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  Author’s Note:
 This is a true story, remembered and told by my wife and me as it happened. Some names have been changed.
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  Chapter 1
Escape from New York


  Someone found me one sticky, humid morning on 145th Place in Whitestone, New York, one-and-a-half blocks from my house. The sweltering summer heat rising off the sidewalk, my sagging diaper dragging at my ankles like a drunk’s trousers. The load was so heavy, it had slowed me down to a crawl.


  The mess had thrown my naked legs sideways, but I kept moving. That determined waddle of a toddler who’s on to something important. Where I thought I was going, barefoot in Queens, is anyone’s guess.


  I was just two years old, the youngest of four kids living in an Irish Catholic house. You could disappear for hours before anyone counted heads.


  My older sister, Alice, insists I wasn’t running away. “You just walked away unnoticed,” she’d tell me years later, like that made it better. Unnoticed. There’s the real story—not that a two-year-old tried to escape, but that nobody noticed he was gone.


  Even then, barely verbal, dragging my own mess behind me, I was already practicing for a lifetime of exits. If that diaper had stayed put, I might’ve made it to Parsons Boulevard. Who knows? Maybe some rich, childless couple would’ve scooped me up, taken me to their Manhattan penthouse. Maybe I’d have gotten my own room, been spoiled rotten, grown up to be an astrophysicist.


  Instead, a neighbor returned me like a stray dog to a house where walking away unnoticed was just another Tuesday. As for the rest of the litter …


  In our family, there were four of us kids. My brother Bill was the fair-haired boy, the firstborn male in good Irish-Catholic tradition. He was the apple of my mother’s eye, the scholar who could do no wrong. She would brag about him to anyone with ears. Then came my sister, Alice, who had her own room. My brother Jim got the attic with Bill. And me? I had a single bed shoved in the corner of my mother and father’s bedroom.


  That alone shoulda been six months of therapy.


  While my siblings carved out their territories, I learned to earn my place through humor. I became the family jokester, the one who kept everyone laughing. It was my survival strategy, my way of mattering in a house where the pecking order had already been established.


  Something vital was missing.


  Years would pass before someone reminded me of what didn’t exist in my home. Close to our house rested a vast empty lot bordering an even bigger community park. Hundreds of wild lilac shrubs covered that lot. Showy, sweet-smelling purple blooms swaying in the breeze, welcoming spring. As a child, I walked among them, hands outstretched, brushing the purple blossoms, every breath an olfactory memory that would last a lifetime.


  I thought Mom would delight in them as well. So, I carefully chose only the best. My goal was to create a massive bouquet for our dining room table.


  Walking haphazardly, I struggled to keep them together, a joyful grin on my face, savoring fantasies of how happy, grateful, and loved my mother would feel by my little gesture. I could barely see the road ahead, the lilacs brushing against my cheeks, their heady scent so thick it was almost dizzying.


  Finally, I burst through the door and found Mom sitting at the kitchen table. There I stood, tall, with a broad smile and glowing eyes, triumphantly blurting out, “Mom, look what I got for you! Aren’t they beautiful?”


  She looked up at me over her glasses, stood up, and without a word or hint of emotion, slowly walked over and opened a cabinet. Taking out a large green glass vase, she went to the sink and turned on the tap. While it filled, her back to me, I heard her mutter under her breath, “Never mind flowers. If you want to show me that you love me, get better grades in school.”


  She walked into the dining room and set the vase in the center of the table. “Bring them here,” she said in an apathetic tone with a resigned wave of her hand. I placed them gently on the table, still half-hoping she’d look at me, smile, say something soft. But instead, nothing. After a last quick glance at her unsmiling face, I positioned my deflated body in the doorway, silently watching as she made them into a beautiful arrangement.


  The odd thing was, even as a child, I could sense she enjoyed them. She just couldn’t show it.


  My mother had strong opinions about life’s purpose. One time, she turned and looked at me across that same dining room table and said, “We weren’t meant to be happy in this lifetime. We’re meant to be here and suffer so that we earn our place in the life hereafter.” Not exactly a great message for a kid.


  My dad wasn’t affectionate either. I remember the first time I hugged him. His spine stiffened so fast, it felt like my arms wrapped around an ironing board. What he could give was music. He was a consummate self-taught musician, like his brothers. When the mood struck him, which was daily, Dad would drag a brown wooden straight-backed chair from the dining room into our living room. His Irish wool tam o’ shanter cap casually tilted on his head, his old friend, a well-worn Irish button accordion strapped over his shoulders. He would play for hours.


  His vices sat close on a small wooden table. A steel can of Rheingold beer sweating in the heat, smoke wafting off his Lucky Strike placed in an old, cracked saucer for an ashtray. He played reels and jigs until the walls seemed to breathe. The smoke and beer smelled like chaos, but when the bellows filled the house, I drew the music into my soul.


  Lost in the rhythm of a lively jig, his face held a kaleidoscope of emotions. The bellows of his accordion stretched and contracted like a giant lung, breathing life into our house. Over the years, his music seasoned the walls and floors, clinging like a warm after-scent of joy and memory. I could recognize “The Rocky Road to Dublin” and hundreds of other ditties, hornpipes, and reels by the time I was three years old.


  As good as he and his brothers were, sometimes their drinking outpaced their playing. Being master musicians, they were always sought after for parties, wakes, or shindigs. It was customary to provide free drinks to all the musicians. It was only a matter of time before one or more went off key, off tempo, or off the rails.


  My father was like wallpaper—you don’t have much interaction with it. It was around constantly, but you weren’t aware of it. Unless you messed up. At that point, you had more interaction with wallpaper than you wanted. You never knew which Willie Keane would walk through the door. If it was the wrong one, you’d better make yourself small.


  Over the years, my brain developed antennae, constantly scanning for danger. Survival depended on perceiving which way the wind was blowing, or in other words, which day the booze was flowing. That hypervigilance became both my superpower and my prison. It made me great at reading rooms, spotting danger, anticipating trouble. But it also made me distrustful, unable to relax, always waiting for the next disaster.


  My armor grew thicker, hardened by silence, disappointment, and the kind of loneliness that makes you doubt your own worth. I carried it into every friendship, every relationship, for the better part of my life. As an adult, the only time I could open up was when I was drinking. When I finally quit, I found myself locked out from my own feelings, without a key.


  One day, watching television, I saw my chance to finally escape: a recruiting ad for the Marine Corps. When I visited the nearest recruiting station and saw the dress blues uniform on that sergeant, I was hooked. The slogan back then was “The Marine Corps Builds Men.” I thought I was broken and that they could fix me.


  My dream of running away was at hand. I had just turned seventeen.


  I thought the Marines would straighten me out. Instead, Vietnam bent me further. When I came home, my heart had become a fortress. Jobs came and went—fifteen in ten years. Every criticism from a boss felt like a threat. Every crowded place made my skin crawl. I’d mastered the art of keeping everyone at arm’s length, not knowing I had closed the door on the very thing I would spend the rest of my life searching for.


  Chapter 2
The Interview


  A puppy with soulful eyes held me up in broad daylight and managed to steal my heart. This is how that pint-sized bandit pulled it off.


  It started on a crisp Saturday in October. My wife said, “There’s a dog show at the Cow Palace today. Want to go?”


  My gut tightened. I’d been contemplating the idea of another dog for months, afraid to jump. My Old English Sheepdog, Paco, had died seven years earlier, and I’d sworn no other dog could fill his collar. Whenever the urge crept in—watching neighbors walk their retrievers, seeing dog food commercials—I shoved it away.


  Clients in my pet-finding business often asked if I had pets of my own. I’d deflect with humor. “I spend so much time finding other people’s pets, I barely have time to sleep.” The truth ran deeper. I wasn’t sure I could survive another loss.


  “Sure,” I told Shirley, fidgeting with my coffee cup. “Let’s check it out.”


  We pulled into the Cow Palace around noon. I spotted a front-row space wedged between two oversized trucks. “Well, look at that—maybe my luck is changing.” I slid in with a parking move sharp enough to satisfy any instructor.


  Shirley laughed, tugging me toward the entrance. “Come on, honey, let’s go find out if luck still likes us.”


  Inside, sawdust and dog shampoo thickened the air. Yips, barks, and handlers yelling “Stay!” echoed off the concrete. In the main ring, seven Afghan hounds floated beside handlers in perfect half-runs.


  Shirley nudged me. “How do they even choose? They’re all beautiful.”


  “Like judging a fashion show where everyone was wearing the same dress. Good luck to ’em,” I said. Shirley laughed.


  Then, a chair crashed behind us; metal on concrete made a loud jolting bang. My knees buckled before my brain could catch up. I crouched, heart pounding. For a second, the room blurred back into another decade, another world. Shirley’s hand found my shoulder.


  “You okay?”


  Embarrassed, I forced a half-smile. “Yeah.” But my body told a different story. It never forgot. I shifted focus to the mission. Somewhere in this chaos stood a dog who might break through my wall.


  We walked aisle after aisle.


  “I prefer females,” Shirley said out of the blue. “Cleaner, less territorial.”


  “Really? Sounds like a dig at males to me.”


  She bumped my shoulder. “If the shoe fits …”


  Beautiful goldens filled seven rows. Too many, too common. No one would ask, What kind of dog is that?


  “Golden overload,” Shirley said.


  Then, we turned a corner and saw him.


  Elevated on a platform sat a huge dog who looked carved from myth. Six inches of rust-and-charcoal coat shimmered like lit silk. Dark, intelligent eyes scanned the crowd, calm as stone. He didn’t pant, didn’t fidget. He just radiated control like ripples in water.


  “Wow, honey,” I whispered, “look at that.”


  The breeder, a graying man in his fifties, proudly grinned. “That’s Digby, a Briard. Five years old, full of himself.”


  I offered my hand. Digby sniffed his acceptance, then gave me one polite lick. A royal blessing. His coat felt like human hair, thick and flowing.


  “They were bred in France to herd sheep,” the breeder said. “Jefferson brought them to America. Smart, loyal, proud. They know they’re special.” A laminated sign read: A heart wrapped in fur. My pulse jumped. The media would eat him up. But beneath that thought stirred something darker: a reminder that nothing, even this perfect creature, lasts forever.


  “Any puppies?”


  “Not here. But a friend up north has a litter.” He scribbled a name and number.


  At home that evening, the number sat on the kitchen table. Digby’s calm presence haunted me. Hesitation clawed at my chest, but Shirley dialed the number. The breeder vetted us first before announcing, “It’s your lucky day. Two male pups are available.”


  “Can we see them next weekend?”


  “Absolutely.”


  Relief broke through. I raised an eyebrow at Shirley. “So much for your preference for females.”


  She grinned back. “We’ll see who’s messier—you or him.”


  Saturday, we drove to Lincoln in Northern California. We pulled off the main road onto a long driveway. Gravel crunched under the tires as a silver-haired woman stepped from the farmhouse. Dorothy, the breeder, moved with the air of someone who’d birthed a calf and baked a pie before breakfast. “Welcome! How was the drive?” she asked.


  She led us to a pen where three eight-week-old Briards tumbled in the sun. “The female’s spoken for. We haven’t named them yet, so we use different color yarn around their necks to identify.”


  Dorothy clapped. Two pups stirred. The third, with the blue yarn, lifted his head and locked eyes with us. His coat shimmered brown-gold, his muzzle dark like a tiny gorilla. He walked with purpose, already discerning. He studied me, weighing whether I deserved his attention.


  Dorothy scooped him up. “Outgoing, fearless, a little bossy.” She placed him in my arms: warm weight, cashmere fur, puppy breath tinged with grass. He looked at me intensely focused, as if reading my soul to decide if he wanted to spend the rest of his life with me. Then one deliberate lick across my cheek, signing a contract in slobber.


  I handed him to Shirley. Same evaluation. Same lick.


  “Well,” she laughed, “I guess we passed the interview.”


  Blue tumbled back into the grass, wrestled his littermates, then ambled over and curled against my legs and fell asleep. His weight pressed warm against my leg. Not the crack of grief this time—something softer. Hope. Fragile, but real.


  He chose us.


  Dorothy broke the spell. “Ready to make it official?”


  “What do you think?” I asked, looking at them together.


  Shirley cradled him, half-asleep in her arms. “I think he’s perfect.”


  Twenty minutes later, papers signed, Blue became Chief Inspector Clouseau. We named him after the bumbling French detective who, despite himself, always managed to solve the case in The Pink Panther movies.


  On the drive home, Clouseau slept on Shirley’s lap, one eye opening now and then to check if we were still there. The fancy carrier we brought sat unused in the rear seat. For the first time since Paco, I didn’t look backward. I looked forward—toward Clouseau.


  Our family had grown by four paws and one determined heart.


  Chapter 3
The Call


  Seven years had passed since that day at the breeder when Clouseau chose us. Seven years of growing together in each other’s company. Morning walks, chasing Frisbees, business partners at the office, and the quiet companionship that makes a dog family. He’d grown from that confident puppy into a magnificent adult—still proud, still regal, despite the years. The same dog who’d interviewed us with those intelligent eyes, now fully grown but with that same discerning spirit.


  The phone rang early on a Friday morning, slicing through the quiet. I should’ve let it ring. Should’ve walked outside, turned the thing off. Done anything but answer. That was my first mistake.


  It was the vet hospital. A routine follow-up on Clouseau’s skin rash, nothing urgent. I’d expected the call. Still, something twisted in my gut—that old instinct that flared before things went sideways. My rational brain waved it off. My body didn’t buy it.


  “Hello?”


  “Good morning, this is the vet hospital,” chirped a receptionist’s voice, bright but hollow. “We need you to bring Clouseau back. They lost his bloodwork.” Lost. The word clanged wrong, like a sour note. You don’t misplace bloodwork. It’s not car keys.


  “You what?” My voice sounded steady. I was already on my feet.


  “The lab lost the sample. We’ll need another draw.”


  “You’ve got to be kidding me.”


  He’d done his part, been poked, prodded, manhandled. Their mistake, his pain.


  I grabbed the leash. The jingle made Clouseau lift his head from his sun-warmed spot by the glass door. His eyes locked on mine, already suspicious. Dogs always know.


  “Come on, buddy,” I said, forcing lightness into my voice. “Quick trip.”


  He rose like a man headed to the gallows: no fight, no excitement, only dread.


  I clipped the leash, his ears drooping like wet laundry. He followed me through the garage, silent paws on concrete, climbed into the back seat, pressed himself against the window. Bracing. In the rearview mirror, his eyes seemed to ask: Where are we going, and why am I afraid?


  “I know, boy,” I whispered. “Humans make stupid mistakes.”


  That drive tortured me—watching him pace from window to window, breath quickening with each turn. By the time we reached the parking lot, he panted hard, sides heaving.


  I sat for a moment, chest tight. Just a blood draw, I assured myself. So, why did it feel like Vietnam again—like waiting for things to go south?


  The hospital lurked ahead, beige and foreboding, its glass door reflecting nothing but clouds.


  “Okay, buddy,” I said. “Let’s get this over with.”


  Inside, Clouseau hugged my leg, his massive body pressed close. The receptionist stayed glued to her call, tapping rhinestone nails on the counter, face blank as drywall. Her pink glasses and lacquered hair belonged to another decade. The name tag she wore read “Traci,” the “i” dotted with a paw-print sticker, half peeled.


  Clouseau studied her, head tilted. Friend, foe, or irrelevant? He wasn’t sure. Neither was I.


  She droned on into the phone, “If it’s still bleeding by tomorrow, put a cone on it. No, they’ll chew through the sock every time. Trust me. Okay, bye.” She hung up with deliberate slowness.


  “Wow,” I said. “Nice to be seen.”


  Finally, she looked up. Flat as week-old soda. “Can I help you?”


  “Clouseau’s here for bloodwork. Again. You lost the first set.”


  A sigh. Fingers clacked the keyboard.


  “Name?”


  “Sherlock Bones.”


  Her fingers froze. I smiled.


  Half a smirk cracked her mask. “Funny. Real name?”


  “Clouseau. C-L-O-U-S-E-A-U.”


  She typed, shrugged. “All checked in.”


  “That’s it? No apology? No explanation?” I asked.


  “The lab messed up. It happens. You should try working here.”


  “No, thanks. My parole officer says I need less trauma.”


  A snort escaped before she hid behind a chipped coffee mug: Espresso Yourself. “A tech will be right with you,” she said.


  I sat on a hard-backed wooden bench, bolted down, as if anyone would steal it. The place reeked of disinfectant that failed to mask the stench of fear, urine, and something worse. Linoleum scuffed, with ceiling lights buzzing a sickly green glow.


  A woman clutched a blanket-wrapped calico beside me. When she spotted Clouseau, she hugged her cat tighter. Big dog equals danger. Clouseau ignored them both, leaning into my leg. He couldn’t have been less interested. I stroked his wavy coat, still handsome, even now.


  “Clouseau?” a young tech inquired, scrubs covered in cartoon dogs, forced-bright smile.


  “Can I come with him?” I asked.


  A pause as calculation flickered in her eyes. “It’s usually easier if owners stay here. Less stressful.”


  “Less stressful for whom?” I remarked to myself.


  But truth—I couldn’t watch them hurt him. I had seen enough pain for a lifetime. I nodded, handed over the leash. Cowardice: my second mistake.


  “Come on, big guy,” she said, tugging gently.


  He looked back, eyes wide, asking: Why aren’t you with me? Don’t you protect me?


  Minutes crawled. Then, the howl. Not pain alone, but terror. Wild, primal. My Clouseau. And I had failed him.


  I shot to my feet. “Was that my dog?”


  The receptionist’s eyes darted to the sound then back to me. Guilt, then denial. “No.”


  I forced myself back to the bench. My chest knotted, instincts screaming. The woman with the cat stared. She wasn’t wrong to think I might lose it.


  A gray-haired tech appeared. “The doctor asked me to let you know Clouseau struggled during the blood draw. He broke a nail.”


  That howl wasn’t from any nail, I told myself.


  Minutes later, she returned. “The doctor would like to speak with you about his condition.”


  Ice in my veins. Nobody uses “condition” unless it’s bad.


  I followed her down antiseptic halls reeking of fear.


  Clouseau stood trembling in the corner, his left-rear leg suspended four inches off the floor, chest heaving. My heart broke. I dropped to my knees. “Hey, buddy. What happened?”


  His eyes asked the same.


  The vet entered, coat crisp, face neutral. “He struggled during the blood draw. Possibly sprained his knee.” Her voice was calm, as if delivering the weather report.


  “That’s it?” My voice edged sharp. “How many people held him down? Was he panicking? A sprain from a blood draw, how is that possible?”


  She repeated flatly, “He struggled.” Then, “We could do an X-ray. But he’ll need sedation.”


  “You want to knock him out—the dog you just injured?”


  “We sedate all the time for imaging.”


  “Can you guarantee he’ll be safe?”


  “I can’t guarantee there won’t be complications.”


  Every life-lived instinct screamed, Get him out before they kill him.


  “Wrap the leg. Give me pain meds. I’m taking him home.”


  That was my third mistake.


  I carried his eighty-five pounds to the car, body pressed to mine, trusting me even now.


  At home, he crawled into the main bedroom closet, to his refuge. His safe space. I stayed beside him, hand on his side, listening to his ragged breaths.


  By evening, Shirley’s keys hit the kitchen counter. “John? I’m home!”


  “In here,” I called, voice hollow.


  She stopped in the doorway, eyes wide. Dropped to her knees. “Oh, my gosh. What happened?”


  Words tumbled out: his lost sample, second draw, injury, sedation threat. I sounded like a fool explaining Christmas trees to a lumberjack.


  “They wanted X-rays, and you said no?”


  “They wanted to sedate him first. After what they’d done? I couldn’t trust them. I was just trying to protect him.”


  Her jaw tightened. “You wanted to protect him?” She pulled out her phone. “Then we protect him now.”


  She dialed. “Hi, this is Shirley. Our dog, Clouseau, was injured during a procedure today. We need an emergency X-ray. How soon can you take us?”


  A pause, then, “Sorry, we’re closing for the Christmas party.”


  “Excuse me?” Shirley said. “He’s in pain. You can’t spare ten minutes?”


  “Staff’s gone. Come back Tuesday.”


  “Tuesday?” Her voice rose. “That’s four days away.”


  The call ended.


  Half an hour later, Clouseau shivered with deep tremors. He was in shock. Shirley stroked his head, whispering soothing words of love. They didn’t work.


  Calling again, I begged the hospital to send someone. Finally, a senior tech arrived at the house, arms crossed, eyes tired. She prodded Clouseau for all of thirty seconds, shrugged. “He’s milking it. Bring him on Tuesday.”


  Shirley stared. “Are you serious?”


  But the tech’s body grew rigid.


  We were alone. Helpless. Betrayed.


  Later, as pain meds dulled his tremors, Shirley curled beside him on the closet floor, stroking his ears, comforting him.


  I sat in the doorway, feeling useless. After Shirley went to bed, I stayed, hand on his head, whispering, “I should’ve been there. I should’ve insisted. I’m sorry, buddy.”


  His tail thumped once, giving me forgiveness I didn’t deserve.


  I thought the worst was over.


  He still trusted me. God help him.


  Chapter 4
The Weight of Knowing


  Tuesday morning, we drove back to the vet hospital for the X-ray. Clouseau had seemed better over the Christmas weekend, and we felt cautiously optimistic. We wanted to confirm the sprain was healing.


  The drive was routine except for a few bumps in the road that drew soft whimpers from the back seat. When we arrived, Clouseau still limped but moved under his own power. The pain medication had clearly helped. Seeing him mobile felt like a good sign.


  The waiting room hit us with its familiar smell of disinfectant and anxiety. The receptionist called us back quickly. No long wait this time. Once they took him for the X-ray, we paced in an exam room. Machinery whirred on the other side of the door. Muffled voices gave directions. I clenched my fists and paced. Shirley rubbed her cold fingers together.


  When they brought him back, Clouseau looked weary but alert. He lay beside us while we waited for Dr. Morrison. The twenty minutes stretched into hours. Shirley paced between the table and the window. I stared at a pamphlet about heartworm prevention without absorbing a word. The clock’s second hand ticked, mocking us.


  Finally, footsteps in the hall. Dr. Morrison entered, neutral expression, X-ray films tucked in a manila envelope. She clipped the first film to the light box. Click. White light filled the room, turning Clouseau’s bones into ghostly images.


  I stood, searching her face for hope. Perhaps a smile, a nod, anything. She inhaled, exhaled, and the sound alone drained me.


  “I’m afraid things are worse than we thought.” Her finger traced the white image. “He didn’t sprain his leg. It’s broken.”


  The word hit like a gavel. Broken. Not sprained. Broken. Shirley froze beside me, still as a statue.


  “Broken?” I whispered. “But he’s been moving, getting around.”


  “He’s been protecting it,” Morrison said. “Dogs are stoic. They hide pain.”


  Shirley’s hand clutched the chair, knuckles white. “Four days,” she whispered. “He’s been in pain for four days.”


  The guilt hit like a hammer. I thought I’d saved him Thursday night by bringing him home. Instead, I’d condemned him to four days of unnecessary pain.


  I barely had time to absorb the fracture when Dr. Morrison’s finger moved across the film. She circled a different dark cloud area against the bone’s white irregular surface.


  “There’s something else,” she said. Her voice dropped. “We think this is osteosarcoma.”


  The word landed heavy as lead. Shirley stepped closer. “What is that?”


  “Bone cancer.”


  The words cut me open. My knees buckled. I grabbed the table edge to stay upright. The room tilted, ears ringing, vision narrowing to a tunnel. Shirley’s face went pale, her eyes wide, tears tracing silent lines down her cheeks.


  I wanted to shove her words back, tear down the X-ray, undo it all. But they hung there like shrapnel waiting to hit.


  For a moment, Dr. Morrison’s mask slipped. Compassion swam in her eyes. “I’m so sorry,” she said softly. She sounded so sincere. Then, she hesitated, her shoulders tightening before her voice cooled to business. “Of course, if this is cancer, you’ll be responsible for the cost of treatment going forward. That’s policy.”


  The shift felt brutal. A death sentence to billing policy in ten seconds. I swallowed my anger, forced myself to focus. “Can’t you repair his leg? Just fix the break?”


  She shook her head. “If it’s cancer, the bone won’t heal. It becomes fragile, prone to infection.” She paused. “Bone cancer is agonizing.”


  The word burned. Agonizing. I looked down at Clouseau lying quietly, head on paws, trusting us. Was he in agony right now?


  “So, where does that leave us?” I asked.


  “Two options,” she said. “Amputate his leg. Or put him down.”


  The words detonated. Shirley and I stared at her, stunned. What kind of universe gave those choices?


  “There is a chance it’s not cancer,” she added. “The only way to be certain is to perform a biopsy.”


  “How long before we’d know?”


  “A few days. Maybe a week.”


  Hope thinned to a thread, but we clung to it. We agreed to the biopsy.


  The procedure took an hour. They bandaged the site, stabilized the break, gave us pain meds, and promised to call with results. The car ride home felt endless—Clouseau’s breathing shallow in the back seat, the silence between Shirley and me louder than words. Our neighborhood looked garish when we pulled in, like Christmas light decorations at a funeral.


  At home, Clouseau again limped to the bedroom closet. Shirley coaxed him to the living room bed she’d prepared. Pain meds on schedule. Water bowl nearby. She moved with calm precision, channeling worry into action. I envied her strength. The guilt sat heavy in my chest. If only I’d been in that exam room Friday.


  I retreated to my office, tried to meditate. My thoughts spun like a wheel—X-ray shadows, Morrison’s voice: “Bone cancer.” When the mantra failed, I prayed. Not polished prayers, but desperate ones, like a father begging over a drowning child.


  I hadn’t prayed earnestly in decades. I called on St. Francis, patron saint of animals. St. Jude, the saint of hopeless cases. My Irish mother had made me choose him for confirmation. Back then, I’d thought it embarrassing. Now, I understood life was lousy with hopeless cases.


  “St. Jude,” I whispered, “this isn’t about me. It’s about him.”


  I promised anything. Just one more Christmas morning with him under the tree. One more summer with him chasing fireflies. One more ordinary Tuesday with him trailing me from room to room. Anything.


  That dog was kindness incarnate, loyal, gentle, and forgiving. If mercy existed, surely, he deserved it. I prayed until I had no words left.


  Shirley cracked the office door. “Honey, come to bed.” Her voice was steady, but her eyes were raw. “We’ll face all of it together.”


  I crawled into bed beside her, hollow. We held each other in silence, waiting for news that could change everything.


  The next morning, I woke sick with remembering. Already up, Shirley tended to Clouseau. His tail gave a weak wag when I entered the room. He still trusted me completely. That broke me more than any diagnosis.


  Later, I stared out at the backyard he loved. The winter grass browned, oak branches bare. In summer, he’d flown across that yard chasing his Frisbee. The battered disc still sat in the corner, teeth marks and tears mapping years of joy. I opened the door and walked out into the cool morning air to pick it up. Holding it, I felt the phantom pull of him refusing to let go. The recipe for happiness, he’d taught me, was simple: Hold tight to what you love.


  Now, he lay broken inside while the yard waited, empty. Just days ago, we’d felt blessed, giving gifts away to strangers at Christmas. Now, we waited on biopsy results that could decide if we lost him forever.


  I looked down at his Frisbee in my hand, scarred and worn, and felt my chest tighten. That toy was his autobiography, joy written in plastic. And like him, it never let go.


  Chapter 5
The Irony of Good Deeds


  Just days before the call that shattered everything, our lives felt charmed. The holiday season had arrived with its familiar rhythm. Department stores sparkling with twinkling lights. Our favorite carols drifting from speakers as shoppers hurried past with purpose and excitement.


  “What do you want for Christmas this year?” Shirley asked as we sat in our living room, Clouseau stretched between us on the couch.


  I looked around at our warm home, at her face in the lamplight. “Honestly? I can’t think of anything.”


  “Me neither,” she said. “We’ve got everything we need.”


  We did. We had a home that welcomed us each evening, work that gave our days meaning, health that we’d learned not to take for granted, and each other. Our greatest blessing, the beating heart of our little family, was Chief Inspector Clouseau, with his long, tawny coat soft as human hair and those soulful, dark-lined eyes that looked straight into you.


  “Maybe we should do something different this year,” she said.


  Together, we decided that this Christmas, we would express our gratitude for the good life we had by helping others less fortunate. We came up with an idea: no presents for each other. The bank where Shirley worked had an annual Giving Tree in the lobby. An artificial Christmas tree decorated with paper ornaments, each one bearing a handwritten request from a struggling family. She would pick one family’s request.


  Shirley pushed through our front door late the following evening, her purse strap sliding down her shoulder, car keys still jingling in her hand. The December cold had painted her cheeks pink, and she wore that particular expression I’d learned to recognize. The look of someone who’d made a decision that surprised even herself.


  “You should have seen it,” she said, unwinding her scarf. “The whole lobby was buzzing. Everyone picking cards off that little tree like they were shopping for the perfect apple.”


  She set her purse on the kitchen counter and pulled out a folded piece of white paper. “I waited my turn, watching people sort through all the options.” She handed me the card. “Then, I finally got to the front, and there was only this one left.”


  The card featured handwritten names, ages, and wishes from seven family members—a mother, a father, three daughters, and two sons, ages ranging from six to seventeen. I was shocked by how many, until I began to read what they were asking for. Their requests broke my heart with their modesty: warm clothes, necessities, simple toys.


  “Seven people?” I asked, looking up at Shirley.


  “Yeah. It was the last one. I’m sure everyone passed over it because there were so many,” she said.


  “Like the last scrawny kid picked for teams.”


  “Exactly.” She took the card from my hands. “We’ve got that beautiful comforter upstairs unopened, never used. It still has tags on it.”


  I looked around at Clouseau curled up with Shirley on the couch, at our tidy, glowing home, at her face across from mine. “Seven people? We can handle seven.”


  We wanted to give the joy of Christmas to the needy. The kind of Christmas someone would enjoy if their world had fallen apart.


  Only one request gave me pause: a teenage boy who had asked for a bike. A bike? That felt extravagant—until I read his reason. He wanted it for a paper route to help support the family.


  That awakened a pain I’d buried for decades. As a kid growing up in our chaotic household, I’d begged my parents for a bike every Christmas and every birthday. The answer was always no. When my brother Jim finally got one for his fourteenth birthday, I thought my turn would come. Two weeks later, Jim’s bike was stolen from outside the local swimming pool bike rack. After that, the subject of bicycles became forbidden territory. “See what happens?” my father would say. “Waste of money. Just gets stolen anyway.”


  That kid on the ornament never knew it, but he was about to get the bike I never did. And he’d get a helmet and a good lock too, so no one could take it from him.


  Saturday morning, we armed ourselves with steaming cups of hot chocolate and Shirley’s carefully organized list. Holiday shoppers already swarmed the mall parking lot by 10 a.m., moving with that particular late-December urgency.


  “Strategy,” Shirley announced as we walked through the automatic doors. “Kids’ clothes first while they still have good sizes. Then toys. Bike last.”


  I watched Shirley do what she did best—decisive, methodical, focused like a bomber pilot on a mission. She’d pull a coat from the rack, check the material, examine the stitching, then either a nod of satisfaction and into the cart, or a shake of the head and “Let’s move on.” Years of making split-second banking decisions had honed this skill to perfection.


  “This one,” she said, holding up a purple winter coat with a hood trimmed in fake fur. “Ten-year-old girl. See how well it’s made? The zipper runs smooth. Look at the lining. This will keep her warm for years.”


  The bike shop hit me with the smell of rubber tires and metal, rows of gleaming bicycles hanging from ceiling hooks like sleeping birds. A lanky salesman with grease-stained fingers approached us. “Looking for anything specific?”


  “Paper route bike,” Shirley said immediately. “Teenager. Needs to be reliable.”


  He led us to a section of sturdy, practical models. “Daily use, you’ll want something built to last. This one here has puncture-resistant tires, good gearing for hills, and see these reflectors? Safety first for early-morning rides.”


  I watched him explain gear ratios and frame materials, but my mind drifted to my brother’s stolen bike and my father’s harsh verdict. “We’ll also need a helmet,” I said suddenly. “And the best lock you’ve got.”


  The salesman looked surprised. “Heavy duty lock for a kid?”


  “So nobody can take it from him,” I said.


  By afternoon, we had packed our SUV with bags and boxes. At home, we spread everything across our dining room table—a Christmas explosion of colors and textures. Clouseau positioned himself strategically on the carpet, close enough to supervise but far enough to avoid stepping on any wrapping paper.


  His ears perked up every time the tape dispenser made its sharp ripping sound. His head would lift, dark eyes following our movements with the intensity of a quality-control inspector making sure we conducted this gift-wrapping business properly.


  We wrapped the gifts carefully. The bike we wheeled out to the garage and decorated it with a large red bow. The rest we bundled into large bags and boxes, each one labeled with the family member’s name and age in Shirley’s neat handwriting.


  We loaded everything into our SUV for the drive to Shirley’s bank. The security guard helped us with the bike, smiling as we wheeled it through the front doors.


  “Big family?” he asked.


  “Seven people,” Shirley said. “We hope it’s enough.”


  We wouldn’t get to see their faces, wouldn’t witness the unwrapping, or hear the exclamations of surprise and joy. But we could picture it—the boy wheeling his bike into the cold dawn, parents exhaling relief, little girls squealing at dolls and sweaters. That was our Christmas gift to ourselves: the image of joy multiplied.


  We hadn’t told anyone what we’d done. This wasn’t about recognition. We did it out of love. Out of gratitude for everything we’d been given.


  The days that followed felt golden. Our house seemed to glow with satisfaction, and even Clouseau appeared more content than usual, as if he could sense the happiness radiating from his humans.


  Later that morning, I watched him from the kitchen window as he patrolled the back yard with that lighter quality in his step. When he finished his rounds, he positioned himself in that perfect patch of weak December sunlight by the fence, settling down with a satisfied sigh that seemed to say all was right with his world.


  Inside, Shirley hummed Christmas carols while she made me coffee, her movements efficient and peaceful. This was contentment made visible.


  “What are you thinking about?” she asked, catching me watching her.


  “Just this,” I said, gesturing around our warm kitchen. “How good this is. How lucky we are.”


  She smiled and squeezed my hand. “We did something good. I can feel it in my bones.”


  I remember thinking, Is this too good to last?


  Less than a week later, we sat in a vet’s office, learning that our most innocent family member—the one who had never done anything but love unconditionally—might be dying.


  The irony cut deeper than any physical pain I’d ever felt. Here we were, seven days after giving our hearts to strangers, hearing the word that erased it all: cancer.


  This wasn’t about expecting something in return. We didn’t do good deeds as some kind of cosmic insurance policy. We helped that family out of pure gratitude. We had so much; others had so little.


  Now, I prayed harder than I had in years. Begging for the biopsy to come back negative, pleading for this not to be cancer, bargaining with whoever might be listening to spare this innocent creature.


  My faith didn’t end in rage or fist-shaking at the heavens. It just ended. Like a candle being snuffed out. If nobody out there cared, if prayers meant nothing, if the universe was indifferent to suffering, then what was the point of believing?


  From that point forward, I stopped looking for God to help. I looked at Clouseau instead, my teacher, who’d been right beside me all along.


  From that point forward, I was done with prayers. Done with faith. I had Clouseau—real, present, loyal. That was enough.


  Chapter 6
Breaking Point


  On the phone, they gave me nothing. “Can you come in to discuss the biopsy?” Flat, clipped. The careful phrasing of someone holding something back.


  On the drive over, the phrasing gnawed at me. “We’d like you to come in to discuss the results.” Steering, not telling.


  The ten-minute drive felt like an hour. Shirley was quiet, occasionally glancing back at Clouseau sprawled across the back seat. Her hands rested steady in her lap, but her shoulders told the truth.


  “Why didn’t they tell us on the phone?” Shirley asked. “If it were good, they’d say it. If it’s bad …” She trailed off. “Doctors give bad news by phone all the time.”


  “So, what’s different about this?”


  She shook her head. “Something feels off. You feel it too, don’t you?”


  I nodded. “The whole tone of that call. Too careful. Too scripted.”


  I couldn’t get enough air in that waiting room. Each breath felt shallow, like sucking through a straw. The walls pressed closer, antiseptic with a sour undertone. My hands clenched so tight, my nails left half-moons in my palms.


  A tech appeared and escorted us back, eyes down, just motioning toward an exam room. We followed in silence, Clouseau hobbling between us.


  The vet came in a few minutes later, face neutral, like someone long practiced at showing nothing.


  “We didn’t find cancer,” she said. “But that doesn’t mean it’s not there. The sample was inconclusive—it may have missed the cancerous part of the bone.”


  I stared at her, searching for something—anything. “So … that’s good news?” The last word cracked out thin, like it barely had the strength to stand.


  She shook her head. “It’s not really news. We still suspect osteosarcoma. We’d need to take another sample, to be sure.”


  My jaw locked. I rocked forward then back, like a man who couldn’t find ground. Too tense to sit. Too angry to speak. My hand found Clouseau’s back, steadying me more than him. His body felt slack, worn down by the drugs.


  Another sample?


  He’d been hobbling for a week, drugged just to get through the day. And now, they wanted to drill into him again?


  Heat rose into my face.


  That’s when I saw it: Bringing us in wasn’t about delivering news. It was about getting us in the room. Over the phone, we might’ve said no. Here, with Clouseau at our feet, they knew the odds of a yes went up.


  Cash for another biopsy. Legal cover from a definitive cancer stamp.


  My eyes narrowed. My body went still—the coiled stillness before something snaps. I watched her, face blank as drywall, as if daring me to break.


  If I gave her anything, I’d snap. I’d be across the room, hands on her neck. Worse than the fight? Losing control—but I wouldn’t be their puppet either.


  My voice stayed flat. I looked at Shirley, her eyes glassy, her face pale. For just a second, I questioned my read. But they could have shared inconclusive results by phone. By making us come in, it increased their odds they’d get a yes. That wasn’t paranoia; it was a setup.


  “May we have a copy of the X-ray?” I asked.


  She handed me the print on the desk.


  “Thank you,” I said. “Let us think it over and get back to you.”


  She nodded, like she knew what I really meant.


  On the drive back, we spoke in small, sharp sentences. “What do you think?” Shirley asked.


  “We need a second opinion,” I said.


  She nodded. “Good. We’re not putting Clouseau through another biopsy with them. They’ve done enough.”


  Heat crawled up my neck. My fists tightened unnoticed on my lap. Outwardly calm, I held my rage inside for now. The last thing Shirley needed was my storm on top of everything else.


  Clouseau shifted in the back seat, trying to find a position that didn’t hurt. There wasn’t one. The faint jingle of his tags filled the silence between us.


  That night, everything fell apart.


  Clouseau couldn’t settle. He lay in the living room, on his bed—if you could even call it that anymore. It looked more like a war zone than a place to rest. Blankets bunched and rumpled from his constant shifting. The bed we’d set up with such hope now just soaked up his misery.


  He shifted and shifted, never finding relief. Every move dragged a groan from him, not a whimper, but a low, constant sound from deep in his gut. The sound pain makes when it has nowhere left to go.


  I lay beside him on the floor, one arm over his back, feeling the rapid rise and fall of his ribs with each labored breath. My cheek pressed close enough to catch the heat pouring off him, a fever-warm, too warm. The air carried antiseptic from his bandages, the rank musk of dog sweat from his paws, and beneath it all, something sour and metallic—the smell of fear.


  His breathing came shallow and uneven, each exhalation a small defeat. The floor pressed cold against my shoulder, but I didn’t move. I wouldn’t.


  This might be one of our last nights together, I thought, so I wasn’t going to waste it on my comfort.


  I whispered whatever came, hoping my voice might soothe him. “It’s okay, buddy. I’m here. You’re not alone.”


  But he didn’t stop. The moaning kept coming, like pain hunting for a way out.


  Eventually, I couldn’t take it. I sat up and motioned to Shirley. “I need to step away.”


  She nodded. “Go.”


  I didn’t leave the room. I sat on the couch, slipped on a headset, and cranked the volume. Anything to drown out his moaning. Cowardly, maybe, but I was close to snapping. Even with the headset, I still felt his pain closing in. I rocked without knowing it, slowly, forward and back. Only rhythm kept me from falling apart.


  Shirley knelt beside him, stroking his fur, her voice steady. She was stronger than I was.


  Finally, I broke, ripped off the headset, got up, grabbed my phone, and called our vet. “I’m calling about Clouseau. He’s in pain. He won’t stop moaning.”


  The tech stayed calm. “When did he last have his meds?”


  I told her.


  “Based on his dose and weight, you can’t give any more. It wouldn’t be safe.”


  Safe?


  My knuckles whitened around the phone. “So, that’s it? He just suffers?”


  Silence.


  I snapped at her. “You need to do something. Right now. I’m not asking. I’m telling you. My dog is in agony, and you’re going to fix this. Now!”


  Silence. Not the usual hold-your-ground kind, but a pause where I could almost hear her recalibrate, maybe even flinch. Like someone suddenly remembering they had options.


  When she finally spoke again, her tone had shifted, more humane and real. “We could prescribe a morphine patch. But we don’t have any here. You’d need to fill it at a pharmacy and find a vet to apply it.”


  A lifeline.


  We called Kaiser Hospital, and they told us they could fill the prescription. Then, Shirley and I called around until we found a twenty-four-hour emergency vet clinic that agreed to apply it. Shirley said we shouldn’t show up empty-handed.


  “Let’s bring some pizza. They’re doing us a favor, and I want them focused, not rushing home.”


  Even in crisis, she thought of others.


  We grabbed a couple of pizzas and drove to the clinic. I carried the X-ray and held it up to the tech. “Does this look like cancer to you?”


  He studied it. “I’m not a doctor, but yes that looks suspiciously like cancer.”


  He recommended a surgeon next door and said he’d make a call to get us in soon.


  They took Clouseau into the back and applied the morphine patch. The pizzas already sat open on the counter. Our gratitude for help, accepted.


  We drove home. For the first time in days, silence. Not tense. Peace. He lay still, breathing steadily.


  At home, he moved without groaning—his limbs stretching one at a time, slow and deliberate, like remembering what comfort felt like. I knelt beside him. His skin felt cooler, his fever broken. Shirley whispered, “Look at his face.”


  And I did.


  His chest rose in waves instead of stutters. His back paw twitched once, then went still. For the first time in days, my shoulders dropped.


  That night, I stood outside, the wind sharp against my skin. Piercing stars, the kind of clear, winter night that used to make me feel hopeful.


  Inside, Clouseau slept peacefully for the first time in days, the morphine patch finally doing its job. But I couldn’t sleep. The next morning, we’d drive him to the surgeon. One full week since they broke his leg. One week of suffering bought by their carelessness.


  I tried not to think about what decision we’d have to make when tomorrow came.


  The next morning, the surgeon’s office called and told us they had a cancellation, and we could bring Clouseau in right away. When we pulled into the parking lot, we saw a young black Lab missing his front right leg, bounding after a tennis ball with absolute abandon. No hesitation. No adjustment for the missing limb. His tail wagged so hard, his whole back end wiggled. Shirley and I sat in the car for a moment, watching.


  There it was. The universe had placed a three-legged dog right in front of us, right then, on the drive to discuss taking our own dog’s leg.


  Not limping, not suffering. Playing.


  “Look at him,” Shirley said quietly. “He doesn’t even know he’s supposed to be broken.”


  I watched the dog catch the ball and drop it, dancing around his owner with pure delight. This wasn’t survival. This was happiness. It felt like a sign. Maybe the cancer hadn’t spread. If we caught this in time, maybe Clouseau could have that kind of life again. Perhaps taking his leg could restore his joy.


  The surgeon met with us in a space that felt more like a doctor’s private office than an exam room. No steel table, no harsh lighting. Just a wooden desk, comfortable chairs, and him: gray-haired, glasses, calm. He wore confidence like experience, not arrogance. You could tell he’d delivered difficult news before.


  Clouseau lay quietly between us, panting softly, unaware his fate was being decided. The surgeon reviewed Clouseau’s X-ray in silence, holding it up to the light, occasionally nodding. Then, he leaned back, set the film down, and looked directly at us.


  “Yeah. That’s osteosarcoma. I’m sorry.”


  No hedging. No vague “maybe.” No false hope wrapped in medical jargon. Just the truth, delivered with the kind of gentle finality that told us he understood exactly what this meant to us.


  We asked him what that meant for Clouseau. What were the options?


  He told us the cancer was likely confined to the leg for now. If we amputated quickly and followed it with chemotherapy, Clouseau could live up to another three, maybe four years.


  Three to four years. He let that number sit in the air for a second. I gripped it like a life raft, even though part of me already understood cancer doesn’t play fair. Clouseau was seven, already a senior by big-dog standards.


  We asked how he’d handle the surgery.


  “Honestly? Dogs are resilient,” he said. “They don’t carry shame. They don’t ask why. They adapt.”


  And then, we stepped outside to talk. Shirley and I stood on the sidewalk, watching cars pull into parking spaces and people walk in and out of shops. It was just another Tuesday for everyone else.


  “What do you think?” she asked.


  I looked at her. “I think it’s the best bad option we’ve got.”


  She nodded. “Me too.”


  The decision didn’t bring joy, but it brought relief. At least now we had a plan, something concrete to hold on to after days of confusion.


  Later that night, I stood outside alone. The wind, sharp and clean, cut through whatever clouded my head. I looked up at the stars, wondering how many more nights Clouseau would have to see them.


  Inside, Shirley folded blankets and organized supplies for Clouseau’s recovery. Through the window, I watched her work with that careful, pure-Shirley efficiency—setting up a comfortable space, thinking through every contingency. She moved like someone preparing a room for a guest they loved, not knowing how long they would stay or what condition they’d be in.


  We didn’t say much that evening. There was nothing left to say. We had made our decision, scheduled the surgery. Now, we just had to get through it.


  But as I stood there in the night air, I couldn’t shake the feeling that some kind of countdown had begun. We had scheduled the surgery for tomorrow, New Year’s Eve, and while the rest of the world would be celebrating, we’d be at home knowing Clouseau was alone at the hospital, losing his leg. The contrast felt cruel, everyone else partying while our boy endured the worst night of his life without us there to comfort him.


  By New Year’s Day, when we picked him up, everything would be different. We just had to find the strength to get through the next twenty-four hours.


  Chapter 7
False Promise


  Before they took Clouseau back, we both kissed him. His coat still carried the scent of dried grass and lavender from home. The attendant clipped a leash to his collar and led him down the sterile hallway, all business and no emotion. Clouseau went one way, and we the other on New Year’s Eve. The surgery would happen that morning, and then they’d wheel him across the parking lot to the twenty-four-hour emergency hospital. If all went well, we’d pick him up on New Year’s Day.


  We drove home in silence. The heater blew stale air that tasted of worry. The click-click-click of the turn signal cut through the stillness of the December cold like a metronome counting down to morning.


  Later, our neighbor Dick set off fireworks. Sharp cracks echoed off houses, colored light bleeding through our curtains. The neighborhood celebrated. Shirley looked up from where she sat, hands folded, watching flashes paint the walls. “We’re going outside.”


  This was not a question. She stood and moved toward the door with that quiet certainty I’d learned to recognize. The decisiveness that had carried her from bank teller to world headquarters.


  I didn’t want to, but I followed. We stood in the cul-de-sac, watching sparks arc into the winter sky. People laughed from porches. Champagne corks popped. Someone lit a Roman candle that whistled and cracked, trailing gold against the stars. The kind of noise that usually meant joy. But for me, it only deepened the silence inside.


  Our boy had gone through surgery. His leg was taken. Maybe his life was still in the balance. And the world was celebrating.


  I looked around at strangers smiling into the new year and thought, How can this be? How can the world keep spinning when everything that matters is falling apart?


  Midnight arrived with cheers. Car horns. Someone yelling, “Happy New Year!”


  We went straight to bed and waited for the morning.


  On New Year’s Day, my sister Alice drove up from San Jose. Her Honda pulled into the driveway just after ten, the engine ticking as it cooled. She didn’t say much as she came through the door, and she didn’t need to. Just having her there—solid, familiar, carrying that bag with homemade cookies—made it easier to breathe.


  Together, we turned the back seat into a makeshift hospital bed. Shirley handled logistics with characteristic efficiency, spreading blankets corner to corner, testing the cushion’s give, positioning towels. She folded the pillow twice before finding it satisfactory. Each gesture carried the weight of someone who had learned early that details mattered, that preparation was love in action.


  At midday, we drove to pick him up. At the emergency clinic, the parking lot stretched empty except for scattered cars near the entrance. The building, squat and utilitarian, reflected the gray January sky. Inside, the sterile environment reflected our fears.


  I asked an attendant in purple scrubs, “How should I react when I see him? I need advice on handling this emotionally.”


  She didn’t hesitate. “Act like it’s no big deal. Pets aren’t like people. They’re not embarrassed about losing a leg.”


  She’d missed the point entirely. I was asking for help handling the sight of Clouseau with his leg gone. Still, I braced for the shock, and it came. The gurney wheels squeaked against the linoleum as they rolled him out. I tried to arrange my face into something calm, something normal. But nothing could have prepared me.


  There was Clouseau, my beautiful boy. His right rear leg just gone. White bandages wrapped stark against his tawny coat where his leg should have been. My vision blurred at the edges, like looking through water. I felt my face cracking, eyes starting to burn, but I forced myself to smile. Had to smile. Had to look like everything was fine, so he wouldn’t know how broken I felt.


  “Hey, buddy,” I managed to say, my voice sounding strange and far away. Shirley’s hand found mine, squeezing hard. I could feel her trembling too, but we both kept smiling.


  We kissed him again, his muzzle warm under my lips. Two staff members helped lift him using a canvas sling. He didn’t fight—too tired, too drugged, too confused. He just wanted to go home.


  The first thing he did when we got back was walk onto the lawn and relieve himself. On his own. No help. No drama. He moved with a strange, tripod-like gait, testing his balance on three legs as he found his way through a world that had suddenly shifted.


  It sounds small, but it wasn’t. Clouseau had just lost a leg. Less than twenty-four hours ago, he was anesthetized on a steel table. Now, he found his footing, doing what needed to be done. Like always.


  He made it through the door, favoring his front legs. We laid him on the thick rug in the family room. Afternoon light slanted through the windows, casting everything in warm winter gold. He rested, breathing deep and even, finally home.


  I sat beside him on the carpet, put my arms around his warm, solid body, and tried not to cry. The tears came anyway, hot and sudden. My chest started heaving with raw, guttural sounds I didn’t recognize. I pressed my face into his neck, breathing in his familiar smell. Still him underneath the antiseptic and bandages. Clouseau didn’t move. Just let me hold him, his weight settling against me like an anchor. I think he understood.


  Alice stayed for a few days. She was just there. Present. That’s what we needed most. Someone to sit with Clouseau while Shirley went to work, ran errands. I mostly handled business calls from home, occasionally having to go to the office. Alice would lie on the floor beside him, scratching behind his ears, talking to him in that gentle voice she’d always used with animals. For the first time since the diagnosis, I felt like we had help.


  A few days later, we took Clouseau in for his chemotherapy consultation at an oncology clinic wedged between a Subway reeking of seasoned bread and a dry-cleaner’s chemical tang. Inside: fluorescent lights, casting everything in sick yellow. The floor gleamed like black ice, polished to a mirror finish that screamed lawsuit waiting to happen.


  The second Clouseau’s paws hit that floor, they slid. He scrambled, trying to catch his balance on three legs, bandages still fresh, terror flashing in his eyes. My blood spiked hot.


  “Who the heck decided a high-gloss floor was a good idea in a cancer clinic for dogs, some of them three-legged?”


  The staff just stared. No apology, no explanation. Heat climbed up my neck. My boy could break his remaining legs on this deathtrap they called a floor.


  I spun on my heel and marched to the parking lot, yanking open the car door so hard it bounced back. The rubber floor mats peeled away from the Velcro with sharp ripping sounds. I carried them back inside, my jaw so tight it ached. While looking at the staff, I slammed down the first mat, scaring Clouseau. He almost fell from the fright of it.


  Shirley said, “Hey, come on, John, this doesn’t help.”


  She was right. I lowered the next one gently. A staff member walked away into one of the rooms, embarrassed. I know I was.


  When he moved from the first mat to the second, Clouseau—now with a solid, grippy surface under his paws—stopped shaking. Third mat further ahead. He stepped, and I moved the back mat to the front until he stepped again. Like laying stones across a river.


  “Every step matters now,” I muttered, repositioning the mats again. “Every small step.”


  A technician shuffled us to a claustrophobic consultation room with bare walls except for old travel posters that made no sense. I sat on the floor beside Clouseau, back against the wall, fingers working through his fur in the rhythm that always soothed him. We waited what seemed like an hour, the clock ticking away eternal seconds.


  The doctor finally arrived—early thirties, dark hair pulled back, confident in the way that comes from too much education and not enough bedside manner. He was polite but all business, checking his watch, already mentally moving to the next appointment.


  He explained chemotherapy: six treatments, one per week, by IV. Clouseau would stay alone in a sterile room while drugs dripped into his veins—an hour each time, maybe more if his body reacted poorly. He was already traumatized by the surgery, the leg, the sheer strangeness of it all. Now, he’d be isolated, hooked to machines, scared while poison flowed through his veins. The side effects: nausea, diarrhea, weakness, loss of appetite. Not maybe but very likely. Probable. Expected.


  I asked for the prognosis.


  When the vet finally threw the X-ray up on the light box, those metallic clips rang against the surface. The image glowed white and gray, with bones and shadows that meant nothing to me but everything to him.


  “Yeah, I’ve seen this before. Osteosarcoma.” Casual as discussing routine vaccinations. Then, he dropped the bomb: “Your dog has nine months to live. With or without chemotherapy.”


  Nine months. Not a year. Not three years. Nine months.


  I sat there speechless, sure I’d misheard. Nine months? With or without? What was the point of anything we’d done? The amputation, the trauma, the recovery—for nine months?


  The realization hit me like ice water. The surgeon who took the leg was either totally incompetent or had pumped up the timeline for the sake of a few thousand bucks. Sure, he had warned he couldn’t promise us anything, but he sure did dangle years in front of our face like a steak in front of a starving couple.


  My first feeling wasn’t even anger—it was pure, sick regret and guilt. If I’d known we only had nine months, I would never have put Clouseau through that surgery. No way. We’d stolen his leg for nine months.


  I was somebody’s fool again. I could handle that, but my dog’s pain turned into someone else’s profit? The air conditioning hummed overhead, matching the buzz of rage building in my head.


  “That can’t be right—the surgeon said three years. Four, even.”


  He nodded slowly, expression unchanged, careful with his response. “I can’t speak for the surgeon’s assessment. But this type of osteosarcoma almost always metastasizes, regardless of surgical intervention. We’re not talking about a cure. We’re talking about time. Maybe a year, if he’s lucky. I’m sorry, but that’s the reality.”


  The words landed like hammer blows. That surgeon had played us. Three to four years, he’d said. Whether incompetent, arrogant, or just plain greedy, he’d conned us into mutilating our boy for nothing.


  Shirley and I walked out dazed, automatic doors sliding shut like a coffin closing. The parking lot felt surreal. Regular cars, normal people went about their everyday lives while our world collapsed again.


  In the car, Shirley broke the silence first. “No chemo. He’s suffered enough.” Her voice was soft but confident. “If we’d known it was only a year, we never would’ve …”


  “I know.” The surgeon’s betrayal sat between us like a fourth passenger.


  
    ❖
  


  The following day, arriving home from work, Shirley said after a moment, “Mary, an attorney at work, has a Bernese Mountain dog with cancer on his nose. She’s been giving him this Essiac herbal tea. Maybe we should look into that.” I nodded. If conventional medicine had failed us, we’d find another way.


  While I sat at the kitchen table staring at nothing, Shirley was on it. I could hear her on the phone. “Do you carry burdock root? What about sheep sorrel?” One health food store after another. She made a list, checked prices, mapped out which stores had what we needed.


  The next morning, she grabbed her purse and keys. “I’ll be back in a few hours.”


  I should have gone with her, but I couldn’t. The tide of depression had rolled in and knocked me flat. She didn’t ask me to come along, didn’t make me feel guilty for sitting there useless.


  Not once during those three days did she ask why I wasn’t helping. Never suggested I should snap out of it or pull my weight. When I finally managed to voice a slight concern about cost, she didn’t point out that I’d contributed nothing to the solution.


  She came back that afternoon with full bags, an army of tools: a large stainless-steel pot, amber glass bottles, ingredients from the health food store including herbs that smelled like earth and medicine.


  She began unpacking the herbs, arranging everything on the counter with that methodical precision she brought to everything. “I’m starting this brew today. Our chores can wait,” she said without looking up. “He can’t.”


  For three days, I watched her research dosages from library books, track down preparation instructions, organize schedules I couldn’t process. While I sat paralyzed by the weight of what we’d learned, she built us a plan. Not asking my opinion, not waiting for me. Just doing what needed to be done.


  A Canadian nurse named Renée Caisse had developed the herbal cancer remedy in the 1920s. The ingredients—burdock root, Indian rhubarb, sheep sorrel, and slippery elm—had long histories in folk medicine.


  The process became ritual: four herbs laid out on the counter, measured precisely, simmered in water just below boiling. The smell hit immediately—earthy, bitter, like walking through a forest after rain mixed with something medicinal and old.


  Each batch steeped overnight, then we strained it through cheesecloth into amber bottles. The scent clung to everything, bitter, smoky, ancient. The whole house smelled like hope mixed with desperation.


  Shirley handled the daily routine with quiet competence. Twice a day, like clockwork—morning and evening, measured doses in his food bowl. All of it translated into care, given freely.


  She never said a word about whether it would work. But I caught her once, standing over the steaming pot, eyes closed, one hand resting on the lid like a prayer. Not for a cure, just for comfort, time, and grace. There were no studies to support it and no guarantees it would be effective. But it gave us something to hold on to. Doing something, anything, felt better than doing nothing.


  All of it aimed at helping Clouseau’s body fight the cancer naturally and gently. The brew held no side effects that would make him sick. Fear no longer widened his eyes when we loaded him into the car. No more hours in strange rooms while chemicals coursed through his veins.


  Clouseau never resisted. If anything, he seemed to understand we were trying to help. He took everything willingly, trusting us completely even after everything we’d put him through. Never fussed, never turned away. He just ate what we gave him and looked at us with eyes that said he knew we loved him.


  Some moments, I let myself believe we had a chance, that love, herbs, and determination might be enough. That maybe the surgeon had gotten it all when he took the leg. Even if he hadn’t, we were working on our terms now—fighting for Clouseau’s comfort and dignity, grateful for whatever time he had left without fear or pain.


  Chapter 8
Borrowed Time


  The months flew by quickly, each day a small gift we hadn’t dared to expect.


  Right after his amputation, we hadn’t known how well he would walk on his own. We bought a dog buggy, one of those covered strollers you hitch to a bike. We added a push bar and turned it into a mobile throne.


  The first time we used it, Clouseau just sat inside, watching the world go by as we walked a tree-lined path, dappled sunlight filtering through the canopy overhead. But as we turned onto the home stretch on the way back, he stood up. Then, before we could react, he jumped out.


  “Whoa!” I shouted, reaching toward him.


  But he was fine. More than fine. He was magnificent. He landed gracefully and immediately began strutting—as if he’d decided we were going too slow. Head high. Proud. He took off down the paved path with his three legs, leaving us behind.


  “Hey, wait up!” we called out, laughing.


  People along the trail turned to look and started laughing too, watching this determined three-legged dog showing off ahead of us. Some had stared with pity before. Now, they looked with awe. He didn’t want their pity. He just wanted to move under his own power.


  Another time, we packed up the car and headed north to Napa. The day asked nothing of us but to be alive in it. Bright blue skies stretched endlessly overhead, rolling hills carpeted in brilliant yellow mustard flowers that bloomed between the neat rows of grapevines, with mountains rising beyond it all like a painted backdrop.


  We pulled off the road to let Clouseau stretch his legs. And stretch, he did.


  No leash. No sling. Clouseau looked up the trail, paused, then took off running with joyful abandon I hadn’t seen since before his surgery. His beautiful body moved with grace over the vibrant scenery, working in perfect harmony. Three legs, zero hesitation.


  Shirley ran after him, not to catch him but to join him, caught up in his excitement. I watched them as they shrank in the distance: one dog and one woman, refusing to give in to reality. Just motion, soft breeze, warm sun, and being present in it all.


  I stood there with my hands on my hips, smiling so hard my cheeks hurt. All the hospitals, the worry, the grief—in that moment, they didn’t exist.


  One day, we drove down to Carmel to celebrate Shirley’s birthday. We rented a small storybook cottage for the weekend just for the three of us. The cottage sat tucked beneath oak and pine trees, a stone chimney rising from one end. Its soft pink walls and mint-green trim glowed beneath the canopy, and even the garage was painted to match, as if whoever built this place understood that magic lived in the details.


  Every day, we walked along Carmel Beach together. One morning, a fog bank hung low and thick over the water, wrapping the coastline in soft gray. The air tasted of salt and kelp. A vast stretch of white sand scattered with dark ribbons of seaweed, where dogs ran free and other walkers moved like shadows through the mist.


  Shirley and Clouseau took off, running together with joyful freedom that took my breath away. His tail wagged like a victory flag as he bounded down the sand, his remaining legs working, gleefully kicking up tiny bursts behind him. The asymmetry of his gait had become its own kind of grace. I still have a picture in my mind and in my camera roll of Shirley running ahead with him in the fog, matching his pace with intuitive understanding. I stood back, watching the scene my heart knew I would never forget. The fog swirled around them, sometimes obscuring them completely, then parting to reveal them again like characters in a dream. The wind carried Shirley’s laughter, mixing it with the sound of waves and creating a symphony that celebrated the simple miracle of being alive, of being together, of being here in this moment when so many moments had been uncertain.


  I looked down in front of me at their footprints left in the sand. The prints of the two spirits I loved most in the world side by side. Human steps alongside the distinctive three-legged pattern. I took a photograph because I knew I was witnessing something more beautiful than any painting I had ever seen in my life. It moved me down to my soul to see it—temporary, like Clouseau, like all of us, but captured forever in my camera and in my heart.


  As we climbed the steep mound of sand to leave, we paused and turned back. The beach stretched out before us. The sun had finally broken through the fog. The surf rolled in like a slow breath, and to the right, the brightly lit emerald fairways of Pebble Beach rolled right to the cliff’s edge, where the coastline curved around the bay in shades of blue and green. It seemed too perfect to be real.


  When we finally reached the top, we sat down to rest, Shirley to my left and Clouseau leaning against my right leg, my back resting against a driftwood stump. A perfect formation: the trinity of us.


  Then, I saw them. Dolphins surfing the waves. They didn’t leap above the water but rode inside the waves themselves, their dark silhouettes visible through the brilliant, light-green water as they glided within the curl of each swell. The sun lit the water from behind, turning it into liquid glass, and I could see their sleek forms perfectly outlined as they rode the wave forward, then darted back out before it crashed, only to slip into the next one.


  They moved with unmistakable joy, a playfulness that spoke of pure delight in harmony with the ocean’s rhythm. Wave after wave brought these magnificent creatures closer to shore, each ride a perfect demonstration of the dance between wildness and grace.


  In that moment, there was no past, no future, only the present. I remembered a movie I saw once where, when you died, you got to pick one moment of your life that you would relive forever. This moment would be mine.


  We embarked on another adventure up in Lake Tahoe. We weren’t sure Clouseau could swim anymore. I stood on the shore, stick in hand, debating it. But he decided for us. He trotted into the water like he owned it, paddled out, and turned to face me. I tossed the stick. He fetched it without missing a beat. Again. And again.


  He returned with the stick clamped firmly in his mouth, his shaggy coat streaming water, eyes bright and determined as he cut through the lake with steady strokes. Ripples spread out behind him in perfect circles. The cold water seemed to scrub away every trace of cancer, every ounce of pain. He was just a dog doing what dogs were born to do. He was happy. We all were.


  The months passed. Clouseau came to work with me every day. Eventually, he could climb all fourteen stairs to the office like a young puppy, running up by himself and waiting at the top, wagging his tail for me to catch up. His spirit never broke. His tail kept thumping.


  I’d find him under the desk or at the door pulling mail from the slot as the mailman pushed it through. I guess he thought he was helping. I’d kneel down, whisper to him, hold him. He’d thump his tail like a drumbeat. Sometimes, dealing with numerous lost and stolen pets and talking to crying people on the phone would emotionally drain me. But Clouseau comforted me. Sometimes, that thump was all that got me through the day.


  But then, on an ordinary Thursday morning, I felt a lump. Then another. Lymph nodes. Swollen. We knew. Shirley and I didn’t need a vet to tell us, but we went anyway. The vet confirmed it. No point in biopsies.


  “It is what it is,” Shirley said with practical acceptance.


  He wasn’t in pain. So, we let it be.


  And we doubled down on the time we had left.


  
    ❖
  


  One crisp October day, I drove home from the office with Clouseau in tow. Because it was my birthday, I couldn’t help but feel deeply grateful that he was still with us. It was the greatest gift I could hope for. But as we stopped at a traffic light, something in my heart shifted. I realized I didn’t want to give him any impression that he needed to stay, regardless of his pain level, for my sake.


  I glanced at Clouseau in the rearview mirror. His eyes met mine in the mirror, forming a silent connection.


  “Buddy,” I said softly, “I’m so glad you’re still here. Please stay with us as long as possible, but let us know when you’re ready to leave. We won’t let you suffer.”


  The look in his eyes conveyed an understanding that words alone could not express, bringing a comforting warmth to my heart.


  That conversation, conducted mostly in silence and completely in love, became the foundation for everything that would follow.


  Chapter 9
His Last Gift


  Nine months had passed since the surgeon’s false promises. The oncologist had been right about the timeline, if nothing else. Halloween had always been Clouseau’s favorite. Every year, he’d plant himself by the front door, tail thumping, as if the parade of goblins and superheroes had come just for him. Kids in masks would drop to their knees, forgetting their candy, to hug the three-legged dog who greeted them like old friends. He soaked it up, every pat, every squeal of delight. He was in his element, a fur-faced greeter.


  But this year, the house was quiet. No costumes, no doorbell, no tail beating against the wall. Clouseau lay on his bed, shifting, trying to find a position that didn’t hurt. His body was failing him. His eyes still held so much trust. That was the part that broke me.


  We settled him by the sliding door in our room and sat on the bed, watching his chest rise and fall. After a long silence, one of us whispered, “I think the time has come.” We both heard the truth—this wasn’t sudden; it was what we’d been bracing for. There was no point in another vet visit. The decision didn’t come easily, but it came clean.


  I lay awake that night, torn between indecision and cowardice, until his labored breathing became too much. I slipped into the guest room and fell into an uneasy sleep.


  By morning, the choice felt carved into stone. Clouseau wouldn’t move from his bed. He wouldn’t eat and couldn’t go outside by himself. I called my sister Alice to tell her. “Oh, John,” she said, “today is All Saints’ Day.” The irony sat hollow. We were on our own. No miracles would come from above. No tender mercies.


  I dug out the card for Sarah, the compassionate vet who had promised she’d be with us when Clouseau’s time came. We waited for the office to open. The receptionist said she wasn’t in that day but offered to call her at home. Sarah called back. She was in the middle of moving, but she would come right over. She kept her promise. We had only seen her twice, yet Clouseau had loved her at first sight. What a remarkable human being.


  Sarah had asked me to pick up Clouseau’s favorite treat, liverwurst. At the corner store, the cashier chirped, “Good morning! How are you?” I couldn’t answer. Inside, I thought, I’m about to end the life of one of the most precious beings in my world.


  Outside, life went on. It was a beautiful sunny day. On the drive home, an old Native American phrase came to mind: “Today is a good day to die.” At its core, it doesn’t mean someone wants to die or is seeking death; it’s about living in such a way, that when death comes, you’re ready—with no regrets, no unresolved duties, and no dishonor.


  Clouseau had lived his whole life like this. He was ready.


  “She’s here,” Shirley’s voice broke the silence. Sarah walked into our home with someone she introduced as Charlie, a friend helping with her move. He wore jeans and a T-shirt marked with dust from moving boxes. Charlie studied his shoes, shifted from foot to foot, clearly wishing he was anywhere else. I felt sorry for him immediately, as he avoided eye contact while shaking my hand. Sarah was dressed casually in jeans and a shirt. She embraced Shirley warmly before turning to me, offering comfort in her gentle hug. Together, we moved quietly toward our bedroom for the heavy task ahead.


  Sarah handed me the authorization form. Signing my dog’s death certificate on the edge of our bed added to the strangeness of it all. She prepared us for the different possibilities during the procedure. He could cry out in pain; he could try to get up; he could lose his continence; he might even bite us in his distress. I felt ready for anything at that point. I just wanted to see him at peace.


  Shirley sat at Clouseau’s side, her hand resting on him. Sarah administered the first shot while I distracted him with his favorite food. Then, he stopped eating and laid his head down, breathing easily. Our eyes met, filled with love and trust. The words came without thought. I couldn’t send him into that darkness alone. I leaned in and whispered, “Let go, boy. Let go and find St. Francis; he’ll take care of you.”


  Just after my words, I clearly saw consciousness leaving him, his eyes dilating then closing, his long lashes meeting for the last time. The weight of his head settled heavy in my hand. His chest rose once more, then stopped. His last gift to us was sparing us the trauma Sarah had warned us about. No crying out, no struggling, no biting. His body relaxed, leaving him in a state that looked like sleep but felt like absence. The silence pressed in, thick and final. Shirley’s face crumpled as tears wet his fur. My own grief locked tight inside.


  My words came from somewhere deeper than thought. I had to believe St. Francis would find him, or what little faith I had left would vanish forever. Reality finally hit; Clouseau was truly gone, and we would never see him again.


  I sat there for a moment, then stood and walked to the window. The world outside looked exactly the same. Shirley wrapped her arms around me. “We’ll be all right. He’s at peace now.”


  When we were ready, Sarah and Charlie took Clouseau’s body out to her van. I witnessed none of it. I couldn’t bear to watch. Sarah returned briefly, tearfully reassuring us we’d done the loving thing, promising to let us know when the ashes were ready.


  I pulled Shirley close. “How are you?”


  “I’m okay,” she answered faintly.


  “We should get out of here.”


  “Where?”


  “I don’t know. Anywhere. Costco.”


  Costco meant fluorescent lights and shopping carts and people buying toilet paper. Life continuing like nothing had changed. We wouldn’t go because we needed anything. We’d just drive. Life, absurdly, still happened all around us, and I couldn’t bear the stillness of the house. I needed to leave.


  Chapter 10
The Visitor


  I stepped into the garage, my legs heavy as concrete. The pale blue VW Cabriolet sat waiting. The same convertible where Clouseau used to ride shotgun, his thick coat catching the breeze like a four-legged rock star on tour. The empty passenger seat barren from his absence.


  “Are you okay if I drive?” Shirley’s voice barely rose above a whisper.


  I studied her red-rimmed eyes, the way her shoulders sagged as if carrying invisible weight. She needed something to do with her hands, some way to feel in control when everything spun away from us.


  “Of course.”


  Soon, we pulled onto the freeway, warm golden sun at our backs, wind running its fingers through our hair the way I used to run mine through Clouseau’s coat. I reached for Shirley’s hand. Both of us needing that physical connection, proof we were still here, still breathing, still together in this strange new reality where our family had suddenly become smaller.


  The world blurred past in that peculiar way it does when you’re not really present. When part of you remains back in the house, still kneeling beside a dog who trusted you completely to make everything better.


  Without warning, a flock of birds swept low across the freeway from right to left. We were doing sixty-five, maybe seventy, and they flew so close I could see individual feathers. I could’ve reached up and grabbed one. How they missed our windshield, I’ll never know. They seemed to perform some aerial ballet, moving with impossible precision through traffic.


  Shirley suddenly turned to me, her eyes wide with something between wonder and desperation. “You know, I think Clouseau’s spirit is in a bird. Do you think I’m crazy for feeling that?”


  “No,” I said, surprised by the certainty in my voice. “Not strange at all. None of us knows what happens to pets after death. Maybe just believing it makes it real.”


  She squeezed my hand, and some tension left her shoulders.


  At Costco, families loaded bulk purchases while afternoon normalcy continued for strangers as if our world hadn’t just collapsed. We found ourselves in line at the food court—grief-stricken, stunned, buying two hot dogs because life keeps going.


  We sat eating mechanically while ordinary conversations buzzed around us. Just as we finished, I glanced over at Shirley. She had torn off about two inches of the end of her hot dog in one smooth, automatic motion. Muscle memory so deep she wasn’t even conscious of doing it. Every single trip to Costco over seven years, the same ritual. Clouseau would wait patiently in the car, expecting that treat every time we returned.


  But now, her hand froze mid-motion, the piece still clutched in her fingers. I could see the exact moment when muscle memory collided with reality—the sudden realization that he wasn’t waiting in the car, that this piece had no destination, that this ritual had just become a monument to loss.


  Her eyes filled with tears.


  “Honey,” I said gently, “just leave it here to remember him.”


  She nodded, unable to speak, and placed the piece on the napkin with the reverence of someone putting flowers on a grave.


  We had no energy to shop. We stopped at Home Depot for a replacement fuse for our circuit breaker that blew out on Halloween night; the lights had gone out. Fitting metaphor. The lights in our hearts were out too.


  At home, I went to the electrical box on the side of the house. The hinged door wouldn’t stay open, so I asked Shirley to hold it while I worked. As I pulled the old breaker out, Shirley suddenly gasped.


  “Honey! Look!”


  There, perched on the wooden rail of our backyard gate, sat a dove. Grayish brown and perfectly still, it watched us with dark, intelligent eyes. I’d seen birds like this around our property before, but they always flew off if you got within twelve or fifteen feet. This one stayed, watching us from maybe six feet away. Close enough to see the subtle iridescent sheen on its neck feathers.


  “That’s … unusual,” I said quietly, afraid to startle it. “Very unusual.”


  Its presence felt deliberate, less like coincidence and more like an appointment. We both stood frozen, afraid to move, afraid to break whatever spell had settled over our side yard.


  The bird stayed there for what felt like forever, just looking at us with those bright, dark eyes. Then, instead of flying off somewhere safe, it flew toward me. It landed on my shoulder.


  Time stopped. Wild birds don’t land on people. They don’t choose human contact. They certainly don’t settle in like they’ve found exactly where they’re supposed to be.


  But there it perched, walking across my shoulder with tiny, intentional steps. I could feel the surprising warmth of its body, the gentle grip of its claws through my shirt. It turned its head to study me, those dark eyes looking directly into mine with an intensity that made my knees weak.


  “Shirley,” I whispered, afraid to breathe, “can you believe this?”


  “I’m seeing it,” she said, her voice filled with awe, “but I can’t believe it.”


  My heart pounded so hard, I was sure the bird could feel it.


  “What do we do?” Shirley asked.


  I slowly lifted my arm, barely breathing. “Raise your arm. Let’s see what happens.”


  She extended her arm toward mine, and we touched elbows, creating a bridge between us. The bird looked from me to her, considering its options with clear intelligence. Then, step by step, it walked down my arm, across our joined arms, and onto hers.


  “Oh, my gosh,” Shirley breathed as it traveled up her arm.


  It moved closer to her face, stopping about twelve inches away. The bird’s eyes seemed laser-focused on her now, as if it had been looking for her specifically and had finally found what it came for.


  “Clouseau?” she whispered, her voice breaking. “Is that you?”


  The bird’s unmistakable response came immediately. It waddled up Shirley’s arm to her shoulder and placed its cheek against hers, a gesture so gentle, so carefully affectionate, that we both stopped breathing.


  “Shirley …”


  “I know,” she whispered, tears streaming down her face. “I know.”


  The way it touched her wasn’t like a random bird seeking warmth or food. It was like recognition. Like coming home. Like an answer to something unspoken.


  For the first time that day, Shirley’s tears didn’t simply belong to grief.


  Eventually, the bird fluttered to the ground. It waddled over to a particular spot on our front lawn. The bird settled there as if it had done this every day for years.


  “It’s in his spot,” Shirley whispered. “Look, it’s in Clouseau’s spot.”


  A cat meowing in the distance caught our attention, that distinctive sound that normally would send any sensible bird flying to safety. This bird sat out in the open like an invitation to every predator in the neighborhood.


  “We can’t leave it out here,” Shirley said.


  I looked at her as if she were suggesting we fly to the moon. “You want to bring a wild bird inside our house?”


  “Look at it,” she said. “Does it seem wild to you?”


  I bent down slowly, extending my finger toward the dove’s chest like I was reaching toward a live wire. The bird looked at my hand, looked at my face, and then hopped onto my finger without the slightest hesitation.


  “I cannot believe this is happening,” Shirley said, following us toward the house.


  “Neither can I,” I said. “But it is.”


  Once in our bedroom, I sat on the edge of the bed, propped up a pillow, and leaned back. The bird remained perched on my finger as I turned on the television. Animal Planet came on—of course it did. Here I sat, watching a documentary about wild birds while a wild bird sat calmly on my finger, apparently content to observe its own kind from the comfort of our bedroom.


  Despite the grief that had been gripping me all day, it was impossible not to be completely present in this moment. I could feel the warmth of its delicate claws, pinkish-gray and secure around my finger.


  Then, without warning, the bird made a decision that stopped my heart. It jumped off my finger onto my chest. It walked up to that little indentation in the middle of my sternum, the hollow section we all have next to our heart, lifted its wings, and settled them down as it made a nest of that small space.


  “Shirley,” I called softly, “you need to see this.”


  She appeared in the doorway and froze. There we were: me, reclined on our bed, with a wild bird nestled right against my heart, the two of us watching Animal Planet together like the most natural thing in the world. I could feel its warmth through my shirt, the gentle rise and fall of its breathing synchronizing with mine.


  “It’s like …” I started, then stopped.


  “Like it belongs here,” Shirley finished, her voice filled with wonder.


  “Like it’s always belonged here,” I said.


  A smile broke across her features, the first genuine smile I’d seen from her all day.


  “We’ve been given a gift from God. His grace is shining down on us to help us through this enormous grief we can barely stand,” she said softly. “I was so worried about you, concerned if you could make it through the night. I’m so grateful to know God is here.”


  In that moment, sitting in our bedroom with a wild bird nestled close to my heart and my wife looking at us like we’d witnessed a miracle, everything changed. We knew what we felt. We knew what we’d experienced. We knew, with a certainty that bypassed logic and landed somewhere deeper than thought, who had come to visit us.


  The questions I’d carried all my life about whether anyone up there was paying attention, whether the souls we cherish simply vanish into nothing when their bodies fail—those question had been answered.


  The bird settled more comfortably against my chest. We weren’t alone anymore. Some love is stronger than death. Our boy’s soul found a way home.


  Chapter 11
Grace


  I needed to process what I’d just experienced.


  I settled into my recliner, closed my eyes, and started my meditation. But thoughts kept surfacing: Clouseau’s medication schedule. Then I remembered there was no more schedule. No more pills, no more treatments, no more desperate hope.


  That’s when something shifted. For the first time in months, my mind went genuinely quiet. The constant hum of anxiety had simply disappeared. Behind my closed eyes, a beautiful, brilliant blue light appeared, bright and radiant, enveloping my whole mind.


  My heart swelled with gratitude. I had just experienced a miracle.


  But sitting there in that peace, another thought surfaced—the old question that had followed me since childhood: Why me? What made me worthy of this?


  I’d carried that question my whole life. Standing in my mother’s kitchen with those lilacs, hoping she’d finally see me. Watching my father’s face for signs of which Willie Keane would walk through the door. Learning early that love was earned, if you could figure out the right formula. And I never could.


  Vietnam shattered whatever faith I’d managed to cobble together. I saw the worst of humanity there. I had thought, If God existed, He certainly hadn’t shown up in those rice paddies. I came home believing that, if there was a God, He didn’t intervene. He didn’t step in when you needed Him most.


  But I never stopped believing entirely. I remained spiritual, tried meditation, stayed open to anything that might fill the emptiness where faith used to live. But I never found a home. No church felt right. Being a man without a religion is lonely. Unanswered questions always stood in the place of comfort. I had no community of people asking those same questions with me. I had felt like it was just me, out there, trying to figure it out alone.


  Then came Clouseau. Finally, an answer to that lifelong question of my own worth. Here was someone who loved me just for existing. Who didn’t need me to be smarter or funnier or less broken. Who saw me completely and chose me anyway.


  Unconditional love. I’d found it.


  When Clouseau got sick, I prayed harder than I’d ever prayed. Please, God, spare him. Please let the tests come back negative. I did everything right. We helped that family, showed up when someone needed us.


  The tests came back positive. Cancer.


  When we put Clouseau down, I hadn’t thought about God at all. God hadn’t helped me at nineteen in that sandy hellhole, and He hadn’t helped as my dog lay dying in my arms. Those words I spoke to Clouseau in his last moments, to find St. Francis, didn’t come from my mind. They came from somewhere deeper, somewhere I couldn’t access through thinking. My conscious mind had filled with darkness, grief, despair, and the certainty that God had abandoned me.


  But I couldn’t release my boy into that darkness. I couldn’t let him go into nothing. I whispered to Clouseau in those final moments, “Let go. Go find St. Francis. He’ll take care of you.” I really didn’t expect anything to come of it. It was just a way to let him go with light instead of darkness. Some tiny ember. My heart had spoken instead. One last gesture of my love.


  I’d always admired St. Francis, a man content to be alone, barefoot in the mud, feeding the sick and preaching to the birds. A man who loved all creatures. If anyone would care for Clouseau’s soul, it would be him.


  Sitting in my recliner, feeling that deep peace for the first time in months, I understood something I’d spent fifty-plus years missing.


  The love I’d been searching for hadn’t just lived inside Clouseau. It was bigger than that. God had been answering all along. Not the way I wanted, not on my timeline, not in ways I could recognize. But He had been there.


  He’d been there when I escaped from my household of six at age two, bringing me back home. He’d been there in my father’s music, in the beauty of those lilac fields, in every moment of grace I’d been too hurt to recognize. He’d been there in Vietnam, bringing me home when so many didn’t come back. He’d been there when Shirley walked into my chaotic life and decided to stay.


  And He’d been there in Clouseau, in the seven years of pure, unconditional love we shared. A gift. An answer to a prayer I’d been praying since I was old enough to wonder if anyone would ever love me just as I was.


  The dove that had burrowed a home close to my heart did not serve as proof that I’d finally earned God’s attention. The dove proved that I’d always had it. That I had always been enough. That God loved me unconditionally, always had, even when I couldn’t feel it. Even when I’d stopped asking.


  Grace is something you receive, usually when you’ve stopped expecting it.


  For God, I was enough. I always had been.


  The hypervigilance that had hummed in my nervous system for decades turned down its volume. The armor I’d built as a child, reinforced in Vietnam, hardened through fifteen jobs in ten years—it didn’t disappear entirely. But it shifted. Became something I could take off when I chose to, rather than a second skin I couldn’t escape.


  I found the key. Now, I had the option to use it.


  I believed St. Francis had heard my whispered words to Clouseau and helped him find his way back to us. Not because of any connection between Francis and me, but because—even in my darkest moment, even when I thought God had abandoned me again—I’d still had enough faith to whisper those words.


  Chapter 12
Forty Days and Forty Nights


  Shirley, drained from the day’s ordeal, was ready for sleep. The bird flew to the top of her head and nested there, as if claiming his favorite spot.


  I looked at her, this wild bird perched on my wife’s head like a crown. “Honey, we can’t sleep with him there. What are we gonna do?”


  Enter Mrs. MacGyver, Shirley’s nickname I’d given to her years ago, acknowledging her creative mind that could come up with a solution for nearly anything. Within minutes, she’d constructed a perch from a dry cleaner’s cardboard hanger and a small shoebox, fashioning something that looked almost professional. She added two tiny sake cups filled with water and seed and placed it on our dresser with the same precision she brought to everything.


  Throughout the night, both of us would wake up and look over at him sleeping on his makeshift bed in the dark. It was surreal, and we had to keep checking to see if that miracle was still there. Each time I opened my eyes, there he was, a small silhouette against the window.


  The following morning brought our usual routine, except nothing felt usual anymore. Shirley had to get ready for her job at the bank in San Francisco, the full preparation of hair, makeup, and professional dress that came with working in the financial district. The little guy flew straight to the toilet, perching on the upper tank, fascinated by every single thing she did. His head turned side to side as he watched every move, every mascara stroke, every hair adjustment. He wouldn’t budge, just gave her his complete attention like he was studying for a test.


  I found it comical, frankly. Here I sat, casually dressed for my own work, mesmerized not just by having a bird in our bathroom but by how intently he observed Shirley’s preparations.


  When it came time to leave for work, my emotions pulled in different directions. Part of me desperately wanted to keep him, but if this was Clouseau’s spirit in bird form, then he was now a wild creature who needed to live out his destiny, not be confined in our house.


  We placed the perch Shirley crafted for him on the hot tub cover on the back deck, close to the bedroom door. I left the door slightly ajar, giving him the opportunity to make his own choice to stay or go.


  On my way to work, I’d driven four or five blocks when I remembered I’d forgotten my medication. I thought, Well, at least I’ll get to see him again, so I didn’t mind turning back. When I got to the house, the bedroom sliding door still stood ajar. That’s when it hit like a punch to the gut—he was gone.


  His perch sat empty, food untouched. Despair crashed over me like a giant wave with my back to the ocean. This painful leftover of Vietnam would come with no warning, for no reason, and hit hard. I took a deep breath, reminding myself once again: This too shall pass. I went back inside to get my medication, resigned to the fact that our visitor was gone forever.


  That’s when I caught sight of him. He sat on top of the folded comforter that Shirley had placed over the bench against the wall, just looking at me. Not moving, not seeming surprised, just there. Joy overwhelmed me. Depression vanished.


  He had decided to stay. He had chosen us.


  That weekend, we decided to visit the Lindsay Wildlife Museum in Walnut Creek. The impressive facility contained 28,000 square feet of modern architecture. Inside, the institutional atmosphere showcased wildlife displays that lined the walls; educational exhibits filled the space.


  We approached the long rectangular counter where a young blonde woman, maybe thirty, stood alone. “I wonder if you could identify this picture I took of a bird?” I asked, holding up my digital camera.


  She studied it for only a moment. “That’s a mourning dove,” she said matter-of-factly, handing the camera back.


  “You mean like morning and evening?”


  “No,” she replied, “mourning like in death.”


  I caught the surprised look that crossed Shirley’s face. She glanced at me with raised eyebrows. We both recognized the significance of that name, given what had just happened to us. Mourning. Death. A dove that had appeared within hours of Clouseau’s passing.


  When I started to explain where we’d found him—carefully avoiding the sacred details—her dismissive response came immediately.


  “Well, I know you’re probably thinking this is your dog’s spirit, but of course that can’t be.” Her tone carried that professional condescension of someone explaining reality to wishful thinkers. “The only explanation is that it was a tame dove someone raised, and it must have escaped.”


  I didn’t tell her about Shirley asking, “Is that you, Clouseau?” or about the bird pressing his head against her cheek. It felt too sacred, too personal to discuss with a skeptical stranger at a counter.


  “You’re not supposed to keep them,” she said, “so you have a couple of choices. You can bring it in here and we’ll wild it up before releasing it, or you can try to wild it up yourself then let it go.”


  Shirley and I talked it over on the way home. Even if it was Clouseau, he was now a wild bird, and we shouldn’t keep him from his new life. I wasn’t open to handing him over to the center, but ultimately, I wanted to do what was best for him.


  Over the next few weeks, we settled into routines. Every morning, the bird would sit contentedly observing as Shirley got ready for work. Several times, Shirley prepared a bath for him, filling a small bowl. He would climb in and start grooming himself, spreading one wing and giving it a thorough going-over with his beak before moving to the other.


  One day, I fell asleep in my recliner with him nestled against my chest. I started snoring strongly, and he just sat there enduring the noise, his feathers moving with every exhale. He wouldn’t budge; he just lay there as content as if it were a summer breeze.


  The dove’s presence changed something in our house. The sharp edge of grief dulled. It would never be gone, but it softened somehow. Like he was holding space for us to heal.


  At Thanksgiving, we had friends and family over for dinner. When Shirley’s mother came into the bedroom and saw him, she started to cry, quiet tears streaming down her face. She didn’t say anything, just stood there looking at him. Later, when Shirley’s best friend saw him, the same thing happened. The tears came immediately, unbidden.


  I didn’t ask them why. I understood. The dove transmitted something sacred. People who encountered him felt it immediately—like stepping into a cathedral, a divine presence apparent the moment you cross the threshold.


  One lovely evening, we decided to soak in our hot tub right off the sliding door from our bedroom. I removed the cover, and we both slipped into the darkness, leaving the door open.


  As we looked up at the stars, steam rising from the hot water, I turned to Shirley. Even with all I’d seen, even knowing in my heart what was true, there was still that part of me that couldn’t trust my own mind and feelings.


  Like a doubting Thomas, I asked her, “Honey, do you really think that’s Clouseau’s spirit in there?”


  Her answer was instant, direct, and full of conviction. “Yes, I do.”


  Within seconds, the bird flew out of the bedroom into the dark and landed on my shoulder.


  I froze. He’d never flown in darkness. Never. Every instinct told him to stay still when he couldn’t see. But here he was, warm and solid on my shoulder, his small body pressed against my neck.


  He stayed there for a moment, long enough for me to feel his heartbeat, fast and steady. Then, he flew to the top of Shirley’s head, his favorite spot, and settled there one last time.


  Then, in a sudden gesture that took our breath away, he lifted off and flew straight up and over the house, from the backyard toward the front yard, disappearing into the darkness that we’d never seen him enter before.


  Shirley and I turned to look at one another in the dim light. Steam rose between us. Neither of us spoke.


  We both knew instantly, without question. We’d never see him again.


  Forty days and forty nights had passed.


  His work was done.


  A Request From The Author
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  From our hearts to yours—John, Shirley, and Clouseau
  


  If this book helped you in any way, or if you found it a good read, I would be grateful for a short review on Amazon.


  You'll find a direct link at sherlockbones.com, and while you're there, I'd love to share a bonus with you—a free story from the Lost Pet Chronicles. It's my way of saying thank you for reading.
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      Scan to visit SherlockBones.com

    
  


OEBPS/Images/image1.jpeg





OEBPS/Misc/script.js
makeHalfTitle();
makeStaticHeaders();
styleCopyright();
makeLeadingCaps();
//makeDropcaps();
//dontHyphenateCaps();
makePage();
//convertEndnotes();
//makeQuote();

function makeHalfTitle() {

	if (document.getElementById('half-title-override')) {
		alert('Half-title generation overridden.')
	} else if (document.getElementById('title')) {
		var titleString = $("#title").text()
		var halfTitle = $("<h1 id='half-title'></h1>").text(titleString);
		$("body").prepend(halfTitle);
	}
}

function makeStaticHeaders() {
	var runningHeaderStrings = ["Flight of a Dog’s Soul", "John Keane"]
	// var runningHeaders = $("<div id='running-1'>" + runningHeaderStrings[0] + "</div>" + 
	// "<div id='running-2'>" + runningHeaderStrings[1] + "</div>");
	// $("body").prepend(runningHeaders);
	// This will be better with something like the append for makePage and the meta= stuff, so I can also place the at-rules at the same time. Especially since the content: part may differ depending on whether or not these are here

	var runningHeaders = $("<meta name='header-1' content='" + runningHeaderStrings[0] + "'/><meta name='header-2' content='" + runningHeaderStrings[1] + "'/>");
	$('head').append(runningHeaders);
}



function makePage() {

	var page = {
		units: 'in',
		dimensions: [6, 9, 'in'],
		margin: .75,
		gutter: .125,
	};
	var outside = page.margin - page.gutter;
	var inside = page.margin + page.gutter / 2;
	var flex = page.dimensions[1] - page.margin * 2  + page.units;
	$('head').append('<style>@page{size:' + page.dimensions[0] + page.units + ' ' + page.dimensions[1] + page.units + 
	';margin:' + page.margin + page.units + 
	';margin-outside:' + outside + page.units +
	';margin-inside:' + inside + page.units +
	';}</style>'
);
	$(".flex").css({"height":flex});
}

function convertEndnotes(){


	$('a.note').each(function (){
		var note = $(this).attr('href');
		var noteString = $(note).text();
		$(this).html(noteString).removeAttr("href");
	})
	$('li[id^="footnote-"]').parent().remove();
}

function styleCopyright() {
	$('p:contains("©")').closest('body').addClass('copyright flex center').children().wrapAll('<div></div>');
}

function makeLeadingCaps(){


	$('body > p:first-of-type').each(function(i) {
        var wordCount = $(this).text().split(' ').length;
        if (wordCount > 3) {
			$(this).html(function (i, html) {
    			return html.replace(/(\S+\s\S+\s\S+)/, '<span class="smallcaps">$1</span>')
			});
		} else {
			$(this).addClass('smallcaps');
		}
    });
}

function makeDropcaps(){


	$('body > p:first-of-type').html(function (i, html) {
    	return html.replace(/(.*?[A-Z0-9])/, '<span class="dropcap">$1</span>')
	});
	// works pretty well, would be good if it could somehow recalculate height based on font changes, not sure if that'd be via 2-pass (position of second baseline). Might be good to build some options I could pass in, like how many lines, whether to include quotation mark, etc. Though I guess that stuff can all be done in CSS
}

function dontHyphenateCaps(){
	$('p').html(function (i, html) {
    	return html.replace(/(\b[A-Z][a-z].*?\b)/g, '<span class="no-break">$1</span>')
	});
	// come back to this, should probably be multipass so im not wrapping every single capitalized word in a span.
}


function makeQuote(){

	var tables = $('table').length;	
	var orderedLists = $('ol').length;
	var unorderedLists = $('ul').length;
	var lists = orderedLists + unorderedLists;	
	var images = $('img').length;
	var footnotes = $('a.note').length;
	var elementCount = orderedLists + unorderedLists + tables + images + footnotes;
	var elementCost = 3.5 * elementCount;
	
	var words = $('body').text();
	var wordCount = words.split(' ').length;
	
	if (wordCount < 80000) {
		var basePrice = 300;
	
	} else if (wordCount < 160000) {
		var basePrice = 350;
	} else if (wordCount < 240000) {
		var basePrice = 375
	} else {
		var basePrice = 'custom';
	}
	var totalPrice = elementCost + basePrice;
	$('h1:nth-of-type(3)').nextAll().addBack().wrapAll('<div class="screen" id="cutoff"></div>');
	$('<table id="quote"><thead><caption>Quote generated on date</caption>
	<tr><th>Element</th><th>Count</th><th>Cost</th><tr>
</thead>
<tr><td>Words</td><td>' + wordCount + '</td><td>' + basePrice + '</td></tr>
<tr><td>Images</td><td>' + images + '</td><td rowspan="10">' + elementCost + '</td></tr>
<tr><td>Lists</td><td>' + lists + '</td></tr>
<tr><td>Tables</td><td>' + tables + '</td></tr>
<tr><td>Footnotes or Endnotes</td><td>' + footnotes + '</td></tr>

</table>
<table><tr><td colspan="2">Total</td><td>' + totalPrice + '</td></tr></table>
').insertBefore('#cutoff');


//<div id="quote"><h1>Quote</h1>' + 'Wordcount: ' + wordCount + '<br/>' 
//+ 'Base price: $' + basePrice + ' USD<br/>'
//+ 'Special elements:<br/>'
//+ elementCost + '</div>').insertBefore('#cutoff');
}



OEBPS/Misc/jquery-3.7.0.min.js
/*! jQuery v3.7.0 | (c) OpenJS Foundation and other contributors | jquery.org/license */
!function(e,t){"use strict";"object"==typeof module&&"object"==typeof module.exports?module.exports=e.document?t(e,!0):function(e){if(!e.document)throw new Error("jQuery requires a window with a document");return t(e)}:t(e)}("undefined"!=typeof window?window:this,function(ie,e){"use strict";var oe=[],r=Object.getPrototypeOf,ae=oe.slice,g=oe.flat?function(e){return oe.flat.call(e)}:function(e){return oe.concat.apply([],e)},s=oe.push,se=oe.indexOf,n={},i=n.toString,ue=n.hasOwnProperty,o=ue.toString,a=o.call(Object),le={},v=function(e){return"function"==typeof e&&"number"!=typeof e.nodeType&&"function"!=typeof e.item},y=function(e){return null!=e&&e===e.window},C=ie.document,u={type:!0,src:!0,nonce:!0,noModule:!0};function m(e,t,n){var r,i,o=(n=n||C).createElement("script");if(o.text=e,t)for(r in u)(i=t[r]||t.getAttribute&&t.getAttribute(r))&&o.setAttribute(r,i);n.head.appendChild(o).parentNode.removeChild(o)}function x(e){return null==e?e+"":"object"==typeof e||"function"==typeof e?n[i.call(e)]||"object":typeof e}var t="3.7.0",l=/HTML$/i,ce=function(e,t){return new ce.fn.init(e,t)};function c(e){var t=!!e&&"length"in e&&e.length,n=x(e);return!v(e)&&!y(e)&&("array"===n||0===t||"number"==typeof t&&0<t&&t-1 in e)}function fe(e,t){return e.nodeName&&e.nodeName.toLowerCase()===t.toLowerCase()}ce.fn=ce.prototype={jquery:t,constructor:ce,length:0,toArray:function(){return ae.call(this)},get:function(e){return null==e?ae.call(this):e<0?this[e+this.length]:this[e]},pushStack:function(e){var t=ce.merge(this.constructor(),e);return t.prevObject=this,t},each:function(e){return ce.each(this,e)},map:function(n){return this.pushStack(ce.map(this,function(e,t){return n.call(e,t,e)}))},slice:function(){return this.pushStack(ae.apply(this,arguments))},first:function(){return this.eq(0)},last:function(){return this.eq(-1)},even:function(){return this.pushStack(ce.grep(this,function(e,t){return(t+1)%2}))},odd:function(){return this.pushStack(ce.grep(this,function(e,t){return t%2}))},eq:function(e){var t=this.length,n=+e+(e<0?t:0);return this.pushStack(0<=n&&n<t?[this[n]]:[])},end:function(){return this.prevObject||this.constructor()},push:s,sort:oe.sort,splice:oe.splice},ce.extend=ce.fn.extend=function(){var e,t,n,r,i,o,a=arguments[0]||{},s=1,u=arguments.length,l=!1;for("boolean"==typeof a&&(l=a,a=arguments[s]||{},s++),"object"==typeof a||v(a)||(a={}),s===u&&(a=this,s--);s<u;s++)if(null!=(e=arguments[s]))for(t in e)r=e[t],"__proto__"!==t&&a!==r&&(l&&r&&(ce.isPlainObject(r)||(i=Array.isArray(r)))?(n=a[t],o=i&&!Array.isArray(n)?[]:i||ce.isPlainObject(n)?n:{},i=!1,a[t]=ce.extend(l,o,r)):void 0!==r&&(a[t]=r));return a},ce.extend({expando:"jQuery"+(t+Math.random()).replace(/\D/g,""),isReady:!0,error:function(e){throw new Error(e)},noop:function(){},isPlainObject:function(e){var t,n;return!(!e||"[object Object]"!==i.call(e))&&(!(t=r(e))||"function"==typeof(n=ue.call(t,"constructor")&&t.constructor)&&o.call(n)===a)},isEmptyObject:function(e){var t;for(t in e)return!1;return!0},globalEval:function(e,t,n){m(e,{nonce:t&&t.nonce},n)},each:function(e,t){var n,r=0;if(c(e)){for(n=e.length;r<n;r++)if(!1===t.call(e[r],r,e[r]))break}else for(r in e)if(!1===t.call(e[r],r,e[r]))break;return e},text:function(e){var t,n="",r=0,i=e.nodeType;if(i){if(1===i||9===i||11===i)return e.textContent;if(3===i||4===i)return e.nodeValue}else while(t=e[r++])n+=ce.text(t);return n},makeArray:function(e,t){var n=t||[];return null!=e&&(c(Object(e))?ce.merge(n,"string"==typeof e?[e]:e):s.call(n,e)),n},inArray:function(e,t,n){return null==t?-1:se.call(t,e,n)},isXMLDoc:function(e){var t=e&&e.namespaceURI,n=e&&(e.ownerDocument||e).documentElement;return!l.test(t||n&&n.nodeName||"HTML")},merge:function(e,t){for(var n=+t.length,r=0,i=e.length;r<n;r++)e[i++]=t[r];return e.length=i,e},grep:function(e,t,n){for(var r=[],i=0,o=e.length,a=!n;i<o;i++)!t(e[i],i)!==a&&r.push(e[i]);return r},map:function(e,t,n){var r,i,o=0,a=[];if(c(e))for(r=e.length;o<r;o++)null!=(i=t(e[o],o,n))&&a.push(i);else for(o in e)null!=(i=t(e[o],o,n))&&a.push(i);return g(a)},guid:1,support:le}),"function"==typeof Symbol&&(ce.fn[Symbol.iterator]=oe[Symbol.iterator]),ce.each("Boolean Number String Function Array Date RegExp Object Error Symbol".split(" "),function(e,t){n["[object "+t+"]"]=t.toLowerCase()});var pe=oe.pop,de=oe.sort,he=oe.splice,ge="[\\x20\\t\\r\\n\\f]",ve=new RegExp("^"+ge+"+|((?:^|[^\\\\])(?:\\\\.)*)"+ge+"+$","g");ce.contains=function(e,t){var n=t&&t.parentNode;return e===n||!(!n||1!==n.nodeType||!(e.contains?e.contains(n):e.compareDocumentPosition&&16&e.compareDocumentPosition(n)))};var f=/([\0-\x1f\x7f]|^-?\d)|^-$|[^\x80-\uFFFF\w-]/g;function p(e,t){return t?"\0"===e?"\ufffd":e.slice(0,-1)+"\\"+e.charCodeAt(e.length-1).toString(16)+" ":"\\"+e}ce.escapeSelector=function(e){return(e+"").replace(f,p)};var ye=C,me=s;!function(){var e,b,w,o,a,T,r,C,d,i,k=me,S=ce.expando,E=0,n=0,s=W(),c=W(),u=W(),h=W(),l=function(e,t){return e===t&&(a=!0),0},f="checked|selected|async|autofocus|autoplay|controls|defer|disabled|hidden|ismap|loop|multiple|open|readonly|required|scoped",t="(?:\\\\[\\da-fA-F]{1,6}"+ge+"?|\\\\[^\\r\\n\\f]|[\\w-]|[^\0-\\x7f])+",p="\\["+ge+"*("+t+")(?:"+ge+"*([*^$|!~]?=)"+ge+"*(?:'((?:\\\\.|[^\\\\'])*)'|\"((?:\\\\.|[^\\\\\"])*)\"|("+t+"))|)"+ge+"*\\]",g=":("+t+")(?:\\((('((?:\\\\.|[^\\\\'])*)'|\"((?:\\\\.|[^\\\\\"])*)\")|((?:\\\\.|[^\\\\()[\\]]|"+p+")*)|.*)\\)|)",v=new RegExp(ge+"+","g"),y=new RegExp("^"+ge+"*,"+ge+"*"),m=new RegExp("^"+ge+"*([>+~]|"+ge+")"+ge+"*"),x=new RegExp(ge+"|>"),j=new RegExp(g),A=new RegExp("^"+t+"$"),D={ID:new RegExp("^#("+t+")"),CLASS:new RegExp("^\\.("+t+")"),TAG:new RegExp("^("+t+"|[*])"),ATTR:new RegExp("^"+p),PSEUDO:new RegExp("^"+g),CHILD:new RegExp("^:(only|first|last|nth|nth-last)-(child|of-type)(?:\\("+ge+"*(even|odd|(([+-]|)(\\d*)n|)"+ge+"*(?:([+-]|)"+ge+"*(\\d+)|))"+ge+"*\\)|)","i"),bool:new RegExp("^(?:"+f+")$","i"),needsContext:new RegExp("^"+ge+"*[>+~]|:(even|odd|eq|gt|lt|nth|first|last)(?:\\("+ge+"*((?:-\\d)?\\d*)"+ge+"*\\)|)(?=[^-]|$)","i")},N=/^(?:input|select|textarea|button)$/i,q=/^h\d$/i,L=/^(?:#([\w-]+)|(\w+)|\.([\w-]+))$/,H=/[+~]/,O=new RegExp("\\\\[\\da-fA-F]{1,6}"+ge+"?|\\\\([^\\r\\n\\f])","g"),P=function(e,t){var n="0x"+e.slice(1)-65536;return t||(n<0?String.fromCharCode(n+65536):String.fromCharCode(n>>10|55296,1023&n|56320))},R=function(){V()},M=J(function(e){return!0===e.disabled&&fe(e,"fieldset")},{dir:"parentNode",next:"legend"});try{k.apply(oe=ae.call(ye.childNodes),ye.childNodes),oe[ye.childNodes.length].nodeType}catch(e){k={apply:function(e,t){me.apply(e,ae.call(t))},call:function(e){me.apply(e,ae.call(arguments,1))}}}function I(t,e,n,r){var i,o,a,s,u,l,c,f=e&&e.ownerDocument,p=e?e.nodeType:9;if(n=n||[],"string"!=typeof t||!t||1!==p&&9!==p&&11!==p)return n;if(!r&&(V(e),e=e||T,C)){if(11!==p&&(u=L.exec(t)))if(i=u[1]){if(9===p){if(!(a=e.getElementById(i)))return n;if(a.id===i)return k.call(n,a),n}else if(f&&(a=f.getElementById(i))&&I.contains(e,a)&&a.id===i)return k.call(n,a),n}else{if(u[2])return k.apply(n,e.getElementsByTagName(t)),n;if((i=u[3])&&e.getElementsByClassName)return k.apply(n,e.getElementsByClassName(i)),n}if(!(h[t+" "]||d&&d.test(t))){if(c=t,f=e,1===p&&(x.test(t)||m.test(t))){(f=H.test(t)&&z(e.parentNode)||e)==e&&le.scope||((s=e.getAttribute("id"))?s=ce.escapeSelector(s):e.setAttribute("id",s=S)),o=(l=Y(t)).length;while(o--)l[o]=(s?"#"+s:":scope")+" "+Q(l[o]);c=l.join(",")}try{return k.apply(n,f.querySelectorAll(c)),n}catch(e){h(t,!0)}finally{s===S&&e.removeAttribute("id")}}}return re(t.replace(ve,"$1"),e,n,r)}function W(){var r=[];return function e(t,n){return r.push(t+" ")>b.cacheLength&&delete e[r.shift()],e[t+" "]=n}}function F(e){return e[S]=!0,e}function $(e){var t=T.createElement("fieldset");try{return!!e(t)}catch(e){return!1}finally{t.parentNode&&t.parentNode.removeChild(t),t=null}}function B(t){return function(e){return fe(e,"input")&&e.type===t}}function _(t){return function(e){return(fe(e,"input")||fe(e,"button"))&&e.type===t}}function X(t){return function(e){return"form"in e?e.parentNode&&!1===e.disabled?"label"in e?"label"in e.parentNode?e.parentNode.disabled===t:e.disabled===t:e.isDisabled===t||e.isDisabled!==!t&&M(e)===t:e.disabled===t:"label"in e&&e.disabled===t}}function U(a){return F(function(o){return o=+o,F(function(e,t){var n,r=a([],e.length,o),i=r.length;while(i--)e[n=r[i]]&&(e[n]=!(t[n]=e[n]))})})}function z(e){return e&&"undefined"!=typeof e.getElementsByTagName&&e}function V(e){var t,n=e?e.ownerDocument||e:ye;return n!=T&&9===n.nodeType&&n.documentElement&&(r=(T=n).documentElement,C=!ce.isXMLDoc(T),i=r.matches||r.webkitMatchesSelector||r.msMatchesSelector,ye!=T&&(t=T.defaultView)&&t.top!==t&&t.addEventListener("unload",R),le.getById=$(function(e){return r.appendChild(e).id=ce.expando,!T.getElementsByName||!T.getElementsByName(ce.expando).length}),le.disconnectedMatch=$(function(e){return i.call(e,"*")}),le.scope=$(function(){return T.querySelectorAll(":scope")}),le.cssHas=$(function(){try{return T.querySelector(":has(*,:jqfake)"),!1}catch(e){return!0}}),le.getById?(b.filter.ID=function(e){var t=e.replace(O,P);return function(e){return e.getAttribute("id")===t}},b.find.ID=function(e,t){if("undefined"!=typeof t.getElementById&&C){var n=t.getElementById(e);return n?[n]:[]}}):(b.filter.ID=function(e){var n=e.replace(O,P);return function(e){var t="undefined"!=typeof e.getAttributeNode&&e.getAttributeNode("id");return t&&t.value===n}},b.find.ID=function(e,t){if("undefined"!=typeof t.getElementById&&C){var n,r,i,o=t.getElementById(e);if(o){if((n=o.getAttributeNode("id"))&&n.value===e)return[o];i=t.getElementsByName(e),r=0;while(o=i[r++])if((n=o.getAttributeNode("id"))&&n.value===e)return[o]}return[]}}),b.find.TAG=function(e,t){return"undefined"!=typeof t.getElementsByTagName?t.getElementsByTagName(e):t.querySelectorAll(e)},b.find.CLASS=function(e,t){if("undefined"!=typeof t.getElementsByClassName&&C)return t.getElementsByClassName(e)},d=[],$(function(e){var t;r.appendChild(e).innerHTML="<a id='"+S+"' href='' disabled='disabled'></a><select id='"+S+"-\r\\' disabled='disabled'><option selected=''></option></select>",e.querySelectorAll("[selected]").length||d.push("\\["+ge+"*(?:value|"+f+")"),e.querySelectorAll("[id~="+S+"-]").length||d.push("~="),e.querySelectorAll("a#"+S+"+*").length||d.push(".#.+[+~]"),e.querySelectorAll(":checked").length||d.push(":checked"),(t=T.createElement("input")).setAttribute("type","hidden"),e.appendChild(t).setAttribute("name","D"),r.appendChild(e).disabled=!0,2!==e.querySelectorAll(":disabled").length&&d.push(":enabled",":disabled"),(t=T.createElement("input")).setAttribute("name",""),e.appendChild(t),e.querySelectorAll("[name='']").length||d.push("\\["+ge+"*name"+ge+"*="+ge+"*(?:''|\"\")")}),le.cssHas||d.push(":has"),d=d.length&&new RegExp(d.join("|")),l=function(e,t){if(e===t)return a=!0,0;var n=!e.compareDocumentPosition-!t.compareDocumentPosition;return n||(1&(n=(e.ownerDocument||e)==(t.ownerDocument||t)?e.compareDocumentPosition(t):1)||!le.sortDetached&&t.compareDocumentPosition(e)===n?e===T||e.ownerDocument==ye&&I.contains(ye,e)?-1:t===T||t.ownerDocument==ye&&I.contains(ye,t)?1:o?se.call(o,e)-se.call(o,t):0:4&n?-1:1)}),T}for(e in I.matches=function(e,t){return I(e,null,null,t)},I.matchesSelector=function(e,t){if(V(e),C&&!h[t+" "]&&(!d||!d.test(t)))try{var n=i.call(e,t);if(n||le.disconnectedMatch||e.document&&11!==e.document.nodeType)return n}catch(e){h(t,!0)}return 0<I(t,T,null,[e]).length},I.contains=function(e,t){return(e.ownerDocument||e)!=T&&V(e),ce.contains(e,t)},I.attr=function(e,t){(e.ownerDocument||e)!=T&&V(e);var n=b.attrHandle[t.toLowerCase()],r=n&&ue.call(b.attrHandle,t.toLowerCase())?n(e,t,!C):void 0;return void 0!==r?r:e.getAttribute(t)},I.error=function(e){throw new Error("Syntax error, unrecognized expression: "+e)},ce.uniqueSort=function(e){var t,n=[],r=0,i=0;if(a=!le.sortStable,o=!le.sortStable&&ae.call(e,0),de.call(e,l),a){while(t=e[i++])t===e[i]&&(r=n.push(i));while(r--)he.call(e,n[r],1)}return o=null,e},ce.fn.uniqueSort=function(){return this.pushStack(ce.uniqueSort(ae.apply(this)))},(b=ce.expr={cacheLength:50,createPseudo:F,match:D,attrHandle:{},find:{},relative:{">":{dir:"parentNode",first:!0}," ":{dir:"parentNode"},"+":{dir:"previousSibling",first:!0},"~":{dir:"previousSibling"}},preFilter:{ATTR:function(e){return e[1]=e[1].replace(O,P),e[3]=(e[3]||e[4]||e[5]||"").replace(O,P),"~="===e[2]&&(e[3]=" "+e[3]+" "),e.slice(0,4)},CHILD:function(e){return e[1]=e[1].toLowerCase(),"nth"===e[1].slice(0,3)?(e[3]||I.error(e[0]),e[4]=+(e[4]?e[5]+(e[6]||1):2*("even"===e[3]||"odd"===e[3])),e[5]=+(e[7]+e[8]||"odd"===e[3])):e[3]&&I.error(e[0]),e},PSEUDO:function(e){var t,n=!e[6]&&e[2];return D.CHILD.test(e[0])?null:(e[3]?e[2]=e[4]||e[5]||"":n&&j.test(n)&&(t=Y(n,!0))&&(t=n.indexOf(")",n.length-t)-n.length)&&(e[0]=e[0].slice(0,t),e[2]=n.slice(0,t)),e.slice(0,3))}},filter:{TAG:function(e){var t=e.replace(O,P).toLowerCase();return"*"===e?function(){return!0}:function(e){return fe(e,t)}},CLASS:function(e){var t=s[e+" "];return t||(t=new RegExp("(^|"+ge+")"+e+"("+ge+"|$)"))&&s(e,function(e){return t.test("string"==typeof e.className&&e.className||"undefined"!=typeof e.getAttribute&&e.getAttribute("class")||"")})},ATTR:function(n,r,i){return function(e){var t=I.attr(e,n);return null==t?"!="===r:!r||(t+="","="===r?t===i:"!="===r?t!==i:"^="===r?i&&0===t.indexOf(i):"*="===r?i&&-1<t.indexOf(i):"$="===r?i&&t.slice(-i.length)===i:"~="===r?-1<(" "+t.replace(v," ")+" ").indexOf(i):"|="===r&&(t===i||t.slice(0,i.length+1)===i+"-"))}},CHILD:function(d,e,t,h,g){var v="nth"!==d.slice(0,3),y="last"!==d.slice(-4),m="of-type"===e;return 1===h&&0===g?function(e){return!!e.parentNode}:function(e,t,n){var r,i,o,a,s,u=v!==y?"nextSibling":"previousSibling",l=e.parentNode,c=m&&e.nodeName.toLowerCase(),f=!n&&!m,p=!1;if(l){if(v){while(u){o=e;while(o=o[u])if(m?fe(o,c):1===o.nodeType)return!1;s=u="only"===d&&!s&&"nextSibling"}return!0}if(s=[y?l.firstChild:l.lastChild],y&&f){p=(a=(r=(i=l[S]||(l[S]={}))[d]||[])[0]===E&&r[1])&&r[2],o=a&&l.childNodes[a];while(o=++a&&o&&o[u]||(p=a=0)||s.pop())if(1===o.nodeType&&++p&&o===e){i[d]=[E,a,p];break}}else if(f&&(p=a=(r=(i=e[S]||(e[S]={}))[d]||[])[0]===E&&r[1]),!1===p)while(o=++a&&o&&o[u]||(p=a=0)||s.pop())if((m?fe(o,c):1===o.nodeType)&&++p&&(f&&((i=o[S]||(o[S]={}))[d]=[E,p]),o===e))break;return(p-=g)===h||p%h==0&&0<=p/h}}},PSEUDO:function(e,o){var t,a=b.pseudos[e]||b.setFilters[e.toLowerCase()]||I.error("unsupported pseudo: "+e);return a[S]?a(o):1<a.length?(t=[e,e,"",o],b.setFilters.hasOwnProperty(e.toLowerCase())?F(function(e,t){var n,r=a(e,o),i=r.length;while(i--)e[n=se.call(e,r[i])]=!(t[n]=r[i])}):function(e){return a(e,0,t)}):a}},pseudos:{not:F(function(e){var r=[],i=[],s=ne(e.replace(ve,"$1"));return s[S]?F(function(e,t,n,r){var i,o=s(e,null,r,[]),a=e.length;while(a--)(i=o[a])&&(e[a]=!(t[a]=i))}):function(e,t,n){return r[0]=e,s(r,null,n,i),r[0]=null,!i.pop()}}),has:F(function(t){return function(e){return 0<I(t,e).length}}),contains:F(function(t){return t=t.replace(O,P),function(e){return-1<(e.textContent||ce.text(e)).indexOf(t)}}),lang:F(function(n){return A.test(n||"")||I.error("unsupported lang: "+n),n=n.replace(O,P).toLowerCase(),function(e){var t;do{if(t=C?e.lang:e.getAttribute("xml:lang")||e.getAttribute("lang"))return(t=t.toLowerCase())===n||0===t.indexOf(n+"-")}while((e=e.parentNode)&&1===e.nodeType);return!1}}),target:function(e){var t=ie.location&&ie.location.hash;return t&&t.slice(1)===e.id},root:function(e){return e===r},focus:function(e){return e===function(){try{return T.activeElement}catch(e){}}()&&T.hasFocus()&&!!(e.type||e.href||~e.tabIndex)},enabled:X(!1),disabled:X(!0),checked:function(e){return fe(e,"input")&&!!e.checked||fe(e,"option")&&!!e.selected},selected:function(e){return e.parentNode&&e.parentNode.selectedIndex,!0===e.selected},empty:function(e){for(e=e.firstChild;e;e=e.nextSibling)if(e.nodeType<6)return!1;return!0},parent:function(e){return!b.pseudos.empty(e)},header:function(e){return q.test(e.nodeName)},input:function(e){return N.test(e.nodeName)},button:function(e){return fe(e,"input")&&"button"===e.type||fe(e,"button")},text:function(e){var t;return fe(e,"input")&&"text"===e.type&&(null==(t=e.getAttribute("type"))||"text"===t.toLowerCase())},first:U(function(){return[0]}),last:U(function(e,t){return[t-1]}),eq:U(function(e,t,n){return[n<0?n+t:n]}),even:U(function(e,t){for(var n=0;n<t;n+=2)e.push(n);return e}),odd:U(function(e,t){for(var n=1;n<t;n+=2)e.push(n);return e}),lt:U(function(e,t,n){var r;for(r=n<0?n+t:t<n?t:n;0<=--r;)e.push(r);return e}),gt:U(function(e,t,n){for(var r=n<0?n+t:n;++r<t;)e.push(r);return e})}}).pseudos.nth=b.pseudos.eq,{radio:!0,checkbox:!0,file:!0,password:!0,image:!0})b.pseudos[e]=B(e);for(e in{submit:!0,reset:!0})b.pseudos[e]=_(e);function G(){}function Y(e,t){var n,r,i,o,a,s,u,l=c[e+" "];if(l)return t?0:l.slice(0);a=e,s=[],u=b.preFilter;while(a){for(o in n&&!(r=y.exec(a))||(r&&(a=a.slice(r[0].length)||a),s.push(i=[])),n=!1,(r=m.exec(a))&&(n=r.shift(),i.push({value:n,type:r[0].replace(ve," ")}),a=a.slice(n.length)),b.filter)!(r=D[o].exec(a))||u[o]&&!(r=u[o](r))||(n=r.shift(),i.push({value:n,type:o,matches:r}),a=a.slice(n.length));if(!n)break}return t?a.length:a?I.error(e):c(e,s).slice(0)}function Q(e){for(var t=0,n=e.length,r="";t<n;t++)r+=e[t].value;return r}function J(a,e,t){var s=e.dir,u=e.next,l=u||s,c=t&&"parentNode"===l,f=n++;return e.first?function(e,t,n){while(e=e[s])if(1===e.nodeType||c)return a(e,t,n);return!1}:function(e,t,n){var r,i,o=[E,f];if(n){while(e=e[s])if((1===e.nodeType||c)&&a(e,t,n))return!0}else while(e=e[s])if(1===e.nodeType||c)if(i=e[S]||(e[S]={}),u&&fe(e,u))e=e[s]||e;else{if((r=i[l])&&r[0]===E&&r[1]===f)return o[2]=r[2];if((i[l]=o)[2]=a(e,t,n))return!0}return!1}}function K(i){return 1<i.length?function(e,t,n){var r=i.length;while(r--)if(!i[r](e,t,n))return!1;return!0}:i[0]}function Z(e,t,n,r,i){for(var o,a=[],s=0,u=e.length,l=null!=t;s<u;s++)(o=e[s])&&(n&&!n(o,r,i)||(a.push(o),l&&t.push(s)));return a}function ee(d,h,g,v,y,e){return v&&!v[S]&&(v=ee(v)),y&&!y[S]&&(y=ee(y,e)),F(function(e,t,n,r){var i,o,a,s,u=[],l=[],c=t.length,f=e||function(e,t,n){for(var r=0,i=t.length;r<i;r++)I(e,t[r],n);return n}(h||"*",n.nodeType?[n]:n,[]),p=!d||!e&&h?f:Z(f,u,d,n,r);if(g?g(p,s=y||(e?d:c||v)?[]:t,n,r):s=p,v){i=Z(s,l),v(i,[],n,r),o=i.length;while(o--)(a=i[o])&&(s[l[o]]=!(p[l[o]]=a))}if(e){if(y||d){if(y){i=[],o=s.length;while(o--)(a=s[o])&&i.push(p[o]=a);y(null,s=[],i,r)}o=s.length;while(o--)(a=s[o])&&-1<(i=y?se.call(e,a):u[o])&&(e[i]=!(t[i]=a))}}else s=Z(s===t?s.splice(c,s.length):s),y?y(null,t,s,r):k.apply(t,s)})}function te(e){for(var i,t,n,r=e.length,o=b.relative[e[0].type],a=o||b.relative[" "],s=o?1:0,u=J(function(e){return e===i},a,!0),l=J(function(e){return-1<se.call(i,e)},a,!0),c=[function(e,t,n){var r=!o&&(n||t!=w)||((i=t).nodeType?u(e,t,n):l(e,t,n));return i=null,r}];s<r;s++)if(t=b.relative[e[s].type])c=[J(K(c),t)];else{if((t=b.filter[e[s].type].apply(null,e[s].matches))[S]){for(n=++s;n<r;n++)if(b.relative[e[n].type])break;return ee(1<s&&K(c),1<s&&Q(e.slice(0,s-1).concat({value:" "===e[s-2].type?"*":""})).replace(ve,"$1"),t,s<n&&te(e.slice(s,n)),n<r&&te(e=e.slice(n)),n<r&&Q(e))}c.push(t)}return K(c)}function ne(e,t){var n,v,y,m,x,r,i=[],o=[],a=u[e+" "];if(!a){t||(t=Y(e)),n=t.length;while(n--)(a=te(t[n]))[S]?i.push(a):o.push(a);(a=u(e,(v=o,m=0<(y=i).length,x=0<v.length,r=function(e,t,n,r,i){var o,a,s,u=0,l="0",c=e&&[],f=[],p=w,d=e||x&&b.find.TAG("*",i),h=E+=null==p?1:Math.random()||.1,g=d.length;for(i&&(w=t==T||t||i);l!==g&&null!=(o=d[l]);l++){if(x&&o){a=0,t||o.ownerDocument==T||(V(o),n=!C);while(s=v[a++])if(s(o,t||T,n)){k.call(r,o);break}i&&(E=h)}m&&((o=!s&&o)&&u--,e&&c.push(o))}if(u+=l,m&&l!==u){a=0;while(s=y[a++])s(c,f,t,n);if(e){if(0<u)while(l--)c[l]||f[l]||(f[l]=pe.call(r));f=Z(f)}k.apply(r,f),i&&!e&&0<f.length&&1<u+y.length&&ce.uniqueSort(r)}return i&&(E=h,w=p),c},m?F(r):r))).selector=e}return a}function re(e,t,n,r){var i,o,a,s,u,l="function"==typeof e&&e,c=!r&&Y(e=l.selector||e);if(n=n||[],1===c.length){if(2<(o=c[0]=c[0].slice(0)).length&&"ID"===(a=o[0]).type&&9===t.nodeType&&C&&b.relative[o[1].type]){if(!(t=(b.find.ID(a.matches[0].replace(O,P),t)||[])[0]))return n;l&&(t=t.parentNode),e=e.slice(o.shift().value.length)}i=D.needsContext.test(e)?0:o.length;while(i--){if(a=o[i],b.relative[s=a.type])break;if((u=b.find[s])&&(r=u(a.matches[0].replace(O,P),H.test(o[0].type)&&z(t.parentNode)||t))){if(o.splice(i,1),!(e=r.length&&Q(o)))return k.apply(n,r),n;break}}}return(l||ne(e,c))(r,t,!C,n,!t||H.test(e)&&z(t.parentNode)||t),n}G.prototype=b.filters=b.pseudos,b.setFilters=new G,le.sortStable=S.split("").sort(l).join("")===S,V(),le.sortDetached=$(function(e){return 1&e.compareDocumentPosition(T.createElement("fieldset"))}),ce.find=I,ce.expr[":"]=ce.expr.pseudos,ce.unique=ce.uniqueSort,I.compile=ne,I.select=re,I.setDocument=V,I.escape=ce.escapeSelector,I.getText=ce.text,I.isXML=ce.isXMLDoc,I.selectors=ce.expr,I.support=ce.support,I.uniqueSort=ce.uniqueSort}();var d=function(e,t,n){var r=[],i=void 0!==n;while((e=e[t])&&9!==e.nodeType)if(1===e.nodeType){if(i&&ce(e).is(n))break;r.push(e)}return r},h=function(e,t){for(var n=[];e;e=e.nextSibling)1===e.nodeType&&e!==t&&n.push(e);return n},b=ce.expr.match.needsContext,w=/^<([a-z][^\/\0>:\x20\t\r\n\f]*)[\x20\t\r\n\f]*\/?>(?:<\/\1>|)$/i;function T(e,n,r){return v(n)?ce.grep(e,function(e,t){return!!n.call(e,t,e)!==r}):n.nodeType?ce.grep(e,function(e){return e===n!==r}):"string"!=typeof n?ce.grep(e,function(e){return-1<se.call(n,e)!==r}):ce.filter(n,e,r)}ce.filter=function(e,t,n){var r=t[0];return n&&(e=":not("+e+")"),1===t.length&&1===r.nodeType?ce.find.matchesSelector(r,e)?[r]:[]:ce.find.matches(e,ce.grep(t,function(e){return 1===e.nodeType}))},ce.fn.extend({find:function(e){var t,n,r=this.length,i=this;if("string"!=typeof e)return this.pushStack(ce(e).filter(function(){for(t=0;t<r;t++)if(ce.contains(i[t],this))return!0}));for(n=this.pushStack([]),t=0;t<r;t++)ce.find(e,i[t],n);return 1<r?ce.uniqueSort(n):n},filter:function(e){return this.pushStack(T(this,e||[],!1))},not:function(e){return this.pushStack(T(this,e||[],!0))},is:function(e){return!!T(this,"string"==typeof e&&b.test(e)?ce(e):e||[],!1).length}});var k,S=/^(?:\s*(<[\w\W]+>)[^>]*|#([\w-]+))$/;(ce.fn.init=function(e,t,n){var r,i;if(!e)return this;if(n=n||k,"string"==typeof e){if(!(r="<"===e[0]&&">"===e[e.length-1]&&3<=e.length?[null,e,null]:S.exec(e))||!r[1]&&t)return!t||t.jquery?(t||n).find(e):this.constructor(t).find(e);if(r[1]){if(t=t instanceof ce?t[0]:t,ce.merge(this,ce.parseHTML(r[1],t&&t.nodeType?t.ownerDocument||t:C,!0)),w.test(r[1])&&ce.isPlainObject(t))for(r in t)v(this[r])?this[r](t[r]):this.attr(r,t[r]);return this}return(i=C.getElementById(r[2]))&&(this[0]=i,this.length=1),this}return e.nodeType?(this[0]=e,this.length=1,this):v(e)?void 0!==n.ready?n.ready(e):e(ce):ce.makeArray(e,this)}).prototype=ce.fn,k=ce(C);var E=/^(?:parents|prev(?:Until|All))/,j={children:!0,contents:!0,next:!0,prev:!0};function A(e,t){while((e=e[t])&&1!==e.nodeType);return e}ce.fn.extend({has:function(e){var t=ce(e,this),n=t.length;return this.filter(function(){for(var e=0;e<n;e++)if(ce.contains(this,t[e]))return!0})},closest:function(e,t){var n,r=0,i=this.length,o=[],a="string"!=typeof e&&ce(e);if(!b.test(e))for(;r<i;r++)for(n=this[r];n&&n!==t;n=n.parentNode)if(n.nodeType<11&&(a?-1<a.index(n):1===n.nodeType&&ce.find.matchesSelector(n,e))){o.push(n);break}return this.pushStack(1<o.length?ce.uniqueSort(o):o)},index:function(e){return e?"string"==typeof e?se.call(ce(e),this[0]):se.call(this,e.jquery?e[0]:e):this[0]&&this[0].parentNode?this.first().prevAll().length:-1},add:function(e,t){return this.pushStack(ce.uniqueSort(ce.merge(this.get(),ce(e,t))))},addBack:function(e){return this.add(null==e?this.prevObject:this.prevObject.filter(e))}}),ce.each({parent:function(e){var t=e.parentNode;return t&&11!==t.nodeType?t:null},parents:function(e){return d(e,"parentNode")},parentsUntil:function(e,t,n){return d(e,"parentNode",n)},next:function(e){return A(e,"nextSibling")},prev:function(e){return A(e,"previousSibling")},nextAll:function(e){return d(e,"nextSibling")},prevAll:function(e){return d(e,"previousSibling")},nextUntil:function(e,t,n){return d(e,"nextSibling",n)},prevUntil:function(e,t,n){return d(e,"previousSibling",n)},siblings:function(e){return h((e.parentNode||{}).firstChild,e)},children:function(e){return h(e.firstChild)},contents:function(e){return null!=e.contentDocument&&r(e.contentDocument)?e.contentDocument:(fe(e,"template")&&(e=e.content||e),ce.merge([],e.childNodes))}},function(r,i){ce.fn[r]=function(e,t){var n=ce.map(this,i,e);return"Until"!==r.slice(-5)&&(t=e),t&&"string"==typeof t&&(n=ce.filter(t,n)),1<this.length&&(j[r]||ce.uniqueSort(n),E.test(r)&&n.reverse()),this.pushStack(n)}});var D=/[^\x20\t\r\n\f]+/g;function N(e){return e}function q(e){throw e}function L(e,t,n,r){var i;try{e&&v(i=e.promise)?i.call(e).done(t).fail(n):e&&v(i=e.then)?i.call(e,t,n):t.apply(void 0,[e].slice(r))}catch(e){n.apply(void 0,[e])}}ce.Callbacks=function(r){var e,n;r="string"==typeof r?(e=r,n={},ce.each(e.match(D)||[],function(e,t){n[t]=!0}),n):ce.extend({},r);var i,t,o,a,s=[],u=[],l=-1,c=function(){for(a=a||r.once,o=i=!0;u.length;l=-1){t=u.shift();while(++l<s.length)!1===s[l].apply(t[0],t[1])&&r.stopOnFalse&&(l=s.length,t=!1)}r.memory||(t=!1),i=!1,a&&(s=t?[]:"")},f={add:function(){return s&&(t&&!i&&(l=s.length-1,u.push(t)),function n(e){ce.each(e,function(e,t){v(t)?r.unique&&f.has(t)||s.push(t):t&&t.length&&"string"!==x(t)&&n(t)})}(arguments),t&&!i&&c()),this},remove:function(){return ce.each(arguments,function(e,t){var n;while(-1<(n=ce.inArray(t,s,n)))s.splice(n,1),n<=l&&l--}),this},has:function(e){return e?-1<ce.inArray(e,s):0<s.length},empty:function(){return s&&(s=[]),this},disable:function(){return a=u=[],s=t="",this},disabled:function(){return!s},lock:function(){return a=u=[],t||i||(s=t=""),this},locked:function(){return!!a},fireWith:function(e,t){return a||(t=[e,(t=t||[]).slice?t.slice():t],u.push(t),i||c()),this},fire:function(){return f.fireWith(this,arguments),this},fired:function(){return!!o}};return f},ce.extend({Deferred:function(e){var o=[["notify","progress",ce.Callbacks("memory"),ce.Callbacks("memory"),2],["resolve","done",ce.Callbacks("once memory"),ce.Callbacks("once memory"),0,"resolved"],["reject","fail",ce.Callbacks("once memory"),ce.Callbacks("once memory"),1,"rejected"]],i="pending",a={state:function(){return i},always:function(){return s.done(arguments).fail(arguments),this},"catch":function(e){return a.then(null,e)},pipe:function(){var i=arguments;return ce.Deferred(function(r){ce.each(o,function(e,t){var n=v(i[t[4]])&&i[t[4]];s[t[1]](function(){var e=n&&n.apply(this,arguments);e&&v(e.promise)?e.promise().progress(r.notify).done(r.resolve).fail(r.reject):r[t[0]+"With"](this,n?[e]:arguments)})}),i=null}).promise()},then:function(t,n,r){var u=0;function l(i,o,a,s){return function(){var n=this,r=arguments,e=function(){var e,t;if(!(i<u)){if((e=a.apply(n,r))===o.promise())throw new TypeError("Thenable self-resolution");t=e&&("object"==typeof e||"function"==typeof e)&&e.then,v(t)?s?t.call(e,l(u,o,N,s),l(u,o,q,s)):(u++,t.call(e,l(u,o,N,s),l(u,o,q,s),l(u,o,N,o.notifyWith))):(a!==N&&(n=void 0,r=[e]),(s||o.resolveWith)(n,r))}},t=s?e:function(){try{e()}catch(e){ce.Deferred.exceptionHook&&ce.Deferred.exceptionHook(e,t.error),u<=i+1&&(a!==q&&(n=void 0,r=[e]),o.rejectWith(n,r))}};i?t():(ce.Deferred.getErrorHook?t.error=ce.Deferred.getErrorHook():ce.Deferred.getStackHook&&(t.error=ce.Deferred.getStackHook()),ie.setTimeout(t))}}return ce.Deferred(function(e){o[0][3].add(l(0,e,v(r)?r:N,e.notifyWith)),o[1][3].add(l(0,e,v(t)?t:N)),o[2][3].add(l(0,e,v(n)?n:q))}).promise()},promise:function(e){return null!=e?ce.extend(e,a):a}},s={};return ce.each(o,function(e,t){var n=t[2],r=t[5];a[t[1]]=n.add,r&&n.add(function(){i=r},o[3-e][2].disable,o[3-e][3].disable,o[0][2].lock,o[0][3].lock),n.add(t[3].fire),s[t[0]]=function(){return s[t[0]+"With"](this===s?void 0:this,arguments),this},s[t[0]+"With"]=n.fireWith}),a.promise(s),e&&e.call(s,s),s},when:function(e){var n=arguments.length,t=n,r=Array(t),i=ae.call(arguments),o=ce.Deferred(),a=function(t){return function(e){r[t]=this,i[t]=1<arguments.length?ae.call(arguments):e,--n||o.resolveWith(r,i)}};if(n<=1&&(L(e,o.done(a(t)).resolve,o.reject,!n),"pending"===o.state()||v(i[t]&&i[t].then)))return o.then();while(t--)L(i[t],a(t),o.reject);return o.promise()}});var H=/^(Eval|Internal|Range|Reference|Syntax|Type|URI)Error$/;ce.Deferred.exceptionHook=function(e,t){ie.console&&ie.console.warn&&e&&H.test(e.name)&&ie.console.warn("jQuery.Deferred exception: "+e.message,e.stack,t)},ce.readyException=function(e){ie.setTimeout(function(){throw e})};var O=ce.Deferred();function P(){C.removeEventListener("DOMContentLoaded",P),ie.removeEventListener("load",P),ce.ready()}ce.fn.ready=function(e){return O.then(e)["catch"](function(e){ce.readyException(e)}),this},ce.extend({isReady:!1,readyWait:1,ready:function(e){(!0===e?--ce.readyWait:ce.isReady)||(ce.isReady=!0)!==e&&0<--ce.readyWait||O.resolveWith(C,[ce])}}),ce.ready.then=O.then,"complete"===C.readyState||"loading"!==C.readyState&&!C.documentElement.doScroll?ie.setTimeout(ce.ready):(C.addEventListener("DOMContentLoaded",P),ie.addEventListener("load",P));var R=function(e,t,n,r,i,o,a){var s=0,u=e.length,l=null==n;if("object"===x(n))for(s in i=!0,n)R(e,t,s,n[s],!0,o,a);else if(void 0!==r&&(i=!0,v(r)||(a=!0),l&&(a?(t.call(e,r),t=null):(l=t,t=function(e,t,n){return l.call(ce(e),n)})),t))for(;s<u;s++)t(e[s],n,a?r:r.call(e[s],s,t(e[s],n)));return i?e:l?t.call(e):u?t(e[0],n):o},M=/^-ms-/,I=/-([a-z])/g;function W(e,t){return t.toUpperCase()}function F(e){return e.replace(M,"ms-").replace(I,W)}var $=function(e){return 1===e.nodeType||9===e.nodeType||!+e.nodeType};function B(){this.expando=ce.expando+B.uid++}B.uid=1,B.prototype={cache:function(e){var t=e[this.expando];return t||(t={},$(e)&&(e.nodeType?e[this.expando]=t:Object.defineProperty(e,this.expando,{value:t,configurable:!0}))),t},set:function(e,t,n){var r,i=this.cache(e);if("string"==typeof t)i[F(t)]=n;else for(r in t)i[F(r)]=t[r];return i},get:function(e,t){return void 0===t?this.cache(e):e[this.expando]&&e[this.expando][F(t)]},access:function(e,t,n){return void 0===t||t&&"string"==typeof t&&void 0===n?this.get(e,t):(this.set(e,t,n),void 0!==n?n:t)},remove:function(e,t){var n,r=e[this.expando];if(void 0!==r){if(void 0!==t){n=(t=Array.isArray(t)?t.map(F):(t=F(t))in r?[t]:t.match(D)||[]).length;while(n--)delete r[t[n]]}(void 0===t||ce.isEmptyObject(r))&&(e.nodeType?e[this.expando]=void 0:delete e[this.expando])}},hasData:function(e){var t=e[this.expando];return void 0!==t&&!ce.isEmptyObject(t)}};var _=new B,X=new B,U=/^(?:\{[\w\W]*\}|\[[\w\W]*\])$/,z=/[A-Z]/g;function V(e,t,n){var r,i;if(void 0===n&&1===e.nodeType)if(r="data-"+t.replace(z,"-$&").toLowerCase(),"string"==typeof(n=e.getAttribute(r))){try{n="true"===(i=n)||"false"!==i&&("null"===i?null:i===+i+""?+i:U.test(i)?JSON.parse(i):i)}catch(e){}X.set(e,t,n)}else n=void 0;return n}ce.extend({hasData:function(e){return X.hasData(e)||_.hasData(e)},data:function(e,t,n){return X.access(e,t,n)},removeData:function(e,t){X.remove(e,t)},_data:function(e,t,n){return _.access(e,t,n)},_removeData:function(e,t){_.remove(e,t)}}),ce.fn.extend({data:function(n,e){var t,r,i,o=this[0],a=o&&o.attributes;if(void 0===n){if(this.length&&(i=X.get(o),1===o.nodeType&&!_.get(o,"hasDataAttrs"))){t=a.length;while(t--)a[t]&&0===(r=a[t].name).indexOf("data-")&&(r=F(r.slice(5)),V(o,r,i[r]));_.set(o,"hasDataAttrs",!0)}return i}return"object"==typeof n?this.each(function(){X.set(this,n)}):R(this,function(e){var t;if(o&&void 0===e)return void 0!==(t=X.get(o,n))?t:void 0!==(t=V(o,n))?t:void 0;this.each(function(){X.set(this,n,e)})},null,e,1<arguments.length,null,!0)},removeData:function(e){return this.each(function(){X.remove(this,e)})}}),ce.extend({queue:function(e,t,n){var r;if(e)return t=(t||"fx")+"queue",r=_.get(e,t),n&&(!r||Array.isArray(n)?r=_.access(e,t,ce.makeArray(n)):r.push(n)),r||[]},dequeue:function(e,t){t=t||"fx";var n=ce.queue(e,t),r=n.length,i=n.shift(),o=ce._queueHooks(e,t);"inprogress"===i&&(i=n.shift(),r--),i&&("fx"===t&&n.unshift("inprogress"),delete o.stop,i.call(e,function(){ce.dequeue(e,t)},o)),!r&&o&&o.empty.fire()},_queueHooks:function(e,t){var n=t+"queueHooks";return _.get(e,n)||_.access(e,n,{empty:ce.Callbacks("once memory").add(function(){_.remove(e,[t+"queue",n])})})}}),ce.fn.extend({queue:function(t,n){var e=2;return"string"!=typeof t&&(n=t,t="fx",e--),arguments.length<e?ce.queue(this[0],t):void 0===n?this:this.each(function(){var e=ce.queue(this,t,n);ce._queueHooks(this,t),"fx"===t&&"inprogress"!==e[0]&&ce.dequeue(this,t)})},dequeue:function(e){return this.each(function(){ce.dequeue(this,e)})},clearQueue:function(e){return this.queue(e||"fx",[])},promise:function(e,t){var n,r=1,i=ce.Deferred(),o=this,a=this.length,s=function(){--r||i.resolveWith(o,[o])};"string"!=typeof e&&(t=e,e=void 0),e=e||"fx";while(a--)(n=_.get(o[a],e+"queueHooks"))&&n.empty&&(r++,n.empty.add(s));return s(),i.promise(t)}});var G=/[+-]?(?:\d*\.|)\d+(?:[eE][+-]?\d+|)/.source,Y=new RegExp("^(?:([+-])=|)("+G+")([a-z%]*)$","i"),Q=["Top","Right","Bottom","Left"],J=C.documentElement,K=function(e){return ce.contains(e.ownerDocument,e)},Z={composed:!0};J.getRootNode&&(K=function(e){return ce.contains(e.ownerDocument,e)||e.getRootNode(Z)===e.ownerDocument});var ee=function(e,t){return"none"===(e=t||e).style.display||""===e.style.display&&K(e)&&"none"===ce.css(e,"display")};function te(e,t,n,r){var i,o,a=20,s=r?function(){return r.cur()}:function(){return ce.css(e,t,"")},u=s(),l=n&&n[3]||(ce.cssNumber[t]?"":"px"),c=e.nodeType&&(ce.cssNumber[t]||"px"!==l&&+u)&&Y.exec(ce.css(e,t));if(c&&c[3]!==l){u/=2,l=l||c[3],c=+u||1;while(a--)ce.style(e,t,c+l),(1-o)*(1-(o=s()/u||.5))<=0&&(a=0),c/=o;c*=2,ce.style(e,t,c+l),n=n||[]}return n&&(c=+c||+u||0,i=n[1]?c+(n[1]+1)*n[2]:+n[2],r&&(r.unit=l,r.start=c,r.end=i)),i}var ne={};function re(e,t){for(var n,r,i,o,a,s,u,l=[],c=0,f=e.length;c<f;c++)(r=e[c]).style&&(n=r.style.display,t?("none"===n&&(l[c]=_.get(r,"display")||null,l[c]||(r.style.display="")),""===r.style.display&&ee(r)&&(l[c]=(u=a=o=void 0,a=(i=r).ownerDocument,s=i.nodeName,(u=ne[s])||(o=a.body.appendChild(a.createElement(s)),u=ce.css(o,"display"),o.parentNode.removeChild(o),"none"===u&&(u="block"),ne[s]=u)))):"none"!==n&&(l[c]="none",_.set(r,"display",n)));for(c=0;c<f;c++)null!=l[c]&&(e[c].style.display=l[c]);return e}ce.fn.extend({show:function(){return re(this,!0)},hide:function(){return re(this)},toggle:function(e){return"boolean"==typeof e?e?this.show():this.hide():this.each(function(){ee(this)?ce(this).show():ce(this).hide()})}});var xe,be,we=/^(?:checkbox|radio)$/i,Te=/<([a-z][^\/\0>\x20\t\r\n\f]*)/i,Ce=/^$|^module$|\/(?:java|ecma)script/i;xe=C.createDocumentFragment().appendChild(C.createElement("div")),(be=C.createElement("input")).setAttribute("type","radio"),be.setAttribute("checked","checked"),be.setAttribute("name","t"),xe.appendChild(be),le.checkClone=xe.cloneNode(!0).cloneNode(!0).lastChild.checked,xe.innerHTML="<textarea>x</textarea>",le.noCloneChecked=!!xe.cloneNode(!0).lastChild.defaultValue,xe.innerHTML="<option></option>",le.option=!!xe.lastChild;var ke={thead:[1,"<table>","</table>"],col:[2,"<table><colgroup>","</colgroup></table>"],tr:[2,"<table><tbody>","</tbody></table>"],td:[3,"<table><tbody><tr>","</tr></tbody></table>"],_default:[0,"",""]};function Se(e,t){var n;return n="undefined"!=typeof e.getElementsByTagName?e.getElementsByTagName(t||"*"):"undefined"!=typeof e.querySelectorAll?e.querySelectorAll(t||"*"):[],void 0===t||t&&fe(e,t)?ce.merge([e],n):n}function Ee(e,t){for(var n=0,r=e.length;n<r;n++)_.set(e[n],"globalEval",!t||_.get(t[n],"globalEval"))}ke.tbody=ke.tfoot=ke.colgroup=ke.caption=ke.thead,ke.th=ke.td,le.option||(ke.optgroup=ke.option=[1,"<select multiple='multiple'>","</select>"]);var je=/<|&#?\w+;/;function Ae(e,t,n,r,i){for(var o,a,s,u,l,c,f=t.createDocumentFragment(),p=[],d=0,h=e.length;d<h;d++)if((o=e[d])||0===o)if("object"===x(o))ce.merge(p,o.nodeType?[o]:o);else if(je.test(o)){a=a||f.appendChild(t.createElement("div")),s=(Te.exec(o)||["",""])[1].toLowerCase(),u=ke[s]||ke._default,a.innerHTML=u[1]+ce.htmlPrefilter(o)+u[2],c=u[0];while(c--)a=a.lastChild;ce.merge(p,a.childNodes),(a=f.firstChild).textContent=""}else p.push(t.createTextNode(o));f.textContent="",d=0;while(o=p[d++])if(r&&-1<ce.inArray(o,r))i&&i.push(o);else if(l=K(o),a=Se(f.appendChild(o),"script"),l&&Ee(a),n){c=0;while(o=a[c++])Ce.test(o.type||"")&&n.push(o)}return f}var De=/^([^.]*)(?:\.(.+)|)/;function Ne(){return!0}function qe(){return!1}function Le(e,t,n,r,i,o){var a,s;if("object"==typeof t){for(s in"string"!=typeof n&&(r=r||n,n=void 0),t)Le(e,s,n,r,t[s],o);return e}if(null==r&&null==i?(i=n,r=n=void 0):null==i&&("string"==typeof n?(i=r,r=void 0):(i=r,r=n,n=void 0)),!1===i)i=qe;else if(!i)return e;return 1===o&&(a=i,(i=function(e){return ce().off(e),a.apply(this,arguments)}).guid=a.guid||(a.guid=ce.guid++)),e.each(function(){ce.event.add(this,t,i,r,n)})}function He(e,r,t){t?(_.set(e,r,!1),ce.event.add(e,r,{namespace:!1,handler:function(e){var t,n=_.get(this,r);if(1&e.isTrigger&&this[r]){if(n)(ce.event.special[r]||{}).delegateType&&e.stopPropagation();else if(n=ae.call(arguments),_.set(this,r,n),this[r](),t=_.get(this,r),_.set(this,r,!1),n!==t)return e.stopImmediatePropagation(),e.preventDefault(),t}else n&&(_.set(this,r,ce.event.trigger(n[0],n.slice(1),this)),e.stopPropagation(),e.isImmediatePropagationStopped=Ne)}})):void 0===_.get(e,r)&&ce.event.add(e,r,Ne)}ce.event={global:{},add:function(t,e,n,r,i){var o,a,s,u,l,c,f,p,d,h,g,v=_.get(t);if($(t)){n.handler&&(n=(o=n).handler,i=o.selector),i&&ce.find.matchesSelector(J,i),n.guid||(n.guid=ce.guid++),(u=v.events)||(u=v.events=Object.create(null)),(a=v.handle)||(a=v.handle=function(e){return"undefined"!=typeof ce&&ce.event.triggered!==e.type?ce.event.dispatch.apply(t,arguments):void 0}),l=(e=(e||"").match(D)||[""]).length;while(l--)d=g=(s=De.exec(e[l])||[])[1],h=(s[2]||"").split(".").sort(),d&&(f=ce.event.special[d]||{},d=(i?f.delegateType:f.bindType)||d,f=ce.event.special[d]||{},c=ce.extend({type:d,origType:g,data:r,handler:n,guid:n.guid,selector:i,needsContext:i&&ce.expr.match.needsContext.test(i),namespace:h.join(".")},o),(p=u[d])||((p=u[d]=[]).delegateCount=0,f.setup&&!1!==f.setup.call(t,r,h,a)||t.addEventListener&&t.addEventListener(d,a)),f.add&&(f.add.call(t,c),c.handler.guid||(c.handler.guid=n.guid)),i?p.splice(p.delegateCount++,0,c):p.push(c),ce.event.global[d]=!0)}},remove:function(e,t,n,r,i){var o,a,s,u,l,c,f,p,d,h,g,v=_.hasData(e)&&_.get(e);if(v&&(u=v.events)){l=(t=(t||"").match(D)||[""]).length;while(l--)if(d=g=(s=De.exec(t[l])||[])[1],h=(s[2]||"").split(".").sort(),d){f=ce.event.special[d]||{},p=u[d=(r?f.delegateType:f.bindType)||d]||[],s=s[2]&&new RegExp("(^|\\.)"+h.join("\\.(?:.*\\.|)")+"(\\.|$)"),a=o=p.length;while(o--)c=p[o],!i&&g!==c.origType||n&&n.guid!==c.guid||s&&!s.test(c.namespace)||r&&r!==c.selector&&("**"!==r||!c.selector)||(p.splice(o,1),c.selector&&p.delegateCount--,f.remove&&f.remove.call(e,c));a&&!p.length&&(f.teardown&&!1!==f.teardown.call(e,h,v.handle)||ce.removeEvent(e,d,v.handle),delete u[d])}else for(d in u)ce.event.remove(e,d+t[l],n,r,!0);ce.isEmptyObject(u)&&_.remove(e,"handle events")}},dispatch:function(e){var t,n,r,i,o,a,s=new Array(arguments.length),u=ce.event.fix(e),l=(_.get(this,"events")||Object.create(null))[u.type]||[],c=ce.event.special[u.type]||{};for(s[0]=u,t=1;t<arguments.length;t++)s[t]=arguments[t];if(u.delegateTarget=this,!c.preDispatch||!1!==c.preDispatch.call(this,u)){a=ce.event.handlers.call(this,u,l),t=0;while((i=a[t++])&&!u.isPropagationStopped()){u.currentTarget=i.elem,n=0;while((o=i.handlers[n++])&&!u.isImmediatePropagationStopped())u.rnamespace&&!1!==o.namespace&&!u.rnamespace.test(o.namespace)||(u.handleObj=o,u.data=o.data,void 0!==(r=((ce.event.special[o.origType]||{}).handle||o.handler).apply(i.elem,s))&&!1===(u.result=r)&&(u.preventDefault(),u.stopPropagation()))}return c.postDispatch&&c.postDispatch.call(this,u),u.result}},handlers:function(e,t){var n,r,i,o,a,s=[],u=t.delegateCount,l=e.target;if(u&&l.nodeType&&!("click"===e.type&&1<=e.button))for(;l!==this;l=l.parentNode||this)if(1===l.nodeType&&("click"!==e.type||!0!==l.disabled)){for(o=[],a={},n=0;n<u;n++)void 0===a[i=(r=t[n]).selector+" "]&&(a[i]=r.needsContext?-1<ce(i,this).index(l):ce.find(i,this,null,[l]).length),a[i]&&o.push(r);o.length&&s.push({elem:l,handlers:o})}return l=this,u<t.length&&s.push({elem:l,handlers:t.slice(u)}),s},addProp:function(t,e){Object.defineProperty(ce.Event.prototype,t,{enumerable:!0,configurable:!0,get:v(e)?function(){if(this.originalEvent)return e(this.originalEvent)}:function(){if(this.originalEvent)return this.originalEvent[t]},set:function(e){Object.defineProperty(this,t,{enumerable:!0,configurable:!0,writable:!0,value:e})}})},fix:function(e){return e[ce.expando]?e:new ce.Event(e)},special:{load:{noBubble:!0},click:{setup:function(e){var t=this||e;return we.test(t.type)&&t.click&&fe(t,"input")&&He(t,"click",!0),!1},trigger:function(e){var t=this||e;return we.test(t.type)&&t.click&&fe(t,"input")&&He(t,"click"),!0},_default:function(e){var t=e.target;return we.test(t.type)&&t.click&&fe(t,"input")&&_.get(t,"click")||fe(t,"a")}},beforeunload:{postDispatch:function(e){void 0!==e.result&&e.originalEvent&&(e.originalEvent.returnValue=e.result)}}}},ce.removeEvent=function(e,t,n){e.removeEventListener&&e.removeEventListener(t,n)},ce.Event=function(e,t){if(!(this instanceof ce.Event))return new ce.Event(e,t);e&&e.type?(this.originalEvent=e,this.type=e.type,this.isDefaultPrevented=e.defaultPrevented||void 0===e.defaultPrevented&&!1===e.returnValue?Ne:qe,this.target=e.target&&3===e.target.nodeType?e.target.parentNode:e.target,this.currentTarget=e.currentTarget,this.relatedTarget=e.relatedTarget):this.type=e,t&&ce.extend(this,t),this.timeStamp=e&&e.timeStamp||Date.now(),this[ce.expando]=!0},ce.Event.prototype={constructor:ce.Event,isDefaultPrevented:qe,isPropagationStopped:qe,isImmediatePropagationStopped:qe,isSimulated:!1,preventDefault:function(){var e=this.originalEvent;this.isDefaultPrevented=Ne,e&&!this.isSimulated&&e.preventDefault()},stopPropagation:function(){var e=this.originalEvent;this.isPropagationStopped=Ne,e&&!this.isSimulated&&e.stopPropagation()},stopImmediatePropagation:function(){var e=this.originalEvent;this.isImmediatePropagationStopped=Ne,e&&!this.isSimulated&&e.stopImmediatePropagation(),this.stopPropagation()}},ce.each({altKey:!0,bubbles:!0,cancelable:!0,changedTouches:!0,ctrlKey:!0,detail:!0,eventPhase:!0,metaKey:!0,pageX:!0,pageY:!0,shiftKey:!0,view:!0,"char":!0,code:!0,charCode:!0,key:!0,keyCode:!0,button:!0,buttons:!0,clientX:!0,clientY:!0,offsetX:!0,offsetY:!0,pointerId:!0,pointerType:!0,screenX:!0,screenY:!0,targetTouches:!0,toElement:!0,touches:!0,which:!0},ce.event.addProp),ce.each({focus:"focusin",blur:"focusout"},function(r,i){function o(e){if(C.documentMode){var t=_.get(this,"handle"),n=ce.event.fix(e);n.type="focusin"===e.type?"focus":"blur",n.isSimulated=!0,t(e),n.target===n.currentTarget&&t(n)}else ce.event.simulate(i,e.target,ce.event.fix(e))}ce.event.special[r]={setup:function(){var e;if(He(this,r,!0),!C.documentMode)return!1;(e=_.get(this,i))||this.addEventListener(i,o),_.set(this,i,(e||0)+1)},trigger:function(){return He(this,r),!0},teardown:function(){var e;if(!C.documentMode)return!1;(e=_.get(this,i)-1)?_.set(this,i,e):(this.removeEventListener(i,o),_.remove(this,i))},_default:function(e){return _.get(e.target,r)},delegateType:i},ce.event.special[i]={setup:function(){var e=this.ownerDocument||this.document||this,t=C.documentMode?this:e,n=_.get(t,i);n||(C.documentMode?this.addEventListener(i,o):e.addEventListener(r,o,!0)),_.set(t,i,(n||0)+1)},teardown:function(){var e=this.ownerDocument||this.document||this,t=C.documentMode?this:e,n=_.get(t,i)-1;n?_.set(t,i,n):(C.documentMode?this.removeEventListener(i,o):e.removeEventListener(r,o,!0),_.remove(t,i))}}}),ce.each({mouseenter:"mouseover",mouseleave:"mouseout",pointerenter:"pointerover",pointerleave:"pointerout"},function(e,i){ce.event.special[e]={delegateType:i,bindType:i,handle:function(e){var t,n=e.relatedTarget,r=e.handleObj;return n&&(n===this||ce.contains(this,n))||(e.type=r.origType,t=r.handler.apply(this,arguments),e.type=i),t}}}),ce.fn.extend({on:function(e,t,n,r){return Le(this,e,t,n,r)},one:function(e,t,n,r){return Le(this,e,t,n,r,1)},off:function(e,t,n){var r,i;if(e&&e.preventDefault&&e.handleObj)return r=e.handleObj,ce(e.delegateTarget).off(r.namespace?r.origType+"."+r.namespace:r.origType,r.selector,r.handler),this;if("object"==typeof e){for(i in e)this.off(i,t,e[i]);return this}return!1!==t&&"function"!=typeof t||(n=t,t=void 0),!1===n&&(n=qe),this.each(function(){ce.event.remove(this,e,n,t)})}});var Oe=/<script|<style|<link/i,Pe=/checked\s*(?:[^=]|=\s*.checked.)/i,Re=/^\s*<!\[CDATA\[|\]\]>\s*$/g;function Me(e,t){return fe(e,"table")&&fe(11!==t.nodeType?t:t.firstChild,"tr")&&ce(e).children("tbody")[0]||e}function Ie(e){return e.type=(null!==e.getAttribute("type"))+"/"+e.type,e}function We(e){return"true/"===(e.type||"").slice(0,5)?e.type=e.type.slice(5):e.removeAttribute("type"),e}function Fe(e,t){var n,r,i,o,a,s;if(1===t.nodeType){if(_.hasData(e)&&(s=_.get(e).events))for(i in _.remove(t,"handle events"),s)for(n=0,r=s[i].length;n<r;n++)ce.event.add(t,i,s[i][n]);X.hasData(e)&&(o=X.access(e),a=ce.extend({},o),X.set(t,a))}}function $e(n,r,i,o){r=g(r);var e,t,a,s,u,l,c=0,f=n.length,p=f-1,d=r[0],h=v(d);if(h||1<f&&"string"==typeof d&&!le.checkClone&&Pe.test(d))return n.each(function(e){var t=n.eq(e);h&&(r[0]=d.call(this,e,t.html())),$e(t,r,i,o)});if(f&&(t=(e=Ae(r,n[0].ownerDocument,!1,n,o)).firstChild,1===e.childNodes.length&&(e=t),t||o)){for(s=(a=ce.map(Se(e,"script"),Ie)).length;c<f;c++)u=e,c!==p&&(u=ce.clone(u,!0,!0),s&&ce.merge(a,Se(u,"script"))),i.call(n[c],u,c);if(s)for(l=a[a.length-1].ownerDocument,ce.map(a,We),c=0;c<s;c++)u=a[c],Ce.test(u.type||"")&&!_.access(u,"globalEval")&&ce.contains(l,u)&&(u.src&&"module"!==(u.type||"").toLowerCase()?ce._evalUrl&&!u.noModule&&ce._evalUrl(u.src,{nonce:u.nonce||u.getAttribute("nonce")},l):m(u.textContent.replace(Re,""),u,l))}return n}function Be(e,t,n){for(var r,i=t?ce.filter(t,e):e,o=0;null!=(r=i[o]);o++)n||1!==r.nodeType||ce.cleanData(Se(r)),r.parentNode&&(n&&K(r)&&Ee(Se(r,"script")),r.parentNode.removeChild(r));return e}ce.extend({htmlPrefilter:function(e){return e},clone:function(e,t,n){var r,i,o,a,s,u,l,c=e.cloneNode(!0),f=K(e);if(!(le.noCloneChecked||1!==e.nodeType&&11!==e.nodeType||ce.isXMLDoc(e)))for(a=Se(c),r=0,i=(o=Se(e)).length;r<i;r++)s=o[r],u=a[r],void 0,"input"===(l=u.nodeName.toLowerCase())&&we.test(s.type)?u.checked=s.checked:"input"!==l&&"textarea"!==l||(u.defaultValue=s.defaultValue);if(t)if(n)for(o=o||Se(e),a=a||Se(c),r=0,i=o.length;r<i;r++)Fe(o[r],a[r]);else Fe(e,c);return 0<(a=Se(c,"script")).length&&Ee(a,!f&&Se(e,"script")),c},cleanData:function(e){for(var t,n,r,i=ce.event.special,o=0;void 0!==(n=e[o]);o++)if($(n)){if(t=n[_.expando]){if(t.events)for(r in t.events)i[r]?ce.event.remove(n,r):ce.removeEvent(n,r,t.handle);n[_.expando]=void 0}n[X.expando]&&(n[X.expando]=void 0)}}}),ce.fn.extend({detach:function(e){return Be(this,e,!0)},remove:function(e){return Be(this,e)},text:function(e){return R(this,function(e){return void 0===e?ce.text(this):this.empty().each(function(){1!==this.nodeType&&11!==this.nodeType&&9!==this.nodeType||(this.textContent=e)})},null,e,arguments.length)},append:function(){return $e(this,arguments,function(e){1!==this.nodeType&&11!==this.nodeType&&9!==this.nodeType||Me(this,e).appendChild(e)})},prepend:function(){return $e(this,arguments,function(e){if(1===this.nodeType||11===this.nodeType||9===this.nodeType){var t=Me(this,e);t.insertBefore(e,t.firstChild)}})},before:function(){return $e(this,arguments,function(e){this.parentNode&&this.parentNode.insertBefore(e,this)})},after:function(){return $e(this,arguments,function(e){this.parentNode&&this.parentNode.insertBefore(e,this.nextSibling)})},empty:function(){for(var e,t=0;null!=(e=this[t]);t++)1===e.nodeType&&(ce.cleanData(Se(e,!1)),e.textContent="");return this},clone:function(e,t){return e=null!=e&&e,t=null==t?e:t,this.map(function(){return ce.clone(this,e,t)})},html:function(e){return R(this,function(e){var t=this[0]||{},n=0,r=this.length;if(void 0===e&&1===t.nodeType)return t.innerHTML;if("string"==typeof e&&!Oe.test(e)&&!ke[(Te.exec(e)||["",""])[1].toLowerCase()]){e=ce.htmlPrefilter(e);try{for(;n<r;n++)1===(t=this[n]||{}).nodeType&&(ce.cleanData(Se(t,!1)),t.innerHTML=e);t=0}catch(e){}}t&&this.empty().append(e)},null,e,arguments.length)},replaceWith:function(){var n=[];return $e(this,arguments,function(e){var t=this.parentNode;ce.inArray(this,n)<0&&(ce.cleanData(Se(this)),t&&t.replaceChild(e,this))},n)}}),ce.each({appendTo:"append",prependTo:"prepend",insertBefore:"before",insertAfter:"after",replaceAll:"replaceWith"},function(e,a){ce.fn[e]=function(e){for(var t,n=[],r=ce(e),i=r.length-1,o=0;o<=i;o++)t=o===i?this:this.clone(!0),ce(r[o])[a](t),s.apply(n,t.get());return this.pushStack(n)}});var _e=new RegExp("^("+G+")(?!px)[a-z%]+$","i"),Xe=/^--/,Ue=function(e){var t=e.ownerDocument.defaultView;return t&&t.opener||(t=ie),t.getComputedStyle(e)},ze=function(e,t,n){var r,i,o={};for(i in t)o[i]=e.style[i],e.style[i]=t[i];for(i in r=n.call(e),t)e.style[i]=o[i];return r},Ve=new RegExp(Q.join("|"),"i");function Ge(e,t,n){var r,i,o,a,s=Xe.test(t),u=e.style;return(n=n||Ue(e))&&(a=n.getPropertyValue(t)||n[t],s&&a&&(a=a.replace(ve,"$1")||void 0),""!==a||K(e)||(a=ce.style(e,t)),!le.pixelBoxStyles()&&_e.test(a)&&Ve.test(t)&&(r=u.width,i=u.minWidth,o=u.maxWidth,u.minWidth=u.maxWidth=u.width=a,a=n.width,u.width=r,u.minWidth=i,u.maxWidth=o)),void 0!==a?a+"":a}function Ye(e,t){return{get:function(){if(!e())return(this.get=t).apply(this,arguments);delete this.get}}}!function(){function e(){if(l){u.style.cssText="position:absolute;left:-11111px;width:60px;margin-top:1px;padding:0;border:0",l.style.cssText="position:relative;display:block;box-sizing:border-box;overflow:scroll;margin:auto;border:1px;padding:1px;width:60%;top:1%",J.appendChild(u).appendChild(l);var e=ie.getComputedStyle(l);n="1%"!==e.top,s=12===t(e.marginLeft),l.style.right="60%",o=36===t(e.right),r=36===t(e.width),l.style.position="absolute",i=12===t(l.offsetWidth/3),J.removeChild(u),l=null}}function t(e){return Math.round(parseFloat(e))}var n,r,i,o,a,s,u=C.createElement("div"),l=C.createElement("div");l.style&&(l.style.backgroundClip="content-box",l.cloneNode(!0).style.backgroundClip="",le.clearCloneStyle="content-box"===l.style.backgroundClip,ce.extend(le,{boxSizingReliable:function(){return e(),r},pixelBoxStyles:function(){return e(),o},pixelPosition:function(){return e(),n},reliableMarginLeft:function(){return e(),s},scrollboxSize:function(){return e(),i},reliableTrDimensions:function(){var e,t,n,r;return null==a&&(e=C.createElement("table"),t=C.createElement("tr"),n=C.createElement("div"),e.style.cssText="position:absolute;left:-11111px;border-collapse:separate",t.style.cssText="border:1px solid",t.style.height="1px",n.style.height="9px",n.style.display="block",J.appendChild(e).appendChild(t).appendChild(n),r=ie.getComputedStyle(t),a=parseInt(r.height,10)+parseInt(r.borderTopWidth,10)+parseInt(r.borderBottomWidth,10)===t.offsetHeight,J.removeChild(e)),a}}))}();var Qe=["Webkit","Moz","ms"],Je=C.createElement("div").style,Ke={};function Ze(e){var t=ce.cssProps[e]||Ke[e];return t||(e in Je?e:Ke[e]=function(e){var t=e[0].toUpperCase()+e.slice(1),n=Qe.length;while(n--)if((e=Qe[n]+t)in Je)return e}(e)||e)}var et=/^(none|table(?!-c[ea]).+)/,tt={position:"absolute",visibility:"hidden",display:"block"},nt={letterSpacing:"0",fontWeight:"400"};function rt(e,t,n){var r=Y.exec(t);return r?Math.max(0,r[2]-(n||0))+(r[3]||"px"):t}function it(e,t,n,r,i,o){var a="width"===t?1:0,s=0,u=0,l=0;if(n===(r?"border":"content"))return 0;for(;a<4;a+=2)"margin"===n&&(l+=ce.css(e,n+Q[a],!0,i)),r?("content"===n&&(u-=ce.css(e,"padding"+Q[a],!0,i)),"margin"!==n&&(u-=ce.css(e,"border"+Q[a]+"Width",!0,i))):(u+=ce.css(e,"padding"+Q[a],!0,i),"padding"!==n?u+=ce.css(e,"border"+Q[a]+"Width",!0,i):s+=ce.css(e,"border"+Q[a]+"Width",!0,i));return!r&&0<=o&&(u+=Math.max(0,Math.ceil(e["offset"+t[0].toUpperCase()+t.slice(1)]-o-u-s-.5))||0),u+l}function ot(e,t,n){var r=Ue(e),i=(!le.boxSizingReliable()||n)&&"border-box"===ce.css(e,"boxSizing",!1,r),o=i,a=Ge(e,t,r),s="offset"+t[0].toUpperCase()+t.slice(1);if(_e.test(a)){if(!n)return a;a="auto"}return(!le.boxSizingReliable()&&i||!le.reliableTrDimensions()&&fe(e,"tr")||"auto"===a||!parseFloat(a)&&"inline"===ce.css(e,"display",!1,r))&&e.getClientRects().length&&(i="border-box"===ce.css(e,"boxSizing",!1,r),(o=s in e)&&(a=e[s])),(a=parseFloat(a)||0)+it(e,t,n||(i?"border":"content"),o,r,a)+"px"}function at(e,t,n,r,i){return new at.prototype.init(e,t,n,r,i)}ce.extend({cssHooks:{opacity:{get:function(e,t){if(t){var n=Ge(e,"opacity");return""===n?"1":n}}}},cssNumber:{animationIterationCount:!0,aspectRatio:!0,borderImageSlice:!0,columnCount:!0,flexGrow:!0,flexShrink:!0,fontWeight:!0,gridArea:!0,gridColumn:!0,gridColumnEnd:!0,gridColumnStart:!0,gridRow:!0,gridRowEnd:!0,gridRowStart:!0,lineHeight:!0,opacity:!0,order:!0,orphans:!0,scale:!0,widows:!0,zIndex:!0,zoom:!0,fillOpacity:!0,floodOpacity:!0,stopOpacity:!0,strokeMiterlimit:!0,strokeOpacity:!0},cssProps:{},style:function(e,t,n,r){if(e&&3!==e.nodeType&&8!==e.nodeType&&e.style){var i,o,a,s=F(t),u=Xe.test(t),l=e.style;if(u||(t=Ze(s)),a=ce.cssHooks[t]||ce.cssHooks[s],void 0===n)return a&&"get"in a&&void 0!==(i=a.get(e,!1,r))?i:l[t];"string"===(o=typeof n)&&(i=Y.exec(n))&&i[1]&&(n=te(e,t,i),o="number"),null!=n&&n==n&&("number"!==o||u||(n+=i&&i[3]||(ce.cssNumber[s]?"":"px")),le.clearCloneStyle||""!==n||0!==t.indexOf("background")||(l[t]="inherit"),a&&"set"in a&&void 0===(n=a.set(e,n,r))||(u?l.setProperty(t,n):l[t]=n))}},css:function(e,t,n,r){var i,o,a,s=F(t);return Xe.test(t)||(t=Ze(s)),(a=ce.cssHooks[t]||ce.cssHooks[s])&&"get"in a&&(i=a.get(e,!0,n)),void 0===i&&(i=Ge(e,t,r)),"normal"===i&&t in nt&&(i=nt[t]),""===n||n?(o=parseFloat(i),!0===n||isFinite(o)?o||0:i):i}}),ce.each(["height","width"],function(e,u){ce.cssHooks[u]={get:function(e,t,n){if(t)return!et.test(ce.css(e,"display"))||e.getClientRects().length&&e.getBoundingClientRect().width?ot(e,u,n):ze(e,tt,function(){return ot(e,u,n)})},set:function(e,t,n){var r,i=Ue(e),o=!le.scrollboxSize()&&"absolute"===i.position,a=(o||n)&&"border-box"===ce.css(e,"boxSizing",!1,i),s=n?it(e,u,n,a,i):0;return a&&o&&(s-=Math.ceil(e["offset"+u[0].toUpperCase()+u.slice(1)]-parseFloat(i[u])-it(e,u,"border",!1,i)-.5)),s&&(r=Y.exec(t))&&"px"!==(r[3]||"px")&&(e.style[u]=t,t=ce.css(e,u)),rt(0,t,s)}}}),ce.cssHooks.marginLeft=Ye(le.reliableMarginLeft,function(e,t){if(t)return(parseFloat(Ge(e,"marginLeft"))||e.getBoundingClientRect().left-ze(e,{marginLeft:0},function(){return e.getBoundingClientRect().left}))+"px"}),ce.each({margin:"",padding:"",border:"Width"},function(i,o){ce.cssHooks[i+o]={expand:function(e){for(var t=0,n={},r="string"==typeof e?e.split(" "):[e];t<4;t++)n[i+Q[t]+o]=r[t]||r[t-2]||r[0];return n}},"margin"!==i&&(ce.cssHooks[i+o].set=rt)}),ce.fn.extend({css:function(e,t){return R(this,function(e,t,n){var r,i,o={},a=0;if(Array.isArray(t)){for(r=Ue(e),i=t.length;a<i;a++)o[t[a]]=ce.css(e,t[a],!1,r);return o}return void 0!==n?ce.style(e,t,n):ce.css(e,t)},e,t,1<arguments.length)}}),((ce.Tween=at).prototype={constructor:at,init:function(e,t,n,r,i,o){this.elem=e,this.prop=n,this.easing=i||ce.easing._default,this.options=t,this.start=this.now=this.cur(),this.end=r,this.unit=o||(ce.cssNumber[n]?"":"px")},cur:function(){var e=at.propHooks[this.prop];return e&&e.get?e.get(this):at.propHooks._default.get(this)},run:function(e){var t,n=at.propHooks[this.prop];return this.options.duration?this.pos=t=ce.easing[this.easing](e,this.options.duration*e,0,1,this.options.duration):this.pos=t=e,this.now=(this.end-this.start)*t+this.start,this.options.step&&this.options.step.call(this.elem,this.now,this),n&&n.set?n.set(this):at.propHooks._default.set(this),this}}).init.prototype=at.prototype,(at.propHooks={_default:{get:function(e){var t;return 1!==e.elem.nodeType||null!=e.elem[e.prop]&&null==e.elem.style[e.prop]?e.elem[e.prop]:(t=ce.css(e.elem,e.prop,""))&&"auto"!==t?t:0},set:function(e){ce.fx.step[e.prop]?ce.fx.step[e.prop](e):1!==e.elem.nodeType||!ce.cssHooks[e.prop]&&null==e.elem.style[Ze(e.prop)]?e.elem[e.prop]=e.now:ce.style(e.elem,e.prop,e.now+e.unit)}}}).scrollTop=at.propHooks.scrollLeft={set:function(e){e.elem.nodeType&&e.elem.parentNode&&(e.elem[e.prop]=e.now)}},ce.easing={linear:function(e){return e},swing:function(e){return.5-Math.cos(e*Math.PI)/2},_default:"swing"},ce.fx=at.prototype.init,ce.fx.step={};var st,ut,lt,ct,ft=/^(?:toggle|show|hide)$/,pt=/queueHooks$/;function dt(){ut&&(!1===C.hidden&&ie.requestAnimationFrame?ie.requestAnimationFrame(dt):ie.setTimeout(dt,ce.fx.interval),ce.fx.tick())}function ht(){return ie.setTimeout(function(){st=void 0}),st=Date.now()}function gt(e,t){var n,r=0,i={height:e};for(t=t?1:0;r<4;r+=2-t)i["margin"+(n=Q[r])]=i["padding"+n]=e;return t&&(i.opacity=i.width=e),i}function vt(e,t,n){for(var r,i=(yt.tweeners[t]||[]).concat(yt.tweeners["*"]),o=0,a=i.length;o<a;o++)if(r=i[o].call(n,t,e))return r}function yt(o,e,t){var n,a,r=0,i=yt.prefilters.length,s=ce.Deferred().always(function(){delete u.elem}),u=function(){if(a)return!1;for(var e=st||ht(),t=Math.max(0,l.startTime+l.duration-e),n=1-(t/l.duration||0),r=0,i=l.tweens.length;r<i;r++)l.tweens[r].run(n);return s.notifyWith(o,[l,n,t]),n<1&&i?t:(i||s.notifyWith(o,[l,1,0]),s.resolveWith(o,[l]),!1)},l=s.promise({elem:o,props:ce.extend({},e),opts:ce.extend(!0,{specialEasing:{},easing:ce.easing._default},t),originalProperties:e,originalOptions:t,startTime:st||ht(),duration:t.duration,tweens:[],createTween:function(e,t){var n=ce.Tween(o,l.opts,e,t,l.opts.specialEasing[e]||l.opts.easing);return l.tweens.push(n),n},stop:function(e){var t=0,n=e?l.tweens.length:0;if(a)return this;for(a=!0;t<n;t++)l.tweens[t].run(1);return e?(s.notifyWith(o,[l,1,0]),s.resolveWith(o,[l,e])):s.rejectWith(o,[l,e]),this}}),c=l.props;for(!function(e,t){var n,r,i,o,a;for(n in e)if(i=t[r=F(n)],o=e[n],Array.isArray(o)&&(i=o[1],o=e[n]=o[0]),n!==r&&(e[r]=o,delete e[n]),(a=ce.cssHooks[r])&&"expand"in a)for(n in o=a.expand(o),delete e[r],o)n in e||(e[n]=o[n],t[n]=i);else t[r]=i}(c,l.opts.specialEasing);r<i;r++)if(n=yt.prefilters[r].call(l,o,c,l.opts))return v(n.stop)&&(ce._queueHooks(l.elem,l.opts.queue).stop=n.stop.bind(n)),n;return ce.map(c,vt,l),v(l.opts.start)&&l.opts.start.call(o,l),l.progress(l.opts.progress).done(l.opts.done,l.opts.complete).fail(l.opts.fail).always(l.opts.always),ce.fx.timer(ce.extend(u,{elem:o,anim:l,queue:l.opts.queue})),l}ce.Animation=ce.extend(yt,{tweeners:{"*":[function(e,t){var n=this.createTween(e,t);return te(n.elem,e,Y.exec(t),n),n}]},tweener:function(e,t){v(e)?(t=e,e=["*"]):e=e.match(D);for(var n,r=0,i=e.length;r<i;r++)n=e[r],yt.tweeners[n]=yt.tweeners[n]||[],yt.tweeners[n].unshift(t)},prefilters:[function(e,t,n){var r,i,o,a,s,u,l,c,f="width"in t||"height"in t,p=this,d={},h=e.style,g=e.nodeType&&ee(e),v=_.get(e,"fxshow");for(r in n.queue||(null==(a=ce._queueHooks(e,"fx")).unqueued&&(a.unqueued=0,s=a.empty.fire,a.empty.fire=function(){a.unqueued||s()}),a.unqueued++,p.always(function(){p.always(function(){a.unqueued--,ce.queue(e,"fx").length||a.empty.fire()})})),t)if(i=t[r],ft.test(i)){if(delete t[r],o=o||"toggle"===i,i===(g?"hide":"show")){if("show"!==i||!v||void 0===v[r])continue;g=!0}d[r]=v&&v[r]||ce.style(e,r)}if((u=!ce.isEmptyObject(t))||!ce.isEmptyObject(d))for(r in f&&1===e.nodeType&&(n.overflow=[h.overflow,h.overflowX,h.overflowY],null==(l=v&&v.display)&&(l=_.get(e,"display")),"none"===(c=ce.css(e,"display"))&&(l?c=l:(re([e],!0),l=e.style.display||l,c=ce.css(e,"display"),re([e]))),("inline"===c||"inline-block"===c&&null!=l)&&"none"===ce.css(e,"float")&&(u||(p.done(function(){h.display=l}),null==l&&(c=h.display,l="none"===c?"":c)),h.display="inline-block")),n.overflow&&(h.overflow="hidden",p.always(function(){h.overflow=n.overflow[0],h.overflowX=n.overflow[1],h.overflowY=n.overflow[2]})),u=!1,d)u||(v?"hidden"in v&&(g=v.hidden):v=_.access(e,"fxshow",{display:l}),o&&(v.hidden=!g),g&&re([e],!0),p.done(function(){for(r in g||re([e]),_.remove(e,"fxshow"),d)ce.style(e,r,d[r])})),u=vt(g?v[r]:0,r,p),r in v||(v[r]=u.start,g&&(u.end=u.start,u.start=0))}],prefilter:function(e,t){t?yt.prefilters.unshift(e):yt.prefilters.push(e)}}),ce.speed=function(e,t,n){var r=e&&"object"==typeof e?ce.extend({},e):{complete:n||!n&&t||v(e)&&e,duration:e,easing:n&&t||t&&!v(t)&&t};return ce.fx.off?r.duration=0:"number"!=typeof r.duration&&(r.duration in ce.fx.speeds?r.duration=ce.fx.speeds[r.duration]:r.duration=ce.fx.speeds._default),null!=r.queue&&!0!==r.queue||(r.queue="fx"),r.old=r.complete,r.complete=function(){v(r.old)&&r.old.call(this),r.queue&&ce.dequeue(this,r.queue)},r},ce.fn.extend({fadeTo:function(e,t,n,r){return this.filter(ee).css("opacity",0).show().end().animate({opacity:t},e,n,r)},animate:function(t,e,n,r){var i=ce.isEmptyObject(t),o=ce.speed(e,n,r),a=function(){var e=yt(this,ce.extend({},t),o);(i||_.get(this,"finish"))&&e.stop(!0)};return a.finish=a,i||!1===o.queue?this.each(a):this.queue(o.queue,a)},stop:function(i,e,o){var a=function(e){var t=e.stop;delete e.stop,t(o)};return"string"!=typeof i&&(o=e,e=i,i=void 0),e&&this.queue(i||"fx",[]),this.each(function(){var e=!0,t=null!=i&&i+"queueHooks",n=ce.timers,r=_.get(this);if(t)r[t]&&r[t].stop&&a(r[t]);else for(t in r)r[t]&&r[t].stop&&pt.test(t)&&a(r[t]);for(t=n.length;t--;)n[t].elem!==this||null!=i&&n[t].queue!==i||(n[t].anim.stop(o),e=!1,n.splice(t,1));!e&&o||ce.dequeue(this,i)})},finish:function(a){return!1!==a&&(a=a||"fx"),this.each(function(){var e,t=_.get(this),n=t[a+"queue"],r=t[a+"queueHooks"],i=ce.timers,o=n?n.length:0;for(t.finish=!0,ce.queue(this,a,[]),r&&r.stop&&r.stop.call(this,!0),e=i.length;e--;)i[e].elem===this&&i[e].queue===a&&(i[e].anim.stop(!0),i.splice(e,1));for(e=0;e<o;e++)n[e]&&n[e].finish&&n[e].finish.call(this);delete t.finish})}}),ce.each(["toggle","show","hide"],function(e,r){var i=ce.fn[r];ce.fn[r]=function(e,t,n){return null==e||"boolean"==typeof e?i.apply(this,arguments):this.animate(gt(r,!0),e,t,n)}}),ce.each({slideDown:gt("show"),slideUp:gt("hide"),slideToggle:gt("toggle"),fadeIn:{opacity:"show"},fadeOut:{opacity:"hide"},fadeToggle:{opacity:"toggle"}},function(e,r){ce.fn[e]=function(e,t,n){return this.animate(r,e,t,n)}}),ce.timers=[],ce.fx.tick=function(){var e,t=0,n=ce.timers;for(st=Date.now();t<n.length;t++)(e=n[t])()||n[t]!==e||n.splice(t--,1);n.length||ce.fx.stop(),st=void 0},ce.fx.timer=function(e){ce.timers.push(e),ce.fx.start()},ce.fx.interval=13,ce.fx.start=function(){ut||(ut=!0,dt())},ce.fx.stop=function(){ut=null},ce.fx.speeds={slow:600,fast:200,_default:400},ce.fn.delay=function(r,e){return r=ce.fx&&ce.fx.speeds[r]||r,e=e||"fx",this.queue(e,function(e,t){var n=ie.setTimeout(e,r);t.stop=function(){ie.clearTimeout(n)}})},lt=C.createElement("input"),ct=C.createElement("select").appendChild(C.createElement("option")),lt.type="checkbox",le.checkOn=""!==lt.value,le.optSelected=ct.selected,(lt=C.createElement("input")).value="t",lt.type="radio",le.radioValue="t"===lt.value;var mt,xt=ce.expr.attrHandle;ce.fn.extend({attr:function(e,t){return R(this,ce.attr,e,t,1<arguments.length)},removeAttr:function(e){return this.each(function(){ce.removeAttr(this,e)})}}),ce.extend({attr:function(e,t,n){var r,i,o=e.nodeType;if(3!==o&&8!==o&&2!==o)return"undefined"==typeof e.getAttribute?ce.prop(e,t,n):(1===o&&ce.isXMLDoc(e)||(i=ce.attrHooks[t.toLowerCase()]||(ce.expr.match.bool.test(t)?mt:void 0)),void 0!==n?null===n?void ce.removeAttr(e,t):i&&"set"in i&&void 0!==(r=i.set(e,n,t))?r:(e.setAttribute(t,n+""),n):i&&"get"in i&&null!==(r=i.get(e,t))?r:null==(r=ce.find.attr(e,t))?void 0:r)},attrHooks:{type:{set:function(e,t){if(!le.radioValue&&"radio"===t&&fe(e,"input")){var n=e.value;return e.setAttribute("type",t),n&&(e.value=n),t}}}},removeAttr:function(e,t){var n,r=0,i=t&&t.match(D);if(i&&1===e.nodeType)while(n=i[r++])e.removeAttribute(n)}}),mt={set:function(e,t,n){return!1===t?ce.removeAttr(e,n):e.setAttribute(n,n),n}},ce.each(ce.expr.match.bool.source.match(/\w+/g),function(e,t){var a=xt[t]||ce.find.attr;xt[t]=function(e,t,n){var r,i,o=t.toLowerCase();return n||(i=xt[o],xt[o]=r,r=null!=a(e,t,n)?o:null,xt[o]=i),r}});var bt=/^(?:input|select|textarea|button)$/i,wt=/^(?:a|area)$/i;function Tt(e){return(e.match(D)||[]).join(" ")}function Ct(e){return e.getAttribute&&e.getAttribute("class")||""}function kt(e){return Array.isArray(e)?e:"string"==typeof e&&e.match(D)||[]}ce.fn.extend({prop:function(e,t){return R(this,ce.prop,e,t,1<arguments.length)},removeProp:function(e){return this.each(function(){delete this[ce.propFix[e]||e]})}}),ce.extend({prop:function(e,t,n){var r,i,o=e.nodeType;if(3!==o&&8!==o&&2!==o)return 1===o&&ce.isXMLDoc(e)||(t=ce.propFix[t]||t,i=ce.propHooks[t]),void 0!==n?i&&"set"in i&&void 0!==(r=i.set(e,n,t))?r:e[t]=n:i&&"get"in i&&null!==(r=i.get(e,t))?r:e[t]},propHooks:{tabIndex:{get:function(e){var t=ce.find.attr(e,"tabindex");return t?parseInt(t,10):bt.test(e.nodeName)||wt.test(e.nodeName)&&e.href?0:-1}}},propFix:{"for":"htmlFor","class":"className"}}),le.optSelected||(ce.propHooks.selected={get:function(e){var t=e.parentNode;return t&&t.parentNode&&t.parentNode.selectedIndex,null},set:function(e){var t=e.parentNode;t&&(t.selectedIndex,t.parentNode&&t.parentNode.selectedIndex)}}),ce.each(["tabIndex","readOnly","maxLength","cellSpacing","cellPadding","rowSpan","colSpan","useMap","frameBorder","contentEditable"],function(){ce.propFix[this.toLowerCase()]=this}),ce.fn.extend({addClass:function(t){var e,n,r,i,o,a;return v(t)?this.each(function(e){ce(this).addClass(t.call(this,e,Ct(this)))}):(e=kt(t)).length?this.each(function(){if(r=Ct(this),n=1===this.nodeType&&" "+Tt(r)+" "){for(o=0;o<e.length;o++)i=e[o],n.indexOf(" "+i+" ")<0&&(n+=i+" ");a=Tt(n),r!==a&&this.setAttribute("class",a)}}):this},removeClass:function(t){var e,n,r,i,o,a;return v(t)?this.each(function(e){ce(this).removeClass(t.call(this,e,Ct(this)))}):arguments.length?(e=kt(t)).length?this.each(function(){if(r=Ct(this),n=1===this.nodeType&&" "+Tt(r)+" "){for(o=0;o<e.length;o++){i=e[o];while(-1<n.indexOf(" "+i+" "))n=n.replace(" "+i+" "," ")}a=Tt(n),r!==a&&this.setAttribute("class",a)}}):this:this.attr("class","")},toggleClass:function(t,n){var e,r,i,o,a=typeof t,s="string"===a||Array.isArray(t);return v(t)?this.each(function(e){ce(this).toggleClass(t.call(this,e,Ct(this),n),n)}):"boolean"==typeof n&&s?n?this.addClass(t):this.removeClass(t):(e=kt(t),this.each(function(){if(s)for(o=ce(this),i=0;i<e.length;i++)r=e[i],o.hasClass(r)?o.removeClass(r):o.addClass(r);else void 0!==t&&"boolean"!==a||((r=Ct(this))&&_.set(this,"__className__",r),this.setAttribute&&this.setAttribute("class",r||!1===t?"":_.get(this,"__className__")||""))}))},hasClass:function(e){var t,n,r=0;t=" "+e+" ";while(n=this[r++])if(1===n.nodeType&&-1<(" "+Tt(Ct(n))+" ").indexOf(t))return!0;return!1}});var St=/\r/g;ce.fn.extend({val:function(n){var r,e,i,t=this[0];return arguments.length?(i=v(n),this.each(function(e){var t;1===this.nodeType&&(null==(t=i?n.call(this,e,ce(this).val()):n)?t="":"number"==typeof t?t+="":Array.isArray(t)&&(t=ce.map(t,function(e){return null==e?"":e+""})),(r=ce.valHooks[this.type]||ce.valHooks[this.nodeName.toLowerCase()])&&"set"in r&&void 0!==r.set(this,t,"value")||(this.value=t))})):t?(r=ce.valHooks[t.type]||ce.valHooks[t.nodeName.toLowerCase()])&&"get"in r&&void 0!==(e=r.get(t,"value"))?e:"string"==typeof(e=t.value)?e.replace(St,""):null==e?"":e:void 0}}),ce.extend({valHooks:{option:{get:function(e){var t=ce.find.attr(e,"value");return null!=t?t:Tt(ce.text(e))}},select:{get:function(e){var t,n,r,i=e.options,o=e.selectedIndex,a="select-one"===e.type,s=a?null:[],u=a?o+1:i.length;for(r=o<0?u:a?o:0;r<u;r++)if(((n=i[r]).selected||r===o)&&!n.disabled&&(!n.parentNode.disabled||!fe(n.parentNode,"optgroup"))){if(t=ce(n).val(),a)return t;s.push(t)}return s},set:function(e,t){var n,r,i=e.options,o=ce.makeArray(t),a=i.length;while(a--)((r=i[a]).selected=-1<ce.inArray(ce.valHooks.option.get(r),o))&&(n=!0);return n||(e.selectedIndex=-1),o}}}}),ce.each(["radio","checkbox"],function(){ce.valHooks[this]={set:function(e,t){if(Array.isArray(t))return e.checked=-1<ce.inArray(ce(e).val(),t)}},le.checkOn||(ce.valHooks[this].get=function(e){return null===e.getAttribute("value")?"on":e.value})});var Et=ie.location,jt={guid:Date.now()},At=/\?/;ce.parseXML=function(e){var t,n;if(!e||"string"!=typeof e)return null;try{t=(new ie.DOMParser).parseFromString(e,"text/xml")}catch(e){}return n=t&&t.getElementsByTagName("parsererror")[0],t&&!n||ce.error("Invalid XML: "+(n?ce.map(n.childNodes,function(e){return e.textContent}).join("\n"):e)),t};var Dt=/^(?:focusinfocus|focusoutblur)$/,Nt=function(e){e.stopPropagation()};ce.extend(ce.event,{trigger:function(e,t,n,r){var i,o,a,s,u,l,c,f,p=[n||C],d=ue.call(e,"type")?e.type:e,h=ue.call(e,"namespace")?e.namespace.split("."):[];if(o=f=a=n=n||C,3!==n.nodeType&&8!==n.nodeType&&!Dt.test(d+ce.event.triggered)&&(-1<d.indexOf(".")&&(d=(h=d.split(".")).shift(),h.sort()),u=d.indexOf(":")<0&&"on"+d,(e=e[ce.expando]?e:new ce.Event(d,"object"==typeof e&&e)).isTrigger=r?2:3,e.namespace=h.join("."),e.rnamespace=e.namespace?new RegExp("(^|\\.)"+h.join("\\.(?:.*\\.|)")+"(\\.|$)"):null,e.result=void 0,e.target||(e.target=n),t=null==t?[e]:ce.makeArray(t,[e]),c=ce.event.special[d]||{},r||!c.trigger||!1!==c.trigger.apply(n,t))){if(!r&&!c.noBubble&&!y(n)){for(s=c.delegateType||d,Dt.test(s+d)||(o=o.parentNode);o;o=o.parentNode)p.push(o),a=o;a===(n.ownerDocument||C)&&p.push(a.defaultView||a.parentWindow||ie)}i=0;while((o=p[i++])&&!e.isPropagationStopped())f=o,e.type=1<i?s:c.bindType||d,(l=(_.get(o,"events")||Object.create(null))[e.type]&&_.get(o,"handle"))&&l.apply(o,t),(l=u&&o[u])&&l.apply&&$(o)&&(e.result=l.apply(o,t),!1===e.result&&e.preventDefault());return e.type=d,r||e.isDefaultPrevented()||c._default&&!1!==c._default.apply(p.pop(),t)||!$(n)||u&&v(n[d])&&!y(n)&&((a=n[u])&&(n[u]=null),ce.event.triggered=d,e.isPropagationStopped()&&f.addEventListener(d,Nt),n[d](),e.isPropagationStopped()&&f.removeEventListener(d,Nt),ce.event.triggered=void 0,a&&(n[u]=a)),e.result}},simulate:function(e,t,n){var r=ce.extend(new ce.Event,n,{type:e,isSimulated:!0});ce.event.trigger(r,null,t)}}),ce.fn.extend({trigger:function(e,t){return this.each(function(){ce.event.trigger(e,t,this)})},triggerHandler:function(e,t){var n=this[0];if(n)return ce.event.trigger(e,t,n,!0)}});var qt=/\[\]$/,Lt=/\r?\n/g,Ht=/^(?:submit|button|image|reset|file)$/i,Ot=/^(?:input|select|textarea|keygen)/i;function Pt(n,e,r,i){var t;if(Array.isArray(e))ce.each(e,function(e,t){r||qt.test(n)?i(n,t):Pt(n+"["+("object"==typeof t&&null!=t?e:"")+"]",t,r,i)});else if(r||"object"!==x(e))i(n,e);else for(t in e)Pt(n+"["+t+"]",e[t],r,i)}ce.param=function(e,t){var n,r=[],i=function(e,t){var n=v(t)?t():t;r[r.length]=encodeURIComponent(e)+"="+encodeURIComponent(null==n?"":n)};if(null==e)return"";if(Array.isArray(e)||e.jquery&&!ce.isPlainObject(e))ce.each(e,function(){i(this.name,this.value)});else for(n in e)Pt(n,e[n],t,i);return r.join("&")},ce.fn.extend({serialize:function(){return ce.param(this.serializeArray())},serializeArray:function(){return this.map(function(){var e=ce.prop(this,"elements");return e?ce.makeArray(e):this}).filter(function(){var e=this.type;return this.name&&!ce(this).is(":disabled")&&Ot.test(this.nodeName)&&!Ht.test(e)&&(this.checked||!we.test(e))}).map(function(e,t){var n=ce(this).val();return null==n?null:Array.isArray(n)?ce.map(n,function(e){return{name:t.name,value:e.replace(Lt,"\r\n")}}):{name:t.name,value:n.replace(Lt,"\r\n")}}).get()}});var Rt=/%20/g,Mt=/#.*$/,It=/([?&])_=[^&]*/,Wt=/^(.*?):[ \t]*([^\r\n]*)$/gm,Ft=/^(?:GET|HEAD)$/,$t=/^\/\//,Bt={},_t={},Xt="*/".concat("*"),Ut=C.createElement("a");function zt(o){return function(e,t){"string"!=typeof e&&(t=e,e="*");var n,r=0,i=e.toLowerCase().match(D)||[];if(v(t))while(n=i[r++])"+"===n[0]?(n=n.slice(1)||"*",(o[n]=o[n]||[]).unshift(t)):(o[n]=o[n]||[]).push(t)}}function Vt(t,i,o,a){var s={},u=t===_t;function l(e){var r;return s[e]=!0,ce.each(t[e]||[],function(e,t){var n=t(i,o,a);return"string"!=typeof n||u||s[n]?u?!(r=n):void 0:(i.dataTypes.unshift(n),l(n),!1)}),r}return l(i.dataTypes[0])||!s["*"]&&l("*")}function Gt(e,t){var n,r,i=ce.ajaxSettings.flatOptions||{};for(n in t)void 0!==t[n]&&((i[n]?e:r||(r={}))[n]=t[n]);return r&&ce.extend(!0,e,r),e}Ut.href=Et.href,ce.extend({active:0,lastModified:{},etag:{},ajaxSettings:{url:Et.href,type:"GET",isLocal:/^(?:about|app|app-storage|.+-extension|file|res|widget):$/.test(Et.protocol),global:!0,processData:!0,async:!0,contentType:"application/x-www-form-urlencoded; charset=UTF-8",accepts:{"*":Xt,text:"text/plain",html:"text/html",xml:"application/xml, text/xml",json:"application/json, text/javascript"},contents:{xml:/\bxml\b/,html:/\bhtml/,json:/\bjson\b/},responseFields:{xml:"responseXML",text:"responseText",json:"responseJSON"},converters:{"* text":String,"text html":!0,"text json":JSON.parse,"text xml":ce.parseXML},flatOptions:{url:!0,context:!0}},ajaxSetup:function(e,t){return t?Gt(Gt(e,ce.ajaxSettings),t):Gt(ce.ajaxSettings,e)},ajaxPrefilter:zt(Bt),ajaxTransport:zt(_t),ajax:function(e,t){"object"==typeof e&&(t=e,e=void 0),t=t||{};var c,f,p,n,d,r,h,g,i,o,v=ce.ajaxSetup({},t),y=v.context||v,m=v.context&&(y.nodeType||y.jquery)?ce(y):ce.event,x=ce.Deferred(),b=ce.Callbacks("once memory"),w=v.statusCode||{},a={},s={},u="canceled",T={readyState:0,getResponseHeader:function(e){var t;if(h){if(!n){n={};while(t=Wt.exec(p))n[t[1].toLowerCase()+" "]=(n[t[1].toLowerCase()+" "]||[]).concat(t[2])}t=n[e.toLowerCase()+" "]}return null==t?null:t.join(", ")},getAllResponseHeaders:function(){return h?p:null},setRequestHeader:function(e,t){return null==h&&(e=s[e.toLowerCase()]=s[e.toLowerCase()]||e,a[e]=t),this},overrideMimeType:function(e){return null==h&&(v.mimeType=e),this},statusCode:function(e){var t;if(e)if(h)T.always(e[T.status]);else for(t in e)w[t]=[w[t],e[t]];return this},abort:function(e){var t=e||u;return c&&c.abort(t),l(0,t),this}};if(x.promise(T),v.url=((e||v.url||Et.href)+"").replace($t,Et.protocol+"//"),v.type=t.method||t.type||v.method||v.type,v.dataTypes=(v.dataType||"*").toLowerCase().match(D)||[""],null==v.crossDomain){r=C.createElement("a");try{r.href=v.url,r.href=r.href,v.crossDomain=Ut.protocol+"//"+Ut.host!=r.protocol+"//"+r.host}catch(e){v.crossDomain=!0}}if(v.data&&v.processData&&"string"!=typeof v.data&&(v.data=ce.param(v.data,v.traditional)),Vt(Bt,v,t,T),h)return T;for(i in(g=ce.event&&v.global)&&0==ce.active++&&ce.event.trigger("ajaxStart"),v.type=v.type.toUpperCase(),v.hasContent=!Ft.test(v.type),f=v.url.replace(Mt,""),v.hasContent?v.data&&v.processData&&0===(v.contentType||"").indexOf("application/x-www-form-urlencoded")&&(v.data=v.data.replace(Rt,"+")):(o=v.url.slice(f.length),v.data&&(v.processData||"string"==typeof v.data)&&(f+=(At.test(f)?"&":"?")+v.data,delete v.data),!1===v.cache&&(f=f.replace(It,"$1"),o=(At.test(f)?"&":"?")+"_="+jt.guid+++o),v.url=f+o),v.ifModified&&(ce.lastModified[f]&&T.setRequestHeader("If-Modified-Since",ce.lastModified[f]),ce.etag[f]&&T.setRequestHeader("If-None-Match",ce.etag[f])),(v.data&&v.hasContent&&!1!==v.contentType||t.contentType)&&T.setRequestHeader("Content-Type",v.contentType),T.setRequestHeader("Accept",v.dataTypes[0]&&v.accepts[v.dataTypes[0]]?v.accepts[v.dataTypes[0]]+("*"!==v.dataTypes[0]?", "+Xt+"; q=0.01":""):v.accepts["*"]),v.headers)T.setRequestHeader(i,v.headers[i]);if(v.beforeSend&&(!1===v.beforeSend.call(y,T,v)||h))return T.abort();if(u="abort",b.add(v.complete),T.done(v.success),T.fail(v.error),c=Vt(_t,v,t,T)){if(T.readyState=1,g&&m.trigger("ajaxSend",[T,v]),h)return T;v.async&&0<v.timeout&&(d=ie.setTimeout(function(){T.abort("timeout")},v.timeout));try{h=!1,c.send(a,l)}catch(e){if(h)throw e;l(-1,e)}}else l(-1,"No Transport");function l(e,t,n,r){var i,o,a,s,u,l=t;h||(h=!0,d&&ie.clearTimeout(d),c=void 0,p=r||"",T.readyState=0<e?4:0,i=200<=e&&e<300||304===e,n&&(s=function(e,t,n){var r,i,o,a,s=e.contents,u=e.dataTypes;while("*"===u[0])u.shift(),void 0===r&&(r=e.mimeType||t.getResponseHeader("Content-Type"));if(r)for(i in s)if(s[i]&&s[i].test(r)){u.unshift(i);break}if(u[0]in n)o=u[0];else{for(i in n){if(!u[0]||e.converters[i+" "+u[0]]){o=i;break}a||(a=i)}o=o||a}if(o)return o!==u[0]&&u.unshift(o),n[o]}(v,T,n)),!i&&-1<ce.inArray("script",v.dataTypes)&&ce.inArray("json",v.dataTypes)<0&&(v.converters["text script"]=function(){}),s=function(e,t,n,r){var i,o,a,s,u,l={},c=e.dataTypes.slice();if(c[1])for(a in e.converters)l[a.toLowerCase()]=e.converters[a];o=c.shift();while(o)if(e.responseFields[o]&&(n[e.responseFields[o]]=t),!u&&r&&e.dataFilter&&(t=e.dataFilter(t,e.dataType)),u=o,o=c.shift())if("*"===o)o=u;else if("*"!==u&&u!==o){if(!(a=l[u+" "+o]||l["* "+o]))for(i in l)if((s=i.split(" "))[1]===o&&(a=l[u+" "+s[0]]||l["* "+s[0]])){!0===a?a=l[i]:!0!==l[i]&&(o=s[0],c.unshift(s[1]));break}if(!0!==a)if(a&&e["throws"])t=a(t);else try{t=a(t)}catch(e){return{state:"parsererror",error:a?e:"No conversion from "+u+" to "+o}}}return{state:"success",data:t}}(v,s,T,i),i?(v.ifModified&&((u=T.getResponseHeader("Last-Modified"))&&(ce.lastModified[f]=u),(u=T.getResponseHeader("etag"))&&(ce.etag[f]=u)),204===e||"HEAD"===v.type?l="nocontent":304===e?l="notmodified":(l=s.state,o=s.data,i=!(a=s.error))):(a=l,!e&&l||(l="error",e<0&&(e=0))),T.status=e,T.statusText=(t||l)+"",i?x.resolveWith(y,[o,l,T]):x.rejectWith(y,[T,l,a]),T.statusCode(w),w=void 0,g&&m.trigger(i?"ajaxSuccess":"ajaxError",[T,v,i?o:a]),b.fireWith(y,[T,l]),g&&(m.trigger("ajaxComplete",[T,v]),--ce.active||ce.event.trigger("ajaxStop")))}return T},getJSON:function(e,t,n){return ce.get(e,t,n,"json")},getScript:function(e,t){return ce.get(e,void 0,t,"script")}}),ce.each(["get","post"],function(e,i){ce[i]=function(e,t,n,r){return v(t)&&(r=r||n,n=t,t=void 0),ce.ajax(ce.extend({url:e,type:i,dataType:r,data:t,success:n},ce.isPlainObject(e)&&e))}}),ce.ajaxPrefilter(function(e){var t;for(t in e.headers)"content-type"===t.toLowerCase()&&(e.contentType=e.headers[t]||"")}),ce._evalUrl=function(e,t,n){return ce.ajax({url:e,type:"GET",dataType:"script",cache:!0,async:!1,global:!1,converters:{"text script":function(){}},dataFilter:function(e){ce.globalEval(e,t,n)}})},ce.fn.extend({wrapAll:function(e){var t;return this[0]&&(v(e)&&(e=e.call(this[0])),t=ce(e,this[0].ownerDocument).eq(0).clone(!0),this[0].parentNode&&t.insertBefore(this[0]),t.map(function(){var e=this;while(e.firstElementChild)e=e.firstElementChild;return e}).append(this)),this},wrapInner:function(n){return v(n)?this.each(function(e){ce(this).wrapInner(n.call(this,e))}):this.each(function(){var e=ce(this),t=e.contents();t.length?t.wrapAll(n):e.append(n)})},wrap:function(t){var n=v(t);return this.each(function(e){ce(this).wrapAll(n?t.call(this,e):t)})},unwrap:function(e){return this.parent(e).not("body").each(function(){ce(this).replaceWith(this.childNodes)}),this}}),ce.expr.pseudos.hidden=function(e){return!ce.expr.pseudos.visible(e)},ce.expr.pseudos.visible=function(e){return!!(e.offsetWidth||e.offsetHeight||e.getClientRects().length)},ce.ajaxSettings.xhr=function(){try{return new ie.XMLHttpRequest}catch(e){}};var Yt={0:200,1223:204},Qt=ce.ajaxSettings.xhr();le.cors=!!Qt&&"withCredentials"in Qt,le.ajax=Qt=!!Qt,ce.ajaxTransport(function(i){var o,a;if(le.cors||Qt&&!i.crossDomain)return{send:function(e,t){var n,r=i.xhr();if(r.open(i.type,i.url,i.async,i.username,i.password),i.xhrFields)for(n in i.xhrFields)r[n]=i.xhrFields[n];for(n in i.mimeType&&r.overrideMimeType&&r.overrideMimeType(i.mimeType),i.crossDomain||e["X-Requested-With"]||(e["X-Requested-With"]="XMLHttpRequest"),e)r.setRequestHeader(n,e[n]);o=function(e){return function(){o&&(o=a=r.onload=r.onerror=r.onabort=r.ontimeout=r.onreadystatechange=null,"abort"===e?r.abort():"error"===e?"number"!=typeof r.status?t(0,"error"):t(r.status,r.statusText):t(Yt[r.status]||r.status,r.statusText,"text"!==(r.responseType||"text")||"string"!=typeof r.responseText?{binary:r.response}:{text:r.responseText},r.getAllResponseHeaders()))}},r.onload=o(),a=r.onerror=r.ontimeout=o("error"),void 0!==r.onabort?r.onabort=a:r.onreadystatechange=function(){4===r.readyState&&ie.setTimeout(function(){o&&a()})},o=o("abort");try{r.send(i.hasContent&&i.data||null)}catch(e){if(o)throw e}},abort:function(){o&&o()}}}),ce.ajaxPrefilter(function(e){e.crossDomain&&(e.contents.script=!1)}),ce.ajaxSetup({accepts:{script:"text/javascript, application/javascript, application/ecmascript, application/x-ecmascript"},contents:{script:/\b(?:java|ecma)script\b/},converters:{"text script":function(e){return ce.globalEval(e),e}}}),ce.ajaxPrefilter("script",function(e){void 0===e.cache&&(e.cache=!1),e.crossDomain&&(e.type="GET")}),ce.ajaxTransport("script",function(n){var r,i;if(n.crossDomain||n.scriptAttrs)return{send:function(e,t){r=ce("<script>").attr(n.scriptAttrs||{}).prop({charset:n.scriptCharset,src:n.url}).on("load error",i=function(e){r.remove(),i=null,e&&t("error"===e.type?404:200,e.type)}),C.head.appendChild(r[0])},abort:function(){i&&i()}}});var Jt,Kt=[],Zt=/(=)\?(?=&|$)|\?\?/;ce.ajaxSetup({jsonp:"callback",jsonpCallback:function(){var e=Kt.pop()||ce.expando+"_"+jt.guid++;return this[e]=!0,e}}),ce.ajaxPrefilter("json jsonp",function(e,t,n){var r,i,o,a=!1!==e.jsonp&&(Zt.test(e.url)?"url":"string"==typeof e.data&&0===(e.contentType||"").indexOf("application/x-www-form-urlencoded")&&Zt.test(e.data)&&"data");if(a||"jsonp"===e.dataTypes[0])return r=e.jsonpCallback=v(e.jsonpCallback)?e.jsonpCallback():e.jsonpCallback,a?e[a]=e[a].replace(Zt,"$1"+r):!1!==e.jsonp&&(e.url+=(At.test(e.url)?"&":"?")+e.jsonp+"="+r),e.converters["script json"]=function(){return o||ce.error(r+" was not called"),o[0]},e.dataTypes[0]="json",i=ie[r],ie[r]=function(){o=arguments},n.always(function(){void 0===i?ce(ie).removeProp(r):ie[r]=i,e[r]&&(e.jsonpCallback=t.jsonpCallback,Kt.push(r)),o&&v(i)&&i(o[0]),o=i=void 0}),"script"}),le.createHTMLDocument=((Jt=C.implementation.createHTMLDocument("").body).innerHTML="<form></form><form></form>",2===Jt.childNodes.length),ce.parseHTML=function(e,t,n){return"string"!=typeof e?[]:("boolean"==typeof t&&(n=t,t=!1),t||(le.createHTMLDocument?((r=(t=C.implementation.createHTMLDocument("")).createElement("base")).href=C.location.href,t.head.appendChild(r)):t=C),o=!n&&[],(i=w.exec(e))?[t.createElement(i[1])]:(i=Ae([e],t,o),o&&o.length&&ce(o).remove(),ce.merge([],i.childNodes)));var r,i,o},ce.fn.load=function(e,t,n){var r,i,o,a=this,s=e.indexOf(" ");return-1<s&&(r=Tt(e.slice(s)),e=e.slice(0,s)),v(t)?(n=t,t=void 0):t&&"object"==typeof t&&(i="POST"),0<a.length&&ce.ajax({url:e,type:i||"GET",dataType:"html",data:t}).done(function(e){o=arguments,a.html(r?ce("<div>").append(ce.parseHTML(e)).find(r):e)}).always(n&&function(e,t){a.each(function(){n.apply(this,o||[e.responseText,t,e])})}),this},ce.expr.pseudos.animated=function(t){return ce.grep(ce.timers,function(e){return t===e.elem}).length},ce.offset={setOffset:function(e,t,n){var r,i,o,a,s,u,l=ce.css(e,"position"),c=ce(e),f={};"static"===l&&(e.style.position="relative"),s=c.offset(),o=ce.css(e,"top"),u=ce.css(e,"left"),("absolute"===l||"fixed"===l)&&-1<(o+u).indexOf("auto")?(a=(r=c.position()).top,i=r.left):(a=parseFloat(o)||0,i=parseFloat(u)||0),v(t)&&(t=t.call(e,n,ce.extend({},s))),null!=t.top&&(f.top=t.top-s.top+a),null!=t.left&&(f.left=t.left-s.left+i),"using"in t?t.using.call(e,f):c.css(f)}},ce.fn.extend({offset:function(t){if(arguments.length)return void 0===t?this:this.each(function(e){ce.offset.setOffset(this,t,e)});var e,n,r=this[0];return r?r.getClientRects().length?(e=r.getBoundingClientRect(),n=r.ownerDocument.defaultView,{top:e.top+n.pageYOffset,left:e.left+n.pageXOffset}):{top:0,left:0}:void 0},position:function(){if(this[0]){var e,t,n,r=this[0],i={top:0,left:0};if("fixed"===ce.css(r,"position"))t=r.getBoundingClientRect();else{t=this.offset(),n=r.ownerDocument,e=r.offsetParent||n.documentElement;while(e&&(e===n.body||e===n.documentElement)&&"static"===ce.css(e,"position"))e=e.parentNode;e&&e!==r&&1===e.nodeType&&((i=ce(e).offset()).top+=ce.css(e,"borderTopWidth",!0),i.left+=ce.css(e,"borderLeftWidth",!0))}return{top:t.top-i.top-ce.css(r,"marginTop",!0),left:t.left-i.left-ce.css(r,"marginLeft",!0)}}},offsetParent:function(){return this.map(function(){var e=this.offsetParent;while(e&&"static"===ce.css(e,"position"))e=e.offsetParent;return e||J})}}),ce.each({scrollLeft:"pageXOffset",scrollTop:"pageYOffset"},function(t,i){var o="pageYOffset"===i;ce.fn[t]=function(e){return R(this,function(e,t,n){var r;if(y(e)?r=e:9===e.nodeType&&(r=e.defaultView),void 0===n)return r?r[i]:e[t];r?r.scrollTo(o?r.pageXOffset:n,o?n:r.pageYOffset):e[t]=n},t,e,arguments.length)}}),ce.each(["top","left"],function(e,n){ce.cssHooks[n]=Ye(le.pixelPosition,function(e,t){if(t)return t=Ge(e,n),_e.test(t)?ce(e).position()[n]+"px":t})}),ce.each({Height:"height",Width:"width"},function(a,s){ce.each({padding:"inner"+a,content:s,"":"outer"+a},function(r,o){ce.fn[o]=function(e,t){var n=arguments.length&&(r||"boolean"!=typeof e),i=r||(!0===e||!0===t?"margin":"border");return R(this,function(e,t,n){var r;return y(e)?0===o.indexOf("outer")?e["inner"+a]:e.document.documentElement["client"+a]:9===e.nodeType?(r=e.documentElement,Math.max(e.body["scroll"+a],r["scroll"+a],e.body["offset"+a],r["offset"+a],r["client"+a])):void 0===n?ce.css(e,t,i):ce.style(e,t,n,i)},s,n?e:void 0,n)}})}),ce.each(["ajaxStart","ajaxStop","ajaxComplete","ajaxError","ajaxSuccess","ajaxSend"],function(e,t){ce.fn[t]=function(e){return this.on(t,e)}}),ce.fn.extend({bind:function(e,t,n){return this.on(e,null,t,n)},unbind:function(e,t){return this.off(e,null,t)},delegate:function(e,t,n,r){return this.on(t,e,n,r)},undelegate:function(e,t,n){return 1===arguments.length?this.off(e,"**"):this.off(t,e||"**",n)},hover:function(e,t){return this.mouseenter(e).mouseleave(t||e)}}),ce.each("blur focus focusin focusout resize scroll click dblclick mousedown mouseup mousemove mouseover mouseout mouseenter mouseleave change select submit keydown keypress keyup contextmenu".split(" "),function(e,n){ce.fn[n]=function(e,t){return 0<arguments.length?this.on(n,null,e,t):this.trigger(n)}});var en=/^[\s\uFEFF\xA0]+|([^\s\uFEFF\xA0])[\s\uFEFF\xA0]+$/g;ce.proxy=function(e,t){var n,r,i;if("string"==typeof t&&(n=e[t],t=e,e=n),v(e))return r=ae.call(arguments,2),(i=function(){return e.apply(t||this,r.concat(ae.call(arguments)))}).guid=e.guid=e.guid||ce.guid++,i},ce.holdReady=function(e){e?ce.readyWait++:ce.ready(!0)},ce.isArray=Array.isArray,ce.parseJSON=JSON.parse,ce.nodeName=fe,ce.isFunction=v,ce.isWindow=y,ce.camelCase=F,ce.type=x,ce.now=Date.now,ce.isNumeric=function(e){var t=ce.type(e);return("number"===t||"string"===t)&&!isNaN(e-parseFloat(e))},ce.trim=function(e){return null==e?"":(e+"").replace(en,"$1")},"function"==typeof define&&define.amd&&define("jquery",[],function(){return ce});var tn=ie.jQuery,nn=ie.$;return ce.noConflict=function(e){return ie.$===ce&&(ie.$=nn),e&&ie.jQuery===ce&&(ie.jQuery=tn),ce},"undefined"==typeof e&&(ie.jQuery=ie.$=ce),ce});
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