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                           At the       edge                     of the             road                   stood an oak: P      rob   ably     ten times           the age of 
                             the bi       rches                  that for        med                  the forest it w          as ten time    s as thi              ck and 
                               twice    as tall                   as they:    It w                as an enormo            us tree: Its      girth               twice as 
                               great   as a ma               n could    emb                race and evid          ently long     ago               some of its 
                              branc  hes had              been bro   ken              off and its b           ark scarred: Wi            th its huge 
                            ungain  ly limb             s sprawli   ng u            nsymmetrica        lly and its gnarl       ed hands and 
                              fingers    it sto            od an aged ste           rn and scorn       ful monster             among the 
                                 smiling birch         trees: Only the         dead looking          evergreen firs     dotted about 
                                              in the forest        and this oak re      fused to yield        to the charm      of spring 
                                            or notice either     the spring or      the sunshine:         Spring: Love        Happiness 
                                         this oak   seemed     to say: Are       you not weary        of that stupid               meaning 
                                        less co     nstantly     repeated fr     aud:Always the       same and alwa             ys a fraud:  
                                            Ther   e is no spr    ing no sun     no happiness:        Look at those             cramped 
                                                    dead firs ever      the same     and at me too      sticking out         my broken 
                                                         and barked     fingers ju   st where they     have grown         whether 
                                                              from my ba  ck or my   sides: As they   have grown   so I stand 
                                                                        and I do not belie   ve in your ho  pes and y   our 
                                                                                lies: As he pa    ssed through   the forest 
                                                                                  Prince Andrew  turned several times 
                                                                                   to look   at that   oak  as if expecting  
                                                                                   someth     ing from it:   Under the oak 
                                                                                        too w   ere flowers       and grass but  
                                                                                             it st  ood among     them scowling 
                                                                                                 rigid misshape n and grim as 
                                                                                                    ever: Yes the oak is right: A  
                                                                                           thousand times       right: Thou     ghtPrince 
                                                                            Andrew: Let other                s: The young:             Yield afresh 
                                                                     to that fraud but                           we know life:                         Our life is  
                                                                                                                                                                                              finished: 
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                                                                                                              That night alone in new 
                                                                                                     surroundings he was long unable 
                                                                                             to sleep: He read awhile and then put out his 
                                                                                     candle but relit it: It was hot in the room the inside 
                                                                              shutters of which were closed: He was cross at the stupid old 
                                                                        man (as he called Rostov)  who made him stay saying some necessary 
                                                                   documents had not yet arrived from town and he was vexed with himself 
                                                               for having stayed: He got up and went to the window to open it: As soon as he 
                                                          opened the shutters the moonlight as if it had long been watching for this burst into 
                                                     the room: He opened the casement: The night was fresh bright and very still: Just before 
                                                 the window was a row of pollard trees looking black on one side and with a silvery light on  
                                             the other: Beneath the trees grew some kind of lush wet bushy vegetation with silver lit leaves and  
                                           stems here and there: Farther back beyond the dark trees a roof glittered with dew to the right was a  
                                         leafy tree with brilliantly white trunk and branches and above it shone the moon nearly at its full in a  
                                        pale almost starless spring sky: Prince Andrew leaned his elbows on the window ledge and his eyes rested  
                                       on that sky: His room was on the first floor: Those in the rooms above were also awake: He heard female  
                                       voices over head: Just once more: Said a girlish voice above him which Prince Andrew recognized at once:  
                                       But when are you coming to bed? Replied another voice: I won't: I can't sleep: What's the use: Come now  
                                        for the last time: Two girlish voices sang a musical passage: The end of some song: Oh how lovely: Now  
                                         go to sleep and there's an end of it: You go to sleep but I can't: Said the first voice coming nearer to the  
                                          window: She was evidently leaning right out for the rustle of her dress and even her breathing could  
                                            be heard: Everything was stone still like the moon and its light and the shadows: Prince Andrew too  
                                              dared not stir for fear of betraying his unintentional presence: Sonya! Sonya! He again heard the  
                                                 first speaker: Oh: How can you Sleep: Only look how glorious it is: Ah how glorious: Do wake  
                                                     up Sonya:She said almost with tears in her voice: There never never was such a lovely night  
                                                          before: Sonya made some reluctant reply: Do just come and see  what a moon Sonia:  
                                                               Oh how lovely: Come here: Darling sweet heart: Come here: There: You see:  
                                                                         I feel like sitting down on my heels: Putting my arms round my  
                                                                                     knees like this: Straining tight: As tight as possible   
                                                                                                and flying away: Like this: Sonia said:  
                                                                                                            Take care: You'll fall out: 
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                                                                                                       already 
                                                                                    It         was                    the be      ginning of 
                                                                                 Jun        e when on his     return       journey he 
                                                                              drove       into the birch         forest       where the g       narled old oak 
                                              had made so strange and        memorable an impre      ssion on him: In the forest the 
                               harness bells sounded yet more m       uffled than they had done six weeksbefore for now all was thick 
                             shady and dense and the young firs     dotted about in the forest did not jar on the general beauty but, 
                             lending              themselves to the mood around were delicately green                  with fluffy young shoots: 
                          The whole day had been hot: Somewhere a storm was gathering but only a small cloud had            scattered 
                         some raindrops lightly sprinkling the road and the sappy leaves: The left side of the forest was         dark in 
                        the shade: The right side glittered in the sunlight wet and shiny and scarcely swayed by the breeze: Every  
                     thing was in blossom:   The nightingales         trilled, and their voices reverberated now near: Now far away: 
                                   Yes: Here        in this forest was           that oak with     which I agreed: thought Prince Andrew: 
                                     But where       is it? e again won         dered gazing    at the left side of the    road and without 
                                      recognizing it he looked with ad      miration at the   very oak he sought:    The old oak  
                                          quite transfigured spreading o      ut a canopy of sappy dark green fo   liage stood rapt  
                                               and slightly trembling in the       rays of the evening sun: Neither gn   arled fingers  
                                                    nor old scars nor old doubts       and sorrows were any of them in     evidence 
                                                       now: Through        the hard century old bark even where there were no twigs 
                                                 leaves had sproute        d such as one could hardly believe      the old vetera n could 
                                         have produced: Yes: It       is the same oak: Thought Prince A     ndrew and all   at once he 
                                  was seized by an unreasoning springtime feeling of joy and renew     al: All the best    moments 
                                          of his life suddenly rose to his memory: Austerlitz with the lo    fty heavens: Hi  s wife's 
                                           dead reproachful face: Pierre at the ferry: That girl thrilled   by the beauty of the  
                                                                            night      and that night itself and the moon and all 
                                                                      this rush   ed suddenly to his mind: No: Life is not over 
                                                                at thirty o   n  e: Prince Andrew suddenly decided finally 
                                                           and decisive   ly: It is not enou   gh for me to know what I 
                                                      have in me: E   veryone must kn   ow it: Pierre           and that  
                                                  girl who wante   dto fly away into    the sky: Every            one must 
                                              know me so that   my life maynot be     lived for myse              lf alone  
                                          while   others live    so apart    from it        but so   that                  it may be  
                                        reflect     ed in t         hem all     and they       and I may                       live in  
                                                                                                                                                                       harmony: 
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                        the shade: The right side glittered in the sunlight wet and shiny and scarcely swayed by the breeze: Every  
                     thing was in blossom:   The nightingales         trilled and their voices reverberated now near: Now far away: 
                                   Yes: Here        in this forest was           that oak with       which I agreed: Thought Prince Andrew: 
                                     But where       is it? He again wo         ndered gazing       at the left side of the     road and without 
                                      recognizing it he looked with ad      miration at the      very oak he soug        ht: The old oak  
                                          quite transfigured spreading o      ut a canopy of   sappy dark green fo       liage: Stood rapt  
                                               and slightly trembling in the       rays of the evening sun: Neither gn      arled fingers  
                                                    nor old scars nor old doubts       and sorrows were any of them in      evidence 
                                                             now: Through        the hard century old bark even where there were no twigs 
                                                     leaves had sproute        d such as one could hardly believe      the old vetera n could 
                                           have produced: Yes: It       is the same oak: Thought Prince A     ndrew and all       at once he 
                                  was seized by an unreasoning springtime feeling of joy and renew     al: All the best      moments 
                                       of his life suddenly rose to his memory: Austerlitz with the lo    fty heavens: Hi   s wife's 
                                           dead reproachful face: Pierre at the ferry: That girl thrilled   by the beauty of  the  
                                                                            night       and that night itself and the moon and all 
                                                                      this rush   ed suddenly to his mind: No: Life is not over 
                                                                at thirty o     ne: Prince Andrew suddenly decided finally 
                                                           and decisive     ly: It is not enou   gh for me to know what I 
                                                      have in me: E    veryone must kn    ow it: Pierre           and that  
                                                  girl who wante    d to fly away into    the sky: Every            one must 
                                              know me so that   my life may not be     lived for myse              lf alone  
                                          while    others live    so apart      from it       but  so   that                  it may b  
                                       e reflect     ed in t         hem all       and th       ey  and I may                      live in  
                                                                                                                                                                           harmony: 
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                                                       now: Through        the hard century old bark even where there were no twigs 
                                               leaves had sproute        d such as one could hardly believe      the old vetera n could 
                                     have produced: Yes: It       is the same oak: Thought Prince A     ndrew and all       at once he 
                            was seized by an unreasoning springtime feeling of joy and renew     al: All the best      moments 
                                 of his life suddenly rose to his memory: Austerlitz with the lo    fty heavens: Hi   s wife's 
                                     dead reproachful face: Pierre at the ferry: That girl thrilled   by the beauty of  the  
                                                                      night       and that night itself and the moon and all 
                                                                this rush   ed suddenly to his mind: No: Life is not over 
                                                          at thirty o     ne: Prince Andrew suddenly decided finally 
                                                     and decisive     ly: It is not enou   gh for me to know what I 
                                                have in me: E    veryone must kn    ow it: Pierre           and that  
                                            girl who wante    d to fly away into    the sky: Every            one must 
                                        know me so that   my life may not be     lived for myse              lf alone  
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                                 e reflect     ed in t         hem all       and th       ey  and I may                      live in  
                                                                                                                                                                     harmony: 
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                                          harness bells sounded yet more m       uffled than they had done six weeksbefore for now all was thick 
                                        shady and dense and the young firs     dotted about in the forest did not jar on the general beauty but, 
                                        lending              themselves to the mood around were delicately green                  with fluffy young shoots: 
                                     The whole day had been hot: Somewhere a storm was gathering but only a small cloud had            scattered 
                                    some raindrops lightly sprinkling the road and the sappy leaves: The left side of the forest was         dark in 
                                   the shade: The right side glittered in the sunlight wet and shiny and scarcely swayed by the breeze: Every  
                                thing was in blossom:   The nightingales         trilled, and their voices reverberated now near: Now far away: 
                                              Yes: Here        in this forest was           that oak with     which I agreed: thought Prince Andrew: 
                                                But where       is it? e again won         dered gazing    at the left side of the    road and without 
                                                 recognizing it he looked with ad      miration at the   very oak he sought:    The old oak  
                                                     quite transfigured spreading o      ut a canopy of sappy dark green fo   liage stood rapt  
                                                          and slightly trembling in the       rays of the evening sun: Neither gn   arled fingers  
                                                               nor old scars nor old doubts       and sorrows were any of them in     evidence 
                                                                  now: Through        the hard century old bark even where there were no twigs 
                                                            leaves had sproute        d such as one could hardly believe      the old vetera n could 
                                                    have produced: Yes: It       is the same oak: Thought Prince A     ndrew and all   at once he 
                                             was seized by an unreasoning springtime feeling of joy and renew     al: All the best    moments 
                                                     of his life suddenly rose to his memory: Austerlitz with the lo    fty heavens: Hi  s wife's 
                                                      dead reproachful face: Pierre at the ferry: That girl thrilled   by the beauty of the  
                                                                                       night      and that night itself and the moon and all 
                                                                                 this rush   ed suddenly to his mind: No: Life is not over 
                                                                           at thirty o   n  e: Prince Andrew suddenly decided finally 
                                                                      and decisive   ly: It is not enou   gh for me to know what I 
                                                                 have in me: E   veryone must kn   ow it: Pierre           and that  
                                                             girl who wante   dto fly away into    the sky: Every            one must 
                                                         know me so that   my life maynot be     lived for myse              lf alone  
                                                     while   others live    so apart    from it        but so   that                  it may be  
                                                   reflect     ed in t         hem all     and they       and I may                       live in  
                                                                                                                                                                                  harmony: 
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                                                                                            Jun        e when on his     return       journey he 
                                                                                         drove       into the birch         forest       where the g       narled old oak 
                                                         had made so strange and        memorable an impre      ssion on him: In the forest the 
                                          harness bells sounded yet more m       uffled than they had done six weeksbefore for now all was thick 
                                        shady and dense and the young firs     dotted about in the forest did not jar on the general beauty but, 
                                        lending              themselves to the mood around were delicately green                  with fluffy young shoots: 
                                     The whole day had been hot: Somewhere a storm was gathering but only a small cloud had            scattered 
                                    some raindrops lightly sprinkling the road and the sappy leaves: The left side of the forest was         dark in 
                                   the shade: The right side glittered in the sunlight wet and shiny and scarcely swayed by the breeze: Every  
                                thing was in blossom:   The nightingales         trilled, and their voices reverberated now near: Now far away: 
                                              Yes: Here        in this forest was           that oak with     which I agreed: thought Prince Andrew: 
                                                But where       is it? e again won         dered gazing    at the left side of the    road and without 
                                                 recognizing it he looked with ad      miration at the   very oak he sought:    The old oak  
                                                     quite transfigured spreading o      ut a canopy of sappy dark green fo   liage stood rapt  
                                                          and slightly trembling in the       rays of the evening sun: Neither gn   arled fingers  
                                                               nor old scars nor old doubts       and sorrows were any of them in     evidence 
                                                                  now: Through        the hard century old bark even where there were no twigs 
                                                            leaves had sproute        d such as one could hardly believe      the old vetera n could 
                                                    have produced: Yes: It       is the same oak: Thought Prince A     ndrew and all   at once he 
                                             was seized by an unreasoning springtime feeling of joy and renew     al: All the best    moments 
                                                     of his life suddenly rose to his memory: Austerlitz with the lo    fty heavens: Hi  s wife's 
                                                      dead reproachful face: Pierre at the ferry: That girl thrilled   by the beauty of the  
                                                                                       night      and that night itself and the moon and all 
                                                                                 this rush   ed suddenly to his mind: No: Life is not over 
                                                                           at thirty o   n  e: Prince Andrew suddenly decided finally 
                                                                      and decisive   ly: It is not enou   gh for me to know what I 
                                                                 have in me: E   veryone must kn   ow it: Pierre           and that  
                                                             girl who wante   dto fly away into    the sky: Every            one must 
                                                         know me so that   my life maynot be     lived for myse              lf alone  
                                                     while   others live    so apart    from it        but so   that                  it may be  
                                                   reflect     ed in t         hem all     and they       and I may                       live in  
                                                                                                                                                                                  harmony: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

NOTE: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Leo_Tolstoy 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /None
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Error
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4
  /CompressObjects /Tags
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJDFFile false
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /DetectCurves 0.0000
  /ColorConversionStrategy /CMYK
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedOpenType false
  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams false
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveDICMYKValues true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveFlatness true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments true
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /CropColorImages true
  /ColorImageMinResolution 300
  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages true
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /CropGrayImages true
  /GrayImageMinResolution 300
  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages true
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /CropMonoImages true
  /MonoImageMinResolution 1200
  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /CheckCompliance [
    /None
  ]
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile ()
  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier ()
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName ()
  /PDFXTrapped /False

  /Description <<
    /CHS <FEFF4f7f75288fd94e9b8bbe5b9a521b5efa7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065876863900275284e8e9ad88d2891cf76845370524d53705237300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c676562535f00521b5efa768400200050004400460020658768633002>
    /CHT <FEFF4f7f752890194e9b8a2d7f6e5efa7acb7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065874ef69069752865bc9ad854c18cea76845370524d5370523786557406300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c4f86958b555f5df25efa7acb76840020005000440046002065874ef63002>
    /DAN <>
    /DEU <>
    /ESP <>
    /FRA <>
    /ITA <>
    /JPN <FEFF9ad854c18cea306a30d730ea30d730ec30b951fa529b7528002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020658766f8306e4f5c6210306b4f7f75283057307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a30674f5c62103055308c305f0020005000440046002030d530a130a430eb306f3001004100630072006f0062006100740020304a30883073002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee5964d3067958b304f30533068304c3067304d307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a306b306f30d530a930f330c8306e57cb30818fbc307f304c5fc59808306730593002>
    /KOR <FEFFc7740020c124c815c7440020c0acc6a9d558c5ec0020ace0d488c9c80020c2dcd5d80020c778c1c4c5d00020ac00c7a50020c801d569d55c002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020bb38c11cb97c0020c791c131d569b2c8b2e4002e0020c774b807ac8c0020c791c131b41c00200050004400460020bb38c11cb2940020004100630072006f0062006100740020bc0f002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e00300020c774c0c1c5d0c11c0020c5f40020c2180020c788c2b5b2c8b2e4002e>
    /NLD (Gebruik deze instellingen om Adobe PDF-documenten te maken die zijn geoptimaliseerd voor prepress-afdrukken van hoge kwaliteit. De gemaakte PDF-documenten kunnen worden geopend met Acrobat en Adobe Reader 5.0 en hoger.)
    /NOR <>
    /PTB <>
    /SUO <>
    /SVE <>
    /ENU (Use these settings to create Adobe PDF documents best suited for high-quality prepress printing.  Created PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Adobe Reader 5.0 and later.)
  >>
  /Namespace [
    (Adobe)
    (Common)
    (1.0)
  ]
  /OtherNamespaces [
    <<
      /AsReaderSpreads false
      /CropImagesToFrames true
      /ErrorControl /WarnAndContinue
      /FlattenerIgnoreSpreadOverrides false
      /IncludeGuidesGrids false
      /IncludeNonPrinting false
      /IncludeSlug false
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (InDesign)
        (4.0)
      ]
      /OmitPlacedBitmaps false
      /OmitPlacedEPS false
      /OmitPlacedPDF false
      /SimulateOverprint /Legacy
    >>
    <<
      /AddBleedMarks false
      /AddColorBars false
      /AddCropMarks false
      /AddPageInfo false
      /AddRegMarks false
      /ConvertColors /ConvertToCMYK
      /DestinationProfileName ()
      /DestinationProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK
      /Downsample16BitImages true
      /FlattenerPreset <<
        /PresetSelector /MediumResolution
      >>
      /FormElements false
      /GenerateStructure false
      /IncludeBookmarks false
      /IncludeHyperlinks false
      /IncludeInteractive false
      /IncludeLayers false
      /IncludeProfiles false
      /MultimediaHandling /UseObjectSettings
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (CreativeSuite)
        (2.0)
      ]
      /PDFXOutputIntentProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK
      /PreserveEditing true
      /UntaggedCMYKHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UntaggedRGBHandling /UseDocumentProfile
      /UseDocumentBleed false
    >>
  ]
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice


