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A Letter to Readers

This book is different from anything I've ever written, and
I want to make it absolutely clear to readers that Maggie’s
Story is a work of fiction. I've simply tried to imagine what
life might have been like if Mary Magdalene and Jesus and
the disciples had lived closer to home, in our own decade,
in my own state. I've invented dialogue, contemporary set-
tings, characters, and events, as I've attempted to get inside
the head of “Maggie.” That’s what fiction does.

Who was the real Mary Magdalene? What do we
actually know about her? There are a lot of wild theories
flying around about this woman. But most of the talk is
as unfounded as the gossip heard in school hallways or
around the watercooler.

The facts of Mary Magdalene’s life are few, and they

can all be found in the Gospels:

Fact: Mary Magdalene and other women traveled with
Jesus and the disciples on occasion, as Jesus taught people

about God and how they could relate with him.
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Fact: Jesus “cast out seven demons,” healing Mary. Her life

was profoundly changed by Christ (Luke 8:1-3).

Fact: Mary Magdalene stayed by the cross during Jesus’

crucifixion (John 19:25).

Fact: Mary Magdalene was among the first to go to Jesus’
tomb and find it empty (John 20:1).

Fact: Mary stayed outside the tomb until she saw Jesus. She
was the first to see the resurrected Christ (John 20:11-18).

Writing this book has been an amazing journey for
me, as 've tried to imagine how Mary Magdalene’s story
might have played out today. If you want to read more
about the life of Mary Magdalene and the actual events that
inspired this book, I've included a Check It Out section on
page 305. A search of the passages suggested there, chapter
by chapter, will reveal the stories, facts, and encounters I've
used for many of the events of Maggie’s Story. You may want
to use the Check It Out section to investigate the facts for
yourself or as a basis for a study or discussion group.

Writing Maggie’s Story drove me to examine the Bible’s
accounts—the real record—the only truth about Mary
Magdalene, about Jesus, and about us.

I hope reading this story will do the same for you.

Viii « Dandtu Daley Mackall
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The front door smacked open, then slammed shut. Maggie
Dale shoved the letter into the pocket of her short, tight
denim skirt.

“Maggie? You got it dark enough in this joint.” Gary,
one of the regulars, was okay as long as he didn’t drink too
much. He could be a mean drunk. Maggie had found that
out the hard way. She wouldn’t let it happen again.

“The Well is a bar, Gary. If you want bright, go to the
tanning booth cross the street.” The only light in the bar
came from a row of fake Tiffany stained-glass lamps hang-
ing from the ceiling. That, and the glow of the TV behind
the counter.

Most customers seemed to like it dark. They settled on
wooden stools that lined the mahogany bar, worn smooth by
the weight of men’s arms. Not Gary. He thought he owned
the table closest to the door. Half a dozen tables were scat-
tered across the uneven floor. Maggie served buffalo wings
and cold sandwiches for those who wanted an excuse to drink
longer. Night and day, the bar smelled of beer and bourbon.

One of Gary’s buddies, a relative newcomer to town,
stormed into the bar like thunder in a hurry. He nodded,
then pulled up a seat at Gary’s table. “Maggie, come over
here and keep us company, girl! This place is dead empty.”

Maggie liked the sound of the words dead empty. She
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said them over again in her head and fingered the scar on

her left wrist. She wore bracelets to hide the white ridge
where the blade had slid as easily as if she’d been cutting a
slice of lemon meringue. That had surprised her more than
the fact that she’d slit her wrist for no good reason, other
than the realization that there was no good reason not to.
She hadn’t even been able to come up with somebody to
write a suicide note to.

Dead empty. That was how she’d felt when she’d taken
the blade out of her razor and turned it around to get a good
hold. They just didn’t make razors like they used to, like they
looked in the movies, when a beautiful woman slid into a
bubbly bathtub and ended it all. Maggie had had to break her
plastic razor to get at the blade. She’d gotten the sharp edge to
cut deep enough to make her pass out, although the whiskey
and pills may have had something to do with that.

When she’d come to on the floor of her dirty apart-
ment kitchen, her first thought had been, So I can’t even do
that right. . . .

“Maggie?” Gary shouted, jerking her back to the present.

His buddy slapped his knee again. “You coming or
not, darlin’?”

Most of Gary’s buddies could be good tippers, even
though Maggie wouldn’t have wanted to be stuck in a grain
elevator with any of them. “Hey, handsome,” she countered,
strutting to their table. “And just who’s going to get you
your beer if 'm over here on your lap?”

He laughed, his mouth open, showing one brown
tooth. “Now that isa devil of a choice!”

Maggie took their orders and filled them. Her boss




still wasn’t back, so she poured herself a shot of Jack Dan-
iel’s and carried all three drinks to the table. She drank hers
standing up. It burned in her chest, and she waited for it to
reach her head.

“You hold your liquor better than any girl I know,

Maggie,” Gary commented, as if he’d taught her everything
she knew about it.

“Practice, practice, practice.” Maggie forced a smile
that would pay off when they left their tips. Some guys
a whole lot nicer than Gary and his buddies could walk
a check without padding so much as 10 percent, even if
she did handstands.

Maggie could remember her first drink of hard liquor.
At 10 years old, she’d already hated the smell of whiskey
almost as much as what it made her daddy do when he
drank it. He’d given her sips of beer before she could say
the word beer. Those sips didn’t count, though. Her first
real drink had been an offering, something the old man had
done after he’d hit her too much—gone so far he’d actually
felt bad about it. She hadn’t cried though, not even when
the blood filled her mouth and trickled down her chin and
onto her pajamas.

“You're a tough kid,” he’d said, grabbing the whiskey
bottle with a fist that looked skinned, the knuckles red and
swollen. “You earned this.”

He’d poured her a glass from a bottle so dark brown
she’d expected that whatever came from it would feel like
mud sliding down her throat. But it hadn’t. She’d drunk it
down like lemonade. Afterward, she’d coughed and choked,
blood spurting out with the whiskey.

magg'ne’s Story
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Her daddy had laughed as she doubled over. Her
stomach had pinched together, making her feel like she’d
vomit right there . . . something that would have gotten
her another smack for sure. When she’d caught her breath
again and made her eyes stop watering, she’d asked for
another glass.

She’d been asking ever since.

He’d left home three years later, and Maggie had never
heard from him again.

“I want everybody to have a good 1ife. That’s why

I came. That’s why my Father sent me.”

The words came from the TV above the bar. Maggie
turned. A man was being interviewed on the steps of
a Worship House in West Salem, Ohio. Laced canopy
stretched over the lawn. Long tables with white tablecloths
held empty casserole dishes and roast turkey carved to
the bone. The man talking was average-looking, lean but
strong, with clear green eyes that seemed to hold the
interviewer captive. He was wearing a brown suit with a
striped shirt. Maggie guessed he might have been in his
early thirties.

“There’s that guy again,” Gary said. “Joshua.” He
shushed a group of men just coming into the bar. They were
backslapping each other and laughing as if they’d already
drunk their limit at some other bar.

Maggie knew who Joshua was. You'd have to be living in
a cave not to have heard of him. She’d never met him or seen
him in person, but a lot of people who came into the bar had.
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He’d been in the news off and on, but she couldn’t remember
getting a good look at him on TV before now. They said he
was camera shy, and as she watched him, she believed it. He
nodded at the newscaster, then walked away.

The camera shifted to an anchorwoman inside the
Worship House.

“Here in the town of West Salem, Ohio, I’m talk-
ing with the mother of the bride. Tell us what went on

here today.”

She shoved the mike into the face of a middle-aged
woman, wearing a mother-of-the-bride dress—coral satin.
Something she’d never wear again, Maggie thought.

“It was absolutely amazing!”

The woman scratched her head, as if she still couldn’t
make sense of it all, before she continued.

“More people came to the reception than we
expected, and we ran out of champagne before the wed-
ding toast. I was so embarrassed. So I said something
to my friend from Polk, Mary Davidson. She said some-
thing to her son Josh. They had a discussion, and then
Josh went back with the waiters and—?"

“Look! There’s Pete!” Gary shouted. “He’s all dressed

up fit to kill.” Gary pointed at the TV. “There’s Andy!”
“Quiet!” Maggie demanded, pushing past them to get
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a better view. She did see Pete and Andy, although she barely

recognized them in their suits and ties. They were brothers,
and they ran the auto-mechanics shop across the street. Pete
played minor-league ball for the Toledo Mud Hens. Maggie
had gone to school with them. She turned up the volume on
the TV. The mother of the bride was still speaking.

“I know you’re not going to believe this. But...
well, there wasn’t any champagne. I'11 swear to that.
And then there was champagne everywhere! Just 1like
that! It gushed from that fountain over there. And it
came out of the faucets, instead of water! It was the

best champagne I’ve ever tasted. Everybody said so.”
The anchorwoman turned to face the camera.

“Not exactly everybody. I’ve interviewed a num-
ber of guests who said that this wasn’t the first
champagne fountain they’ve seen at weddings here,

even when Joshua wasn’t present.”

She stuck the mike in the face of a guy who looked like
he’d had a few too many.

“What do you think of the champagne situation?”
“I’m a beer man.”
“But what about the dramatic appearance of

champagne? Would you call it a miracle?”

The guy shrugged.




“They ran out. How should I know where they
got it?”

Maggie reached up and turned off the TV. “Well, we
might as well close the bar. Free champagne? That Josh
character will put us all out of business.”

The men laughed with her. “How do you think he did
it?” Gary asked. “Some kind of group hypnosis?”

Maggie went back to serving drinks, while speculation
about Josh drifted around the room. She listened to the
guys pool their ignorance, until she couldn’t take it any-

more. “Any of you ever seen him? Josh . . . what’s his last

name again?”

“Davidson.” The answer came from a man Maggie

was pretty sure she’d never seen before today. He’d come

in with a group of guys and stayed on to nurse his second

beer. A leather case sat at his feet, and a camera rested on

the bar in front of him. He was well dressed and nice-

looking—dark hair, good haircut, brown eyes, pale skin.

He wore a polo shirt and gray pants. She smelled tobacco
on him. Since she’d quit smoking—for the fifth time—

she could pick up the scent a mile away.

“Do you know him? that Joshua guy?” She swiped at

the bar with a rag.

The man shook his head and grinned. He had a nice

smile. “Not really. 'm just trying to get his photograph. I've

met him a couple of times. He’s an interesting guy.” He held

out his hand to Maggie. “My name’s Jude Smith.”
Maggie wiped her hand on her skirt before she shook

his. “Maggie Dale.” She eyed the camera. It looked expensive,
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like Jude’s shoes. She nodded at the camera. “You do this for
a living?”

“T work for The Query.”

Maggie had seen Query in supermarket checkout lines.
Headlines ranged from “Aliens in School” to which movie
star was dating which other movie star while married to
another movie star. “Don’t think I've ever met a paparazzi
before,” she joked.

She thought she saw a flash of anger, but it disappeared
into a smile.

“Is that right?” Jude took a long sip of his beer. “I've
met plenty of cocktail waitresses.” He laughed, as if he was
just kidding with her.

Maybe he was. Then he stood up, put down a 20 on
the bar, and walked away, leaving her the biggest tip so far
today.

Maggie waited until he was gone before tucking the
money into her pocket, next to Chance’s letter. She had no
idea what to make of Jude Smith. But then, what else was
new? Nobody had ever accused Maggie Dale of having great
insight into men.

After work, Maggie drove her old Ford Galaxy to her apart-
ment. She never referred to the one-room, second-floor flat
as “home,” even though she’d lived there for almost a year. It
was in a small complex of six apartments, a five-minute
drive from work.

After she’d dropped out of high school less than a




month before graduation, she’d moved out of her mom’s

house. The only place she could afford to rent had been
the room above the bar. She’d been too young to serve
drinks, but Boss Wells had paid her to sweep the place
and do odd jobs. She’d worked nights bagging groceries
six days a week at the Slayton Market. When she turned
21, Boss Wells hired her on full-time at the bar. She’d
moved into her own apartment the day before her twenty-
first birthday.

Maggie climbed the back stairs, holding her breath
until she was well past the first landing, where the stench
of uncollected and rotting garbage drew a cloud of gnats.
She unlocked her door and flipped on the light.

The apartment smelled like musty carpet and old pen-
nies. The furniture had come with the apartment, and Mag-
gie hadn’t bothered changing it—brown couch, blue recliner,
a table, and two chairs.

Everywhere she looked, there were “sad spots.” That’s
how she thought of them. The corner where she’d slid to
the floor and cried the day she’d moved in. The spot where
Alan had stood when he’d called her a slut, his voice calm
and controlled, on the last night she’d seen him. The
kitchen sink, where she’d watched the blood from her wrist
mingle with ice water and spin pink down the drain.

She grabbed a yogurt from the fridge, curled up on the
couch, and clicked the remote control. They were talking
about Joshua again. FOX News had picked up the story
about the wedding champagne. But again Josh had declined
to be interviewed.

“Honestly,” she muttered. The news wasn’t much more
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reliable than The Query these days. She changed channels.

ABC had a roundtable discussion. Normally, she couldn’t
care less about politics, but it was funny to see politicians
fight over Joshua. The red states claimed Joshua was on
their side. He supported the Ten Commandments, opposed
abortion, reaffirmed trust in God, advocated reading the
Scriptures and adhering to moral codes. But the blue states
claimed Joshua as a strong proponent of peace and nonvio-
lence, a champion of the poor and underprivileged.

There was a knock at the door.

Maggie checked the clock: 11:30. Ben was right on
time. She’d been seeing him for two months. In the begin-
ning, she’d actually thought they might have something
together. He was quite a bit older than she was, with a good
job in Rocky River. Although he swore he wasn’t married,
she’d never been to his house. It made her wonder.

He knocked again.

She turned off the TV and answered the door. Ben
came in and took her in his arms. Maggie closed her eyes
and kissed him, trying to block out everything from her
mind and get back the feelings she’d had for him in the
beginning. He’d swept her off her feet then, and she’d
thought about him all the time, counting the hours until
they’d see each other again.

On their third “date,” Ben had pulled some weed from
his glove compartment, and a revolver had tumbled out.
Ben had laughed it off and said he needed it for protection
after work. Maggie had laughed with him, but she hadn’t
been able to get the gun out of her head.

Now, as they kissed and his hands roved up and down
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her body, all she thought of was the gun. If Ben couldn’t fill
her mind anymore, if he could no longer take her thoughts
away from the gnawing of total emptiness, then maybe his
gun could.
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Check It Out. . .

i)]‘i) you want to Know more about the real maray magda—-
lene’s L(,Fe and the actual events that LnSPLFed ﬁ&%&e

JW% read:
Chapter 1 Chapter 5
John 10:10 John 4:1-42
John 2:1-12

Chapter 6
Chapter 2 Luke 5:1-11
Matthew 9:9 Chapter 7

Matthew 18:12-14
Chapter 3 Luke 15:1-10
Matthew 3:1-6 Matthew 6:1-4; 20-23
Mark 1:1-7 Luke 6:27-36
Luke 3:3-6 Matthew 5:2-12; 43-48
John 1:9-23 Luke 6:17-23
1 John 1:9 Matthew 4:18-22
Chapter 4 Mark 1:16-20
Matthew 9:9-13 Luke 5:1-11
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Chapter 8 Luke 9:10-17
John 8:12 John 6:1-15

John 3:1-21 Chapter 16
Chapter 9 Psalm 8

Luke 7:11-17 Matthew 20:17-19
Luke 7:36-50 Matthew 16:21-26
Chapter 11 Matthew 20:20-28
Mark 1:35-39 Chapter 17

Luke 4:42-44 Matthew 14:22-27
Matthew 14:1-12 Matthew 8:23-27
Luke 7:24-28 Mark 4:35-41
Chapter 13

Luke 18:18-30 Chapter 18

1 Timothy 6:10 Mark 8:22-26
Matthew 19:16-30 Luke 18:35-43
Mark 10:17-31 John 9:1-7
Matthew 16:13-20 Mark 9:30-32
Chapter 14 Chapter 19
Matthew 6:25-34 Luke 10:38-42
Matthew 19:13-15 Luke 10:1-20
Mark 10:13-16 Psalm 106:1

Luke 18:15-17 Luke 10:17-20
Matthew 22:37-39 Chapter 20

Luke 10:27-37
Luke 15:1-2;11-32

Matthew 17:14-21; 19:26

Mark 9:14-29
Chapter 15 Luke 9:37-43
Matthew 14:13-21 Chapter 21
Mark 6:30-44 Luke 8:40-56

Dandtu Daley Mackall




>R o6 X6 of 376 o%6 o¥6 o6 oX6 o6 o%6 Bi6 %6 o%6 ol X6 315 X6 OK6 o
NARNBRIRERNREBRRIRRRIRRRRINERN NRBRRRBRBRBRBRRRR XX

Chapter 23
Luke 14:15-24
Matthew 18:21-22

Chapter 24

John 6:26-40
Matthew 23:23-24
John 6:47-59
John 6:60-71

John 11:1-16

Chapter 25

John 11:1-44
Matthew 26:6-13
John 12:1-11
Matthew 20:17-19
Mark 10:32-34
Luke 18:31-34

Chapter 26
Matthew 23:1-12
Luke 20:45-47
Matthew 23:13-36
Mark 8:14-21
Mark 13:24-31
Luke 21:5-24
Matthew 23:37-39
Mark 13:1-23

Chapter 27

John 13:1-17
Matthew 26:20-25
Mark 14:17-21

John 13:18-30
Matthew 26:26-30
Mark 14:22-26
Luke 22:14-20
John 14:1-31
Mark 14:27-31
Luke 22:31-38
John 13:31-38

Chapter 28

John 15:18-16:33
John 17

John 15:1-17
Matthew 26:36-56
Luke 22:39-53
John 18:1-11

Chapter 29

John 18:15-18; 25-27
Mark 14:66-72
Luke 22:54-62
Matthew 24:1-25
Mark 13:1-23
Matthew 23:37-39
Mark 15:1-15
Luke 22:66-23:25
Matthew 27:15-31
John 18:28-19:16

Chapter 30
Mark 15:16-20
Matthew 27:27-31
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Luke 22:63-65
Mark 15:31-32
Matthew 27:35-44
Luke 23:35-43

Chapter 31
Matthew 27:45-56
Mark 15:33-41
Luke 23:44-49
John 19:25-37

Chapter 32
Matthew 27:57-66
Luke 23:50-56
John 19:38-42

Chapter 33
Matthew 28:1-15
Mark 16:1-11
Luke 24:1-12
John 20:1-18
Epilogue

John 20:24-29
John 21:15-24
Matthew 28:16-20
Mark 16:19-20
Luke 24:50-53
Acts 1:6-11

Dandtu Daley Mackall



	Title page
	Copyright page
	Acknowledgments
	Note to readers
	First chapter
	Epilogue
	References
	About the author


<<
  /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 /Off
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJDFFile false
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /DetectCurves 0.0000
  /ColorConversionStrategy /LeaveColorUnchanged
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedOpenType false
  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams true
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize false
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments false
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveDICMYKValues true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveFlatness true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments false
  /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 8
  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /FlateEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages false
  /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 8
  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /FlateEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages false
  /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 (None)
  /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




