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THE HUMAN SCRIPT 

Part One

‘Is not our future already determined by our past – by the goals we have 

pursued, the habits we have formed, the relationships we have established, the 

countless choices, large and small, which we have made over the years? Is not 

each man’s life a book, written by his own hand, and from the chapters 

concluded, cannot the next chapter be predicted?

 And yet our destiny is not unalterable. For God has made us free. 

However strong may be the shackles of the past, we can break its hold. We can 

change course and so escape from the sequence of events which we ourselves 

have set in motion. We can write a new and better chapter.’ 

Rabbi John D. Rayner, from Gate of Repentance



Chromosome 1: Genesis, Genetics and Gemini

‘And God saw everything that He had made. 

And, behold, it was very good.’

Genesis I, 31

‘There is no human nature, because there is no God 

to have a conception of it. Man simply is.’

Jean-Paul Sartre

In the beginning, Chris Putnam believed. Believed in God. God on a cloud with 

his father’s frown. Then Chris Putnam believed God was without form and, 

eventually, void. Then Chris Putnam believed in science. And he believed in 

freedom. 

None of this is  important, however, because no one believes in belief 

anymore, not in these days of knowledge. Besides, belief in freedom is only 

another way of saying belief in uncertainty. So Chris Putnam thought perhaps 

he believed in uncertainty. 

Uncertainty is the scientist’s  domain. Belief is not. Scientists build 

knowledge on what they cannot show to be doubtful, not on what they can show 

to be certain.

One thing, however, is certain in life. No one survives it. Nevertheless, in 

the meantime, for Chris, the future was uncertain. 

Although, by the end of that day, the never-ending chain of events would 

have begun to challenge his uncertainty. 

* * *

Because there’s freedom in the air, ‘Good morning,’ I beam to Peter the old 

security guard who sits in his hut at the Gower Street gate and who told me 

once he still likes to fish at weekends and who looks up to see which person is 



bothering to talk to him. I smile again and I’ve already turned right in through the 

double doors of the redbrick lab building and up the stairs three at a time. One – 

two – three – four times three is twelve in all to the landing with the lockers and I 

can still feel the warm of the sun, even indoors, even in the shade, with the 

vitamin E or D or whichever it is, I forget, and all its  little reactions cascading 

through me, so, ultimately, this is the joy of a sunny Bloomsbury good morning.

And it’s  good because I’m turning over a new leaf and today I’m starting a 

new chapter in my life and I’m free to do it because now, finally, I’m in the clear 

again. I’m not sure what I’m free to do yet, but that is what I’ve decided to 

decide today and I’m thinking about how I haven’t thought about Gill at all since 

last night, well, since now, but now I really feel the whole thing’s not an issue 

anymore. Gill’s just a control freak and, see, it’s even possible to be bitter about 

it all now which is progress. As Elsi said last night in bed, get bitter, get better.

And things are getting better, getting better all the time. And all you need is 

love and I’m humming that to myself. That’s  all I need now in my life, someone 

to love who’ll love me back and I can start to do something about it now 

because the whole Gill thing’s not an issue anymore. I can start to think about 

doing something about it. I can decide what to do with all this freedom.

A girl comes down the flight of stairs above with long hair and legs  and 

turns to carry on down and doesn’t really notice me and I don’t know her but 

‘Hi’ I say anyway and she looks  back over her shoulder and says, ‘Oh, hi’ 

without stopping and carries on down. I think she’s  a research assistant too, but 

she may be a postdoc, and anyway she’s with plants not humans.

‘Human Genome Laboratory’ it says above the door by the lockers  where I 

take out my lab coat and where I put my bag and now take it out again to get 

out the mugs and now again to pluck out the apple. And now in white and with 

some chemical stain now permanent on the pocket, I push through and swing to 

the left immediately and into the galley kitchen where there’s  a sign above the 

fridge says, ‘You don’t have to be mad to work here, but it helps’ and someone’s 

crossed out ‘be mad’ and written ‘watch Star Trek’ and I decide to cross that out 

and I write ‘eat beef’.

I put down the apple and the mugs and pick up the kettle which is still 

warm from the last round of first coffees of the day and fill it up. ‘Anyone for 

coffee?’ I say loudly over my shoulder without knowing who’s there to answer 



and there’s no answer, so I step back a couple of paces and say it again and 

get no answer again. So I switch on the kettle anyway and walk through to the 

main lab room with the bench tops and the stools and the windows along the 

far-side wall with sunlight streaming in and the three centrifuges in front of me 

with tippex names on them which say ‘Crick’ and ‘Watson’ and the new one, 

‘Spinning Jenny’. The room’s  empty apart from Colin E. – as  opposed to Colin 

Ng – and he’s sitting in the corner with his back to me and I’m making my way 

over to him and his sadly unattractive ponytail although he could look okay if 

only he knew it and with goggles on top of his  head but with his specs on, 

typing or rather not typing at his monitor.

‘Where is everybody?’ I ask and he doesn’t look up but shrugs and now 

pauses and says, ‘Don’t know. Sir Hugo’s  in Zurich or Amsterdam or 

somewhere.’

‘Again? So I suppose while the cat’s away …’

‘… Everyone turns up late. Except me because I’ve got this sodding fragile 

X data to get through before Friday.’

‘Come on, Colin,’ I say, ‘it’s only Monday morning.’

‘Yeah. So I don’t know what you’ve got to be so happy about.’

‘Joys of spring,’ and it’s more than that, I’m released, back to normal, and 

so I add, ‘and because basically I’m a happy person.’ But he seems down. ‘You 

okay?’

‘You’re like a bunny in heat.’ He’s fine. Busy.

‘Coffee?’

‘Thanks. Black. Two sugars. Three parts hot to one part cold. Here,’ he 

says and looks away from the screen. ‘It’s  half empty.’ He hands me his mug 

which is half full of cold black coffee and which says ‘Wellcome’ and ‘Trust’.

‘Coming up,’ I say and twist my way between the benches and stools  back 

to the kitchen where I tip Colin’s mug into the sink and give it a rinse and rub the 

stains which record the many levels of undrunk coffee and tea this  mug has 

contained. It might be possible to calculate the average depth of coffee or tea 

Colin drinks from his mug by these geological striations, by their levels  and their 

intensity. Of course you’d be assuming the length of time the mug’s been left 

unwashed on each occasion would even out, but then, assumptions are 

inevitable.



I shake the water off Colin’s cup and now decide to dry the outside 

properly. He doesn’t know what I’ve got to be so happy about and you don’t 

often realise you’re happy when you’re happy, but I am. It’s as simple as that. I 

wonder why? Basically I’m a happy person, but I haven’t been happy lately. 

Does that still make me a happy person? If I’m not happy? And why today, why 

today am I happy again? The vitamin D or whichever, maybe. Sunshine. One 

way or another, the sun provides all the Earth’s energy and so ultimately, the 

sun is  the reason I’m happy. Although there’s also energy from the Earth’s  core, 

the magma in the mantle and so on. But that’s because of pressures which are 

only there in the first place because of the gravity of the solar system which 

forged the planets and so that’s because of the sun too. Indirectly, it’s all to do 

with the sun in the end. But then, it’s not all because of the sun – there are also 

the planets themselves to include in the equation and the rest of the Milky Way, 

the entire universe for that matter. How far back do you have to go? The Big 

Bang.

The kettle clicks. Cosmology: not my speciality. Who cares? The universe 

or whatever has conspired to make me happy this day.

The cloud of steam expands  and gradually condenses into droplets and 

maybe it doesn’t matter why I’m happy. It just matters that I am and that it 

makes me feel free and full of opportunity and full of everything I’m going to do 

next with my life, even though I don’t know what that is, but that’s half the fun, 

deciding. I have decided to decide. And what should it be that I decide to do I 

wonder as  I turn one of the new mugs right-side up. So that’s it. I’ll decide today 

what to do and it should be something that makes me happy every day. I feel 

closer to a decision already.

But what makes me happy? If I knew why I’m happy today, I could decide. 

So it matters why after all. 

One thing I have decided – that all I need is love. And I hum the opening 

bars of ‘The Marseillaise’.

I am happy, but I’m out of practice. That’s why I need to analyse it. Then I 

can make decisions. My life becomes an open book.

Maybe, I think as I pick up the teaspoon and the coffee tin, I’m happy 

because the good dose of Elsi just hasn’t worn off. That depends whether it’s 

just this morning or last night. 



Last night, I think as I prise the top off the tin with a spoon, I may have 

gone to sleep like this, after I talked to Elsi, who always  makes me feel good, 

snuggling in my bed and talking it through over how much wine between the 

two of us – too many to measure in glasses, bottles rather – why haven’t I got a 

hangover? No after-effects. Slept it off, slept it all off. I scoop up granules and 

put them in the mugs. Anyway, Elsi said last night that four months’ mourning 

was long enough for Gill, who may be sexy as hell and all that but kept me on a 

short leash anyway, too parental. It’s just, as Elsi said, I was  finally ready to 

reach some kind of closure, strike out on my own. I cried a lot. Last night. That 

can’t be happiness, can it? But maybe I’m happy because I was able to sleep 

well for the first time since Gill dumped me, flushed me and watched me spin 

round the bowl. And that was the thing I cared about – how it ended, not the fact 

that it did. I didn’t love Gill, not really. I just liked the protection of being with 

someone. At any rate, it wasn’t the love I need. And now I’m in the clear. Bunny 

in heat. Possibilities.

In the end I had to kick Elsi out to go to sleep, back to her red room with all 

its wall-hangings. Probably would have stayed all night if I’d given her the 

chance. 

I put just a few more granules in Colin’s. He takes it strong. I had to rush 

this  morning so I can’t say whether I started out happy or whether it was the 

sunshine? Had to rush but I remembered to bring in the mugs anyway. I must 

look a mess. Didn’t even shave.

I remember to fill Colin’s only as far as one of the higher layers of the 

striations which I haven’t been able to rub off. I suppose it was bound to come 

one day, a day when I’d realise I was over Gill. Or near enough. I run the tap 

cold and fill up Colin’s mug. Maybe it’s not over yet, but today it feels  like it. Is it 

all that bad to never let go?

I never let go of Mummy. And I won’t. I think of her brushing my hair after a 

bath, the way the brush would catch in a tangle sometimes but I wouldn’t flinch 

to show her what pains I could bear, would bear, but instead I breathed in 

medicated shampoo, warm skin and the end-of-the-day rumour of her scent, 

which I’d never normally smell except when playing at the dressing table in my 

parents’ room or at intimate moments, moments such as this. Dan watching and 



waiting his turn. I put my head against her breast, the breast that killed her. 

There are some things you don’t want to let go of, even though they hurt. 

Still, death, that’s life. Today I’m happy.

So, today, I decide as I add sugars – one – two – to Colin’s  coffee and milk 

to mine, I am over Gill. Today, I decide as I take up the mugs and carry them 

through to the lab, the strands of my life are recombining. Today, I decide, the 

story is over. I am free.

But to do what?

—

I’m sitting at a screen and checking my email and typing in my password which 

is  ‘Sartre’, not that I really know anything about him, only what Elsi told me the 

day before I had to choose a password and it sounded good and I’m thinking 

that, today, I can define my own essence, for the first time for four years, 

because, like Elsi said, I’m no longer letting Gill make my decisions for me. Elsi 

is  wise. A bit loopy, perhaps, but that’s  what you get from studying too much 

philosophy. All those questions, never any answers.

But how, I wonder as I wait for the message software to load, does all this 

essence relate to reality, to what I’m going to do, to be? I’ll decide in a minute.

Was I happy earlier, when I woke up? I take a sip and try to remember and 

can’t, because all I remember is  rushing because I wanted to be in before Sir 

Hugo, which, it turns out, wasn’t necessary. I wasn’t properly awake yet. It can 

take time when you’ve had a good night’s sleep, but I remembered the mugs 

anyway and I didn’t think I would. The computer beeps to tell me I have no new 

messages but reminds me Dan’s  message from last week is still unopened. It’s 

called ‘dad’. I couldn’t face it then. I’m not going to read it now. I’m happy now. 

Whatever it is, it won’t be good. Later.

It’s a good mug – I take another sip – the right weight in the hand and the 

rim isn’t too thick and it feels right on the lower lip and it says ‘Chris’ on it so that 

whole situation where I don’t have a mug won’t happen again. 

All this  protectiveness about the mugs is a bit unnecessary. Maybe it’s 

because we share workspaces that we feel a need to mark our territory so we 

do it with the mugs, not that I need to, or I didn’t at first, but I guess I do now or 



else I wouldn’t have got a new mug with my name on it. But at first I didn’t even 

realise and kept using any mug and then I realised and felt terrible because 

people were probably just being too polite to say. But that meant I had no mug, 

so I got a couple of extras, but thinking about it, I never said that they were 

mine, never claimed my territory. That was where I went wrong, I suppose, on 

reflection. Because I didn’t feel the animal need. I wouldn’t make a good 

baboon, never an alpha male, maybe a good dog, a puppy.

I must do some proper work.

Should I read the email first? I think of my father and decide not to, not yet.

I finish my coffee and I make a decision. 

I decide I don’t need another one. I suppose I should have explained the 

etiquette with regard to mugs to Eve when she started and adopted one of the 

ones I’d got. But I had got two deliberately so that there would always be a 

spare. Although then there wasn’t any more and she was new at the time and I 

didn’t like to bring it up, but it would have meant that when that guy from 

Hinxton broke the other one I’d got, she would have felt, might have felt, she 

should get me one, but I didn’t like to mention it. Especially not after so long. 

Especially after it was now her mug. It would have seemed so petty. And it’s all 

better now. And we have a spare again.

Maybe, I think, I’m just a happy person and that’s it, that’s why I don’t care 

about having my own mug, why I’m happy today. Today, I am returned to my 

natural state. From today things start to go right. That’s what the horoscope 

said.

Gemini, I remember as I take a pair of twin gloves from the box, something 

about important events, pivotal changes, the strands of life recombining. 

It’s all junk, of course. I know that perfectly well. A magazine left on a tube 

compartment, unread it was and not a freebie. Cosmo, Marie Claire or Elle, 

maybe, I didn’t even notice. Somebody, I think as I pull on the sterilised gloves 

from the inside out, had spent money on it and left it behind. She’ll be upset 

now. She’ll be in some office now thinking she wishes she hadn’t spent that 

money and what a waste and maybe she can’t afford it really, it’s just one of 

those little luxuries she indulges in to make her job as PA to some pompous 

lecher seem less dead and then she forgot it on the tube. She’s probably 

standing at the photocopier right now, cloning paper and blaming her boss for 



her mistake. She lacks freedom, that’s her problem. If I were her, I’d put toner in 

his tea.

Maybe she doesn’t care all that much. There are one – two – three – four 

lids on the PCR block and two have got samples  in which someone’s left on a 

three-hour programme to run overnight and I switch it off and the fan shudders 

and stops. I click open the front-right lid and I lift out the plate and I take it to a 

bench and peel off the rubber mat on top, a grid of little pink samples, each with 

their own neat well in the flimsy plastic tray. Twelve rows – eight columns – 

ninety-six wells – ninety-six samples – 20 µls each.

Maybe it was her horoscope made me happy. I think of her unknowingly 

across London somewhere doing such good. Maybe she left it there 

deliberately, an act of charity, multiplying happiness throughout the capital like 

so much DNA, dividing but never lessened, always  multiplying, amplified, 

cloned.

I’m not so different. The lab’s  just another office. Polymerase Chain 

Reaction is just xerox by another name. I start sucking up the cloned samples 

with the Eppendorf syringe. Eight at a time – ninety-six samples – twelve rows. 

Trained monkeys could do this shit. I’m a qualified biologist. I’ll be twenty-four in 

June. I’ve learnt how to investigate and consider rationally. No wonder my mind 

wanders. I’m a trained chimp, 98.9 per cent chimp anyway, DNA-wise. What’s 

1.1 per cent?

—

I wonder, as  I pour a little chloroform in each of the samples, whose project 

they’re for. No one ever tells  me. They could be anything – haemophilia, 

Favism, colour blindness. I don’t even know if they’re all from the same person. 

Rows of eight, samples to be cleaned before I make more copies  in the PCR 

block and then I’ll have to sequence them, reading off the string of letters. I 

wonder about the people, the ones the samples belong to. Or maybe it’s the 

people who belong to the samples? I wonder about them now as I realise that I 

do sometimes. I never see more than a few drops of their blood and, whatever 

else we carry in our blood, it isn’t our essence. I know, I’ve looked, I would have 

seen. Usually I don’t even see their blood, just frozen DNA.



Who am I trying to convince? I leave the first set of samples to stand and 

go to fetch the next ones. Just do the job, don’t bother what any of it’s about. 

But I know the answer and I believe I know why I’m happy – I’m not actually 

nodding because I’m checking on the panel on the front of the PCR block that 

the programme is over. I think I know – it’s because of the horoscope which I 

want to be true because it’s good and maybe that’s why I’m happy, but I don’t 

want it to be true because I’d have to be mad to believe it. I mean, how can 

astrology work? Show me cause and effect. Offer a scientific explanation of how 

this influence might operate. 

It’s all balls  and gas. Balls of gas in certain juxtapositions at the time of 

birth, albeit unimaginably big, but also unimaginably distant. It’s just because 

people don’t want to feel so free. They’re scared of the responsibility.

The universe, though – and I know I’m trying to see both sides of the 

argument, typical Gemini – is all interconnected. The slightest movement of 

particles, butterflies flapping or Pisces  up Uranus – they’re all causes and they 

amount to Bloomsbury is  sunny this morning and I am happy and free today. 

So, maybe, then. 

But, come on, and I remove the next set of samples  and take them to the 

bench and the rubber and the syringe and the chloroform. It’s all negligible 

compared to direct effects closer at hand.

But, then again. Maybe this  isn’t physics, it’s  psychology or sociology or 

whatever. I leave them to stand and go to the freezer to fetch primers and more 

samples which need to be cloned, need to be subjected to cycle after cycle of 

repetitive reactions building up copies.

Maybe, enough people believe in horoscopes for them to be a self-fulfilling 

prophecy. Autopoiesis. I tug at the heavy metallic door and with a suck the door 

opens and clouds spill out like I’m standing on them. Parents expect children to 

be such-and-such and bring them up such-and-such and they read into it such-

and-such and ultimately, along with everything else, of course, there’s some 

truth in it. Chilly.

Or there’s  the time of the year. I take the samples and the primers from the 

freezer. Maybe that has an effect on personality, like an autumn baby grows up 

to be more – what would they be? Gill’s birthday’s in September. Virgo. What 

are they like? Uptight? 



I set them down, cold they are, -70˚. Maybe there’s a kind of evolution of 

understanding over the centuries. People have classified the personality types 

from different times of the year and the better the classification, the more it was 

accepted until it’s  a true hypothesis and maybe there’s some truth in it after all 

although it’s  got nothing to do with the stars  and on the Northern line I read 

Gemini: This month will be a period of pivotal change in your life. Important 

events are about to happen, but don’t let the past decide the future. You must 

choose to leave relationships behind and feel free to seek a new path. Don’t let 

your tendency to see both sides of the argument get the better of you. Listen to 

those closest to you and beware of people who don’t have your best interests at 

heart. Romance: With Venus entering your sign, your love life is about to take 

off. Prepare to meet someone special and for affairs to hot up.

The samples need to defrost. Love life to hot up. Bunny back in heat. 

Those closest to you: that’s Elsi. I know she’s right – she always is and she 

knows that too – and I know it was largely because I didn’t end it with Gill. Even 

when I knew it was over. Not that I would have anyway because I’d never want 

to cause anyone pain, least of all … well, I don’t know, Gill deserves  it, 

swanning around, lording it and telling me what I can’t do all the time. I’m a 

pushover, I know, too easily controlled. Elsi said I should just stop feeling sorry 

for myself and realise I can be happy now I’m free and I should be embracing it. 

Which, apparently, I am. I should decide for myself, she said, and she’s  right 

and that’s what I have decided to do. I am setting out a sterile well plate for the 

next ninety-six reactions and trying to work out what someone’s done with the 

syringe tips. 

I can’t believe I’m wasting time thinking about a horoscope.

I’ve got to wait for the samples to defrost anyway, so I’m going to make a 

list of hypotheses. Always the best way to start an analysis, I think, as I go into 

the common room to do it and sit by the fugu fish in its tank and turn over a 

photocopied article from Bioinformatics News to write my list on the back. 

HYPOTHETICAL CAUSES OF MY GOOD MOOD

(In chronological order)



1. Talk with Elsi last night re: Gill leading to possible closure of mourning period 

through emotional release aided by the consumption of much alcohol. Went to 

bed happy.

2. A fully restful night’s sleep for the first time post-Gill (aided by emotional 

release and the consumption of much alcohol, see 1 above). Woke up happy.

3. Sunshine: physiological effects thereof (increase in levels of vitamin D 

leading to increase in uptake of seratonin and levels of neuropeptides).

4. Horoscope: good horoscope (with promise of love), despite lack of belief, 

provides positive outlook owing to desire to believe anyway (because it would 

be nice if horoscopes came true even if it is silly). Became happy on the 

Northern line (c. 9.15 a.m.).

5. Got a seat on the Northern line (see 4 above).

6. Four days away from lab (including Thursday and Friday at the Sanger 

Centre). Gradual effect. (Should have been at the top of the list chronologically.)

7. Got to lab before Sir Hugo and discovered Sir Hugo is away. Became happy 

c. 9.45 a.m.

8. Any combination of, or all of, the above.

And I’m looking at the list and I add:

9. General freedom: from Gill; from what other people expect from/of me.

And I am smiling at the list because it’s a good list. My thoughts are 

always jumbled until I write them down, but it doesn’t constitute the basis for an 

experiment because the conditions could not be repeated. A bit of amusement, 

but nothing in there to advance understanding. I hear someone come in through 

the lab doors and I make a ball with the list and they poke their head round the 



corner and it’s Eve’s head and she says, ‘Hiya, gorgeous. You’re lookin’ good – 

the sexy, stubbly look, very hot. How you doing?’ and I say, ‘Great,’ but I don’t 

want to go into depth or show her my list because she wouldn’t really want to 

know. ‘You all right?’ I say.

‘Hmm, so-so,’ she says. ‘Rotten weekend. Hold on, I’ll get a coffee and tell 

you about it.’ And her head’s gone and I am hoping that it’s nothing really bad, 

but she doesn’t seem upset, so I guess it’s not too important. I hear her in the 

kitchen with the kettle and flatten out my list again. The critical piece of missing 

data is  the timing of the onset. Now I have to laugh because this is  so ridiculous 

making a list like this. I’m analysing it all way too much and that’s exactly what 

Elsi was saying had been stopping me from being happy as we analysed it all 

together and she did add that it was  a bit rich coming from a philosopher and 

everything. She is right, though, I think to myself and I tear up Bioinformatics 

News into two – four – eight – sixteen because I wouldn’t want anyone to find it 

and I sprinkle the pieces in the bin and they spin around like sycamore seeds or 

more like angels’ feathers falling.

Eve’s head pops round the corner again and so does her arm this time 

and she’s holding up the apple and she says to me, ‘This anyone’s?’ and I say, 

‘Well, I brought it in because I missed breakfast, but it’s okay, you can have it, if 

you like. I’m going to get some lunch soon anyway.’

‘You sure?’ she says and I’m smiling back at her and nodding and she’s 

already taking a bite and ‘mmm’ she says  as it’s still in her mouth and now kind 

of half laughs, but she has to take the apple out to say anything properly and 

she says, ‘It’s good. Want a bite? Go on.’ And she steps out fully from round the 

corner and she holds it out to me and I think that I guess I am hungry and it will 

take away the stale aftertaste of coffee I’ve got so I take it from her and bite.

The phone rings and Eve says, ‘I’ll get it’ and I am trying to give her back 

the apple but she’s gone to the phone, but I don’t want to eat any more 

because, although it is good, I feel it’s  her apple now and so I hold on to it for 

her and wait to see if she comes back immediately and now I think, now I can 

make another list because the choice is mine. A list of what to do. So I won’t be 

listless ever again. I know the happiness won’t last forever, not unless I catch it 

and decide quickly what to do with all this freedom. Now, I think as I watch the 



fugu turn around in his tank and mouth something to me, pivotal change, feeling 

free, hotting up.

Eve’s head again is saying, ‘It’s your brother.’ 

 ‘Who?’ I say, because I didn’t think it would be for me.

 ‘Your brother.’ 

‘What does  he want?’ I ask, feeling embarrassed or guilty or nervous, and 

there is something like a tug in my gut and my left arm hurts. I put down the 

apple. ‘Why’s he calling?’ 

 ‘Dunno mate, maybe you should ask him?’ 

 ‘Hello? Dan?’ There is  no voice, but a kind of sigh, a rearrangement of 

sound, at the other  end of the line. ‘Dan? Is that you? You okay? What’s up?’ 

 ‘The old man’s croaked, bro. Gene’s dead.’


