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Spain: El Duende y El Ruido
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From the personal journal of Miguel Sánchez, celebrated Spanish 

poet and reluctant cultural attaché to President Trump

October 17, 2026

They asked me today why I accepted this position when I have spent my life in pursuit of words that matter. How could I, who once wrote that "silence is the only true response to power," now serve as cultural interpreter to a man who has never met a silence he did not feel compelled to fill?

I told them what I could not tell myself until now: I wanted to witness what would happen when a man who understands only volume encountered a nation built on depth.

Spain is not a country that can be governed through noise. We are a people formed in the spaces between sounds. Our soul resides in what we call duende—that mysterious power that everyone feels but no philosopher can explain. It is the spirit of the earth, a power and not a behavior, a struggle and not a concept. It is what rises from the soles of the feet. It is why the great Lorca said a dead man in Spain is more alive as a dead man than anywhere else in the world.

How does one explain duende to a man who believes gold bathroom fixtures are the height of sophistication?

November 3, 2026

Today the President demanded that flamenco dancers perform at a state dinner "with more energy, much more high energy, the best energy." The lead dancer, María, fixed him with a stare that contained five centuries of Andalusian pride and replied, "Señor Presidente, flamenco is not about energy. It is about earth and blood and death."

He laughed uncomfortably and said, "Well, that sounds very negative, very dark. I like positive things, winners."

Later, I found María smoking in the garden. "He cannot understand," she said, not looking at me. "To him, everything is surface. To be Spanish is to know that the surface is a lie we tell to protect others from what burns beneath."

I asked her why she had agreed to perform.

"Because I wanted to see if he could feel it," she said. "Even those who do not understand can sometimes feel duende if it strikes them." She crushed her cigarette beneath her heel. "But you cannot feel duende if you are afraid of death. And that man is terrified of his own mortality. He builds towers with his name to convince himself he will not be forgotten."

"And now he governs Spain," I said.

She laughed, a sound like dry leaves. "No one governs Spain, Miguel. Not really. Kings, dictators, presidents—they pass over us like shadows while we remain who we have always been."

December 21, 2026

The winter solstice, the longest night of the year. In the old tradition, it is a time for stories that acknowledge the darkness before celebrating the returning light.

The President chose today to announce his "Spain Brilliance Initiative"—a plan to install LED lighting across all historic districts "to make Spain the brightest, most tremendous country, people will see it from space, believe me."

When the Minister of Cultural Heritage attempted to explain the importance of darkness—how our medieval streets are meant to create shadow and mystery, how our festivals celebrate the interplay of light and dark, how even our Baroque churches use darkness to create transcendence—the President dismissed him as "very negative, very low energy."

I was asked to explain to the President the Spanish concept of darkness. I tried to tell him about the deep night of Goya's Black Paintings, about Zurbarán's monks emerging from shadow, about how Spaniards do not fear the dark but recognize it as the necessary counterpart to light.

"In Spain," I told him, "darkness is not the absence of light, but its context. Without darkness, light has no meaning."

He looked at me blankly and asked if I was "some kind of goth."

Later, I walked the streets of old Madrid, where centuries of footsteps have worn the cobblestones smooth. In the depths of a narrow callejón, where the buildings lean toward each other like old men sharing secrets, I looked up at the sliver of starry sky between the ancient eaves and thought: Some spaces must remain untouched by presidential decree. The darkness between stars is not empty; it is what allows us to see the light.

February 14, 2027

The President has declared war on Spanish time. New regulations require all government offices to operate on "Trump Time"—an attempt to impose American-style punctuality on our fluid relationship with the clock.

"The Spanish economy will be huge, so huge, when people start showing up when they're supposed to," he announced. "Lateness is for losers."

What he does not understand is that Spanish time is not simply a more relaxed version of American time. It is an entirely different conception of temporality—one based not on the mechanical division of hours but on the natural rhythm of life, on human connection, on the understanding that a moment fully lived is worth more than a dozen rushed through.

I watched today as an elderly woman in Toledo, informed that her pension appointment had been moved to comply with the new punctuality requirements, listened politely to the government official, nodded, and replied: "Yo no vivo en el tiempo del reloj, sino en el tiempo del corazón." I do not live in clock time, but in heart time.

The official stamped her form and told her she would be fined for missing the new appointment time. She smiled with the serene dignity that comes from having survived Franco, two recessions, and the loss of her husband and son, and said, "El tiempo del hombre pasa. El tiempo de España permanece." Man's time passes. Spain's time remains.

In that moment, I saw more clearly than ever that Trump's war is not with Spanish inefficiency, as he believes, but with a civilization that has always understood something he cannot: that time is not money, but life itself, and how we move through it defines who we are more than what we accomplish within it.

April 10, 2027

Holy Week in Seville. The ancient processions moving through streets that were old when Columbus sailed. Black-clad penitents, faces covered, carrying enormous floats bearing Christ and the Virgin Mary, moving at a pace so slow it seems they are barely moving at all.

The President was scheduled to attend for twenty minutes—a photo opportunity. His security detail had mapped a route, planned to the minute. But something happened that no one expected, least of all Trump himself.

As the first procession approached, drums beating like a collective heartbeat, trumpets cutting the night air with a sound so piercing it seemed to open a wound in the world, I watched his face. For once, he did not speak. The massive float bearing the Virgin of Macarena, her face streaked with glass tears that caught the light of a thousand candles, swayed slightly as the hidden bearers beneath, steps synchronized in perfect, painful harmony, moved it forward centimeter by centimeter.

Time stopped. The crowd, tens of thousands strong, fell silent. The only sounds were the drums, the agonized trumpets, and the shuffle of feet beneath the float.

And then it happened—from somewhere in the crowd, a single voice rose in saeta, that spontaneous, ancient lament that comes not from training but from the very marrow of Spanish experience. The singer, unseen, unleashed a cry so raw, so pure in its expression of passion and grief that it seemed to pierce the night like a blade.

I looked at Trump. His face, usually animated with self-satisfaction, had gone still. Something crossed it—confusion, perhaps, or the first intimation that he stood in the presence of something he could neither control nor fully comprehend.

"What was that?" he whispered when the voice faded and the procession moved on. For once, he asked not to fill silence with his own voice, but out of genuine incomprehension.

"That," I said, "was duende."

"Can we get that for the White House?" he asked after a moment.

I shook my head. "Duende cannot be purchased or commanded. It emerges from suffering transformed into art, from facing death and making of it something beautiful. It comes from the earth, from history, from wounds that never fully heal but learn to sing."

He looked at me blankly, then resumed his usual expression. "Well, it was very special, very Spanish. Good ratings, very good ratings."

But that night, his tweet about the experience contained no exclamation points, no superlatives. Just seven words: "Saw something tonight. Still thinking about it."

It was, perhaps, the most honest thing he had ever written.

June 18, 2027

The heat has come to Madrid, that dry furnace that makes the city feel like the inside of a terra cotta pot. In response, life slows, shifts to the margins of the day. Dawn and dusk become the hours of activity; midday a time for retreat and reflection.

The President refuses to adapt. He has installed American air conditioning at full blast in the Moncloa Palace and continues his schedule through the killing heat of afternoon, outraged that ministers and officials are unavailable during the traditional siesta hours.

"Lazy, so lazy, how does anything get done in this country?" he complained during a meeting to which only foreign officials accustomed to ignoring the rhythms of Spanish life showed up.

I tried to explain that siesta is not laziness but wisdom—a recognition of natural limits, an acknowledgment that there are times when striving must yield to being. That in the purifying crucible of Spanish summer, to rest is not weakness but strength.

"To be Spanish," I told him, "is to understand that there are forces larger than human will—the sun, the earth, the passage of time, the certainty of death. We do not defy these forces; we honor them through traditions that have evolved over centuries to help us live in harmony with what cannot be changed."

He looked at me with genuine incomprehension. "But I change things all the time. That's what winners do. We change things and make them better."

In that moment, I understood the true clash between Trump and the Spanish soul. It is not merely a difference of style or custom or pace. It is a fundamental disagreement about humanity's place in the cosmos.

To be American—at least, to be Trump's vision of American—is to believe that human will can and should triumph over all natural constraints. To be Spanish is to know in your bones that the universe is ultimately indifferent to human striving, and that dignity comes not from conquering but from enduring with grace, from creating beauty in the face of limitation.

I wonder if he will ever understand that the siesta persists not because Spaniards lack ambition, but because we have seen empires rise and fall on our soil and learned that in the merciless light of midday truth, all empires are revealed as temporary. It is not pragmatism that drives us to close our shops and draw our blinds against the sun; it is a wisdom so deep it no longer needs to speak its name.

September 8, 2027

Today I witnessed what can only be described as the most Spanish response possible to Trump's presidency.

After months of the President's complaints about the "negativity" of traditional Spanish culture—the black-clad abuelitas, the solemn processions, the fascination with death in our art and literature—the mayor of a small town in Extremadura invited him to attend their annual festival.

Trump, always eager for adoration, agreed, expecting perhaps flamenco dancers and paella, sanitized for presidential consumption.

What he found instead was a centuries-old tradition called "La Bajada del Ataúd"—a mock funeral procession in which townspeople carry a coffin down a steep hill, pretending to trip and stumble along the way, while the person inside the coffin (representing the soul of the village) shrieks with dramatic flair. At the bottom, the "corpse" emerges, and the entire town erupts in celebration—drinking, dancing, and feasting until dawn.

It is a ritual that encapsulates the Spanish soul perfectly—our awareness of mortality transformed into celebration, our fatalism converted to joy, our sense of tragedy transfigured into comedy without diminishing its truth.

The President's face as he watched the coffin careen down the hill, surrounded by laughing, weeping villagers, was a study in cultural bewilderment. When they asked him to drink from the communal wine skin, he hesitated, then relented, spilling most of it down his tie as the crowd cheered his clumsy attempt.

For a moment—just a moment—he was not Donald Trump, President and self-proclaimed winner, but simply a man caught up in something older and deeper than himself, a participant in a ritual that transformed fear into communion.

"I don't get it," he said to me afterward, his hair slightly disheveled, a stain of red wine on his white shirt like a wound. "Why would people celebrate with a coffin? Very strange, very negative."

"Because in Spain," I told him, "we do not defeat death by pretending it doesn't exist. We acknowledge it, mock it, drink with it, and dance with it. That's how we rob it of its power."

He shook his head. "Well, the people seemed to be having a good time. Good people, very good people."

And then, in a moment of unexpected candor, he added: "Nobody told me Spain would be like this. They said tapas and beaches and bulls. Nobody said anything about all this... feeling."

"That's because Spain cannot be explained," I replied. "It can only be experienced. And even then, never fully understood."

He nodded, uncharacteristically thoughtful, and for an instant, I thought perhaps something of the Spanish soul had touched him after all.

Then his phone buzzed, and he was gone, back into the digital world where everything can be quantified, ranked, and reduced to 280 characters.

But for that brief moment, standing in a village square that had witnessed centuries of life, death, and celebration, watched over by the impassive stars that will outlast all presidents and all nations, Donald Trump had encountered something that could neither be bought nor bullied nor tweeted into submission: the mysterious, indomitable spirit of Spain.

And Spain, as it has done with every would-be conqueror since the Phoenicians, simply absorbed him into its ancient story without bothering to learn his name.



Miguel Sánchez

Poet and Cultural Attaché



Private journal, not for publication(Published posthumously in 

"El País," 2031, following the restoration of constitutional 

democracy)
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Germany: The Black Forest and the Golden Tower
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From the private journal of Professor Klaus Müller, 

philosopher and reluctant cultural advisor to President Trump 

during his tenure as German Chancellor

15. Oktober 2027

Today President Trump asked me a question that revealed the chasm between American pragmatism and German philosophical depth: "Why do you people overthink everything? Just make decisions and move on. All this analyzing and discussing—it's very inefficient, very time-consuming."

We had just concluded a three-hour cabinet meeting where ministers had carefully examined an infrastructure proposal from multiple angles—historical precedent, environmental impact, long-term cultural implications, ethical considerations. What Germans call gründlich—thoroughness that borders on the sacred.

"In America, we make quick decisions," he continued. "Fast decisions. We don't spend all day talking about the meaning of everything. We just do what works."

How do you explain to someone who lives entirely in the realm of practical results that Germans understand thinking itself as a form of action? That we inherited from Kant the notion that the unexamined decision is not worth making? That what Americans call "overthinking" we call respect for the complexity of existence?

I tried to explain through Heidegger's concept of Dasein—being-in-the-world—that rushed decisions often create more problems than they solve because they fail to account for the deeper structures of reality.

"Heidegger?" Trump interrupted. "Never heard of him. What did he accomplish? Did he build anything? What were his measurable achievements?"

In that moment, I realized I was speaking to someone who could not conceive that a life spent in pure thought might be a life well-lived, that some of humanity's greatest achievements exist not in marble and steel but in ideas that reshape how we understand ourselves and our world.

He measures worth by external accomplishments while remaining blind to the internal transformations that make all meaningful accomplishment possible.

22. Oktober 2027

President Trump's encounter with German craftsmanship has been a daily lesson in the collision between American speed and German perfection. This morning he visited the workshop of Meister Heinrich Zimmerman, a woodcarver in the Black Forest who has spent forty-three years perfecting the art of cuckoo clock making.

"What's your production timeline?" Trump asked immediately upon seeing Heinrich's workspace, which contained tools worn smooth by decades of use and half-finished timepieces in various stages of completion.

"It depends," Heinrich replied in careful English, his hands never pausing in their delicate work on a wooden bird's wing. "For the clock to be right, it takes as long as it takes."

Trump looked confused. "But what's your delivery schedule? How many units per day? What are your quality benchmarks?"

Heinrich set down his carving knife and studied Trump with the patient attention that German craftsmen give to wood grain—looking for the natural patterns that will determine how the work should proceed.

"Herr Chancellor," he said slowly, "I do not make clocks. I reveal the clocks that are already sleeping in the wood. Each piece of wood tells me how it wants to become a clock. I cannot force this. I can only listen and follow."

"That's not scalable," Trump replied, photographing the workshop with his phone. "That's just... artisan hobby work. With modern production methods, you could manufacture hundreds of these clocks, establish distribution channels, build a real enterprise. Think systematically!"

But Heinrich had already returned to his carving, his concentration so complete that Trump's presence seemed to fade from his awareness entirely. Here was a man who had found something that Americans spend their entire lives seeking—work that was not separate from identity, craft that was not separate from prayer, time that was not separate from eternity.

Trump watched for perhaps thirty seconds before becoming restless. "Very slow," he muttered. "Very inefficient. Needs optimization."

He left the workshop still talking about process improvements and market expansion while Heinrich continued his conversation with the wood, forty-three years into a dialogue that might not be completed in his lifetime.

5. November 2027

Today I took President Trump deep into the Schwarzwald—the Black Forest—hoping that Germany's most mystical landscape might awaken some sense of what we call Waldeinsamkeit: the feeling of solitude and connection one experiences alone among ancient trees.

"Very dark," was his immediate assessment as we walked along a path that has been used by pilgrims, philosophers, and wanderers for over a thousand years. "Needs better infrastructure. Maybe some clearing, more accessibility. Too many obstacles—you can't see what's ahead."

I tried to explain that the forest's darkness is not a problem to be solved but a teacher to be encountered. That Germans have always understood the woods as a place where the soul meets itself, where the noise of civilization falls away and deeper truths become audible.

"What's the practical benefit?" he asked, checking his phone for signal. "It's just trees. Very old trees, probably valuable as timber resources. Tremendous raw materials just sitting here unused."

We reached a small clearing where a wooden bench faced east, positioned to catch the first light of dawn. I had hoped we might sit in silence for a few moments, allowing the forest to work its ancient magic on his restless American spirit.

Trump sat for perhaps fifteen seconds before standing again. "Very quiet. Too quiet. Unproductive quiet. Why would anyone come here? There's nothing to do, no services, no amenities. It's just... empty."

But the forest is never empty. In the silence, you can hear the breathing of centuries—the whisper of wind through branches that were old when Goethe walked these paths, the rustle of leaves that have witnessed the passage of kingdoms and the birth of ideas that changed the world.

German Romanticism was born in forests like this, from the understanding that nature is not a resource to be exploited but a text to be read, not a problem to be solved but a mystery to be experienced.

"We could develop a tremendous resort here," Trump continued, his voice cutting through the cathedral silence. "Luxury cabins, wellness facilities, maybe a conference center. Transform this unused space into something productive."

The trees, patient and ancient, offered no response to his plans. They have listened to the dreams of many men who believed they could improve upon creation, and they have outlasted them all.

18. November 2027

The President's frustration with German precision reached its peak during his visit to a BMW manufacturing plant in Munich, where he witnessed gründlichkeit in its purest industrial form.

"Why does everything take so long?" he complained after watching engineers spend two hours perfecting a single component that would never be seen by consumers. "It's just a car part. Meet the minimum specifications and move on to the next deliverable."

The lead engineer, Dr. Elisabeth Weber, tried to explain through demonstration rather than words. She showed him two seemingly identical parts—one made quickly according to minimum specifications, another crafted with the obsessive attention to detail that Germans call "engineer's honor."

"Both parts function," she said, "but this one"—she held up the precisely crafted component—"will function perfectly for twenty years. The other might fail after five."

"What's the cost differential?" Trump asked immediately. "In five years, people will want new cars anyway. Planned obsolescence—it drives repeat business. Keeps the revenue cycle flowing."

Dr. Weber looked at him with the expression Germans reserve for tourists who ask why the beer gardens close early on Sunday. "But why would we deliberately make something inferior when we know how to make it superior? What is the point of doing something if you do not do it as well as possible?"

This question seemed to genuinely perplex him. In his world, "good enough" was not a compromise but a strategy—why invest more effort than necessary when the additional quality would not generate proportional returns?

"It's about resource allocation," he explained. "Return on investment. Cost-benefit analysis. You spend exactly what you need to spend to achieve your target outcome."

"And what outcome do we target?" Dr. Weber asked quietly.

"Market share," Trump answered immediately. "Sales figures. Competitive advantage. Business success."

"I see," she nodded. "And we target perfection. Not for profit, but because imperfection is... how do you say... inelegant. It offends us. Like a false note in a symphony or a crooked line in a drawing."

She spoke of manufacturing with the same reverence that others might reserve for sacred ritual, as if every component that left her facility carried some essential part of her soul, some irreducible commitment to excellence that could not be measured in quarterly reports.

Trump left the plant muttering about "over-engineering" and "wasted resources," while Dr. Weber returned to her work—the patient, obsessive, beautiful work of making things as perfectly as human knowledge and skill could make them.

2. Dezember 2027

President Trump's encounter with German Christmas markets revealed his complete inability to understand celebration that is not performance, tradition that is not nostalgia marketing, community that is not networking opportunity.

We visited the Christkindlmärkte in Nuremberg, where families have gathered for over four centuries to mark the darkest time of year with light, warmth, and the particular joy that Germans call Gemütlichkeit—coziness that is both physical and spiritual.

"Very atmospheric," he said immediately, photographing the wooden stalls with their hand-carved decorations and warm glowing lights. "Strong brand potential. We could franchise this concept, establish Christmas markets in shopping centers across America. Scale it up, make it year-round maybe."

But he missed entirely what was actually happening around him: children's eyes wide with genuine wonder at handmade toys, elderly couples sharing mulled wine and sixty years of shared Decembers, craftspeople selling items that would outlast their makers, the quiet satisfaction of communities that have learned how to create beauty together.

"What's the conversion rate?" he asked, watching people move slowly through the market, many carrying nothing but steaming cups and peaceful expressions.

"They are not here to convert," I explained. "They are here to be together. To remember. To feel connected to something larger than themselves."

"But that's not sustainable," he protested. "If people aren't purchasing, what's the business model? How do the vendors achieve profitability?"

I tried to explain that some activities exist for purposes other than profit—that Germans understand Christmas markets as a form of collective prayer, a yearly reminder that there are alternatives to the hurried loneliness of modern life.

"Prayer?" He looked genuinely confused. "But it's just retail activity."

No, I wanted to say. Retail is what Americans do when they have forgotten how to celebrate. This is what celebration looks like when it has not been colonized by commerce, when it still remembers its purpose.

We watched a group of children singing traditional carols, their voices mixing with the aroma of roasted chestnuts and the soft light of candles that have been lit in this square for longer than America has existed.

"Very traditional," Trump said, already moving to leave. "But it needs more energy, more engagement. Maybe some contemporary music, some interactive entertainment. Make it more dynamic."

The children continued singing, their voices carrying melodies that had comforted German winters for generations, while Trump hurried away toward his next appointment, his next opportunity, his next chance to improve upon traditions he could never understand.

15. Dezember 2027

Today President Trump encountered the German relationship with music during an unexpected visit to the Gewandhaus concert hall in Leipzig, where the orchestra was rehearsing Bach's Brandenburg Concerto No. 3.

"Why do they keep repeating the same section?" he whispered loudly during the third repetition of a particularly complex passage. "They should just record it once and use playback. Much more efficient."

The conductor, Maestro Johann Richter, paused the rehearsal and approached our seats with the patient dignity that German musicians bring to their sacred work.

"Herr Chancellor," he said quietly, "each time we play this music, we discover something new. Bach wrote not just notes but mathematical relationships, spiritual equations that reveal different truths each time they are explored."

"But it sounds identical to me," Trump protested. "Why not just achieve the standard and move on? In business, you don't keep renegotiating the same contract over and over."

Maestro Richter smiled. "Perhaps you might listen not just to the notes, but to the spaces between the notes? Music lives not only in sound but in silence, not only in what is played but in what is felt."

He gestured for the orchestra to continue, and this time I watched Trump's face as the music unfolded. For brief moments, his usual restlessness seemed to quiet, as if some part of him recognized that he was in the presence of something that could not be improved, optimized, or made more efficient.

"It's... very complex," he said when the piece ended.

"Yes," Maestro Richter agreed. "But complexity is not confusion. It is wholeness. Like a cathedral made of sound, where every note supports every other note, where beauty emerges from the marriage of discipline and freedom."

Trump nodded politely, but I could see he had already returned to checking his phone, his brief encounter with transcendence overwhelmed by the urgent demands of the practical world.

31. Dezember 2027

As President Trump's time in Germany draws to its close, I find myself reflecting on what this encounter has revealed about the fundamental difference between American pragmatism and German depth.

Americans, it seems, live primarily in the realm of doing—achieving, producing, consuming, improving, always moving toward some future goal that promises to deliver the satisfaction that the present moment somehow lacks.

Germans, perhaps because of our history with destruction and rebuilding, have learned to value being as much as doing—to find meaning in contemplation, beauty in precision, wisdom in thoroughness, connection in tradition.

Trump embodies American doing in its purest form: relentless activity, unshakeable confidence in practical solutions, complete identification with his achievements, and absolute faith that more of everything will eventually lead to enough of something.

But from a German philosophical perspective, his constant motion masks a deep stillness—not the stillness of peace, but the stillness of someone who has never learned to inhabit the present moment, to find satisfaction in what is rather than what might be achieved.

Our craftsmen taught him that some things cannot be rushed. Our forests showed him that some spaces are sacred precisely because they serve no practical purpose.

Whether any of these lessons penetrated his armor of certainty, I cannot say. Seeds planted in rocky soil sometimes find unexpected ways to grow.

On his final day, as we toured one last Christmas market in Dresden, I watched him pause before a wooden nativity scene carved by a local artist—Mary and Joseph and the Christ child rendered with the obsessive attention to detail that German craftsmen bring to everything they touch.

"What was the time investment for this?" he asked the carver.

"Forty years," the old man replied. "I carve one figure each winter. This year I finished the last sheep."

Trump stared at the scene for a long moment, perhaps trying to imagine forty years of patient work toward a single vision, forty winters of believing that something was worth creating even if it would never be sold or celebrated or remembered.

"It's beautiful," he said quietly, and for once, he did not suggest how it might be improved or marketed or made more efficient.

Perhaps that is enough. Perhaps in a world that moves too quickly toward goals that satisfy too little, the simple recognition of beauty is its own form of wisdom.

The nativity scene will outlast political careers and business empires and the urgent news that fills our daily attention. It will continue to speak of patience, of dedication, of the possibility that love made manifest in careful craft might be its own reward.

Some things, the German heart knows, are too important to be practical.



Professor Klaus Müller

Heidelberg University

31. Dezember 2027



[This journal was published posthumously in 2033 with proceeds 

donated to the Black Forest Conservation Society and the German 

Philosophy Archive.]









OEBPS/images/6ae526e5-dcc0-4614-9f69-bbd3a383d98c.png





OEBPS/images/b3381551-a6fc-479e-b340-83b05ad061d8.jpeg






