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        Sharks and small fishes

     
 
 
 It happened at the time when I was still young and full of ambitious. At an age when I was overestimate my powers.
 
 I sailed all over the world for two years with my yacht Ariadne, and there had never been any major incidents. That made me careless. I was warned expressly sailing through this part of the sea without escorts. And the fact that I was now tied up in my cabin like a pile of misery was solely due to my cockiness. Pirates raided my yacht and drunk all the whiskey which they found on board.  
 
 After some hours one of the now full drunk bandits grabbed me, stood me on my feet and opened my chains. Then he took me to the deck. I was already expected here. Nobody of the pirates wanted to miss the upcoming spectacle. Their leader looked at me appraisingly, then grinned shabbily and grabbed a bucket of bait fishes of which I always had several on board. With a dirty laugh he emptied it in the sea.
 
 Not long and the first shark appeared. It was a bull shark, as I could easily see in size and shape. And then another came and another, until a whole swarm followed the yacht and struggled wild for the treats.
 
 The leader, a rough fellow with deep scars in his bearded face, reached for his cutlass and said to me in a drunken voice, "I'll scrape you a bit before I throw you to your friends, then it will not take long." He laughed out loud while he approached me swaying. He bobbed the knife expectant between his fingers.
 
 I was no superhero, and my courage was within natural limits, but giving up and whining, that was out of question for me. I looked over the railing into the sea and was full frightened for all the bull sharks appeared in such numbers. Usually they were loners, and it was rare for them to band together. Maybe I should take it as a compliment.
 
 In a sudden inspiration, I pushed my guard away, rushed to the railing, and jumped with a huge leap between the sharks. I was lucky, tremendous lucky, because the rough skin of the sharks could have hurt me dangerously. And the only chance I had was, not a single drop of blood drew their attention. I plunged deep into the water, trying to put as much distance between me and the greedy for prey snapping sharks as possible.
 
 When I reappeared, I heard screams on the deck. One of the pirates grabbed his weapon and aimed at me. But the waves did not make it easy for him, and when I heard the rattling of the shots, several sharks which surrounded me were hit. Immediately they fought with each other. It was a sight that has frozen my blood. A raging mess of insane monsters in a blood-red sea. I took a deep breath and dived again. The pirates had to get the impression that I would have been a victim of the sharks, too. I stayed under water until my lungs seemed to burst. Only then I emerged again and suck my lungs full of oxygen.
 
 The yacht was already quite far away and the waves provided enough shelter to stay undetected. But where were the sharks? I didn´t want looking for them and tried to avoid any unnecessary movement. That was the only chance to escape my hopeless situation.  
 
 Bull sharks feed almost everything, and their teeth and biting behaviour are similar to those of the Great Whites. Therefore, it took no special effort for me to remain in motionlessness. Minimal movements with my hands were enough to keep me afloat.
 
 The hours went on and the deadly reality had given way to a surreal dream that enveloped fear like a protective cloak. Meanwhile it was getting dark, the sea glittering peacefully under the glowing stars. Carefully, I freed myself from my physical numbness and began to swim. I tried to avoid any hasty movement. Like a divine ribbon the stars showed me the way, and whenever one of the big waves carried me up, I tried to find my bearings. Sometimes I thought, I could see the dark shadow of an island in the distance. I had not doubt that I would physically manage it to reach them swimming. I was still in a pretty good shape. No, that was not what had worried me. Apart from the sharks, barracudas could bring me in serious danger. Barracudas would tear terrible wounds, and even if I was not eaten by them, I would never survive the blood loss.
 
 But those were thoughts that I immediately banished from my head. I had to concentrate with all my strength on the task ahead of me. For despite the favourable current, I would certainly need one to two days in this high waves, until the island would close me in protectively arms. And I really did not want to take away myself to that joy. To make it short, I made it, even faster than expected. Back on the mainland, my consul provided me with makeshift papers, and I started my journey back home to Europe. I have never again heard anything from the pirates and my boat.
 
 Perhaps I should mention, after years had passed and I almost had forgotten the incident, a fortune teller in Brugges read me out off my hand and prophesied that I would be the victim of a raiding should I ever go to sea.
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        O'Maley's dream

     O'Maley fought his way through the feverish heat that shrouded Los Angeles like a pall since days. The sour breeze of sweat and urine, steaming from pores and clothing, gave him a sense of familiarity. He could be satisfied for today, even though two boxes of fruit, scraps of food wrapped in newspaper, and a dozen empty bottles, for which he received a few pennies on the market, were scarcely sufficient for a carefree life in wealth. His hand felt over the shabby jacket, searching for the bottle of cheap red wine a shopkeeper had presented him in a porridge of pity and contempt. Alcohol made him insensitive against all sorts of physical pain. Even his leg did not cause him any trouble, no pain, no pulling, simply nothing. He had lost it in the war. A bomb destroyed an entire village, and his leg, too.
 
 The shopping cart, which he was single-mindedly pushing, stopped abruptly. A loose flagstone blocked the front wheels, hard and absolute like a granite wall. The apples above were flung forward and jumped on the busy street. O`Maley instinctively reacted. With a speed no one would have expected, he hobbled behind them.
 
 The approaching pickup left him no chance. It slammed dully, his head touched the hood, and he hurled in a high arc on the road. He was already unconscious when his body hit the ground. His wrong leg was bent at a right angle. The little dark spot that spread under his head mingled with the alcohol from the broken bottle to a thin red trickle.
 
  O'Maley's eyes widened. The glaring white that exploded in his head faded to a diffuse grey, from which blurred figures peered out ghostly. Voices pierced his consciousness in waves and disappeared again into nothingness. The floor opened, and he fell back into a deep, black hole.
 
  Despite her youth, the female ward doctor had no lack in experience. She carefully lifted an eyelid of the patient and shook her head in surprise. "He dreams, must have a strong will. Amazing that he has held out so long. "
 
 The night nurse at her side nodded equably, "life is a powerful engine. What should happen to him? "
 
 "He stays in intensive care, has to make an effort if he wants to get through." The two women left the sickroom without looking back.
 
 The patient struggling with death got nothing from the conversation. He drifted helplessly in the maelstrom of his memories, until long past events flooded his consciousness and brought back to life. They cried out for a short moment and then disappeared silently in a wide blue ocean. And then that ended, too.
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        The order

     She had approached him a few months after his return from Vietnam. Early in the morning at Rudi's Bar, where hooked, whores and lots of weird people met to share trivialities. But what did words mean? Mostly nothing! This accumulation of failed lives gave him something an uprooted veteran could hardly find in the maw of a middle-class bourgeoisie. Therefore, `mental instability´ was the diagnosis that he was confronted with. He could not even grin about that, in Vietnam there was no psychic stability. The naked madness was the rule. That was probably why they deported him home. Because of his madness. The transition came creeping, he aimed not only at his opponents, but at everything that moved. He became a ticking time bomb, even for his own comrades. He got the ticket for the flight home and an application form for free, psychological care. The state cares about his children. Of course, they gave him a medal. Only the kick in the ass they denied him, but that would probably too much of a good thing.
 
  It was an amazing woman that caught his attention. Dark-haired, around the thirty, elegant. She smiled at him as if there was something about him that was worthy of being smiled at. Nevertheless, he felt flattered. Sure, he was a man and had felt the Viet Cong on his neck for five years. Five years without women, if he ignored the short breaks in Saigon.
 
 She was not a whore, unfortunately. And she did not want to have sex with him, despite her lewdly smile. She just wanted to bait him. He begrudged her this triumph. As the obedient servant of the state, she invited him to the CIA building for the next day to protect the national interests of the United States, as she frankly called it.   
 
 It was clear to him what that meant, they were once again looking for a crazy war hero, who was still prepared killing people, solve them from living. What a fucking shit. But as already mentioned, the lady was exceptionally attractive. She looked serious and a little slutty, a provocative combination. Her tight T-shirt invited him to direct his view to the essentials, at least that's how she presented herself.  
 
 He did her the favour. She believed that her stiff nipples would knock him out. But fact was, he just waited to take on a new task. He had failed in civilian life, had not even tried. How should that even go? Subordinated himself to a hairless office stallion? No way. He was a lone wolf and would always be. And he was proud of it. It was a huge task for him to shape the future in a way that it became his own.  
 
 The next morning, when he entered the CIA building, two cheap suits with corresponding average faces awaited him in the entrance hall. The building was an imposing block of tinted glass and polished steel. They took him in the middle and led him across a brightly lit corridor to an unadorned door that bore no signage. Without knocking on the door, they entered the loveless furnished office, which did not try to intend to overtax the two agents either visually nor intellectually.
 
 The attractive lady from the bar, her name was Pamela Smith, was already there. She stood at the window, winking confidentially. She had forced her figure into a dark blue trouser suit that never had the task of hiding something of her.
 
 The older of the two agents cleared his throat, pointing to the chair in front of his desk, urging O'Maley to sit down. He introduced himself as Jack Taylor. The other called himself John White. How original, Smith, Taylor and White. Number one, two and three on the popularity scale of American names. There was a small folder in front of them on the table. O'Maley could see the passport photo attached to the upper right corner. It showed the face of a young man, it was his face.  
 
 The one who called himself Taylor picked up the folder and opened it, "we know everything about you, well, nearly everything. Various youth homes, car thefts and minor crimes, and again and again violent acts. Then prison and early release for good behaviour. Ten months mercenary in Central Africa. Entry into the army. In Vietnam they discovered your special talent. No one had achieved more kills than you before ... ", he kept flipping through the pages, more out of embarrassment than of curiosity, because he knew what was in it and went on, "before you," his voice lost intensity, "became mentally unstable."  
 
 Surely he was afraid O'Maley might do violence to him, as unstable as he was. Taylor was not completely wrong with it, of course O'Maley could do it. Because of this talent they had called him. So, what did this three monkeys want from him? He leaned back and made himself comfortable. Then he waited patiently. After a pause of silence the younger continued, "do you like Negroes?"
 
 The question surprised him. Three pairs of eyes watched him intently, then White reached for the folder, flipping through it as if he were interested in the content. "Here is written you released a black sergeant from a Viet Cong prison camp, remarkable!"
 
 O'Maley seemed to think for a moment, then broke his silence. "It was a normal deed, not worth mentioning."
 
 "What does it mean not worth mentioning? You risked your live for a Negro."
 
 "Blood is red. And besides, he belonged to my unit. Therefore I did not asked about the number of his pigments."
 
 "And in Saigon, in a brawl involving Marines, you fought against your own people."
 
 This aimless chatter bugged O'Maley. What did these guys want from him? He was convinced that they knew the war only from TV. The jungle through which the two had ever had to crawl, were the table legs in nightclubs after a wild session.  
 
 O'Maley leaned forward and glared at Taylor. Slowly he lost patience. His voice spat ice cubes, "now get out of it, what's up?"
 
 "Enough, it's enough." Pamela hurriedly left her seat at the window, sat down on the side of the desk and crossed her hot legs. Then she looked at him seriously. She came to the point immediately, "we have a national problem. And we need your help, that's why we turn to you.” Her voice was tight, but fell silent again. The whole situation was grotesque, like in a bad script.
 
 "Silence is of no use to you or me," O'Maley grumbled angrily, rising from his chair and furiously arranging his going.
 
 Pamela hopped off the desk and ran after him, "O'Maley, wait, please!"
 
 He looked at her as if she wanted to drag him into a confessional, but then decided to sit again, "all right, I'm listening."  
 
 Pamela breathed with relief. It seemed to O´Maley that they really needed his help. Then she continued, "you have to understand that, it is clear from the report that you have volunteered for military service, but it appears that you changed your mind. On several occasions you said that America has no business in Vietnam, that it's a war against humanity. And then your obsession for Negroes. Not to mention the other things.”  
 
 Of course she meant his state of mind. In extreme situations, he tended to simplify complex situations to facilitate quick action. Ostensibly an advantage as long as you were on your own. In fact, a significant risk factor when acting within a group.
 
 "If you consider statements about war as a yardstick for loyalty, you can send most of our boys home. And if you want to know if I'm loyal, I can assure you, I am. But," he paused, "I don´t want that anyone dictate me what is right for my life, especially not you. I'll make that decision all by myself, you understand." His voice quivered with anger. He wanted to be free, but he also knew that true freedom can only be found beyond the walls built by himself. No, it was this narrow-minded complacency that sparked resistance in him. He loved his country, had fought and killed for it. It was also his America.
 
 Pamela looked at him distraughtly, "I beg you, O'Maley, no one here wants to impose anything on you. But fact is, you're probably the only one who can help us in this particular case. According to the documents, you served as a mercenary for almost a year in Africa." She was silent, expecting that he would said anything.  
 
 He did not do her the favour. He was reluctant to remember that time. A human life was worth less than a glass of water. The ideal preparation for Vietnam.
 
 Realizing that she could not expect any help from him, she continued, "we have liberated the land from Lumumba and led it into democracy. Now there are free elections and the people can live in peace.”  
 
 O'Maley's stomach rebelled. This nonsense came straight from the academy. Of course it was not like that. The CIA murdered the elected president, and in return they brought a devil to power, Mobutu Sese Seko, a bloodthirsty butcher, who presented himself to his people only in leopard skins. Lumumba was a socialist. That was his only mistake. Now he was the ultimate evil, arch enemy of every democrat. He had to go. He was in office for only six months before being arrested by paid CIA mercenaries and shot dead just days later. O'Maley's self-preservation was strong enough not to raise objections.  
 
 Pamela went on, her eyes glanced with enthusiasm. She believed in the bullshit she was telling him. "And now our agent in Kinshasa has uncovered a conspiracy that aims to assassinate the legitimate president."
 
 That was not true, too. In fact, Mobutu had never been elected, it was the army that had put him in power financed and controlled by the Western world.
 
 "Go on, it's starting to get my interest." O'Maley did not trust his own words. Did he just say that?
 
 "The plot is to be occurred on October 30, during the fight Foreman vs. Ali. Mobutu will leave his saved palace to witness the spectacle live. And the presidential suite is only secured by simple bulletproof glass, an easy target with the right weapon."
 
 "And what role should I play in this?"
 
 "You are a sniper, one of the best, and your critical attitude towards state organs will help us. We make appropriate preparations and smuggle you into the terrorist group as a mole. We just want to know if we can rely on you."
 
 That was of course a tricky question. They would never accept a no. With what they had just revealed to him, they could not let him go. He was absolutely sure, still in the building they would kill him. But he was not willing to die, not yet. So he nodded bravely and accepted his fate. Sometimes cowardice was a guarantee of survival. "I'm assuming that my costs will be covered, and that I do not have to worry about my pension." O'Maley saw the relief in their faces. That was the answer they wanted to hear.  
 
 Taylor pulled a bottle of bourbon and four glasses from his desk drawer and poured it half full. O'Maley did not like bourbon, he never liked. And he did not like himself, either. He had just sold his soul.
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        Toxic fog

     Clouds of mist descended over the silent sea. No breeze stirred, only the pale light of a waning moon reflected dully in the deep blue of the sea.
 
 From afar it could be heard the dull throb of a slowly approaching freighter. The engines continued to rumble a few more times before finally falling silent. A deadly calm seized the sea. The freighter drifted silently out of the protective fog. The rattling noise of an anchor chain broke the ghostly silence for a moment. On the deck, a task force was preparing for their mission. Their brutal leader, a giant of a man, gave a hissing order and the men shouldered their snub-nosed machine guns. They led the dinghies into the water and jumped in. With half strength they chugged quietly towards the coast.
 
  The inhabitants of the small village had no idea of the deadly disaster that would soon befall them. They were sleeping peacefully, only the dogs began to bark restlessly. They sensed the danger, but it was already too late. Without making a sound, the men entered the small round huts and opened fire. The rattle of the machine guns mingled with the horrified cries of those condemned to death. After a few minutes everything was over. From the villagers only the women and children were spared. They were rounded up in the middle of the village and tied together with ropes. The bodies of the men were left in the huts. Like a human caravan, the prisoners were led in a long line to the boats. Her screams pierced the innocent night. The prisoners were barely stowed in the hold, when the engines started up again. Slowly the slave ship disappeared with its human freight in the mist.
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        Butterflies are not to kiss

     I had been travelling around the world for several years when it took me to the Seychelles. I wanted to visit an old girlfriend of mine. She lived here since many years.
 
 Before I wanted to look for her, I rented myself to a secluded hotel and enjoyed the overwhelming nature, which in its splendour and opulence intoxicated my senses and my mind. Freed from most of my agony, I walked the next morning barefoot along the beach. Waves rushed up, clawing at boulders and were sucked back into the sea. Nervous crabs ran disorientated behind the dwindling water, while screeching boobies bickered about a carcass that was lonesome and half-gnawed. It smelled of salt, fish and sea.  
 
 I ran faster and faster. Fresh endorphins flowed through my brain. I leaned panting against one of the huge boulders, which laid around as forgotten by a Titan. It had darkened noticeably. A tropical storm announced. Dark clouds approached fast, first drops already slapped my face.
 
 Not far lightnings shot threateningly into the sea. Within seconds, the sky was full of water. Palm trees did bent in the wind. The thundered rain pressed the leaves mercilessly down. He blurred the contours and hid everything behind a misty grey. I felt how the whole island bowed to the storm.
 
 The wind was gaining strength, tearing clouds and rain with it and then raged out over the sea. Within minutes, the sun came back and evaporated the left-behind water. Only small puddles that had formed in the hollows of the boulders were reminiscent of the inferno that just had taken place.
 
 Inwardly and externally cleaned, I made my way back to the hotel. I bent down, grabbed a flat stone and threw it over the sea. The stone struck on the water and jumped up, again and again. I counted to seven before he was sinking after a last, desperate splash. For an unknown reason I was proud of myself.
 
 In the distance, I saw a girl in a white dress, playing in the waves. She knelt down, splashed the water over her head with both hands and laughingly tried to dodge the falling drop. The little girl was one with nature, belonged to the sea and the sky. She had no idea of the adversities in which cemented a life. She lived the moment. She was free.
 
  A few days later, I found my girlfriend's small, enchanted cottage, which was laying between palm trees near the sea. I heard a bell-clear voice approaching quickly. "Mama, Mama." It was the little girl from the beach. She was wearing the white dress again. But the young lady who now stood before me was no longer a little girl. I guessed she was in her mid-twenties. She had the body of an adult woman. Graceful legs, a slender waist and her mother's dark eyes. The hair was long and black and a little wavy. The face was even and had a golden tan. It was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen.
 
 I looked at that gentle face with the big eyes that glared at me without suspicion. They were empty eyes. Eyes that only could ask questions, but never gave answers. Questions were innocent, answers were not. Mary was innocent. Her consciousness had never left childhood. She would remain a little girl until her death.
 
 She proudly presented the shells collected on the beach. She smiled at me, how she smiled at everything in her life. Then she hopped among flowers, crouched down and listened to the birds whose language she seemed to speak. She merged with the small garden, became a part of him. Like a butterfly fluttering from flower to flower and breathed them a soul. A deep love played around my girlfriend's face when she saw her daughter being one with nature.
 
 I swayed and almost lost control of my body. She looked at me in amazement. "Everything alright?" I just nodded. But I felt strangely weak, as if an invisible force wanted to pull me to the ground.  
 
 It was her eyes, Mary's innocent eyes. In them I had discovered something that I thought I had lost it long ago. At that time, it seemed worthless to me.
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        Even killers must die

     With screeching tires Henri drove the black Citroen into the tight corner. The swirling dust settled like a dirty pall on the shiny asphalt.
 
 He had been commissioned by the bosses to take care of the old man. Even now they were afraid of him. And it was his job to take away their fear. Somehow he liked the old man. He was a tough dog during his reign and the boys were devoted to him.  
 
 Henri squeezed the heavy car into the only vacant parking space and jumped out. Impatiently, he followed the meticulously laid gravel path that meandered past flowering acacias, through the lush green of a manicured lawn. In front of the glass door, which was wide enough even for wheelchairs, he paused for a moment, then took a deep breath and pushed it open. He hated hospitals, they made him feel his vulnerability.  
 
 Determinedly, he crossed the sterile entrance hall and hurried to the reception. "Piere Melvin, where can I find him," he asked the pretty Muslima, which was reading a fashion journal and now stared at him with wide eyes.  
 
 "Two inquiries in five minutes, had not thought that somebody would come to visit him," she mumbled in surprise. "Fourth floor, room 18, and you're already the second to ask about Melvin."  
 
 Henri frowned in annoyance. His eyes touched her breasts, which were much to big for her slim body. "You assured us that he would have his rest in front of visitors." His eyes wandered up her throat to the blood-red lips.
 
 "Turn to the ward nurse," she hissed at him angrily.  
 
 Upset he went to the staircase, he had no patience to wait for an elevator. His legs became heavier and heavier with each step. But it was not the muscles that threatened to give up their service, it was the whole atmosphere and what he had to do now that weighed on him. He looked down the hall and counted the doors: "16, 17, 18, it must be the last door." He quickened his pace.
 
 With an ugly squeak the elevator came to a stop. The doors opened noisily and a tall, sporty woman entered the hall. She looked around searchingly. Suddenly a few feet in front of her a door jumped open and a thin black man in a short-sleeved shirt burst out. His hair was twisted into small braids that crowned his head like dead trees crowned a charred forest. When the draft began, the shirt blew open briefly and Henri could see the muffler-equipped barrel of a revolver, which clamped under his belt. "A weapon with a silencer," he registered in astonishment. His eyes searched the man's eyes. "That must be the guy who'd asked about Melvin."
 
 At the same moment, the slender man who had followed Henri's eyes snatched the revolver out of his belt, stabilizing the shot-hand from below with his left hand, and shot three times in Henri's direction. “Bloop”, the glass door shattered with a thud. Apart from a cold breeze, the bullet left a bloody streak over his right ear. “Bloop, bloop”, he felt an impact in his chest, was thrown back and fell to the ground.
 
 The young woman reacted instinctively. With a violent kick, she catapulted the weapon out of the hand of the killer. A second kick hit his head. He dropped to his knees, scrambled to his feet again and stumbled out through the cracked door.
 
 Henri tried to get up, stammered something. His glassy eyes wandered around disoriented and lost in nothingness. Then he collapsed again. The bullets had hit him deadly.  
 
 As if in a trance, the young woman went back into the elevator. Before the old wooden doors closed behind her, she could take a look into the opposite room. An old man laid lifeless in his bed. A bullet had spread his brain over a pillow, from which the blood drops into a red puddle on the floor.
 
 With a jerk, the elevator began to move.
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        The raid

     It was hot in the room, hot, humid and stuffy. A fan attached to the ceiling tried in vain to give the stale air the odour of freshness. The monotone sh, sh, sh prevented Justin from finding deep sleep. Again and again the green Toyota wandered through his half-dreams, until finally he jumped up worried. He had to convince himself. At the door he turned, hesitated a moment, then walked back to the bedside table where the submachine gun was laying. He loved his Heckler and Koch. She was reliable and precise. No wonder, because the Germans looked back on a 1000 years of experience in the murder industry. He shouldered the weapon and went out.
 
 It was already past ten and the night was blacker than ever been before. Not a single star tried to penetrate the darkness. Even the light cones that should illuminated the property lost their strength after a few yards.
 
 He left the guest house. Accompanied by the monotonous rumble of the waves, he took a control course along the water. The LEDs on his small flash light was just bright enough for looking for fresh footprints. He found none. He crossed the courtyard and inspected the three-meter-high defensive wall. It was equipped with barbed wire and secured by cameras. Nobody could enter the property unnoticed.
 
 While Justin continued the tour, Profiet, Terreblanche and van Heusen sat by a bottle of Pinot Noir on the terrace of the main house. On the table in front of them there was a snapper baked in banana leaves, freshly caught in the last light of the sunken sun. A delicacy. Van Heusen grabbed a lime and splashed the juice in his mouth. He grimaced. "The transfers are via Mombasa?"
 
 Profiet nodded. "Nothing changes." And after a short break, which he used to pour himself another glass of wine, he said: "We have to assume that Abu Said will not agree to a dumping of one hundred tons in the sea. The tsunami of 2004 has kept the population alert. The barrels with contaminated waste were disposed too close to the coast. No wonder that they flushed to the beach on the first storm. And we all know what happened then. It was a terrible disaster."
 
 Terreblanche shook his head disapprovingly, "that could have cost his head."
 
 Van Heusen did not want to accept the argument, "he distributes enough alms, then this time he'll just have to dig a little deeper into his pocket. One hundred tons bring him nearly one million euros. I can not imagine him saying no. I pressured him and told him that his brother studies in Cambridge, that he is in our hands." Profiet swallowed in horror. He could hardly believe what he had heard. Terrified, he looked at van Heusen. "Are you crazy? You threat Abu Said? If he takes it personally, we are in mortal danger."
 
 Terreblanche added, "and don´t forget, the mafia gets its share, too.





- Ende der Buchvorschau -

    







Bitstream Vera Fonts Copyright
------------------------------

Copyright (c) 2003 by Bitstream, Inc. All Rights Reserved. Bitstream Vera is
a trademark of Bitstream, Inc.


OEBPS/images/neobooks-logo.jpg
books.com






OEBPS/images/AW4EkFc0PC7D7AS2s1N5.jpg








