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The Village Echo
The Charmouth Historical Journal
OUR CONTRIBUTORS
I am very pleased to report that this issue of the Echo has two new
contributors, Janet Salway and Harvey Pitcher. As you will see they both have
very clear recall of village events of times past. Janet is the daughter of Ellis
Long, the very well known journalist. Janet’s memoir is of a near disaster in
Christmas of 1969 when a younger Cecil Stork displayed exceptional
diligence in his firemanly duties. There was of course, a very good reason. All is
revealed in Turkey on a Hot Tin Roof.
Harvey Pitcher came to the village as an evacuee in 1941 to live with
his aunt at Wisteria Cottage. He was only six years old at the time but his
memories of the village are remarkably clear, particularly of The Limes, the
Whittington’s school. Harvey remembered the name Heather Frampton* from
that first class. Remarkably, Heather recalled Harvey’s name also. On page 12
of this issue, there is an exceptional photo of a class from 1941. This photo
came to light quite recently and it is my great hope that both Heather and
Harvey are in that picture. Neither of them have seen this photo before. It
would be a great justification for the Pavey policy of collecting and
preserving such memorabilia. Harvey’s subsequent career was most
successful; he went on from Charmouth beginnings to a distinguished career
in Russian Studies.
David Bettes’ article marks a new departure for the Echo. It is in
effect, a biography of a dwelling; it was also the home of Reginald Pavey. It
is to be hoped that his account will set a precedent for similar studies in the
future. It should be noted that David has based his article on that which is
known, rather that which is alleged to be historical fact. There have been some
remarkable claims as to the antiquity of some dwellings in the village in the
past. Finding the absolute truth presents problems, but as David says, go as far
as you can – it will always be of interest.

This issue’s Sundry A necdotes File presents another of Malcolm
Bowditch’s collection of delightful village tales. This is an excellent yarn even
more so in that it is true. Once again, Maggie Pratt’s depiction of the event is
quite special; she has captured the essence of the movement of the lorry and
poor old John. Well done and thank you, both Maggie and Malcolm.
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The Village Supper is the third of Rita Whatmore’s poetic endeavours.
They are getting better all the time Rita! The examples to date have all
provided a distinctive, humorous and nostalgic word picture of Charmouth
people of the past. Even the subtle barbs are gentle. The subject of this one has
a special nostalgia in that it was an annual celebration in which the entire
village was involved. Times change. Of all regrets over passing years the
greatest seems to be the demise of the Village Supper. I fancy that Rita would
have little interest in expressing in verse, the reasons for its passing.
* Heather Frampton became Mrs Malcolm Bowditch

The Editor

Future Events
Tuesday 26th February a Public Meeting 7.30 pm. In the Village Hall.
Dr Karin Mew is to give an illustrated talk on

The History of the Local Monasteries; Abbotsbury and
Cerne Abbas
Non Members £1.00

Thursday 14th March Members Night
7.30 p.m in The Elms
Come and join in a light hearted village Quiz.
Team or individuals. Prizes!
The Village Echo, No 8
The Golden Jubilee Edition
The next issue will coincide with the Golden Jubilee of Her Majesty
The Queen. It is our plan to celebrate this memorable event by devoting this
issue of The V illage Echo to photos, particularly of street parties, articles,
stories, even short anecdotes that will help recall those events of fifty years
ago.
Please remember that your photos and other memorabilia will be
photographed and returned to you immediately. Further details will be
published in the next issue of the Quicknews scheduled for mid February.
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“The Wellhead”

A fragment of its recent history.

I am David Bettes. My wife Margaret and I live at The W ellhead in
Charmouth, once the home of Reginald Pavey, the prominent local historian
whose name is honoured in the title of our organization, The Pavey Group.
Being interested in history and living in a house of such age and with such
historical associations it follows that the history of the building is of
particular interest to us.
A few years ago the mortgage on The W ellhead was redeemed and we
received the deeds. These gave us some firm facts about the house, at least
back to 1926. The census reports for 1871, 1881 and 1891 and the parish
electoral rolls gave a few more. * Reginald Pavey included several comments
on the house in his village history which we can probably take as fact. We can
also speculate about some of the changes in the structure. As with all
historical research, the further back we go in time, the less firm information
we have, so this brief account is recent and incomplete; the search goes on.
My first date from the legal documents I have is 30th July 1926, when
Ellen Adams, of The Ship Hotel, Faversham, Kent, sold “Bruton House” to
Reginald William Juxon Pavey, Gentleman, of 12, The Avenue, Clifton, for
£1,650. Of this sum, £650 was paid to Alfred Pass, of the Manor House,
Wootton Fitzpaine, to repay a mortgage on the property. (One of Pavey’s
notes tells us that A.C. Pass bought the manor of Charmouth from a
J.J.Coulton.) The Electoral Roll for 1926, dated October, lists Ellen Adams
as living in Bruton House. Mr Pavey raised a mortgage of £1,312, at an
interest rate of 5%, from a solicitor in Exeter and repaid this in January 1932.
The receipt gives his address as The W ellhead. So we know that the name
was changed by Mr Pavey from Bruton House to The W ellhead sometime
between July 1926 and January 1932.
The garden contains a large stone wellhead which was given to Mr
Pavey by “The Pre”. I suspect this to have been a retirement present when he
retired from teaching. We can only speculate as to whether the gift prompted
the name change, or vice versa; my guess would be that he had decided to
make the change, and this prompted the gift. The wellhead has a date of 1926,
so we can assume that he retired that year. We can further speculate that the
mortgage with the Exeter solicitor was to provide a bridging loan. We also
know from the Electoral Roll of 1931 (as well as from the memory of older
residents) that he lived in the house with two sisters, Alice Bertha Robinson
Pavey and Marguerite Emma Pavey. A note in The Pavey Room
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records that his mother also was living there at the time of her death in 1937.
Reginald Pavey died on 22nd April 1973, 47 years after retiring! One
assumes that he retired at a very early age, possibly because he inherited
enough money to make it unnecessary to work (but why the loan from the
solicitor?) It is tempting to try to follow up this little puzzle, but of course it is
not relevant to the story of the house. Probate was granted on 13th July 1973
to the executors, who were the National Westminster Bank, Courtney Wilde of
Bridport (solicitor?) and Harold White of Charmouth, who had worked for Mr
Pavey for some time as gardener. The 1971 Electoral Roll
records that
Harold and Vera White were living in The Wellhead with Mr Pavey in 1971,
but were on their own in 1975. The executors sold the property to M. Lake
and W. Reeves in March 1976. Messrs Lake and Reeves sold the house and
about one third of the garden to us in Feb 1977.
Photo : P.M. Press

The Wellhead

The House Today
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The new boundary of the land was the edge of the village conservation
area, and the remaining southern portion of the land was later developed as
Downside Close. (It is interesting that in the 50 years between 1926 and 1976
the property increased in value by about 10 times; in the 25 years since 1976
the increase has been the same, making the annual rate twice as high, and this
disregards the loss of a valuable piece of building land.)
Before 1926 my only facts regarding ownership come from the census
reports for 1871, 1881 and 1891 and the Electoral Rolls. The latter show that
in 1921 the house was occupied by Francis Harvey Davies and Constance
Mary Davies. In 1915 there was no entry, so either the house was uninhabited
or occupied by someone not qualified to vote - a widow perhaps. In 1901 and
1906 the house was inhabited by Reuben Durrant. Reuben Durrant and his
wife Amelia were listed in the 1891 census as the only occupants of Bruton
House. In 1891 he was 57 and Amelia was 56, so she could have been still
living in the house in 1915 aged 80. Pavey mentions in his notes that the house
was originally the farm house of Foxley Farm, which “extended as far as the
Devils Bellows on each side of the road to Lyme”. He also says that the last
farmer to live in the house was Reuben Durrant. The implication is that the
house had been a farm house until that time. Pavey’s description of the house
says that the present kitchen had been the dairy, and the room which joins the
house to Melbourne House had been the stable. However the census records
suggest that certainly from 1871 to sometime in the 1890s the house was not
used as a farm house.
In 1881 Bruton House was occupied by C.P.T. Grant, a bachelor of 52,
together with Annie Snowdon, a widow of 44 and her daughter Ethel, 17, and
Bessie Start, 18, from Uplyme. The census lists their occupations as
gentleman, housekeeper, scholar and servant. (Here is another interesting and
tempting by-way. Not many girls of 17 were still at school in 1881. ) The 1881
census lists Bruton House. The 1871 census is not so helpful! In this case
very few of the separate properties in The Street are identified. However, in
one house which seems by its position in the records to be at the top of The
Street, we find the household of Henry Grant, Capt RN (retired), aged 48, his
brother Charles, aged 42, and a staff of four servants; Ellen Hall, 49, cook and
housekeeper; Mary Pidgeon, 18, housemaid; Ruth Adams, 14, kitchen maid,
and George Pidgeon, 22, general servant. It seems to me extremely unlikely
that Captain Grant was a working farmer.
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So to summarise the occupancy of the house from 1871 to 2001 :1871 Capt Henry Grant, his brother and household
1881 Charles Grant and household
1891 Reuben Durrant and his wife
1901 Reuben Durrant, and perhaps his wife (the Electoral Roll would not list
his wife)
1906 the same
1915 possibly Reuben’s widow
1921 Francis Harvey and Constance Mary Davies
1926 Ellen Adams and later R.Pavey
1971 R.Pavey with Harold and Vera White
1973 Harold and Vera White
1977 David and Margaret Bettes
The history of the structural changes is largely speculative. Pavey’s history
says that the original farmhouse was the central part of the house; it is not
clear if the dairy and stable are from the same period. He also says that this
central core is Jacobean; certainly the main corridor is much worn where
generations of occupants have stepped into the main house.
Photo: Ray Lancaster

The Wellhead in the Garden
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At some later stage a small wing was built onto the back of the house,
and the wall between the upper storey of this and the room above the old dairy
at some time had an opening, of the sort which might give entry to a loft. Next
to this, on the ground floor was a workshop, now a bathroom and probably
added by Mr Pavey. It seems likely, from the style of architecture, that two
bays, at front and back, were added by him also, perhaps in the 1930s.
Garden railings seem to have been sacrificed to the war effort in the 1940s.
The builders who bought the house in 1976 made some changes to internal
partitions.
I hope this brief account might stimulate others to look into the history
of their home. I am sure that some of the properties in the village have more
extensive deeds. I hope also that this note illustrates in a small way the use
which can be made of the valuable records available in The Pavey Room.
* (Copies of all these documents are held in The Pavey Room.)
David Bettes
Photo: Ray Lancaster

The Crest on the Wellhead
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A CHARMOUTH EVACUEE
With my aunt, Juliette Pitcher, I spent the years 1941 and 1942 in
Charmouth. I was four when we arrived and six when we left. My parents had
to stay in London but visited us occasionally. Aunt Juliette rented Wisteria
Cottage, adjoining Langley House; the whole building, Pat Stapleton has
since told me, had once been Charmouth Post Office. Our landlord was Mr
Holly. Mrs Holly was kind and cheerful, but he was very solemn. In the front
room he had a stationer's shop, but paper was in such short supply in wartime
that he had very little to sell. In later years my Aunt Kay, another one-time
Charmouth resident, could be reduced to helpless giggles by my father's
imitation of Mr Holly pronouncing in sepulchral tones: "You can't get ‘em
nowadays." The Hollys had one other lodger, the mysterious Miss l'Ansen,
whom we scarcely ever saw.
Food was also in short supply. We were regular customers of "the
rabbit man", who came round once a week selling rabbit at the door. Aunt
Juliette was resourceful with tripe. On the long walks that were our chief
recreation, we picked mushrooms, (being close to the ground was a help in
spotting ones half-hidden in the grass) and blackberries to be stewed with
apple, and even nettles, though you needed a suitcase full to produce a single
helping. The only fish we ever ate were sprats, except for one occasion when
we had red mullet.
This was Aunt Kay`s doing. Unlike her sister-in-law Juliette, Kay
could be an awkward customer. She turned up unannounced one day on our
doorstep, having "absconded" from the Land Army after a fortnight: to work
as a farm labourer was one thing, she said, but to be treated like one was very
different. Entrusted soon after her arrival with the task of buying "some nice
fish", she came back with red mullet. It had cost her seven shillings and six
pence (or so the story goes. I suspect the figure kept pace over the years with
the cost of living). Juliette never forgave this unpardonable extravagance. Kay
also got us into trouble with the Hollys.
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They were carefully storing apples from the garden on trays in the
loft. Kay resolved to bring one down for me. “They'll never miss a single
apple.” Needless to say, they did and straight away. Bitter recriminations and
abject apologies must have followed. And it was Kay who composed for my
amusement the irreverent quatrain : “Daisy Pavey / Fell in the gravy./ When
she came out,/ Her hair was all wavy.” This must have been an unkind
allusion to the straight hair of one of Reginald Pavey's unmarried sisters.
Eventually Kay decided to move on and Juliette breathed a sigh of relief.
In my five-year-old's mental map of Charmouth, the main
co-ordinates were Higher Sea Lane (a grassy asphalt track?) and Lower Sea
Lane, which was a proper road. Somewhere in between, on our side was the
Coach & Horses, where the buses stopped, and nearer still was the Church. As
soon as my behaviour could be relied upon, we went there every Sunday
morning. Aunt Juliette was prompted less, I imagine, by religious feelings
than by her anxiety to secure a certain position, however modest, in the
Charmouth social hierarchy.
As we came away, the Rector would be standing in the porch to
exchange a few words with his parishioners. 'And how is little Humphrey
getting on?" Mr Ovens would say, beaming in my direction. Finally I could
take this no longer. "I`m not Humphrey," I blurted out, "I'm Harvey!" My
words were probably unintelligible, but Aunt Juliette was shocked by this
breach of social decorum.
On the other side of the road at the bottom of my map was "The
Limes", where the Miss Whittingtons lived. Whether they lorded it over the
village I do not know, but to a five-year-old they seemed unthreatening. I
remember the names of Miss Dolly, Miss Winnie and Miss Beryl, who was
away on active service. My brother, six years older than myself and a summer
holiday visitor, remembers tennis coaching at "The Limes” and that must have
been Miss Joan, who had played at Wimbledon, he says.
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I was a pupil at The Limes School for four terms, starting in
September 1941 just after my fifth birthday and continuing until Christmas
1942. My aunt kept my school report book and some receipts. The fees were
two guineas a term: those were the days when professional people always
charged in guineas. "Extras" included milk (five shillings) and dancing (also
five shillings). During the second term there is a charge of half-a-guinea for
"Speech training". I know what this refers to. I could not sound my
consonants properly: "Harvey" came out as "Ha-he". Miss Winnie (was it?)
gave me special training, making me repeat words after her and giving me
words to practise at home.
I have a particular memory of her sitting at a desk or table at the far
end of the drawing room. I go in after lunch and sit down opposite her. The
beautiful long window is on my right, with the sun shining through the
branches of the tree outside. Miss Winnie leans over, shows me her
wrist
-watch and asks me to tell her the time. I have no idea how to tell the time but
don`t like to admit it. But I know what the time must be, because I left home at
five to two. "Two o'clock," I answer promptly. Miss Winnie is
puzzled,
since I have scarcely glanced at her watch. Further questions reveal the truth.
She then explains to me how to tell the time: a useful lesson. The incident
lodges in my memory because I realise I have not been quite truthful.
Miss Dorothy (Dolly) Whittington, the headmistress, had an
assistant mistress, Miss Charlotte Goodfellow. All the comments in the report
like "Harvey has begun to write Compositions" are in Miss Whittington's
hand, whereas Miss Goodfellow comments only on my progress in dancing.
One dance we learned was called "the Russian". Its proper name, I discovered
much later, is the lyezginka, a breathtakingly energetic Caucasian dance often
performed to admiring audiences by troupes of young Red Army soldiers. You
squat on the floor, hands on hips. throw one leg, then the other, out to the side,
heel uppermost and in this way propel yourself across the floor with much
cheerful shouting. Unless you topple over first.
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Miss Goodfellow’s obvious passion for dancing may have had a good
reason. The Pavey Group archives show that in I 943 she married an American
serviceman. Did she meet him, I wonder, on the dance-floor at Lyme Regis?
None of the above memories has a very " direct" feel: they are what I
was told about, pieced together for myself and perhaps elaborated on later. My
more direct memories are few: of our little group sitting round a table in the
garden of The Limes waiting for a lesson to begin or of running down from
the top of the hill with a boy of my own age. Puzzlingly, not one of these
memories is connected in any way with the war.
Harvey Pitcher

Whittington School The Limes 1941
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Sundry Anecdotes File
No 4 Fire Alarm Alarm!
John Childs was a part-time fireman as well as being a plumber and the
owner of the village ironmongers. He lived with his wife and family on Higher
Sea Lane at the top of the village, whilst the Fire Station was at the bottom.
On one occasion he was running down The Street in response to a fire
alarm, when a very slow-moving lorry carrying greengroceries drew level with
him. Thinking quickly, he jumped on the back of the lorry in the belief that it
would get him to the station more rapidly. In practice it got him down the hill
much faster than he anticipated. As the lorry approached the bottom of the hill
John attempted to dismount, but the lorry driver at that point changed up a
couple of gears, leaving him clinging to the tailboard as they roared past the
station. John was way up on the next hill, almost to Bellair before he could get
off, by which time he was farther away from the station than he was when he
first left home.
As related by Cecil Stork to Malcolm Bowditch in the Star Inn on
7th February 1987
Maggie Pratt.
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Is There no Such Thing as a Ghost?

It appears that we’ve run out of ghost stories for the Echo. This really is
a pity, as in previous issues they have generated much interest and
comment. I also know that there are other such tales. I have been made aware
of their existence, although no one to date has been prepared to develop any
of the stories fully. One can well guess the reasons for this reluctance; it
would take an especial courage to introduce the subject of the supernatural into a conversation in this day and age. Imagine this in the Royal Oak.
By far the greater pity is that these tales, ghost or otherwise,
far
-fetched, superstitious, and infantile as they might seem, are important in that
they were the only entertainment once upon a time. The storyteller and the village folk singer were the only means by which the local history and
traditions were preserved. These were the only media as recently as five generations ago. (Now we have Soaps and Channel Four).
So if any reader has the memory of something learnt at granny’s knee,
of an ancient rhyme, tale, tune or jingle and of course a ghost story, who
would be prepared to have an item recorded, a significant contribution to
village history would be made. You would also have the distinction of
serving as one of the last proponents of the Charmouth oral tradition.
We would therefore be very pleased to meet you. If your tale were to
be a ghost story you might prefer to contact us by letter, or by ‘phone, or even
talk to a tape recorder in private if you so desire. We promise not to tell a soul.
The Editor
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The Village Supper
Excitement is mounting, the night is now here
We're all getting ready for the event of the year.
The tables are set up in rows down the hall
Each hostess competing for best overall.

Out comes the best china and cloths sparkling white
Open the doors we're dressed up for the night.
Up in the kitchen they're mashing the spuds
Carving the ham and cooking the puds.

The firemen are ready in pinny and hat
To wait at the tables and fill in the chat.
Dinner is over, clear the tables away
Light up the stage for our cabaret!

With Ellis, Joyce Spurdle and Glad Frampton too
With such wealth of talent it reads like Who's Who.
Then on with the dancing, just look at the men
Swing the girls off their feet and do the knees bend.

Every one's out there doing a jig
If you want any booze it's outside for a swig.
Now all too soon its time to go home
To wait a whole year ‘til the next one comes round.
Rita Whatmore
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Turkey On A Hot Tin Roof
Christmas morning 1969 dawned bright and sunny, one of those
glorious mornings when the only place to be is beside the sea.
Four of us - my husband, Brian, and I, plus our two small daughters
were somehow squeezed, along with all the paraphernalia of Christmas, into
Nora and Ellis Long's bungalow in Barrs Lane. I lay awake on Christmas Eve
long enough to hear the church clock strike twelve, gathering speed as it
headed towards midnight. Father Christmas would be having a clear run on
such a brilliant starlit night.
Next morning, after stocking-opening and the promise of more
presents after lunch, we were encouraged to go down to the beach whilst Nora
dealt with the finer points of lunch. The pudding was bubbling on top of the
stove and the turkey gurgling away inside it, as we promised to be back in
time to help with the vegetables. An hour or so later, we dragged ourselves
reluctantly away from sand and sea and set off up Lower Sea Lane. We'd
hardly reached the Common when the fire siren sounded. This was normally
the cue to rush out of the house to watch the men racing down the hill from all
directions, and then, if we were fortunate, to see the engine hee-hawing its
urgent way to the crisis. We were too far away to see the action, but when the
siren stopped almost immediately after setting off, it was obvious that the fire
was somewhere right in the middle of the village. In Barrs Lane, to be
precise, as we discovered a few minutes later.
Fearing the worst as we edged past the engine, which was all but
blocking the lane, we found it was not Granny and Brown Gables which were
on fire, but the bakehouse next door.
Harold Smith, the baker at the time, was a good friend of my
father's. When Pa couldn't sleep he would wander into the bakery at five or so
in the morning, when he and Harold would put the world to rights over a cup
of tea, inspired by the glorious smell of freshly baked bread. Now, Harold was
standing, dejected and almost in tears, watching smoke and flames pouring
from the flour hoist as his precious bakery was being destroyed.
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His distress was double-edged. Not only would he no longer have a
bakehouse, but in one of the bread ovens were ten turkeys belonging to
villagers whose birds, stuffed and bacon draped, had proved too big for their
own ovens. Such a generous gesture on the part of the local baker was
customary in those days, and in many villages still is.
Anxious spectators filled the lane and the garden of Brown Gables as
firemen raced up and down the drive with hoses and ladders. One young
fireman, Cecil Stork, seemed to be working as hard as all the rest put
together. Not surprising, since his own Christmas lunch was, quite literally, at
stake. But the village, being the friendly, interdependent community that it
was, soon saw to it that each distressed family would be invited to share
another's feast.
It was getting on towards lunchtime. Mother went indoors to turn the
oven down, since it would scarcely have seemed fitting to sit down to our own
lunch in full view of such a crowd. Gradually, the blaze was brought under
control. Then Station Officer George Bastin deemed it safe to suggest that he
and Harold venture into the twisted, smoking wreckage. The crowd waited
with bated breath. A very few minutes later, the two men emerged, their faces
wreathed in smiles. On opening the oven, all the turkeys were found to be
perfectly safe …and done to a turn.
Janet Salway

Mellopavo

eagris
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Our Sponsors
This list is of those people and organisations who have given
most generously in support of the Village Echo and the
Pavey Group

Mrs Joan Pavey
Vera Matthews
Charmouth Fayre
Pat & John Stamp
Mr & Mrs Longman
Jeff & Carol Prosser
Peter & Maggie Press
Charmouth Companions
Francis Lock, Pharmacist
Ray & Rosalind, Stow House
Malcolm & Heather Bowditch
Richard Wyatt, Roofing Specialist
Geoff and Pauline Adams, Morgans
Elaine & Bob Love, Villager Stoves
Ian and Liz, The White House Hotel
Messrs Fortnam. Smith and Banwell
Peter Noel, Marshall Noel Accountants
Mr & Mrs Ray Capewell, The George Inn
Peter Sayers, South West Electrical Services
Mr & Mrs John Davis, The Hensleigh House Hotel
Mike Smith, Frampton, Read & Smith, Accountants

Winter Opening Schedule
The Pavey Room will be open Tuesday mornings from 10am to Noon
and on Thursday evenings from 7pm to 9pm.
Or By Special Arrangement
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CHARMOUTH FISH BAR
AND SEA SHELLS CAFÉ
NOW OPEN ALL THE
YEAR ROUND
FOR DETAILS OF OPENING TIMES
TELEPHONE : 01297 560220

MACE
J.R.W.BRAGG
(Chris and Caroline Taylor)

YOUR

LONDIS STORE
IN CHARMOUTH

for a

Friendly Welcome and
Value For Money

TELEPHONE
CHARMOUTH 560304
OFF LICENCE - FRESH PRODUCE
SUN COTTAGE WHOLE FOODS
FREE LOCAL DELIVERIES

Tel: 01297 560252

MIKE BOWDITCH

Builder and General
Maintenance Work
Tel : 01297 560129

Vincent `s

Gwen Oxenbury
BED AND BREAKFAST
GreenBanks
Lower Sea Lane, Charmouth
Five Minutes From beach

HAIR DESIGN

THE STREET CHARMOUTH
DORSET DT6 6PU

Tel : Charmouth 560227

Telephone: (01297) 560221

ANTHEA THOMAS

BED AND BREAKFAST
Pharmacy House, Lower Sea Lane,
CHARMOUTH, Dorset, DT6 6LH
Mary Davis – Tel (01297 560025)
En-suite, Tea/coffee making facilities
T.V., Radio and Hair Drier

BED AND BREAKFAST

Swansmead, Riverway
Charmouth, Dorset.

Full English Breakfast
5 minutes from the Beach
Always a warm welcome

Tel : 01297 560465
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