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CyCR tha t he could 1I0t coru:cal. " J have Rpent a most educational 
quarter hour, Watson." 

"Then Pike was still at his post in the bow window of the 
St. .Tames's Street club?" 

"StiIJ there, and as weB-informed as ever. And now, a quick 
change ioentity and I shall be ofT for a bit of house-breaking." 
A few mInutes later Holmes, a goatee and clad in coveralls 
paused in the doorway to light his clay pipe. "It's Escott 
plumber again, Watson," he chuckled. "Let us hope he serves to 
as good advantage as he did in the Milverton affair-without find­
ing it necessary to play the role of lover. In any case, with a little 
luck he should find more than a clogged drain ." 

It was close to six o'clock when Holmes returned, and I could 
teU by his manner as he placed his tool kit in the corncr and bcgan 
to rcmove his disguise that he was hot upon the scent. "Our mystery 
is solved, Watson," he declared. "The picture is complete at last. 
If all goes well, tonight should see the apprehension of our big 
game." 

"You found something more, Holmes?" 
"I found something again, old fcHow-a clipping from the three­

dny-old Times. 
"The secret message t" 
"Exnctly. And in view of where I found it, the wording becomes 

quite suggestive. Everything makes sen::;e, Watson. Now it is time 
to act. And there is not a moment to be lost." 

While he spoke, Holmes had been swiftly altering his appear-
. ance in front of the mirror, and when he turned away and began 
to don a worn brown suit, I found it difficult to believe that this 
was indeed my companion of so many years. A bushy mustache and 
skmrulJy applied putty and cosmetics had changed his features 
beyond aU recognition. "Your astonishment is heartening Watson" , , 
he chuckled, "for I shall doubtless have to pass muster for some 
most discerning critics." Then, pocketing his revolver and urging 
me to do the same, he led the way down to the street, where he 
slid behind the wheel of a small sedan which he had evidently 
hired that afternoon. After a short drive, my friend pulled to the 
kerb in the middle of a residential block and switched off the lights 
and motor. The fog lent an air of mystery to the deserted st.reet, 
which ,served to cnhnnce my own mood of anticipntion ns I noted 
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t.hat Holmes's eyes were fixed on a lighted dwelling just back of us. 

"",r, 't' f ou re Wal 109 or someone, Holmes?" I venf.ured. 
"Yes, old fellow. For the person who is unwittingly going to 

lead us to the meeting place of the interior decorator.5-and to our 
q1Jarry. It was her rooms here that I searched this afternoon." 

"Then it is a woman 1" 

"Decidedly so, Watson. And a woman who has figured as prom­
inently in the international situation as THE woman, I should say. 
You possibly remember her return to this country some five years 
ago from ... wait' A cab has stopped in front. And here she 
comes down the steps." 

I could make out the slim figure as it entered the waiting taxi, 
whic.h, after passing us almost unseen in the fog, Holmes began 
cautIOusly to pursue. "The ride of Valkyrie commences," he said 
softly, and so intent was his gaze through the windshield that I 
did not question his puzzling remark. After traveling what se'emed 
an aimless and circuitous route for' some time, I saw that we had 

into the Soho, and, shortly after passing the warehouse 
In the basement of which the Amateur- Mendicant Society had 
located its luxurious club, Holmes pulled to an abrupt stop. "We 
hnve evidently reached our destination," he snid . climhing out. 
tinT ' h 

H aIt ere, Watson, and I shall be back presently." In a 
returned, and his voice was tense as he told me: "She's gone 

mto a back room of the deserted pub .iust ahelld. Watson. There's 
no t.ime to explain. From now on the success of our venture de­
pp.nds on you. Go to Scotland Yard immediately and find Inspector 
Baynes-he's the best of the lot at present. You may recall his 

in connection with the affair at Wisteria IAldge. If YOll men­
tIon my name you should no difficulty in bringing him and 

, his men back here with you. I should have the situation in hand 
, by the time you arrive, and if you will have Baynes surround the 
establishment and force entry in the rear, he will bag the biggest 
German agents at large in the country." And giving me a reassuring 

on the shoulder, Holmes vanished into the mist. 

I lost. no time in obeying his directions, and it was not. long 
hcfore Inspector Baynes, several constables. and myself were 
hreaking in the pub's alley door and entering with drawn. 
The sman room in which we found ourselves. howcver,' was empty. 
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The only furnishings were a wooden table and two chairs which 
stood near the wall to our righ t. We stopped short at this un­
expected turn of events, but only for a moment-Holmes's voice 
Bounded through the wall on the left: "In here, Watson, in herel" 

Crossing the room, we passed through a door into the front part 
of the building, from where another doorway on our left opened 
into a second room at the rear. It was here we found Holmes with 
his revolver carefully trained on nine shabbily-dressed, sullen­
looking men who sat in two rows of chairs before him. "Good work, 
Watson," he said, and then to Baynes: "If you will be good enough 
to take these gentlemen into custody, I believe you will put. an 
end to the remnants of organized German espionage in England." 

"Yes, I seem to recognize one or two of them," the Inspector 
r~plied, and added with a smile, "which is more than I can say 
about you with that mustache and all. You are to be congratulated 
on your accomplishment, Mr. Holmes." 

"To the contrary, Baynes. J have failed miserably. Due to my 
bungling the biggest fish has escaped the net.:' 

"But you saw her come in here, Holmes," I said. "Where did 
she go?" 

"She was here, Watson, but she made good her escape. How­
ever, it is not her to whom I refer." 

"Then there is a woman in this?" asked Baynes. 
"There was," my friend replied. "However, she is not of much 

consequence." 
"Then who .... ?" I began. 
"The most sought-after man in Europe, I should say, Watson. I 

had him ... and he slipped through my fingers." 
"But you took the rest. How were he and the woman alone able 

to get away?" 
"Because of my own colossal stupidity, Watson. You see, the 

rear part of this building was all one room when I arrived." And 
as we watched in astonishment Holmes pushed upon the wall which 
separated us from the room into which we had originally entered, 
and it swung rapidly upward to lie flat against the ceiling. "It has 
been cleverly hinged and att.ached to a spring arrangemp.nt. They 
were sitting at the table, apart from the rest of us; and when I was 
called upon to properly identify myself and complied by drawing 
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my revolver, one of them released a catch, the wall fell into place 
between us, and they made off through the alley door." 

"Nonetheless, I should say you have done a magnificent piece of 
work, Mr. Holmes," Baynes said warmly. "My men will remove 
your captives now; and I am sure Scotland Yard will remain for­
ever indebted to you." 

"It's not good enough, Baynes. By rights our king-fish should 
now be in your custody; instead, I am afraid he is beyond our 
grasp." 

"He is still to be had, Sherlock," said Mycroft Hohnes from the 
alley doorway. 

My friend stood in shocked surprise for a moment and then, 
swiftly crossing the room, he took his brother's hand. "Where have 
you been 7" he asked, his voice clearly evidencing the immense 
relief he felt. 

"All in good time, Sherlock. If the chief decorator is to be ap­
prehended, we must hurry." 

"You know where he is?" 
"Precisely. On his way down the Thames on the freighter 

Gladstone." 
"We can take a police boat at Westminster wharf," suggested 

Baynes. 
"Capital!" Holmes exclaimed. "Let us be off I" . 
As Baynes' car sped us to the wharf, Holmes related to his 

brother his evening's adventures, and then inquired of him with a 
puzzled frown: "How did you pick up the trail after his escape?" 

Mycroft smiled. "I drove him to the boat." 

"You drove him to the boat?" Holmes repeated incredulously. 
I 

"Exactly. You see, when the attentions of our German friends 
forced my hasty retreat from the Diogenes Club and subsequent 
disappearance, I decided that I might yet serve to advantage in 
the rOle of cab-driver. You must agree, in view of my experience 
in that vocation in connection with The Final Problem, that the 
part was a natural one. It may also surprise you to learn that it was 
I who drove the woman to the meeting place. That was how I hap­
pened to be waiting nearby when the two of them ran out of the 
alley. She headed off in the opposite direction, but he jumped intc 
my conveya..nce. I reached the dock~ just as the Ghrd.ston(' wa5 
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about to sntl, and once I had seen him safely auoard I carne Lack 
after you. Aid bu t here we are t" 

We had arrived at our destination. The Inspector, Mycroft, 
Sherlock, and myself boarded the police launch, the lines wcre 
cast of I, ane.! we headed out into the current. We roared ulldcr the 
long scries of bridges which span the Thames, past the West llidia 
docks, and aroulJd the Isle of Dogs-just as 1101mes and I, together 
with Athelney Jones, had in 1887. pursued the launch Aurora, 
bearing Jonathan Small and the Agra treasurc. l\ly remilliscences 
were cut short as Baynes announced that we had overtakeh the 
Gladstone, which hove to on our signal, and a few minutes later 
the four of us, along with two stalwart constables, were climbing 
over her rail. 

"Where is the passenger you took 011 just before sailing?" 
Baynes demanded of t.he Captain, who came forward to mcet us. 

"He just passed me heading for the stern," was the reply. 
"What's he done?" 

"Quite a good deal," Holmes tossed back over his shoulder as 
he led the way to the after deck. There, struggling with the ropes 
that secured a lifeboat, was a small man with his overcoat collar 
turned up about his ears, who backed fearfully to the rail at our 
approach. 

"It's he, all right!" cried Hohnes triumphantly. "All together, 
now t Take him!/1 

We closed quickly in on the cringing figure, and in the glare 
of Baynes' pocket torch I caught a fleeting glimpse of the ferocious 
dark countenance of the man who, during the last decade, had 
brought to the world misery and devastation without historical 
precedent. The familiar mustache was gone, but there was no mis­
taking the face which had come to be so hated and feared by 
countless millions. But as we were almost upon him he turned and, 
climbing upon the rail, with a defiant laugh hurled himself dowl! 
into the murky Thames. 

For a moment a violent splashing reached our ears from below, 
which gradually subsided until it was no longer discernible. At 
Baynes' direction, lhe police launch conducted a t.horough but 
fruitless search of the surrounding waters, after which there could 
be little doubt that a richly-deserved fate had at last been meted 
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out.. "That, Watson," said Sherlock Holmcs, "marks an end to the 
most terrible man in the world." 

Back nt Baker Street somewhat later, Baynes and I were an 
attentive audience as Holmes and his brother discusscd the fast­
moving events of the past several days. 

"Evidently," my friend said, "my arrival in London was noticed 
-and was considered too opportune to be a coincidence." 

"So I should judge, Sherlock. Then, too, they couldn't be sure 
just how much you knew-or didn't know. And I imagine it was 
sending you the message here that occasioned my tribulations." 

"It was quite imperative," Mycroft continued, "that nothing 
interfere with their meeting. Not only was their late chief to be 
assisted safely on his way to the Argentine, but, having shown his 
fanatical associates that he still lived, he was to outline a compre­
hensive program of increased subversive activity." 

"You caught wind of their plans through the notice in the 
Times?" Holmes inquired. . 

"Word had reached me through several Continental channels," 
Mycroft answered, "so I had long known that something of the 
sort was in the offing, but that told me the date. Luckily, after 
working for months, Intelligence had just recently cracked the top 
diplomatic code which was employed." 

"Really?" chuckled Holmes. "I solved it in a day." 
"But how did you learn of the message?" Mycroft asked. 
"The ashes in your grate." 
"That was fortunate. I hadn't counted on your finding them, 

and I didn't dare attempt to contact you. As it was, I knew when 
I saw plumber Escott in the vicinity of the woman's rooms this 
afternoon that the two clues I left you had been sufficient and 
that she would lead you to the rendezvous. And I felt certain that 
the situation was safe in your hands from that point on." 

"You perhaps put too much faith in me, Mycroft. But for you, 
the situation would be far from satisfactory at this moment. In 
any case," Holmes continued, "the course of action I adopted would 
doubtless have had more favorable results than the best that 
Scotland Yard could have done working from without. At times 
a simple and bold procedure is the most effective." 

I could contain my patience no longer. "But how did Mycroft's 
clues bear on this matter?" I demanded. "Who is Phillip Phot? 
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What did that sentence in the speech and the code message mean? 
And who is the woman who escaped?" 

"One at a time, Watson," my friend laughed. "One at a time." 
And as Baynes and I lislened eagerly, Holmes began his ex­
planation. 

"A great deal of credit for the solution belongs to you, Watson. 
It was your timely remark this morning that shed the first light 
upon this dark business. You recall what it was?" 

"Only 'Phil Phot,' Holmes." 
"That was it, old fellow. Spelled differently, it held the key to 

the entire mystery. You are familiar with the word f-y-l-f-o-t?" : 
I shook my head, but Baynes had the answer. "It means 

swastika, Mr. Holmes!" he exclaimed. 
"Exactly, Baynes. And with that knowledge, l\fycroft's worthy 

sentiment, Our first thought must be perfect unity, became clear. 
That was the woman, Watson-Unity, the perfect Nordic beauty. 
Appr~priately enough, in view of her past international connec­
tions, her second llame is Valkyrie. She is still at large, but I think 
there is little cause for concern. Our friend Langdale Pike supplied 
h~r address, which my iudex lacked. And her interest in the 'l'imea 
notice suggested a singular interpretation of its wording." 

"The interior dccorators you mean, Holmes'?" 
"Precisely, '" alson. Whel} I considered that an interior decora­

tor could well be a paper-hanger, I had little difficulty in guessing 
the identity of the big game to which l\Iycroft had referred. 

"And now," said Holmes, reaching for the gasogene, "the second 
east wind has about subsided. TV e need hardly worry, but God grant 
there may never be another." 

The Baker Street Journal 
Volume 10 (New Series) 

April~ 1960 
Pages 109-10 

Th~ Gre l,k Intfl!])ra t erB of EaBt Lanaine 
CorreslJondtinc:e: Donald A. Yates, HelflB. )24 Morrill Hall, 

)..flchij!;sn State University, East Lansing, Mich. 

The Greek Interpreters of East Lansing are , indeed, pack 
frow Reichenbach. Originally formed in 1944 by Page Hel­
denbrand as the first of the college Scions, the group 
subsequently disbanded in the natural sequence of events. 
Only within the past fe.., months has the Scion been reformed 
and re.tored to its place in the schema of thi~8. 

The ~ represented tha ~roup at the :S. S. I. dirl1lor 
at Cavanagh" in January - an occasional wtlmorublt! for many 
good and las tin.,. rellBODa, no t the It! liS ~, of which \iSS that 
appropriate contacts led to the discovt!ry of t\iO members- . 
in-hidlnl': .... ithin the limits of East lansing. The Inter­
Dreters no.., include Salem. SAlma, T.,!llIl(!!l aOO Melsfl - a Dlem­
bership to which it would be agreeable to add should there 
be qualified, unattl1ched Sherlockinr.B in the area . 

Inauguration festivities 0.1'8 planned for sprln,e;. 
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Thc Grcek Interpreters of I-:'-lf;t I.-,"::;infji 
Corresponflence: I)onold A. \'''tea, 1-lellls, 

:124 Horrill 111111, mchir,lln Stotc U., I,:tu;t Lftnsing, .Iich. 

On Dc(:cmhcr 14th the Greck Interpreters gathered Cor 
the second time this year at Uruuer's lUGl "ou~e to J~y 
respec ts to fluker Street. 'fhc J1lea~ul'ct> uml eru!l i t ion 
of our April inauguration dinllc.' wcn! revivcd and 1"1:­

doubled during this memon,blc soir~e. The Interprcters 
were joined on this occasion hy thcir wivcs ~~ho, far 
frolll fading ,vith awe at the sho'~ of wit and lu,o'vlc!l~c, 

joined in and contributed to the evening's !liscussion. 
(Consequences: how to keep them away next time?) 

The evening's text was the lIound, which virtually all 
the membership had litudicd most diligently. Only one 
challenge ',vent unanswered: ",that wcre ti,e wor!ls leading 
up to the expression 'thc· Ual.cr Stret!t collection'?" 
hhile the Interprcters wert! not illlr~lcLi in the manlier of 
Stupleton, they did palc a l.it. and wel-c silUila.·ly stuck. 

Salem Geor~e /lough, author of it valuable monogrllllh on 
"The Journal it>tic 1I01Illcs". del ive('cd at our April meet­
ing, atartle!l thc 11:!til c) iCfltc\c aJl!l dazl..lcd the lJ,tc,'­
preters by urriving cro"'/lcd with iI hUlIllsoUle fu.-e-and-... fl. 
Thereafter the membcnillip coulu not be rcstl·~lined. 

The Baker Street Journal 
Volume 12~ Number 2 (New Series) 

June~ 1962 
and 

Volume 17~ Number 3 (New Series) 
September~ 1967 

mhe ~eion ~oeieties 
Till'; GUE .. ;K INTEltPnETERS OF EAST LANSING 
Correspondence: Donald A. Yate., Hela., 

324 ~Iorrill Hall, Michigan State U •• Ea8t tiiii8Ing. Mich. 

The Interpreters ~athered together once more on a Wed­
nesday--February 21, this one--in the JerI Davi. Roo.' 01 
Brauer'8 1861 lIouse to pay homage to Baker Street. At­
tendance .as cut down by a bad ano •• tor., but the atmo.­
phere .a8 ~enial .s ever and uncommonly cozy. Around our 
prized holograph MS. of "22W" and an excellent photo­
graph or ita author, Vincent Starrett, the Interpreter. 
ehatted into the evening and eventually clo.ed the place. 
The next Neetin~, to he held in late May, ahould be .ell­
attended. We are planning to ~lve it .id. publicity In 
the hop •• or routing out the dozen. or Sherlock ian. in . 
hiding In the vicinity or central Michigan. Readers or'­
this pa~. are invited to join in the aearch. 

Till': G1lEEK INTEJU'nI':TEllS OF EAST LM'~ ING 

CorreApondence: James 8tokeley, Selma, 
Dept. or JournaHsni~ Michi,;an State ·Vniv •• E. lansinl':' 

On 24 H8y the Interpretere ~athered for the second 
time thiIJ year Ilt the accustemed private room or nrauer', 
tR6t House in l.Ilnsinp;. ,\ttcndance wafl Ilu~ented by the 
presence or the members' spouses and another Cemale, Hin 
Susan Ohh;en, p;raduate fltudent at Michi~lln Stote Univer. 
sity. MiAfI Ohlflon prcflented a fluccinct monop;rllph enti­
tled "Who Waa Sherlock Holmes?" which was well received 
by her audience, deApite certain recurrin~ inaccuracies 
centerin~ on the person of Sir Arthur Conan Uoyle. 

The Melas, as usual, insulted the intelli,.;ence of the 
memherflhip with a qui:r:-this time entitled "The Adverhial 
Jlolmcs," Il Canonical caper inspired by the "Tom Swirth8" 
or a fe. ReaAona hack. Honours in this department went 
to quick-witted SaleM Oeorll:e Hou~h. 
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mhe ~eion ~oeieties 

TilE GREEK INTEHPHETEllS OF EAST LANS ING 

Correspondence: Ilonald ,L Yates, ,.leliR. 
154 Owen 11011, mchip;an State Univ •• East l.an8in~. Mich. 

The Interpreters p;athered Eluspiciously on "'riday the 
thirteenth of January at Drauer's lR61 House in LansinK. 
A diaholicl11 quiz faRhioned hy thfl ~Ielas frustrated nnd 
angered all pr~Hent (including the ~wo nflW dj~toff visi­
tors to the ~roup-n pn:l r 0 f t-l"lJ coerls) duri nIP: the pre­
prandial reriod. An appropriate award for top I,crform­
an('e on this teft t. "The Ti tu lar 110 lmes ." 'vent to Ur. 
James Stokeley of the ~LC;U Oepartment of Journalism, ,,·ho 
hare l:v noserl out I)r. Geor/p:e A. 1I0u/p:h I I I 0 f the same 
department. 

~Hss Susan Ohlson rendered homage to lIolmes hy Jlre­
sentinl': her own Knglish translation of a Ifolmes pastiche 
lI·ritten in "'rench hy Pnul Uehout and Charles ~Iuller nnd 
puhliRheci in Uwir hook. ,\ III ml\ni(!re de •••• 

The ~Ielas lcd a discmtHion of the Jle~uliar signifi­
cance of th~ number 13 in the Ganon, especially in the 
!Ieturn. which is, of course, the only vollllne which con­
tains thirteen stories. '\RJlirin~ Interpreter Ohlson has 
promised a properly studious nnd documented report on 
the suhject for the next meeting of the group. 

i"estivi ties ended wllcn Intel'preter Uough donned his 
deerstalker and stallted home. At any rate, he rlrove off 
with the two coeds. 

The Baker Street Journal 
Volume 25~ Number 1 (New Series) 

MaY'ch~ 1975 

THE GREEK INTERPRETERS 

of East Lansing 

Correspondence: Dr. Donald A. Yates, Mdas 
537 Wells Hall, Michigan State University 
East lansing, Michigan 48824 

On 23 October the Interpreters hosted an unprecedented midwest regional meeting of 
Sherlockian societies. The Me/as carried the colours of the formerly most active Amateur 
Mendicant Society of Detroit: four emissaries of Hugo's Companions and the Criterion Club 
journeyed to East lansing from Chicago: seven representatives of the newly formed group 
tentatively called the Arcadia Mixture made the trip from Ann Arbor: and local Interpreters amI 
guests raised the total attendance to a record of forty souls. The program centered on the 
controversial account of the Musgrave Ritual. on which four after-dinner speakers hased their 
illuminating remarks. The promising futurc of the new Ann Arbor society was manifested tll all 
when both top prizes for performance on a Musgrave quiz went to Arcadians. The Greek 
Interpreters will celebratc their thirtieth anniversary in April of next year. 



Membership Cards for the 
Greek Interpreters 

designed by Donald A. Yates 

~ The Greek Imcrprc'cn 

\!J~it known by these prese::"t';:;.: 

having demonstra ted commendable pro­
ficiency in matters related to the Holmesian 
Canon, has been elected and duly inscribed as 
a member in good standing of the Sherlockian 
academic scion - 0' EAAllVtko, tPJlllVEL'i. 

Anno HoImeJii MeL .. 

.~... Th. Greek Interpret ... 

\t1{~t known by these prese::'t~: 
. is to be recognized, when in the environs 

of East Lansing, as the Unidentified Correspondent 
from Buda- Pesch, and, in consequence thereof, 
is to enjoy all of the rights and privileges of the 
noble fellowship of Ot E .AAl1Vtkot tpJll1VEL$. 

Anno Holmcsii Mclal 

The Baker Street Journal 
Volume 34~ Number 2 (New Series) 

June" 1984 

THE GREEK INTERPRETERS 

of East Lansing, Michigan 

Correspondence: Erik Beckman, Life Pres'!rver 
School of Criminal Justice 
560 Baker Hall 
Michigan State University 
East Lansing, MI 48824 

With the aid more of brandy than of 
ammonia, The Greek Interpreters were 
resuscitated on 17 January 1984 from the 
long period of quiescence occasioned by the 

M ichigan State University School of 
Criminal Justice, discuss "Forensic Science 
from Holmes to the Present." He concluded 
that the current practice of divorcing the 
procedures of rorensic science from on-the­
scene crime investigation has worked to the 
detriment of detection. Holmes, as scientist 
and investigator rolled into one, possessed 
some distinct advantages. Ralph Turner 
reported succinctly on the B.S.1. dinner in 
New York, and a fiendish crossword puzzle 
on The Abbey Grange, concocted by 
Thorneycroft Huxtable (for whose tru~ 

departure of their "Melas," Donald Yates, to 
relocate in California. Twenty-seven 
n._.nbers gathered at the Village Market to 
hear guest speaker Jay Siegel, of the 

identity the wQrld is not yet prepared), was 
won by Etta Abrahams. 

This meeting also saw the installment of 
new officen. It was agreed that only Don 
Yates could ever be "Melas," and that the 
title would have to be retired with his 
departure. Erik Beckman. who took the 
leading role in organising this rejuvenation 
meeting, was dubbed the "Life Preserver," 
and Howard brody , who had failed to 
organise a meeting for over a year, was 
appropriately named" Foulest Antecedent." 



Donald A. Yates received the investiture 
"Mr. Melas" from the Baker Street Irregulars 
of New York in 1972. His investiture was 
changed to "The Greek Interpreter" in 1981. 
Originally the B.S.I. ~ere restricted to 60 
members, one named for each Canonical tale. 
Hence, an investiture ~hich is also the name 
of a tale represents a higher honor ~ithin 
the organization. 

____ Ai" • ...:. "., " . ...... Ic~~ . 
i. ~'.'-~... ' - · r,~. , 

J _~ .fI ' 0 ~. . " , 

Greek Interpreters 
currently investitured in the 

Baker Street Irregulars 

Erik Beckman ("Stapleton," 1986) 
HO"IiJ(;U'd Brody ("Anstruther," 1981) 
Jeffrey Montgomery ("Inspector 

Montgomery," 1979) 
Ralph Turner ("Colonel Carruthers," 1983) 
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