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Bastar Notes: August-December 2010: Madhu Ramnath  

A background 

We moved to Bastar in August. The plan was mainly Elly‟s; the intention was to try 
to establish or train health workers within the tribal community in one or two 
villages we know well. The Durwa-Gond village, Kakalura, with which we are 
associated with for about 20 years‟ was, unfortunately, out of bounds. I was 
warned against setting up base there by many people due to the problems prevalent 
in central India. So we stayed in Sandh Karmari, a Bhatra village about 60 kms from 
Jagdalpur. The village lands and forests bordered Orissa on most sides, the 
boundary being marked by the Kurundi stream or a low ridge; in some parts the 
fields were contiguous with no obvious demarcation. 

 

The giant siyadi creeper (left) and fields (right) 

The landscape of Karmari is one with extensive rice fields interspersed with 
patches of (protected) sal forests, including a wonderful sacred grove of about 100 
acres and a contiguous stand of young forest of about 215 acres. Along most of the 
boundary with Orissa there are mixed forests that are often pillaged upon by 
neighbouring villages belonging both to Chhattisgarh and Orissa1; the eight hamlets 
of Karmari are all too far to protect them on a daily basis and timber smuggling is a 
regular clandestine activity. 

Our home was in Damodar‟s compound, the previous Sarpanch, who is an elder and 
much respected in the entire region. The houses in the compound belonged to the 
heart of the clan, whose expansion over the years became the hamlet known as 
Bhainkaguda, the Jungle Cat hamlet. A major change from our earlier association 
with Bastar is that we were in a Bhatra-speaking village and among (comparative) 
strangers; Elly and the children were used to Durwa people in a village where they 
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knew their way about. Home was a couple of rooms (one with a Chula2) to eat and 
sleep and a side room that functioned as the “medical” area. The backyard opened 
out to some large trees and a gigantic siyadi creeper3, beyond which were the rice 
fields fringed with forests. 

Unlike Kakalura, where there are only Gonds and Durwas, Karmari is a mixed village 
with about 7-8 communities in it; in addition there are also 4-5 Bihari families, all 
owning a fair amount of land, tractors and, needless to add, a tribal mistress or 
wife. This pattern, of a few Bihari – and Oriya Brahmin - families in these villages 
along the Orissa border was consistent. Buying trees from the villagers and selling 
them outside; running mahua bhattis; breaking a hillside for stone; organizing the 
smuggling of plants from the sacred grove; running a kirana shop; most of these 
activities could be traced to these non-tribal elements. I mention all this knowing 
well the dangers of giving a biased “anti-tribal” view; the option to be silent about 
all this is, in my opinion, worse. 

In this part of Bastar and Orissa the Alek Mahima sect (commonly known as buchia) 
is very popular. They wear saffron, apparently worship the formless, are vegetarians 
and drink no alcohol, eat before sunset, and often marry within their own sect. In 
tribal India, where all festive or religious occasions demand meat and drink, these 
people stand out with their soberness. In addition, during Elly‟s medical work we 
discovered that many of them – they too work just as hard as the others – suffer 
from anaemia, dizziness and low blood pressure, gastric ulcers and piles, a result of 
their lopsided diets.  

Us and the medical engagement 

Elly‟s medical work began almost as soon as we arrived. Usually, the first part of the 
day was taken up with patients – from 5 or 6 surrounding villages – who were 
suffering from many ailments. I was an assistant throughout this period; translating 
from Bhatri to English or Dutch, cooking and helping our children with their 
lessons. The first months were wet and there were many patients – up to 25o in the 
month – and later, as the monsoon weakened, we were freer. There was an 
incredible amount of skin ailments (compared to Kakalura where we have earlier 
worked), especially scabies, yaws and ringworm among children. Some children were 
so badly affected that they could barely use their hands to eat! Another major 
problem was malaria; the treatment often left us frustrated because the many 
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tribal patients stop coming for their tablets after the first day (or two) as they feel 
better. The concept of “completing the course” of tablets is not so strong; when 
the attack returns in a few days we need to start all over again. During the height 
of monsoon the complaints were mainly malaria, diarrhoea, respiratory problems and 
skin diseases; there were also several case of venereal diseases, TB and stomach 
ulcers.  

Quite unknowingly at first we were infringing upon the territory of the locally 
established quacks, the guys who went about with a sling bag and dishing out all 
sorts of medicine. More alarming was the fact that one could buy “golis” at all the 
Bihari shops where the owner or his wife substituted as doctor and money-lender. 
Elly‟s aim was to also produce an illustrated booklet of common illnesses and their 
prevention/treatment that can be used in tribal villages. A couple of boys from 
Kakalura came and stayed with us, wanting to learn treatment for common 
illnesses; they have received some basic training in using a stethoscope and to 
measure blood-pressure and to interpret the results. The planned booklet – to be in 
Durwa and Bhatri - will explain the illnesses and their treatments and can be used 
in the villages. 

Apart from all the work and the fun that comes with it we had one unnerving 
experience just before the Festival of New Grain. The morning before the festival a 
patient who did not belong to the village was brought to us. He was very ill and 
complained of pain in his abdomen and chest; he could not eat, he felt nauseous, 
and he could barely walk. Elly suggested he be taken to the hospital in town as we 
could not treat him here. He sat on a chair in the veranda to rest before he left 
and, as we watched, had a massive heart attack and collapsed. As he had no 
relatives in the village it took a long time for arrangements to be made for his 
funeral. Unfortunately the police too got involved and added to the tension, 
making the incident worse than it was. The festival was marked by rain and a solemn 
mood.    

My intention was to set up a good nursery in the 10-acre plot that the village had 
donated to LEAF – this area was also barely saved from being encroached by a 
Bihari gentleman – and to strengthen the youth group in the village. I mapped some 
of the village boundaries with a GPS, getting to know some of the border villages 
and their disputes with Karmari, and tried to play an active role in resolving the 
conflict with the neighbouring Potiyawand village. And I often went to Motigaon, 
across the Kurundi stream and in Orissa, to talk to the weavers about reviving their 
craft. Over the past 5 years or so most of them have sold their looms; many of the 
youth have moved away from the villages; the influx of nylon, cheap lungis and 
readymade garments, the non-availability of natural dyes as well as the price of 
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cotton have all but put an end to their traditional lifestyle. And with this dearth of 
traditional cloth the tribal people of Bastar and Orissa have lost something that 
gave them that special look and gait; another intricate strand of the village 
economy has snapped. 

 

Traditional cloth and a master weaver 

Throughout the first 3 months of our stay we visited Jagdalpur almost every 3rd 
week to attend the hearings of the 4 LEAF boys in prison. Each time a crucial 
witness – mainly the police officer named in the challan – did not turn up and the 
matter was postponed. The court even issued an order for his arrest but that too 
made absolutely no difference! We would all depart from the court in a low mood; 
during the last hearing Nagji refused to announce the date to everyone to prevent 
relatives coming to town full of hope. When the boys finally walked out of the 
prison gates only 3 of us were there to receive them, of course with flowers and 
liquor!  

We took the boys home to Kakalura and spent a few days in the village; it was a 
party like no other I‟ve seen, just going on and on. When a part of the dust settled 
down a few of us reflected on how we could help the four boys from possible 
problems. The reds and the police may be watching them, the boys have no money 
left, they have to get used to being home again, etc. We have designed a “planting 
project” for them in the village to keep them regularly occupied; hopefully we will 
raise some money for this!    

Issues and Reflections 

1. The legend of Kilwa Tarai 

The Bhatra people (at least those belonging to the main clan in Karmari) were 
originally from Kangar Balenga, near Juna Bastar.  The Raja of Bastar employed 
them regularly to get him victims for the annual human sacrifice in the palace 
temple. This continued for several years until at some point, they got tired of this 
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job and ran away to Tungapalli, near what is now Jagdalpur. For a few years no 
sacrifice happened and the Raja became anxious; he sent a search party for the 
Bhatra people who had fled Kangar Balenga. They were found and brought back 
and the sacrifices resumed as before. Then they again ran away to Jamguda, where 
the Melia Dev4 resides, and hid there; the Raja sent his people and brought them 
back. 

After some years the Bhatras escaped again and hid in Bairagiguda, a place now in 
the Reserve Forest. The Raja managed to trace them and made them do the job 
assigned to them. The Bhatras obeyed the Raja; they lived as Bairagis, with gourd 
vessels and coarse clothes to entice victims, and brought sacrificial victims to the 
Raja for many years. Then they escaped again to Jadopodar (near what is now 
Potiyawand; then to Tumaguda; then to Siyadiguda, quite close to what is now 
Karmari, and then finally to Bhainkaguda, where the first settlers of this clan now 
live. 

 

Kilwa Taria (left) and bamboo fish traps (right) 

After coming to Bhainkaguda victims were procured by the clan and the Raja 
continued his sacrifices. One day, the clansmen saw a young man wandering near 
their camp and wondered whether he would be suitable for the Raja‟s ceremonial 
offering. They captured him and took him to their camp. The camp chief had an 
unmarried daughter for whom it was becoming difficult to find a groom; the girl 
happened to like the stranger. The clansmen discussed the stranger amongst 
themselves - he seemed to be a suitable groom for their girl - and decided to get the 
pair married. Various rituals were performed and messengers sent to the Raja to 
settle matters permanently with him; the Bhatras would no longer do the work of 
finding human beings for sacrifice. 
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The clan girl was married to the “almost victim” stranger and lived with him. One 
day she left for the Kilwa spring at the outskirts of the village to wash herself and 
her clothes. As she did not return within a reasonable amount of time her relatives 
went in search of her. They found her atop a banyan tree that grew near the edge 
of the water. When the relatives asked her to climb down she refused. She insisted 
that her people give her and her husband a place of their own to live; she wanted a 
forest patch, and an area that can be cleared for rice-fields, and she wanted their 
own water. Her clansmen promised to give her what she wanted. The couple were 
sent to the Potiyawand5 forest, to a spot formerly occupied by the Bhatra clan on 
one of their hiding-stints. They were given the Kilwa spring for water; they cleared 
the forest near Jadopodar and created fields up to the edge of the Kurundi 
stream.  

Postscript: The present 

Gradually, a new clan emerged and grew in Potiyawand. Their kinship with the 
Bhainkaguda clan was that of mama-bhacha6, they could give and take brides from 
each other. The Kilwa spring became a part of the Potiyawand people, the 
Bhainkaguda clan gave it up totally. However, over time, this close relation began to 
sour: in my opinion, this was mainly because the Potiyawand people finished off 
their forests and became depended on the forests belonging to Karmari. Though 
the daily nistar needs were tolerated the Karmari people resented the felling of 
larger sal trees and the smuggling of timber, resulting in the present enmity.  

This uneasy situation was further aggravated by the Forest Department which 
engaged the Potiyawand people to work in the Karmari forest; small trees had to be 
cleared for a “plantation”. A free for all ensued in which the Potiyawand people as 
well as the Forest Guard who was supervising the work were beaten up! A case 
against the Karmari people was registered.   

The Forest Department has been oblivious to many inter-village relations and its 
schemes have tended to worsen matters. Another of its schemes in Karmari was to 
dig up and widen the Kilwa spring – and make it the Kilwa Tarai (Pond) – for the use 
of the people of Karmari and Potiyawand. Traditionally, the Karmari people did not 
drink water from the spring; widening it would have meant nothing to Karmari. 
Damodar acted promptly to shift the position of the Tarai so that the spring is left 
intact; now the Tarai is adjacent to the spring and used by both villages.  
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As narrated in the story “Is it a crime to protect our forest?” in our recent network 
publication7, Karmari and Potiyawand have been having a longstanding quarrel 
about forest use, going on over the past decade or so. The Potiyawand forests have 
all but vanished; they have no option but to enter the forests Karmari for their 
daily requirements. The Karmari people have overlooked this use for nistar but 
every time larger destruction occur matters become worse. 

  

A hut in Motigaon and a woman returning with yams 

The story referred to above ends with the Karmari people being released on bail. 
The case against 11 of them, of having beaten up a Forest Guard and some of the 
Potiyawand people, was still pending in court. During my stay several attempts were 
made by the Karmari people to sit with the Potiyawand elders and resolve the case 
amongst them. We had a meeting in October and, to cut a long story short, the 
Potiyawandias asked for a portion of the Karmari forests to take back their 
statements in court. I pleaded too, telling them that they should drop police, 
lawyers and courts out of this fight and deal with it as mama-bhacha, and come to 
some understanding about how the forests will be shared. Nothing worked and 
both parties left in a huff. 

Nagji, Damodar and I were worried that if no compromise is made before the case 
comes up for hearing there was much danger that the Karmari people, who acted 
to save their forests and, furious at seeing their efforts destroyed, beat up the 
Forest Guard and the Potiyawandias, might be put behind bars. We were also 
concerned that it would be difficult to get people to actively patrol their forests, 
something they have been doing for quite some years now. Our only hope was the 
Forest Guard himself: I traced him out and realized that he is an old acquaintance, 
part of a crowd I hung around with many years ago. We contacted him before the 
hearing and explained the entire problem, especially the fact that the people of 
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Karmari were earnestly protecting their forests. We were prepared to apologise for 
the beating he received and to host a feast in his honour. This strategy worked: at 
the last hearing in December the Forest Guard has stated that he was beaten up in 
the Karmari forest but it was not by the people named; the FG did not recognize 
any of the accused who stood before him. 

For the moment we are safe! At the next hearing the Potiyawandias will be 
questioned. 

 

2. Fishing and gathering 

A continuous activity during the monsoon has been fishing. With nets, traps of 
various sizes, “bisar” (small platforms in the water and where the fish climb up and 
are trapped), hook and line and bailing (small pools). In the forest villages plant 
poisons (Derris, Cansjhera, Catunaregam, etc.) are also used; as these plants are 
not found easily in Karmari‟s forests the skill of using plant poisons may also be 
dwindling. 

Every evening fish traps would be laid in the rice fields, the spots chosen after 
studying the water flow. Before dawn the traps were retrieved to prevent them 
from being stolen. Stealing fish from other people‟s traps is a common activity – we 
would always check other traps while walking through the fields and it was not 
looked upon as a serious crime. But it was terrible when the trap itself was stolen; 
it happened to us a couple of times and we felt low, perhaps also as we had to go 
without fish until we got a new trap! 

  

Fishing in the rice fields (left) and a mushroom collection (right) 

We usually got a lot of mangur, bami, turu, kothri, kochia, dandei and occasionally 
bull-frogs, snails and crab in the traps. Though mangur were the tastiest and with 
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the most meat (after eels which were too rare to mention) it was a chore to behead 
a dozen of them every day without their barbs drawing a bit of blood. Of course 
some of them would slip out of my grasp and twitch-jump about all over the floor 
getting the children excited! 

The amount of fish available was a lot; only a part of the catch was cooked for the 
day and the rest were spread out on large bamboo mats and smoke-dried. Almost 
everybody in the village fished; even some of the Buchia sect ate fish. As the rice-
fields in Karmari were not contaminated by pesticides or fertilizers (these were 
used in the drier lands where hybrid maize was grown), the fish were abundant and 
tasty. The few greens gathered from the fields during monsoon (chunchuniya bhaji8, 
Colocasia) were also a regular part of the diet. Other greens that one found in the 
pot were Amaranthus sp., Bauhinia purpurea, Celosia and few others. The sal 
forests around the village were also a good source of mushrooms and boda 9(various 
mychorriza with sal) and women made regular journeys after sudden rains during a 
dry spell to search among the leaf litter. About 4-5 species of yams were gathered 
by most people seasonally but people were not as dependent on them as in the 
forest villages. 

 

Me crawling under bull to escape influence of Saturn (left) and boys by their fire (right) 

3. Mapping     

We haven‟t yet done the village map for Karmari. For one, it is a very large village, 
with patches of forest between all the 8 plus hamlets that make it up; there are 
also a very good community protected forest (badla kot10), the sacred grove (bendra 
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kot11 where the langurs play), several sal patches which are near the graveyards, and 
of course the large area of Reserve Forest that spread around the village and also 
in chunks within the village boundary itself! The latter are the most badly off – as 
they don‟t belong to the people – and are the sole source of firewood. Firewood is 
almost exclusively sal (Shorea robusta) and the wood brought home is raw. In the 
beginning I used to get alarmed when I saw people returning with loads of raw wood 
on the bicycles or bullock-carts. But I soon realized that dry wood was scarce or 
simply unavailable; monsoon fires were smoky and no fun to blow. 

  

The Kurundi stream dividing Orissa and Chhattisgarh (left) and the map-changer (right) 

To get familiar with the terrain and the layout of Karmari I began to map the 
village, taking the GPS and walking along the boundary. With few exceptions 
(Potiyawand and Dhanpur, and later Aorabhata and Deora) the boundary runs 
along Orissa. For several miles the Kurundi stream is the dividing line – we walked 
along it for a whole day – and then vast sections of Reserve Forest. A striking 
feature was that Karmari had good forests all along the boundary and that even a 
step into Orissa was stepping into either rice fields or tree-less land. It said a lot 
about the Orissa Forest Department and the people (who were ethnically quite 
similar but differ so much economically and culturally). Every day while walking 
along the edge of Chhattisgarh my companion and I would come across someone 
from the Orissa side taking firewood or poles from Bastar. On the whole this was 
overlooked; only when it was obviously timber for sale that we intervened and 
confiscated the axe of the offender. I was surprised that the offender usually 
accepted his wrong and, after some pleading which we seldom gave in to, handed 
over his axe!  

One of the most absurd moments of my entire stay was the sight one bright 
afternoon of a wizened old man along the Kurundi. He was attired in a scant faded 
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pink loincloth and armed with a curved pickaxe with which he was attacking the 
Chhattisgarh edge of the stream. We had come upon this singular apparition quite 
suddenly and watched him attempting to broaden the stream into Bastar; as a 
kickback, more of the streambed on the Orissa side would remain dry and that the 
old man intended to cultivate. It struck me that all one needs to change the map of 
a state is a pickaxe and some patience. My companion and I talked to the old man 
for awhile – he has apparently done this before to the annoyance of the people of 
Karmari – and left with his axe.  

A large part of the map is done; the rest will be completed by other LEAF members. 
Some of the points that came to mind during these walks are:  

a) forest protection cannot succeed unless both sides of the boundary are taken 
into consideration; people and the government departments of both states need to 
sit together. RCDC works in the Kosagumda Block of Nowrangpur district, the 
jurisdiction of the villages in question; LEAF and RCDC could work out some joint 
plans towards such cross-border challenges, perhaps promote some conservation 
work that is contiguous between the borders,  

b) as the Orissa villages are so far away from their administrative centres, very few 
checks on projects and government staff seemed to take place. Many of the 
villages were badly neglected in comparison to Bastar (whose district headquarters 
was just about 50-60 kms away),  

c) there is an acute dearth of firewood in Orissa and something seriously has to be 
done about it; there is no way one can stop people from entering Bastar forests for 
all their daily needs,  

d) all across the border the “mahua bhatti” issue is prevalent in Orissa; as people are 
not permitted to distil their own mahua the Biharis have taken the contract for it. 
This bhatti mahua is then sold in retail all over the villages in Orissa, including the 
haats, in small plastic pouches akin to the milk pouches in most states. Some 
vendors of mahua in Orissa move about peddling these pouches from village to 
village on bicycles. As other options are closed most tribal people in Orissa drink 
this mahua, a major health hazard.[Note: when mahua is made in any home the tell-
tale sign is the pile of “used mahua” outside the house or in the garbage heap. It is 
curious that outside mahua bhattis, where one would expect heaps of the left-
overs, one comes across almost no garbage. Imagine the amount of chemical 
content in the bhatti-mahua]. It is necessary to act on this issue: why can we not 
scrap the state contracting mahua-distilling? Along with rights over tendu patta, 
can we not, through the FRA, have tribal people make their own liquor?  
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The outer boundary of Karmari encompasses much forest and all the 8 hamlets. 
The forest patches have not been designated as specific to any particular hamlet 
and belongs to all the people; representatives from all the hamlets have to come 
together to discuss their duties and management of these forests. If individual 
hamlets claim their share of forest the entire exercise will lose meaning. At present 
the badla kot (approx.215 acres) and the bendra kot (approx. 100 acres) are the 
large and obvious forest patches, both with high diversity. For their protection the 
community has organized regular patrolling by the youth. The Reserve Forests on 
the southern and eastern sides, technically still owned by the Forest Department, 
are used for firewood as well as for timber; people are concerned neither with 
sustainability nor regeneration and we can objectively make estimates of how long 
this forest would continue to stand. As yet neither the FD nor LEAF has taken this 
quite urgent matter up for even a preliminary discussion. Many Reserve Forest 
areas have become everybody‟s commons and, in the remote areas, nobody seems to 
bother about the pace of depletion. On the other hand, there are no immediate 
practical solutions: firewood and timber and peoples legitimate needs. 

Past Karpawand and towards Mayilbeda the forests are lush but I was told that 
many people had cleared patches for cultivation inside. This trend had begun about 
3 years ago, after the “FRA rumours” had blown in these parts, suggesting that 
encroachments will be legalized. No attempts have been made by the government in 
Bastar to help people discern what the FRA is and how they should go about 
staking a claim. This is rather odd: governments usually advertise the good things 
that they are doing, like Re 1/- rice, subsidized electricity, etc. So why does it not 
advertise the FRA which is supposedly for the benefit of the tribal people and 
proposed by the government itself?   

4. Village leadership 

Actual village leadership, by the Panchayat and the Sarpanch, is a dismal affair in 
most of Bastar. In Karmari panchayat, the “Sarpanch seat” was reserved for a 
woman (mahila seat), but one never saw her. Her husband, Sonsai, was the person in 
charge: even during the training programmes conducted for panchayat members it 
was he who attendeded. His wife did not even bother to show her face. 

About 5-7 years ago Sonsai was known to be a timber smuggler, mainly operating 
from Kuna and Pannar in Orissa. He also dealt with brick-making (there are quotas 
and rules governing this) and supplied contractors in the construction business. For 
the Panchayat elections he freely distributed cash – DMK style - from the local 
teashops and feasted the village people and got his wife to win. The problem with a 
character like this is that he does not dare restrain any criminal activity. He cannot 
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show his face in any discussion concerning timber smuggling or forest protection; 
the few times he did attend meetings in my presence to resolve a conflict he kept 
silent.  

In most of the day to day village matters concerning inter-community disputes, 
elopement, theft, the performance of ceremonies, etc., it is the council of elders 
who matter. In very few villages do they bother with the Sarpanch as they are 
essentially concerned with government schemes that bring in money and of which 
he can pocket a share. Inevitably, the Bastar Sarpanch (or her husband) rides a 
motorcycle, chews gutka, is constantly preoccupied with the cell-phone, and lacks 
the ability to face a person and hold a steady conversation. A closely related 
species is also found in Orissa; these chew pan along with the gutka. Nowhere are 
these leaders bothered with conservation, either of the forest or of their culture 
and tradition. The speed with which they amass wealth is noteworthy. The signs are 
usually the pump-sets installed in their lands for a double crop; some buy vehicles; 
some buy tractors that are hired out to the farmers. One innovative Sarpanch I 
know bought himself an instant photo device with which he can shoot and print 
pictures on the spot. As there are so many applications for so many schemes, all of 
which require a photograph, our Sarpanch makes a packet! 

The youth in Karmari are fed up with these leaders and are just beginning to assert 
themselves, taking a direct stand in forest protection and other village affairs. I 
spent many evenings listening to them and making music together. We set up an 
intensive patrolling system; did some clean-ups of the pond; checked on 
encroachment; and worked on the nursery. I find that this “youth energy” is 
available in most villages and has an enormous potential; those working in villages 
need to be conscious of it and think outside the project mode. This year the youth 
in Karmari have decided to play an active role in the NTFP trade in the villages. 
Forest protection and some nursery work will remain ongoing.  

Leaving Bastar and back home 

En route from Bastar we made a few brief stops in Andra Pradesh. At Araku to 
visit the field areas of VIKASA and to discuss with them the reviving of the 
Eastern Ghats network. I also had the opportunity to see some of the Gum Karaya 
plantations of Kovel Foundation at Bangarampetta in East Godavari district. The 
destruction of the Gum Karaya trees in the area – in the „80s and early „90s - was 
like what it is now in Bastar. The trees in the forests around Bangarampetta were 
badly damaged or destroyed due to the new product (karaya gum) that entered the 
markets. Apparently, tribal people from south Bastar came there and exploited the 
forests first; the locals followed soon after. It was during the final decline of gum 
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karaya that Kovel Foundation entered that zone and began an awareness campaign 
about sustainable tapping. What we see now are “domesticated” gum karaya trees in 
peoples‟ farms and fields; I expect that they will now also treat the wild trees 
better. In Bastar the decline is in full swing and some of us have begun the 
awareness campaigns; some trees have also been planted. I had also travelled 
through parts of Malkangiri during October. These journeys resulted, among other 
things, in the letter to NABARD. 

Home for Christmas! 

     

 


