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 — Chapter One —

Looking the past in the eye

I will remember the deeds of the Lord;

yes, I will remember your miracles of long ago. 

I will meditate on all your works 

and consider all your mighty deeds.

Psalm 77:11–12

I woke in a panic this morning, unsure if I was dreaming or in 
fact struggling to come to terms with a real tangle of events. 
I was leaving work with a colleague, but from an unfamiliar 
venue—we must have been on a training day or something—
and I could not remember where I had chained my bicycle. 
Had I left it outside our usual office building? Had I left it in 
the vicinity of the training venue? Or had I left it somewhere 
seemingly more convenient to the route home from this 
unfamiliar place? I couldn’t remember. I tried to stay cool and 
think. No luck. What to do? Go back to the office? Go home 
and hope for the best? 

As I forced myself into consciousness, I realised with 
gratitude that I was really at home in bed. I calmed myself and 
tried to think back over the past week, to remember where 
I had been and figure out where my bike might be. That in 
itself was not easy: the task made me panic. It had been a 
very unusual week. On Friday I drove my son seven miles to 
school because the bus did not stop to pick him up. I came 
home, parked the car, collected my bike and went to work—
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late, but I did go. Thursday was normal, but I forgot my bike 
lock and had to carry my bike up to the office landing to 
keep it safe all day. On Wednesday I went to work but came 
home at lunch time to host a meal for one of the college 
departments. Then we all walked into town to look at the 
new college building, after which I walked home in the rain. 
Tuesday I was off work, so no biking. Monday was normal: go 
to work, chain up bike, work, unchain bike and then come 
home on it. Logically, I realised, the bike must be in the hall 
downstairs—then I remembered seeing my daughter come 
home from a party on it as I was drawing the curtains before 
bed. What a relief!

This doesn’t just happen in my dreams. I can be in an 
important meeting and forget a word, a room number, a 
course code or the name of a member of staff. That makes 
me feel idiotic and incompetent. In a time of funding cuts in 
further education, when people are being made redundant 
all around me, the last thing I want to be seen to be doing 
is losing my marbles at work. Yet it is a well-documented 
fact that failing memory is common in midlife. Forty per 
cent of midlife women report forgetfulness. Those who suffer 
with hot flushes find things worse: research has linked these 
flushes to an increase in what is called ‘poor verbal memory’.1 

Unfortunately, this kind of short-term memory loss is also 
related to interrupted sleep, so, if you have hot flushes all 
night and can’t sleep, then you can’t expect to be on top of 
things at work the next day. Not good news for a data-handler 
like me!

Being unable to remember things worries me in regard to 
my past. There was a time when I could tell you where we 
had been on holiday each summer of our married life, but I 
can’t any more. I can figure it out from landmark holidays 
if I try, but the information is no longer at my fingertips. 
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Thankfully, I am assured that this kind of memory loss is due 
more to information overload and stress than to oestrogen 
loss, interrupted sleep or hot flushes.2 So why do I worry 
about it? Essentially because ‘to be ourselves we must have 
ourselves—possess, if need be re-possess, our life stories… 
[because we] need such a narrative, a continuous inner 
narrative, to maintain [our] identity, [our] self’.3 If I can’t 
remember my past, I have no genuine idea who I am right 
now. I also have less chance of figuring out what I want in my 
future, since it is commonly acknowledged that ‘the source 
of hope is memory’4 and ‘memory is the instrument we trust 
to guide us’.5

At the crossroads that midlife presents, with the challenges 
and choices it places before us, it is not very easy to move 
forward into the potential spacious place that this period of 
life offers without first looking back, remembering where we 
have come from and what we have been through so that we 
can make sense of our past. This dynamic is unavoidable, as 
we grow most productively through the process of reflection 
followed by action.6 I believe that women can avert or, at 
least, reduce the severity of a potential midlife crisis by taking 
time to reflect, evaluate their past and produce some kind 
of order out of their actions. Obviously there are certain 
facts about our past that are immutable, but the rest of our 
experience provides a multitude of mosaic tiles that we can 
arrange in many varieties of patterns, each pattern creating 
its own particular meaning.7 How we choose to arrange those 
tiles and tell our story will determine how we understand 
the path of our lives up to the present moment. Rearrange 
the pattern, putting a different tile in the centre, and you can 
come up with a whole different story. This is because ‘our 
autobiographies are not literal translations of life, but artistic 
constructions, works of self-interpretation… that focus on 
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representative events or ways of acting and which confer 
some kind of order over time’.8

Take what happened to me three summers ago, as 
an example. I had finished writing up my PhD thesis at 
University College London and had been encouraged to 
apply for a postgraduate research fellowship. That period 
of my life concluded with a variety of stressful events 
telescoped into one rollercoaster week. I passed my PhD 
exam on the Monday, obtained a glowing reference from my 
external examiner on the Tuesday, submitted it to the grant-
awarding body on the Wednesday, and then heard I had been 
unsuccessful in my application for the research fellowship on 
the Friday. Three years later, I am working as a timetabling 
officer with a data administration and audit function at our 
local college of further education. Ordering my interpretation 
of events one way, I could say that I am a failed academic 
who did not manage to achieve her ambition of becoming 
an established lecturer at one of the best universities in the 
country. Alternatively, I could rearrange the pieces and say 
that I have successfully reinvented myself after an interesting 
period of postgraduate study and now work in a challenging 
environment with the opportunity for career progression. 
It is a choice between seeing the glass half empty (which I 
am very good at) or seeing the glass half full—which, I am 
learning, is the better option.

As Christians, the focus around which we arrange the 
pieces that make up the patterns of our lives should be the 
understanding that God has an overarching purpose for us, 
not only as a community of faith but also as individuals. Only 
with God in the mix are we able to glimpse the true pattern 
and meaning of all that lies behind us, and I would be bold 
enough to say that his default position is to see the glass half 
full rather than half empty. If we believe in the promises in 
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the Bible, we know that ‘all the days ordained for [us] were 
written in [his] book before one of them came to be’ (Psalm 
139:16). God tells us, ‘I know the plans I have for you. They 
are plans for good and not for evil, to give you a future and 
a hope’ (Jeremiah 29:11, LB). If that is true, then everything 
that has happened in the days behind us must have an up-
side, as will everything we have yet to experience in the days 
that remain ahead of us. Thus, God-centred remembering is 
‘vital when it comes to the shaping experiences of our faith’ 
because it helps us understand who we are and who we are 
likely to become.9

Remembering what the Lord had done was, and still is, an 
essential part of the construction of the identity of the Jewish 
people. The command to remember occurs frequently and 
insistently in the Bible, as we read in Moses’ speech before he 
died: ‘Only be careful, and watch yourselves closely so that 
you do not forget the things your eyes have seen or let them 
slip from your heart as long as you live’ (Deuteronomy 4:9). 
The events they are exhorted to remember are ‘the watershed 
moments where God reaches a hand to aid his people’.10 Time 
after time, we come across passages in the Bible that tell how 
God did this and God did that (see, for example, Deuteronomy 
32; Psalm 105). As a young Christian, I found these passages 
second in the list of boring things to read, after the lists of who 
‘begat’ whom. Now I understand how important they were in 
defining a people’s identity and, subsequently, the identity of 
the individuals concerned. What is true for the Jewish people 
is also true for us: remembering those watershed moments 
when God reached into our lives forms our identity and helps 
us to avoid the sin of believing that what has happened to us 
is of our own doing or merely the hand of fate.

Sometimes it is good to take time to do some deliberate 
remembering. Just before the birth of our fourth child, I 
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had the opportunity to take three days out to attend a silent 
retreat for women. One of the spiritual exercises the retreat 
leader encouraged us to do was to look back so that we could 
look forward. We were instructed to take a piece of A4 paper 
and fold it in half three times, forming eight squares once the 
paper was opened out. Then we were asked to draw or write in 
each of the first seven squares something representing seven 
key moments in which the Lord had spoken to us and guided 
us in our past. The result would form a kind of illustrated 
map of our spiritual journey to date. Once this was complete, 
we were to go away into the gardens of the retreat house, 
find somewhere quiet and ask the Lord what he would have 
us write or draw in the empty eighth space. We were also to 
bring back something that represented what we had heard, 
so that we could place it on the chapel altar and commit the 
next step of our lives to the Lord.

I went into the garden and sat under a beautiful Spirea 
bush, commonly known as ‘bridal wreath’. As I listened for 
the Lord in a silence punctuated only by bird song and the 
chirping of grasshoppers, I was led to Song of Songs 2:10: 
‘Arise, my darling, my beautiful one, and come with me.’ 
Although I was one week away from becoming a mother of 
four children under the age of five years, I sensed that a new 
season of life was about to begin, in which I was going to get 
my turn to ‘go to the ball’. I picked a small branch of Spirea—
the ‘burning bush’ out of which God spoke to me, if you 
like—and put it on the chapel altar to signify my willingness 
for whatever I was to ‘come away’ into with the Lord.  

Within six months of my return from the retreat, we had 
moved from Yorkshire to Hertfordshire. My husband began a 
new phase of ministry, but there seemed to be no role for me 
in the church to which he had been called: the congregation 
was filled with many talented people, one of whom told me 
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quietly but firmly to ‘go home and look after my children’. 
I had wanted to get involved as I had been before, but it 
was obviously not going to happen. After a tussle with some 
inevitable feelings of rejection, I realised that this was the 
opportunity to identify the special something into which 
I felt the Lord was calling me ‘to come away’. As a result 
of stocktaking in my life, I identified the fact that I had 
wanted to study languages rather than science when I was 
at school. Now was the time to redress that omission. But 
which language? A visit to Norway just prior to our move to 
Hertfordshire had inadvertently started an incredible series 
of events, too complicated to describe in detail. The next 
eight years were a special time when I really did get to ‘go to 
the ball’. By summer 2007, I found myself with four grown 
children, an MA in Advanced Scandinavian Translation and a 
PhD in Scandinavian Studies.

I then hoped for a second chance at a career in academia—
but, as I mentioned at the beginning of this chapter, it was 
not to be. I must admit I was devastated. I thought the ball 
was over, the golden coach had reverted to a pumpkin, and 
the mice that had been white horses had run back under the 
skirting board, leaving me standing back where I started—in 
a different kitchen, yes, but this time wearing rather frumpy 
slippers, fit for aching middle-aged feet, rather than being a 
lithe, barefoot 30-something.

In an attempt to ward off a backward slide into self-pity, I 
decided to repeat the exercise from the 1996 retreat and look 
back to look forward, because I was at a major crossroads. 
I took a piece of A4 paper and retired to the comparative 
quiet of the bedroom. I dutifully folded the paper three 
times to make my eight squares and asked the Lord to help 
me remember the key points in my spiritual journey since I 
had scribbled Song of Songs 2:10 on that other piece of A4 
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paper, which I had kept by my attic desk for over a decade. 
I was unable to fill all of the squares, but I managed to put 
something in most of them.

In the first square I drew the open door described in 
Revelation 3:8: ‘See, I have placed before you an open door 
that no one can shut.’ This was the verse that the Lord had 
used to speak to me as I recovered from post-natal depression 
in the late 1980s, when he promised me a door of hope in 
the Valley of Achor (or Valley of Tears, Hosea 2:15), but it 
had become a renewed promise that my desire to study a 
foreign language, which emerged in the late 1990s, was the 
beginning of a process that even some very adverse situations 
were not going to stop. That indeed proved to be the case. 
Somehow or other, I was provided with funding for my 
studies, sometimes from freelance work but eventually with 
a scholarship and a government research grant. Starting as a 
short course student and ending up as a graduate student on 
a PhD programme, I saw that the open door was certainly not 
shut in terms of my studies. 

In the second square, I wrote out 1 Corinthians 1:8–9: ‘He 
will keep you strong to the end, so that you will be blameless 
on the day of our Lord Jesus Christ. God, who has called you 
into fellowship with his Son Jesus Christ our Lord, is faithful.’ 
In my mind, this has always read, ‘He will keep you strong to 
the end… He who has called you is faithful [and he will do 
it].’ I also noted down Revelation 2:3: ‘You have persevered 
and endured hardships for my name, and have not grown 
weary.’ These verses kept me hanging on through my studies 
when my husband was signed off sick for three months on 
two different occasions, through financial difficulties at home 
and through the many excruciatingly painful experiences of 
having strong-minded teenage children who were determined 
to rebel against vicarage life. 
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In the third square of my A4 page, I wrote out Daniel 
1:4–5. These verses describe how Daniel was selected to be 
taught the language and literature of a foreign nation and 
how he was assigned a daily amount of food and wine from 
the king’s table during his three years’ training. They became 
very meaningful to me in 2003, when it became clear that one 
of our children could no longer stay at the local secondary 
school. No other local school within driving distance could 
offer a place. Eventually a place became available at a regular 
secondary school that was too far away for a daily commute, 
but it had boarding provision. Coming from a public school 
background, I was amazed that such an institution even 
existed, but where was the money for the boarding fees to 
come from? I either had to give up my studies and return to 
work to find the money or be awarded a research grant so 
that I could continue to study and use the grant to help cover 
the boarding fees. Like Daniel, I felt I had become a captive 
(in a metaphorical sense, mind you), learning the language 
and literature of a very unfamiliar nation. I dared to take the 
words of Daniel 1:5 as an indication that I would be awarded 
the research fees and maintenance grant—and indeed I was. 
The Lord was very faithful over the years when I was studying, 
in so many ways.

My fourth square contained Isaiah 30:15: ‘This is what 
the Sovereign Lord, the Holy One of Israel, says: “In 
repentance and rest is your salvation, in quietness and trust 
is your strength, but you would have none of it.”’ I feel quite 
embarrassed to share this square with you, but it represents 
the importance of learning not to put your own interpretation 
into what the Lord is trying to say to you! Let me explain. 
After I had submitted my PhD thesis in April 2007, the plan 
was to have the summer months free to recover and catch 
up with the family and several years’ worth of outstanding 
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chores before I started on the hoped-for research fellowship. 
Rest was very much on my agenda—in line with the verse 
that I felt God was emphasising. As it turned out, I worked 
all summer as a personal assistant because, deep down, 
I was unable to trust the Lord to provide the funds we 
needed for the son who was about to start university that 
autumn. Yet, by the end of the summer he had managed 
to earn and put aside all the funds he needed and had no 
need of my intervention. I had not rested, my work had been 
unnecessary and my anticipated plans were down the chute. 
Contrary to the advice in Isaiah 30:15, I was not quiet and I 
was not trusting: my inner being was in turmoil after losing 
the research fellowship. It was not a happy time. I had been 
offered the chance to take a real rest, but I would have none 
of it. I was struggling to make things happen in my own 
strength and blaming God when they did not work out the 
way I wanted.

The fifth square contained Psalm 18:19: ‘He brought 
me out into a spacious place; he rescued me because he 
delighted in me.’ All that summer I had understood ‘the 
spacious place’ in this verse as a metaphor for the fulfilment 
I would find working at a prestigious academic institution. 
How wrong I had been! In fact, not until four years later have 
I finally understood that the Lord has brought me out into a 
spacious place—but a place very different from the one I had 
imagined. I have found a level of contentment and acceptance 
that I could never have predicted. I actually believe that 
losing the research fellowship was God’s ‘rescue’ plan, and 
I am happy to think that this was because ‘he delights in 
me’—just as he delights in each one of us. Over the course 
of the last four years, we have put a child through university, 
established a charitable trust, liquidated a business, found 
and bought a house, left parish ministry and begun a new 
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life in a town near the village that was home for twelve years. 
I could not have done all that if I was commuting to London 
each day to a pressurised job in a top-notch university—a job 
that actually would have run its course in three years and left 
me unemployed with a mortgage to pay. Although we may 
not admit it at the time, looking back, we can see that God 
knew best all the time.

Putting the latest piece of A4 next to the original piece 
from the 1996 retreat, I can see the map of my Christian life 
from 1972 to 2007, and I have given you a hint as to how it 
turned out in the years since then. It also shows me that it 
is probably time for another bout of remembering. Looking 
back like this gives us an opportunity to see the pattern that is 
woven by the Holy Spirit across the years of our lives: ‘A life’s 
record with God in the details can be a spiritual feast for our 
souls. When we count our blessings on paper, our gratitude 
soars. It is all so evident.’11 It helps me to realise that there 
is purpose and direction in everything that has happened to 
me, and gives me the chance to understand who I am as a 
woman of faith, even if that faith has been wavering at times. 
When we are plugging away at the minutiae of everyday life, 
it can be impossible to see the wood for the trees. Without 
knowing it, we can be wandering aimlessly in ever-decreasing 
circles, unless we find our way to higher ground and have the 
chance to peer out across the tree-tops. Only then can we 
stop, look back and see the full vista of the terrain over which 
we have come, and perhaps get a glimpse of the way ahead. 

Perhaps this exercise of reviewing our life’s journey with 
God becomes more crucial as we face the second half of life. 
The first time I ‘remembered what the Lord had done’ in my 
life back in 1996, there was more of time ahead of me than 
behind me. I think I still felt the same when I did my second 
conscious remembering of my ‘faith story’ in 2007. Now it 
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is the opposite: facing the approach of my 50th birthday, 
I realise that there is more time behind me than ahead. I 
do not have time to dither about and waste what is left. It 
is time to stop and look back again so that I can put my 
disappointments behind me and make the most of the future.

I have often joked with friends that my PhD was my midlife 
crisis, because it seemed such an unusual thing to do in my 
situation. Now I believe that it was not the crisis I made it 
out to be. My crisis was the three years following the award 
of my doctorate, when I did not know what was coming 
next career-wise, when I had a confused understanding of 
the true meaning of success, when (as a result of my career 
disappointment) I began to ask big questions about the 
existence of God and the meaning of life, when I followed 
through but questioned the wisdom of my husband’s step 
out of the apparent security of parish ministry, when I had to 
face up to rediscovering who I was if I wasn’t a vicar’s wife, 
when I realised I was gaining weight and physically fraying at 
the edges… and the list goes on. I very much identified with 
Dante’s comment in The Divine Comedy: ‘Midway upon the 
journey of my life I found myself in a dark wood, where the 
right way was lost.’12

My current circumstances and the need to complete this 
book have precipitated a minor time of remembering. At the 
time of writing, we have been out of parish ministry and 
living in our own home for almost two years. A succession 
of episodes in which water has come pouring through the 
kitchen ceiling from the bathroom above has awoken me 
to the fact that this is ‘real’ life now and that we have to 
deal with it. There is no Diocesan Estates Officer to ring in 
an emergency, yet somehow it is refreshingly liberating. My 
husband is enjoying his new job. The charitable trust he 
runs is doing well and it is comforting to know that the leap 
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of faith we took was the right one. I have been in full-time 
employment in the public sector for almost four years with 
the same employer and have a job of some responsibility. I 
am ten minutes’ walk from work, still on hand if there is 
an emergency at home, not exhausted after a daily commute 
into the city, and we have enough to meet the bills. Having 
‘enough’ is an answer to the prayer I prayed as we left parish 
ministry: ‘Give me neither poverty nor riches, but give me 
only my daily bread. Otherwise, I may have too much and 
disown you and say, “Who is the Lord?” Or I may become 
poor and steal, and so dishonour the name of my God’ 
(Proverbs 30:8–9).

The final three squares on my last piece of folded A4 paper 
are still empty, but, in a sense, they have been filled because 
the verses that came to me in 2007 now have newer and fuller 
meanings than they did then. Isaiah 30:15, ‘In repentance 
and rest is your salvation, in quietness and trust is your 
strength’, has been a key verse for the last 18 months. After 
we left parish ministry, I found that I was exhausted, but this 
time I listened and accepted the permission to rest and find 
salvation after 25 years of service. The Lord tells us ‘where to 
stop and rest’ (Psalm 139:3, LB), and I have done so. 

That aside, the last twelve months have also been a time 
of questioning. Questioning is not always a bad thing. My 
faith has been renewed through that period of struggle and 
doubt because, ultimately, my source of hope has been in 
remembering God’s faithfulness in the past and being assured 
of the same in the future. Strangely enough, as write this 
book, I find that the questioning is over and I can say that I 
am experiencing the ‘salvation’ that comes not just from the 
‘rest’ prescribed in Isaiah 30:15 but also from ‘repentance’. 
Repentance means having your life turned around. For me, 
that has meant the slow shedding of the expectations I felt 
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were placed on me in parish life to have the kind of spirituality 
that suited each of the churches we worked in over the years. 
Now I am getting back in touch with the personal faith of 
my childhood, which is more simple and reflective. Now the 
major aspects of the transition we have been through as a 
family are almost over, and, although I do not know what 
lies ahead, I have come to a place where I can honestly say I 
know and experience the fact that ‘in quietness and trust is 
our strength’.  

The scriptures command us to remember, to bring our 
past—individual and corporate—into the present, so that we 
do not forget who are, where we have come from and, most 
importantly, what the Lord has done for us. Remembering the 
past not only brings meaning to the present but also helps us 
to look forward, so that the new thing God wants to do in our 
lives can be conceived in us. This new thing is often bigger and 
more daring than ‘the consecrated risks’ we have taken in the 
past: ‘remembering old patterns can suggest fresh meanings 
for the future’.13 So take time out to rest, to remember, to be 
quiet and to trust, so that hope can be renewed in you, for 
‘those who hope in the Lord will renew their strength. They 
will soar on wings like eagles; they will run and not grow 
weary, they will walk and not be faint’ (Isaiah 40:31). I need 
that kind of energy for all that lies ahead!

Re-creation

You might want to acquire a notebook in which to record 
your inner journey if you intend to work through the ‘Re-
creation’ sections of this book. Journalling in this way forms 
a valuable means of remembering later—especially once our 
grey cells begin to lose their edge. I honestly wish I’d taken 
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time to journal over the last decade, even if it was only one 
entry a week.

Take some time out to reflect and remember key events in 
your spiritual life. It might help to take a walk to a safe, quiet 
place where you can be alone with God. If you feel it might 
be useful, try the folded A4 paper exercise as a framework for 
your remembering, or devise your own way of mapping your 
life history.

•	 Make a list of the ways in which God has shown you his 
faithfulness—and thank him. 

•	 Are there any disappointments in your life that you need 
to face before you can move on? It is important to forgive 
the past, others and ourselves, to become free to be all the 
Lord wants us to be in the present and the future. If you 
feel you need support in this, it may be wise to seek out a 
Christian friend or counsellor.

•	 Try to use any points of pain in your past constructively: 
they can act as lenses through which we see the hand of 
God in our lives. It is not easy, but when we take time to 
search back through our lives and examine our souls, the 
work of the hand of God in our journey is revealed. He 
pours out his blessings through our difficult experiences, 
not in spite of them. 

Prayer

Lord, as I look back over my life, help me to remember the ways in 
which you have guided me and the blessings that you have poured 
out upon me. Show me the ways that you have helped me to grow 
and change in response to your love and grace. Help me to hold 
firmly to my belief in your faithfulness and unfailing love, so that 



30

my capacity for hope is sustained.

For reflection

Hope begins in the dark; the stubborn hope that if you just show 
up and try to do the right thing, the dawn will come. You wait and 
watch and work: you don’t give up.14
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Your Interest Groups (*Please tick as appropriate)

q  Advent/Lent

q  Bible Reading & Study

q  Children’s Books

q  Discipleship

q  Leadership

q  Messy Church

q  Pastoral

q  Prayer & Spirituality

q  Resources for Children’s Church

q  Resources for Schools
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A Spacious Place

CONTEMPLATING THE SECOND HALF OF LIFE

CONTEMPLATING THE SECOND HALF OF LIFE

Alie Stibbe
Foreword by Michele Guinness

… for every woman
who wants to make the best  

of the years to come

A Spacious Place 
Alie Stibbe

Alie Stibbe’s first book, Barefoot in the Kitchen, charted her personal search 
for God’s presence and purpose in the middle of the hectic daily routines 
of caring for young children. Her long-awaited sequel, A Spacious Place, 
encourages women to prepare for the different challenge of moving to 

the next stage of life, into a ‘spacious place’ where new opportunities for 
personal growth and development can begin to unfold.

The book examines the tension between seeing our destiny as shaped by our 
own efforts and, by contrast, understanding it as the good things God has in 
store for us, even as we go through times of emotional, physical and spiritual 

transition. It also explores how we can move from focusing on the idea of 
‘success’ to valuing what is truly of significance, as we reach a different phase 

of our working lives.

Alie Stibbe works in resource management for a college of further education, 
and as a freelance writer and translator. She is a regular contributor to Day by 
Day with God and has written for Christianity and New Wine magazines, and 
Inspiring Women Every Day (CWR). Her books include Barefoot in the Kitchen 
(BRF), Bursting at the Seams, All Stitched Up and Losing the Thread (Monarch). 

She is married to Mark Stibbe, founder and leader of The Father’s House 
Trust (www.fathershousetrust.com).

]

‘An absolute must for all women who want to live and enjoy,  
not just accept, the inevitable.’

FRoM THe FoReWoRd By MICHele GuInneSS


