreviations 
 
that before he dies 
someone often tries 
 
foolishly to devise 
to dream up one 
 
as if the right acronym 
might save him 
 
from time he scatters 
out the letters 
 
of his name arranging 
them 
 
in different combinations 
or anyone's 
 
to spell out the logo 
the curt slogan 
 
whose shortcut on 
the screen asserts 
 
the brand buy 
the standard eye 
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poured out current has wrecked Intent: 
floor-it geared, it steers us most toward 
 
a surface abyss, a maelstrom facade— 
the sargasso rock-critic, the facile hard-crowd— 
 
it's said our eyes are icebergs in that sea. 
Where they are dispelled completely 
 
beyond my room night comes into swim. 
Somewhere out there I know grow fossils 
 
of protozoa-to-be, omega mammals, 
animandroids roaming manuals 
 
whose outreach program. whose proffered rim 
as far as I'm testcase-concerned 
 
should fend off every ocean, every cunning 
void evolution took some of its beginning 
 
from: for longspan has that epoch broke 
when rumor heard what human spoke. 
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SEFFI'S BLUES 
 
every year the same 
they've forgot my name 
I take some time away 
and when I'm back in May 
it's like I never was 
all my former buzz 
my résumé my respect 
where's my endorsements 
they treat me worse 
than a fatality-show reject 
didn't I have a series 
didn't I star once 
special guest appearance 
Sharon Stone as Ceres 
but looky here is 
this my career this limbo 
where'd it all go 
I want my audition 
I want my youtube hit on 
but no it's always no 
can't even get a video 
or a pilot slot 
or a Phil Spector shot 
I used to be lah-de hot 
now look at this wan 
subterrene skin 
this bone I'm in 
god Dis I'm damned 
Angelina can tan 
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but the sun won't bide 
Brad Hades' bride 
whitened-hide I stride 
past the poppin'-rot-zi 
it's me they can not see 
I'm fade to the shades 
I read the trades 
I was Liz and Cher 
but the Biz says where 
so please don't tell 
TMZ I'm back from hell 
stale out of rehab 
for a while until 
I feel that heel-jab 
fang again this Fall 
that icky-phallic python 
is waitin' to writhe-on 
when my rerun begins 
and my Comeback ends 
he'll fuck me Paris Hilton 
and lay me Lethe Lohan 
till I'm gone for rotten 
a hasbeen-to-be 
signed Persephone 
PS don't 'lert the media 
don't IM your TV 
don't earth to mom 
she cursed the sitcom 
I died on and I agree 
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glugglugs, these slogged zillenia ago. 
Each trans-cthonic myth—genetic fragments 
 
we once keeled our island egos against— 
is shored Eliotically, in toto— 
 
but not in a waste land: in this place 
nothing is wasted, each fact is facet 
 
composite a euphemistic peg, whose hole 
lies in what we might term a zero. 
 
What used to be the bookshelf 
it swallows, and feeds throughout itself: 
 
it sits each of us there at the hell 
level its circuits need, and circulates us 
 
around the entire system's railroad 
to embody our brain a la bloodmode, 
 
knowing its node is only made more real 
by the fact each hypertold spongecode 
 
can be simulsold for further gore: 
every PC glued to GossipNet 
 
increases the sanguinary poet's debt. 
But I hear you say in ways this constant 
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EACH TIME 
 
Sometimes I dream of Rumor's house which, 
I just read in Ovid, is situated 
 
at "the world's center," the core of cores 
beneath us all.  He contends its windows doors 
 
are forever open, a porous palace where 
every word uttered by every person is stored 
 
In what I call the ultimate anthology. 
Where is this house, in what country? 
 
Its closets hold not only the past, 
meaning the brain's nine-tenths lost 
 
noncognitional of the capacitated,— 
because it collates not just the said, 
 
but all that will be said: Each text 
it bleeds from the future is convexed 
 
theoretically to also heal our sole flaw: 
that underlying chamber, that cellar 
 
that upholds these capsuled corridors: 
that fissure floor one-celled horrors 
 
emerged from eons earthwide scattered, 
too patterned for breeding, those far 
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(SONNETARY) 
 
over a tosscorps divan I drape repose 
like a condom thrown upon a rose 
to slow tear off the legs in thrashes 
of some silken centipede 
and paste them on as geiger zoomy lashes 
so my eyes can thread a need 
to bravely serve in the rapes 
and assaults of pollution against the sky 
by sucking off a castrati 
while cutting my underwear 
into animal shapes 
till gold minotaurotic sweat has no use 
but to mold my gold hair 
in my cold face's likeness 
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OVERNIGHT FREEZE (heptasyllabics) 
 
Window-glints of ice glaze fast 
what last night flashed the mudflats, 
 
down in which dawn has found pressed 
small animal tracks: inch-niched 
 
skylights affix these quick paths— 
Each step is trapped beneath slats 
 
of translucency attached 
rime to rim: they sit there ditched, 
 
puttied into glare hatches— 
All around the ground looks patched 
 
and spattered with puddle-thatch, 
but note rather this etched stretch 
 
where a late trotter's tread's latched 
with pondgild on its ledge trench: 
 
how glitter-together cached; 
incandescently encased. 
 
Not bins or barns' coiled harvest, 
glozen molds hold placed this trace, 
 
bold encroachments caught across: 
each hoof-, paw-, claw- mark's embossed 
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LONE GUNMAN 
 
Imagine there's no heaven 
(the CIA gave me this gotten gun) 
It's easy if you try 
(see the FBI boys they're wavin byebye) 
No hell below us 
(the Pope says you reap what you sow us) 
Above us only sky 
(Nixon okayed the kill so die) 
 
Imagine there's no countries 
(I stand behalf of all the police) 
It isn't hard to do 
(I'm programmed to terminate you) 
Nothing to kill or die for 
(I'll kill you and you'll lie there) 
And no religion too 
(you can't say no religion 
you can't say that and live John) 
 
Imagine all the people 
(the Church ain't gonna weep you) 
Living life in peace 
(who d'ya think paid for this firepiece) 
 
You may say I'm a dreamer 
(like the Manchurian Candidate remember) 
But I'm not the only one 
(it only takes one misfit loner gone wrong) 
 
I hope someday you'll join us 
(gotta plug you in the groin-ass) 
And the world will be as one 
(they brainwashed me to see it done) 
 
Imagine no possessions 
(imagine us mind-wiped assassins) 
I wonder if you can 
(all unbelievers are damned) 
No need for greed or hunger 
(they said put that Brit six feed under) 
A brotherhood of man 
(blam blam I'm from the Vatican) 
Imagine all the people 
(all the Wall Street capital) 
Sharing all the world 
(yeah the Lee Harvey Osworld) 
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DUNCE RHYMES (FOR THE MOMENT) 
 
and if this poem  
has made you a hearer  
of ghosted voices  
that fade when you get nearer  
and everytime you look  
into the rearview mirror  
you scream and clutch  
at your hands in fear  
at what those futures show  
 
and then will you cry out  
for all to hear  
the cripple the promqueen  
and the seer  
don’t you think that now’s  
a good time to be freer  
than you were  
a second ago  
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by its lunge run: each rut crests 
to extend its range, end-launched— 
 
it must hate these lit nimbus 
lids, must wince beneath such frost— 
 
sun has tamed them flame of squints 
yet some after-image haunts: 
 
Lands on every side lie creased    
with spoor that mars their hard crust 
 
and floorflares most summer's waste 
imagination, that pinch 
 
not worth its ritz, that thin purse 
clutching what breast abundance 
 
of flurry foliage tossed, prize 
profligate with years' penance 
 
whose cease has summoned what peace— 
tarp white winter's carapace 
 
tries to hide that mislaid dust 
carrion in graneries 
 
and bury deeper what grace 
war's jarrior deifies— 
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what Troy, what toy's sacrifice 
leaks justification, beast 
 
whose Homered oathwraths can't match 
this farmstead's secular crafts— 
 
Beyond the coop's chickenhatch 
pieces of a greenhouse burst 
 
up from the clays as ghosts pass 
to implant sole-sills for what's    
 
still clear to me—I approach 
each glimpsy-glaziered gapgulch 
 
afraid my galoshes squelch 
break their skittery sketches 
 
or skidheel slide a childprance 
puncturing every damn sash 
 
I can smash, whatever blanched 
and specious glow my outstanced 
 
kick can dislodge idolfest       
haloes those pit-portholes hoist 
 
from lamb-trample slaughterous 
gods displayed bad raptor hosts 
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POEM 
 
how to remain mienous 
as you face 
the mirror's worst 
 
I who scorned the house 
unto its rafters 
 
a self-finished man with all 
his comforts I offered 
my soul to the dust 
that I tossed onto others 
 
money poured  
from my halo 
 
now the limp repeats 
what the stride said 
when it ran in full pell toward 
the meld of flight 
 
too late the salt 
 
bare as the way north 
where they lade the gates 
with the way south 
 
to repeat the instances 
as hands pinned 
upon the target  
may applaud when hit 
your aim 
 
trued to its shoot 
why do I stay 
stage-left of my exit 
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IMMUNE 
 
Listening is confined to seashells, 
What we call ear uncalls all we hear— 
Eyesight applies to hawks and owls 
But never to our narrow peer: 
 
Each animal sense we experience 
Here as human pales, halved or less 
To a modest of their male-ness— 
Smell; touch; taste: can you even guess 
 
Which of them if any still might prey on 
Our higher-evolved state . . . 
Which of that five's alive at this moment— 
Dead to its lunge we wait. 
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herds of ape they pasture-traipse  
bestial cattlecats who scratch 
 
paved prowess in the dirt splotch 
like border-dots on mapwatch 
 
or liens miser ledgers clutch 
feral figures for our debts 
 
predator prey pays poets 
that panther pads our wallets 
 
Ted Hughes' cunning hawk-pastiche 
plugs its parrot author rich 
 
this savage extravagance 
animates each TV pitch 
 
your Energizer Rabbits 
breakfast lions and leopets 
 
like easter eggs and christ creche 
exist to rake in the cash 
  
as you sit and clicker switch 
from Tiger Attack stabsites 
 
to Martyred Bible Prophets 
can you diff any difference 
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in sanguinary scams which 
verse-ho's popes and other shits     
 
exchange/exploit for lootsplits 
getcher *guts* getcher *spirits* 
  
festering fetish lame wish 
goldgash wildpack "religious" 
 
imperious dazzlements 
its screen between me unleashed 
 
shall I plain idealize 
the sight.  Pitter pattered glitz 
 
the poorest field-rat can task: 
"Trance entombed, my forage-struts? 
 
strangely crowned with iciclets, 
thaw-askance in silver nets 
 
that snag some Nixnaut banished  
from huge spook-lakes diminished 
 
to these mini: spangle-splashed 
and scaly his mermarsh face 
 
is damming yours to a drowse: 
your powers sod, your earth cursed, 
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through sulk-palaces hoping pure can interrupt bare; 
moon now in penance for the sure sense of being  
in its favor, its spent sense of withholding  
 
all we owe to nearer motives. Dense with  
forgetfulness, fornicatory notes, avid bows  
across the violins' astringent cold.  
Icier strings than known, lattices across  
whose strips the movie throws its sold liquidities. 
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the moon dives beneath its skin each dawn  
to remain invisible to the spyprobes the satellites  
that aim to link all scan to cast our depths  
for earthsurface till we emerge new in its  
empty strips surveillance announce  
 
some edenic pasture, greasy, tribal, 
 mouth flicked with goldfish scales.  
Windchimes carved from a petrified  
forest fire hang from the limbs.  
Their tinkling interprets the tv tribe—  
 
Weatherchannel is the campfire I crouch at, 
the goldfish bowl my mouth drinks grease from  
eden of interpretations petrified pasture  
like an obsolete Xfact tossed indoors.  
 
The surrounding mountains pursue their peaks  
leisurely, the day keeps advancing its ideas  
of felicity, ripe ideal beneath which we pine  
in shadows of actual, shadows of real,  
deserving less than this, less than the showfacade faux,  
 
leaning merely to wallow in this tadpole pose,  
we fear to test our tongue's obnoxious thrust,  
offering this benefice to none who might indeed  
need its opacity of old: as if that were all the heel  
could enter global meanings marked down  
 
in meadows more mortal or else despising its  
capital, its plenty-of-peace against which we sulk,  
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bear null this lair's fatal laze— 
bide its nether-tide enclosed 
 
with latent emptiness poised 
to bolt free, vain, hopeless wish: 
 
prison whose prism-units 
drown you in crystal cubits      
 
and spot-carpeted carets— 
pools, flood-scummed with gem, facets 
 
unstrung-flung diamond pendants 
it strangles you, chain necklaced. 
 
Immured your murder-led bents 
that followed friendly bloodscents 
 
till fangs throat-fonts firmly drenched 
and feast fell anticlimax 
 
and cycle lay established 
again.  Eternal matrix,  
 
your game's destined accidents 
choreograph each pounce once 
 
but here they're preserved in twice: 
cryocrypts halt their advance, 
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vaults for phantom enpassants— 
jimjammed here that rhythm dance. 
 
Here stands this clearing's essence, 
filmed upon fillspace distance— 
 
oh hear its car-crash score-scants: 
sharkshrieks stilled, prowl-growls silenced. 
 
Look: its slope grows near scar grazed 
with overtook's veer.  Steer-squished 
 
leap-lopes laned below this sluice 
this rapacious avalanche— 
 
this meander labyrinth's 
constellated those hunt-sprints. 
 
Star-quenched in lurid casements 
what vent revives these vagrants. 
 
Plunged in pent, your harms unhitched. 
Sprawled for sleep's random ambush— 
 
hibernate, die! sink finished 
along this blank fishtank maze 
 
or wake, with mindblink ablaze— 
see your scintillant depths catch 
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POEM 
 

Shun panacea, favor the unique cure,  
savior, or else suffer its worldling stance,  
its grasp of all you held in bask of tiptoe  
days, that essence whose deadweight felt right.  
 
Shun panacea provide only unique cures  
that's how they'll know you're a savior  
suffering is for worldlings not locals like us  
in bask of tiptoe days ungrasped sense  
whose death has weighed our rights.  
 
Avenues poise their point route  
of ever-return, that choiring circumference  
you must evade with mimed handouts,  
your gifts still penny-parched, heavens left  
to dry out by hells who barberpole mimes  
 
return to the streets and poise themselves  
point choirs surround them to sing evasions  
of heaven or hell penny-parched gifts contend  
with handouts from a barberpole up the sheerest 
   cliffs.  
 
Does the moon surface so. The way you dive  
beneath your skin must emerge pre-emptorily  
linked to all, plumbline cast for depths  
whose new, stripped presence should  
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It all seems so colorless. 
The past and everything since. 
 
But our chameleon's footprints— 
have they been paned with stained glass? 
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magic from the mimic glance    
of this mirror while it lasts— 
 
how soon noon will melt to mush 
your hoar hour which Eskimos 
 
have more words for than I, mouse 
Michigander, verminous 
 
mite of this sheer terminus 
the Knott brat teetertoes his 
 
trespass at.  He has spare choice 
and careless proceed he must    
 
toward the devouring bless 
this coldsnap moment's incised 
 
in his own flesh.  Oedipus 
ankled.  Pale autumn's glozes    
 
grail incarnations of slush 
frail trail we fugitives mashed 
 
in the wet soil till chill lashed 
it tight with glacier paces 
 
palls in the mornings' stale mess    
of luminescence.  Sunrise 
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et al.   Against its bright best 
(nature's norm-channel brilliance 
 
versus some thumbed thesaurus) 
this polar-stamped dirt contrasts 
 
my feet in a fret of froze 
silly syllabic sets of rows 
 
extinguished glimmer glimpses 
shattered all their gleams I guess—" 
 
Stoic, lone, those shine-lines cast 
to show no magnificence 
 
or quests quixotic-thrust, just    
folk stalked by their hungriness, 
 
critters croaked, varmints vanished 
species extinct or deathwish— 
 
Theirs is not an innocence 
chosen, their hands are not clenched 
 
on church-prayers' lack-response. 
Their trek unlike ours abounds. 
 
Under gait-grates it waits wise 
in its ways portrayed saycheese—  
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Carnivore, killer-corps seized; 
poacher captured, frozenchase. 
 
Mid-stride taken, frigid paste 
haste-hail jails this trodden caste. 
 
Roadcage for an arctic race; 
shod-zoo stocked with dull dreambrates. 
 
Before the snow's blind expanse 
blunders every further fence    
 
a walk may stop precipice 
top this fierce fenestrate lens 
 
but what happens then depends 
on some lost, glossed over sense. 
 
One might pause to muse that post 
or else forget, astonished. 
 
Or kneel to urge weathers worse 
come seal his brr-brief life's course— 
 
(Let elf and unicorn dash 
climate at its timeliest 
 
congeals their furtive crevasse 
strayhorde stayed for a nor' rest.) 
 

 
 


