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 Prologue

 


There’s a bullet in my head, and it’s really messing
with my hairstyle. Blood is trickling through my ash-blond
highlights, and there’s a smattering of something egg-like caught
up in my diamanté tiara, which doesn’t bear thinking about.

It’s a tedious
thing, but I’m guessing I’m dead, and that’s not even the tedious
part. I’ve quite clearly been murdered, executed gangland style—one
bullet to the noggin and a smoking gun lying on the rug beside me.
Seriously. The gun still has the whiff of smoke about it.

How
ridiculously cliché.

Except this
shouldn’t be happening to me. My name is Maisie May. I’m
twenty-seven. I work for a Sydney law firm, drive a Mini Cooper,
and live in the ’burbs. A different sort of cliché, I suppose.

In any case, I
shouldn’t be dead. I should be dusting off my midnight-blue
jumpsuit, reapplying the lip gloss and heading back towards the
pool, where there’s a party going on. My party, in fact, and it’s
still going on, despite all this. Nobody’s cottoned on yet. Which
is a worry, right? The longer it takes, the less chance they have
of kissing me back to life.

Oh who am I
kidding? That bullet wound looks particularly nasty, and the way
the blood is coagulating while I float above speaks volumes. The
very fact that I’m floating at all is a dead giveaway, if
you’ll excuse the pun.

I’m here but
not here, a ghost of myself, a carbon copy minus the carbon. Get
it?

I feel no
physical pain, in case you’re wondering, and who would blame you if
you were. You’ll be dead eventually too. But my emotions are a
little wrought, and I can still imagine my limbs and my stomach and
the weight of my heavy heart, and the truth is it’s getting heavier
by the second. I’m starting to feel a little disappointed, a
little, well, ripped off, to be frank. I don’t want to be
dead. I didn’t ask for this, and I certainly didn’t ask for those
creepy strangers who are waving enthusiastically from the
sidelines, like I’ve just popped out for their lunch orders.

Because yes,
to add insult to injury, I can now see dead people. Terrific. This
night just goes from bad to worse.

Can you
see them, just over yonder, near that blinding light? They don’t
look real good from this angle. Hasn’t anyone ever told them how
unflattering fluorescent light can be? Perhaps if they installed a
warm, diffusing lampshade they wouldn’t look so garish and I might
be enticed across.

Beyond the
glare, there’s a dark tunnel and I’m no fool. I know exactly where
that leads. A feeling of dread creeps down my nonexistent spine. If
my life is over—and I’m not sure I’m quite ready to accept that
yet—there is no way I’m going down any dark tunnels with that mob.
I don’t know those people! Have never seen them before in my
life.

Where’s my
lovely grandma? She died yonks ago. Where’s Uncle Bob? Why aren’t
they here to beckon me across? I thought your deceased
rellies held your hand when you croaked it, not a cast of strangers
with creepy smiles. Besides, I’m not ready to say goodbye to the
living just yet. The party’s still pumping, and I intend to enjoy
it.

Will you keep
me company?

Will you hang
out with me for a bit?

I know we’ve
only just met, but I promise to make it worth your while. There’s
frothy cocktails down there and gallons of champagne and a table
laden with party nibbles, courtesy of my guests. Granted, most of
it has been demolished, but there are still some miniquiches, a few
luridly decorated cupcakes (purple icing? Really?), and a
whopping great bucket of hummus—if you can ignore the corn chips
floating about like shark fins inside. And in the midst of it all,
the remains of a rather gooey sponge cake that’s dripping
strawberry jam onto Mum’s best tablecloth. A little like my blood
has dripped onto the creamy carpet where I lie prostrate, a bullet
wedged in my otherwise perfect head.

A sudden,
piercing scream gives me false hope.

I glance back
towards my messy self, but no, I’m still sprawled there utterly
forgotten. It’s just my buddy Tessa in the pool, screaming and
splashing about. She was always such a screamer. And that’s Roco,
my boyfriend, laughing by her side. He sounds sinister. Do you
think he sounds sinister?

I can’t
believe they’re still swimming like they’ve got all night. Tessa is
wearing a bikini two sizes too small, Roco in boardies so bright
they could win a spelling bee. And around them, dozens of revellers
laughing and splashing and having far too much fun, considering the
circumstances. They have absolutely no clue I have just been
murdered. Or at least they’re pretending they don’t, because
if you think about it logically, at least one of them must have
killed me, right?

How’s that for
a brain spaz?

One of my
“friends” must have done me in. Notice those quotation marks?
Notice the earlier puns? I was always very good at English. Better
than Tessa, who used to cheat off me. Kind of like she’s cheating
on me now with Roco. And they think I don’t know. Ha. Ha. Ha.

But let’s not
get distracted.

You must be
wondering why I can’t recall who killed me. It’s a very good
question. Why, indeed? When it comes to my murder I have a big
black nothing. I recall getting a text on my mobile phone, I
recall stumbling away from the pool deck and heading inside, and
then I recall floating above my body having a very bad hair
day.

Of course the
killer could very well be a stranger, a psycho who just happened
by. And now that I think about it, I do have a vague recollection
of a shadowy figure, a man, yes. Something in his hands… Something
strange by his side but…

Nope, sorry,
it’s gone.

Bit like my
memory, which is shot to pieces (lol).

Why have I
forgotten that last bit, the most important bit? The
whodunit bit? Did the bullet wipe out the hippocampus?
That’s the memory part of the brain in case you can’t remember.
(Okay, now I’m just showing off.)

Or does it go
deeper than that?

Is it too
traumatic? Do I have amnesia, perhaps? I’ve heard of people who
don’t recall some horrific event like, say, a car accident. They’re
just merrily zooming down the highway and then Bam! They’re
waking up in hospital saying, “WTF?” Some don’t even recall the
last week of their life. Some the last year! I’ve heard of people
who wake and don’t even recognise their husband and kids. Or was
that just in a movie I saw once?

Anyway, the
point is, I’m luckier than some. I may be cactus, but I do recall
the time leading up to my murder; it’s just those crucial final
minutes that are blah. Maybe that’s why I’m still lingering
here, annoying you while ignoring those weirdos at the light
(because, yes, they’re still there, in case you thought they’d
shuffled off).

Perhaps it’s
not the party I crave so much as the truth. Perhaps if my memory
kicks back in, I’ll have a little closure and be closer to “moving
on.”

Will you help
me do that?

Please, I
implore you. Will you help me solve the mystery of my murder before
I vanish forever wondering why someone I loved so much hated me
just enough to put a gun to my head, pull the trigger and leave me
lying all alone while they went back to their Fluffy Ducks and
their sickly cupcakes, and that stupid, bloody sponge cake?

 


 


 Chapter 1

 


It’s not my
birthday, interestingly, and the party wasn’t even my idea. It was
Una’s. Another stupid Una idea; she’s the queen of them. Una Conway
is an old friend from work, and by “old” I mean she’s actually a
year or so younger than me but we’ve been friends for five years
and remain friends even though I’ve now left the job and moved back
home and live on government handouts.

Una thought I
needed cheering up.

“It’ll be
fun,” she said. “Everyone’ll come,” she said.

And she was
right about the latter, at least. Everyone did come. Everyone and
their dog. Seriously, there was a dog out there, an Australian
cattle dog I believe, and at least two kids last time I looked. I
spotted them clambering over the pool fence earlier tonight. The
little blighters. I had to screech for their mother to rescue
them.

Who would
bring animals and kids to a grown-up pool party? What kind of
idiots did Una invite? My parents would have a fit.

They’re away
at the moment, in case you’re wondering (Mum would have heard the
gunshot; she would have come running). They’re currently out the
back of whoop-whoop, tending to Gramps. That’s Aussie slang for “in
the middle of the countryside looking after my grandfather.”
He’s the one who’s supposed to be dead, not me. He’s just
gone into palliative care, is a million years old. Well,
ninety-five to be precise. It’s his turn, dammit. It’s been his
turn for some time. In fact, it’s almost my father’s turn. He’s a
late bloomer, just turned seventy-four, although you wouldn’t know
it. The fact that Gramps isn’t standing near that tunnel, below
that horrifying light, makes me think he must still be clinging on
for dear life. The lucky bastard.

Anyway, I
digress.

So Una says,
“Let’s put the party on Facebook,” like no one’s ever lived to
regret that idea. Next minute there’s a hundred people here
and they’re wrecking the house even though we’re all too old for
that kind of nonsense. Most of us are in our late twenties, for
goodness’ sake. Mum was bogged down with two kids by that age. I
was the afterthought that came much later, the “mistake,” but
there’s no point dwelling on that now.

Back to the
revellers.

We’re not keen
on growing up these days, have you noticed that? I blame The
Hangover, an inexplicably popular movie series about grown men
behaving badly, over and over again. It set off a chain reaction.
Now no film is complete without the “drunken mayhem” scene where
perfectly reasonable adults/FBI agents/beauty queens ingest enough
tequila to keep the Mexican army legless, dance about like deranged
idiots, destroy/shag/snort everything in sight, then dust
themselves off and head back to the office/altar/beauty pageant
looking sparkly and fresh, like they were sipping mineral water all
night.

No wonder we
have a drinking problem in the West, let alone no energy to grow
up. I glance outside. That lot will be lucky to make it to the
nearest toilet bowl to throw up. For now though, they’re on speed
dial. Someone is simulating sex with a plastic blow-up flamingo,
someone else is standing on the brick barbecue, pouring shots down
someone’s throat. And what the hell is Mattie Constance doing with
my mother’s tennis racquet?

The stereo is
blaring. It’s been hooked up to someone’s iPhone, and I’m pretty
sure it’s on repeat because what idiot in their right mind would
play that Justin Bieber track three times?

This party has
been heading south for hours, and it’s almost hit the Antarctic. I
did try to stop it at one point. Maybe that’s how I ended up in
this predicament. It’s worth contemplating, I guess. I recall
getting quite tetchy, I recall telling Una to clear the party out,
and then I recall fighting with Roco, who told me to “just chillax,
babe, you really need this” and Leslie who told me to “stop being a
drama queen” and Tessa who said “She always gets like this.”

Like what,
exactly? What do I always get like? I’m not yet thirty for
goodness’ sake. I haven’t had a chance to develop lifelong
habits—I’ve barely had a bloody life. And now it’s over because one
of them decided to rob me of it so they could keep the music
blaring.

Okay, that’s a
bit of a stretch. I don’t really believe that, but I’m still a tad
cranky that they’re all out there whooping it up while I lie
inside, hole to the head, bleeding into the rug.

Okay, deep
breaths, Maisie. Get your shit together, says a voice inside my
head.

A voice I
haven’t heard in a while.

 


Perhaps I
should take this opportunity to set the scene. I know how these
things work. It wasn’t so long ago that I was writing creative
essays in Advanced English class.

So here
goes…

My full name
is Maisie Leanne Theresa May. I live in a modestly sized McMansion
on the upper north shore of Sydney. That’s a pretty posh part in
case you don’t know, but not as posh as some. This house was once a
gaudy monstrosity, complete with Fanta-coloured bricks and imposing
Roman columns, but my folks bought it, rendered it, and camouflaged
the cheesy columns with creeping vines.

Now it looks
pleasant enough. Now it blends in nicely with almost every other
house in the street. That’s what we like to do here. We like to
blend in. It’s easier that way.

My bedroom is
on the second floor. It doesn’t blend in. I recently painted the
walls lime green and added silk magenta curtains, knowing they
clashed and not caring one bit. I have a small single bed that’s
swamped with throw cushions—no, really, there’s so many cushions
you can barely see the bed—and there’s a tacky dream catcher
hanging overhead, which is so not me. I got it on a recent
trip to Byron Bay. That’s a hippie enclave to the far north of
Sydney that’s actually full of hipsters and tourists pretending to
be spiritual. The hippies left a decade ago. They could no longer
afford the skyrocketing rents, and their hovels have since been
turned into “rustic getaways” on Airbnb. I guess it’s hard to
afford anything when your main source of income hasn’t yet been
legalised.

So I bought
the dream catcher. I don’t know why. Maybe I thought it’d provide
some answers. It certainly failed to do that.

You might be
wondering why a twentysomething is still perched in the family
nest, but it’s not that unusual, not in modern Australia at least.
Almost half of us now live at home well into our twenties, either
because we have it too good and can’t imagine ourselves in a
rat-infested share house, or we have it too bad and can’t afford a
share house, even the rat-infested ones, especially if we’re also
hoping to save enough to put a deposit on that overpriced rat’s
nest.

I fall into
neither of those categories, however. I’m a returnee, what they
call a “boomerang kid.” I did move out at the first chance I got,
but then I lost my job, and well, what choice did I have? I’ve only
been back six months, but it feels like six years. My mother
clearly has dementia because she’s completely forgotten my age and
is treating me like a ten-year-old. Insists on doing my washing.
Cooks me mushy meals. Looks alarmed every time I leave the
house.

My father just
stares at me glumly. I think he’s disappointed. He’s always been a
man of few words, but since I moved home he’s become positively
mute. Although he can get chatty when my girlfriends are over. He’s
such an insatiable flirt. They find it amusing. Me, not so
much.

And as for my
two brothers, Peter and Paul (yes, Peter, Paul and Maisie, and yet
my parents never clicked), they just roll their eyes and can’t
believe I’m back.

“I’d rather
kill myself,” says Paul, who lives just a suburb away so really
can’t talk.

“I’d rather
kill Mum and Dad,” says Peter, who lives on another continent
altogether, which, given that sentiment, is probably just as
well.

So yes, we’re
a delightful lot.

Both my
brothers were meant to be here tonight, but Paul couldn’t make the
party. Something about a sick kid and a cranky wife, or was it the
other way around? Don’t get me started on cranky Jan. Peter, who’s
back on holidays from his swanky London life, was here for a while,
but I haven’t seen him since the cake came out. He’s probably snuck
off to bed—and I’m not talking the lumpy mattress in the spare
bedroom upstairs. Nor am I talking alone. Pete’s been staying at
the ritzy InterContinental. Of course. He always stays somewhere
posh. I’m not sure if he’s showing off to the chicks he drags back
there or to us.

So neither
brother is here. That’s been substantiated. It’s just me and thirty
or so remaining guests who are in better spirits than me.
Still.

How come no
one’s found my body yet? Was I this invisible when I was alive?

And how the
hell did no one hear the gunshot?

 


 


 Chapter 2

 


I told you how
I carked it, right? A bullet to the head. How absolutely
extraordinary! I mean, guns are a really big deal Down Under.
Unlike some parts of the world, we don’t have a lethal weapon in
every glove box, undies drawer and disgruntled student’s backpack.
If that’s not a whopping clue, I don’t know what is. Although
there’s something about that gun… Something I should mention…

We’ll get back
to that in a minute. I haven’t quite finished this scene-setting
business, and I don’t want to get you muddled up. You see I’ve
given you the macro setting, but let’s zoom right in. Let’s inspect
the crime scene. Let’s check out the corpse!

I’m lying
facedown on the carpet in my dad’s study. That’s just what posh
folk call an office. It’s a decent-sized room, with a large window
that looks out to the front driveway, but the curtains are drawn
and I have to wonder about that. Were they always like that, or did
the murderer swish them shut? There’s two doors to this study, one
that’s currently concealed behind the curtains and the one leading
into the hallway of the house. Both appear to be closed, which
helps explain why I haven’t been discovered yet, I suppose.

I mean, apart
from the odd stray—including Una, earlier tonight, now that I think
about it—there’s really no reason for anyone to wander down to this
wing of the house. The office sits to the right of the front door,
down the hallway, past Mum’s sewing room and across from the guest
toilet. But most people are probably using the facilities out the
back or just urinating straight into the pool now I think of it,
and I wish I hadn’t.

So the study
door is shut; the light is off. It’s actually quite dark inside. I
can barely see myself let alone Dad’s desk. It’s little wonder I’m
yet to be discovered. Then it occurs to me that perhaps I’ll lie
there undiscovered for days. It’s Saturday night. My parents aren’t
due back until Tuesday. It’s a possibility, right?

I give my
ghostly self a shake. No need to turn maudlin; I’m sure it won’t
come to that. I just hope whoever finds me is up for the job. I
read once how post-traumatic stress disorder can really affect
first responders. Can haunt them for life. I’m hoping it’s the
tall, dark, handsome stranger I was half flirting with earlier
tonight. He doesn’t know me, not at all. And, outside of a missed
opportunity for a quick party fumble, I don’t think he’d care. He
certainly wouldn’t be traumatised. He looks far too composed for
that, with his black topknot and steel-rimmed glasses and wanky
velvet vest.

For all their
sins, I do hope Tessa and Roco and Una aren’t the first. I’m not
sure how they’d cope. Tessa’s still living at home for pity’s sake.
Okay, that sounds a bit harsh, considering my circumstances, but I
am a little different. At least I moved out once. Back when I had a
purpose.

I tell people
I work—worked—in a law firm, but the truth is I was just a
lowly PA who happened to work in a law firm. It could just as
easily have been a dog food factory or a bank. PA is short for
personal assistant, in case you don’t know, and that’s a euphemism
for personal slave. I located missing files and organised urgent
meetings and switched schedules and fetched coffees and dashed to
the nearest drycleaner when the boss’s blouse got sweaty under the
armpits, which it did surprisingly often, although you didn’t hear
that from me. I took calls and diverted calls and played pit bull
at the front desk, and, well, you get the picture. I know the three
partners liked to think they ran the show, but deep down we
all knew—the partners, the clients, the accounts people, the guy
who brought the muffins—that I kept the curtains open and the music
playing. They may have been the balls, but I was the juggler, if
you’ll excuse the sloppy metaphor.

I loved my
job. Really loved it. And I was bloody good at it. Before.

I have a
distant memory of a cup smashing on the polished concrete floor, of
eyes wide and horrified, all gasping at me…

I shake it
off. That’s beside the point. We have a mystery to focus on.

So, the doors
and curtains are closed, that’s confirmed, but my dad’s office
computer is switched on and is lending the room an ominous
flickering glow. Now that’s intriguing. Dad’s retired and not one
for the internet. His idea of a web search is to get out the insect
spray. Did I switch the computer on? Did my killer?

I sneak a peek
at the screen. I see a Facebook page is open, but I can’t quite
read the content. It’s as though it’s written in another language,
completely illegible to me. Now that’s just annoying. And, again,
kind of intriguing because there’s no way my dad left that page
open (see aforementioned comments).

There’s one
more thing I’d like you to note. Dad’s chair, the office chair, is
not by his desk where it should be. It has been wheeled across the
carpet to the internal wall and sits just below two hooks.

That makes me
want to shudder. They’re the hooks that once held my dad’s pistol,
the vintage single-shooter that now lies a metre or so from my
head.

And so the
plot thickens.

 


 


 Chapter 3

 


Perhaps it’s
time to return to the murder weapon. Dad’s gun. I did mention it
was his, didn’t I? It’s lying just out of reach of my body and
looks almost theatrical. Like someone has carefully placed it
there. Maybe it’s the mere presence of a gun that feels a little
hammy. Like I said before, it’s unusual to own a firearm in this
country, legally, at least. There’s generally two types of Aussies
who possess guns—country folk and crooks. You can guess which camp
my dad falls into, or I hope you can.

He’s as
straight as an arrow my dad. Never even smoked a joint. A country
boy, originally from an outback property called Nevercloud,
northwest of Dubbo (which is pretty much northwest of anywhere that
matters). The property is aptly named. There are no clouds there,
and I mean that quite literally. I don’t think it’s rained in a
decade.

Dad grew up on
the dusty, ten-thousand-acre cattle farm with his slow-talking,
no-nonsense parents and three older brothers who wore matching
moleskins, riding boots and Akubra hats like a uniform. There’s
just two of them left now. One brother, the aforementioned Uncle
Bob, got killed in a quad-bike accident decades ago, the other
scooted off to Western Australia and has never been heard from
again. (I gather no one’s worried or surprised.) The third, Simon,
still lives on the property, but he wants out, preferably before he
gets his wish gift wrapped in a wooden box.

He’s tired,
Dad says, almost as tired as Gramps was eight years ago when they
finally convinced him to hand the farm over to Simon. Gramps adored
the property but was too old and too rickety to work it properly.
Gee, what a nice problem to have! I recall feeling so sorry for him
once. Old? Urgh! That’ll never happen to me! And I guess I
was right.

Grandpa May
was installed in a stinky nursing home after that, and again, I
recall smug sympathy when it happened. Now I’d settle for a
urine-scented common room at Autumn Lodge any day.

Along the way,
for whatever reason, Dad took possession of one of Gramps’s guns.
Not the old rifle he used to shoot stray kangaroos and the odd
cattle dog who took a fancy to the fowl. This was a rare vintage
pistol, a collector’s item, more likely to have been pointed at
someone’s head by a feisty bushranger than a farmer living in the
bush. Or at least that’s what Dad told me when I stumbled upon it
about six months ago. He was just standing there in his office,
holding it in one palm as though weighing it up, considering his
options. Freaked the fudge out of me.

Was he going
to kill himself?

“No,” he said,
chortling like the idea was hilarious. “Just reminiscing is all. My
dad got it off his dad, and God knows where he got it from. It’s a
beauty, hey?” He stroked the glossy wooden butt, fingered the
silver inlay. “I think I might hang it up. This has good memories
for me.”

A gun
has good memories? That’s like choking up at the sight of a
dentist’s drill. That’s when Dad told me about his love for the
bush and his desire to go back one day and blah de blah de snore.
He’s leaving his run a bit late. He might be in terrific shape for
his age, but he’s not that far off Autumn Lodge himself. Not that
he’d ever agree to that dive. I think he’d take the pistol to his
own head if we ever so much as glanced at an application form.

But the point
is, I knew about the gun, so who else did?

My brothers, I
guess. It’s the kind of thing men share with their sons, right? But
I can’t really see them turning it on me. We had our issues
but…

As for my
mates? Other than Una’s little visit tonight—I will get to that, it
may have some bearing—I don’t recall any of them spending any time
in my dad’s study, and I certainly never told them about the
pistol, but I guess I must have. Or maybe—and here’s a whopping
clue for you Miss Marples out there—maybe I took it to scare the
guests into clearing out, and I don’t know, someone spotted me and
scared the life out of me instead. Literally, right. You got that
metaphor?

I told you I
was good at English. I might have written a book if I’d lived long
enough. Of course no silly little murder mysteries for me. I
would’ve written something more useful than that, a How-To book,
perhaps, one bursting with handy information and facts. Or at least
the old me would have done that. The new me would have struggled to
get off the couch.

But I wanted
to be useful once. I wanted to do incredible things with my life
other than endless admin and digital filing and fetching
flat-whites for frantic clients. Now my only use will be as click
bait for online news sites. The very thought makes me sad.

Anyway, back
to the gun. The more I think about it, the more it blows the case
wide open (again with the puns!). The damn thing was hanging on the
office wall, for goodness’ sake. Anyone could have stumbled into
the study, plucked it from its perch and wreaked mayhem on my
brain.

Maybe I caught
them by surprise and it went off by accident? Maybe they did it
deliberately, luring me in with that text?

You remember
that text I got, right? If only my memory was as sharp, I’d recall
exactly what it said. If only my limbs still worked, I could reach
down and pluck my iPhone from the pocket of my jumpsuit and tap on
the square marked Messages. Maybe the answer rests inside a
cartoonish green speech bubble.

I wonder if I
can zoom in now and take a closer look. I’m still trying to
determine how this whole death thing works. It’s all a little
random, to be honest. I can see through gabled tiles and
plasterboard, but for some exasperating reason I cannot see through
a flimsy cotton jumpsuit. And it’s frustratingly inconsistent. I
can’t see through every wall now that I think about it. The
two ground-floor toilets are out of bounds to me—not such a bad
thing, I suppose—and the spare bedroom upstairs is one big black
splotch. I have no idea who’s in there or what’s going on. Maybe
that’s where the killer is lurking.

It makes you
wonder, right?

And if I
stretch my neck, I can only see as far as the end of the street.
I’m glancing outward now, and the farthest I can get is the
T-intersection just past the McGee’s house. After that, it all
starts to fade into oblivion. I wonder if someone’s smashed out the
street lighting—


“Pssst!”

I glance up
and back towards the tunnel.

Oh dear, the
creepy dead people are getting more persistent. One woman is waving
at me like a windsock. She has something in her hands, but I can’t
focus on that. All I can see are the purple shadows under her eyes,
the blue tinge on her lips, and oh dear, is that drool trickling
down her cheek?

“Go away!” I
say irritably. “Just leave me alone.”

I’ve seen the
movies. I know what they want, but it’s not my job to settle old
scores or impart soppy messages to their freaked-out loved
ones.

“I’m busy!” I
yell back, then glance downwards just as someone calls out “Hey, is
it time for speeches?”

Goodie, I
think. Let’s see what the living have got to say for
themselves.

 


I notice that
most of the remaining guests are now in the pool or straddled along
the sides, and there are at least four or five people lolling on
the Balinese-style daybed that sits under the nearby pergola, so
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