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PREFACE
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People are often deeply moved by what they witness. In my observations, the events unfolding in the present moment seem to flow past as if nothing had existed before them and without a second thought about what might come next. Yet, it is an undeniable truth that every occurrence inevitably springs from a chain of preceding beginnings, each leading to distinct outcomes. Though often unnoticed, these truths become all the more compelling once their nature is understood; this realization has compelled me to write this book out of necessity rather than mere choice.

Champion is a heart-touching tale of drama and heroism that chronicles the life of a young man who faced a relentless struggle throughout his existence. He lived his days always ready for challenges, striving to bring joy to those around him, while repeatedly postponing his own dreams in order to help others realize theirs. Just as every event is preceded by another, Champion transcends the realm of boxing matches; it embodies the very essence of what it means to be a champion, brought vividly to life. I am confident that you will find this journey—from its origins in Kastamonu to its culmination in Los Angeles—absorbing and breathless in its unfolding narrative.

In writing this book, I wish to express my deepest gratitude to my beloved family, whose unwavering support made this work possible. Without their understanding and assistance, this book could never have been written.

Munis KALEMDAR   16.12.2022/İstanbul
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World Heavyweight Championship Match / Los Angeles
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"My legs won't obey me. Am I still standing, or am I down on the floor? Who are all these people cheering for? I feel nothing. I feel absolutely nothing. Yet, somehow, it feels as though I have finally found peace."

These were the final words he whispered to himself, in his heart, as his eyes closed. He had finally found the peace he had been searching for. The arena was packed to the brim; spectators cheered with fervor and chanted their slogans. Everyone that night had found what they sought. One could tell from the faces of the onlookers how satisfied they were. Truth be told, both boxers had given their all this evening. Regardless of whom each spectator in the hall supported, everyone was content with the outcome. Countless fighters may strive for glory, but there is always only one champion. This was exactly what transpired that night. Of the two warriors who had fought against each other, only one would be remembered as the victor and crowned champion.

Before uttering his final words, Salih glanced around with eyes searching for meaning; he could not recall which hand the referee had raised in triumph. As the arena roared with its full fervor, Salih closed his large eyes one last time. In that instant, time seemed to slow down; the crowd hushed their celebrations, and breaths were held in forgotten silence. All gazes converged upon Salih's closing eyelids. And just then, he collapsed onto the ring where moments before he had fought with the ferocity of a lion, using his entire being. The sound of his fall hitting the canvas silenced the entire hall. People who had just been intoxicated by the thrill of the match now watched in stunned disbelief as Salih crumpled to the ground.

The medical team rushed onto the ring immediately. Salih's consciousness had faded; his heartbeats were slowing to a near stop. Worse still, blood was streaming from his nose. The poison was taking its effect. As one of the medics began performing chest compressions, Asım could no longer hold himself back and lunged forward: "What is happening? Why are you doing CPR? Why did he faint now? Salih, my Salih, open your eyes! I beg you, open your eyes!"

Asım's frantic struggles went unanswered. In the front rows, watching Salih with bated breath, Sevim was on the verge of collapsing. Already, her heart had been breaking at every blow her son received throughout the match; now, witnessing him crumble to the floor before all eyes, she felt that same agony consume her entire being. Shouting and pleading, she rushed desperately toward her child. By the time she neared the ring, Salih was already being loaded onto 

a stretcher. The sight of this caused her vision to blur; Sevim fainted instantly.

Moreover, Handan, who had also come to the arena to watch Salih, could no longer hold back her tears. She hadn't come here to see him in such a state; she had cherished countless dreams of what would happen once the match concluded. Yusuf and Reyhan were trying to calm her down, but they too were far from well themselves; neither wanted to lose Salih. While the crowd cheered and applauded as he entered the hall, Salih was now being carried out on a stretcher in a state of unconsciousness. Like his heart, his breath had come to a standstill. He needed to be rushed immediately into an ambulance and taken to the emergency room. Asım boarded the ambulance alongside him, reciting every prayer he knew for Salih's sake.

The journey to the hospital would take at least half an hour. His frail body, already pushed to its limit by the poison coursing through it, could endure no longer. He took his final breath from his mouth, foaming at the lips. Before they could even reach the hospital gates, the warrior's heart ceased beating entirely.

For years, he had been searching for peace. It seemed all his efforts were merely preparations for a day like this. As the end drew near, he left the ring of life forever, finally attaining his wish. Not a single tear could help him now; instead, a smile played on his lips, much like the joy on a child's face upon receiving a gift on the morning of a festival.
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"You have to let go. Yes, you must let go right now. If you don't know where to stop, it may be too late later on." While dismantling his opponent, Salih still felt a pang of sorrow for him, for the fact that his rival continued to fight back was not in any way beneficial for the opponent's future. Salih would never stop until his opponent conceded defeat; life experiences had taught him not to show mercy. He knew with certainty that once he began to pity his adversary, the situation would shift against him. Therefore, his opponent needed to understand how to lose when facing Salih. Every match carried its own unique challenge. Salih never viewed any fight as an easy one, nor did he ever step into the ring with fear. His unwavering self-confidence was reflected in his demeanor.

He lived a life much like other children until the age of eight. After that, his world turned upside down when he lost both his parents in a car accident; perhaps it was only then that his real life began. For a while, his aunt took care of little Salih. However, even she, already raising three children of her own, did not have the means to take on another child. There was also an uncle—just one aunt and one uncle in all. Yet by the time Salih was eight years old, he no longer fit comfortably into his uncle’s home either. Surrounded by a lack of parental love, he had begun to act aggressively toward those around him. Feeling unwanted, his tiny heart started turning cold toward his relatives. In the end, unable to care for him even for a full year, they sent little Salih to an orphanage. No one ever stroked his head or showed him affection.

No one ever told him he would grow up to become a great man, and no one nurtured his hopes or let him dream. At the age of nine, Salih found himself in an orphanage. There, he discovered many friends like himself—children who had been abandoned by their parents or left destitute, just as he had been. The lack of love was chilling Salih's heart toward people, but it wasn't hatred; after all, while his family was alive, he had loved his aunt and uncle dearly. His brother-in-law worked as a laborer in a factory, while his aunt did not work outside the home. They could barely support themselves and their three children on his modest wages alone. Taking care of Salih placed too great a burden on them. Furthermore, his aunt grew envious of him, feeling that he deserved a room of his own, unlike her three daughters. However, their house was simply not large enough to accommodate such a luxury.

Every evening, his uncle and aunt would sigh over the same worry: "What will become of this child? We cannot care for him forever." At night, when it was time to sleep, Salih would climb into bed and turn his back on them. Yet, even though they thought he had fallen asleep, he remained wide awake. He remembered overhearing their conversation from the age of eight. They say a person is truly known only when they are in need; for Salih, there was no time too early or too late to understand this truth—it was exactly the right moment. One night, a decision was finally made: "Tomorrow, we will take him back to his uncle's. This situation cannot continue." They had cared for Salih for only three months in total.

"It is fine," Salih thought to himself. "They looked after me for three months. For three months they gave me bread, a warm meal, and a bed where I could sleep. Three months..."

Since there was no spare room, Salih slept in the living area. Consequently, every conversation held within the household reached his ears; indeed, those living under that roof made no effort to keep their voices down or hide what they were saying. They spoke loudly and freely. Yet, for a person forced to remain where they are not wanted, knowing it is an unbearable burden. Salih knew he was unwanted, yet he had nowhere else to go. While carrying the heavy sorrow of his parents within him, he also had to find a way to survive in this world.

The next day arrived. His aunt took Salih to his uncle's house once more. For a time, the uncle did look after him. However, the uncle already had a son and a daughter of his own. This time, it was his wife (the aunt) who refused to accept him. "Am I supposed to have to care for someone else's child?" she would ask her husband every evening. After all, there was no blood tie between them; why should she feel obligated to take in her husband's nephew just because he was married? In her own way, she felt justified. "We are already struggling to get by," she argued. "How can we possibly manage to care for this child as well?"

Everyone was struggling to make a living. Perhaps, in their own way, they were right. But Salih was only eight years old; he did not know how to distinguish between what was right and what was wrong. He knew only one thing: that he was eight years old.

There was nothing left of his parents; not even a single possession remained behind. His father had been a laborer in the same factory, and his mother was a homemaker. They owned an old car, barely enough to stretch their meager means, but they were happy. At least once a year, they would drive back to their village to find joy there. The tragic accident happened during one of those summer trips. As they ventured down the road to their village in their humble, aging car, it suddenly surrendered its control on a steep downhill slope. Everything that gains speed must know how to stop, but Salih's car had forgotten this essential lesson. Its brakes failed, and it hurtled down the incline with terrifying velocity. They came to a halt only after colliding head-on with an oncoming truck. The force of the impact claimed the lives of Salih's mother and father, who sat in the front seat. In that instant, they left this world behind, entrusting their son to a fate of utter loneliness.

Salih, seated at the back of the vehicle, could not comprehend what had just happened. Miraculously, he emerged from the crash unscathed, bearing even no scars. Yet, he felt no joy in his survival. No matter how hard he tried, he could not bring himself to celebrate. He loved his family with a depth that was overwhelming; they were his only child, his cherished treasure. Despite being saved from death, he could not rejoice. When he looked at the lifeless bodies of his parents, he struck their cheeks with his small hands, crying out, "Come on, wake up! Wake up now!" His tears flowed endlessly. Even for an eight-year-old boy, those tears seemed to grow larger, swelling with a sorrow too heavy for his years to bear.

The uncle was finding it increasingly difficult to withstand his wife's persistent pressure. Compared to his brother-in-law, the uncle was somewhat more affectionate and certainly more compassionate. However, he had become deeply agitated by the growing disruption of domestic peace within their home. Following the tragedy, they had sold their car for scrap metal and liquidated many household belongings to gather funds. This money was then divided between the aunt and uncle with the intention of covering Salih's care costs.

Yet, his wife insisted on her stance: "I cannot manage this child; he is too difficult. Besides, we have already spent all the inheritance left by his family. Why should my children share their livelihood with him? We have our own children to raise and provide for. Our primary duty is to look after our own offspring," she repeated endlessly. The aunt herself was equally unwilling to take Salih in again.

The uncle, however, pleaded, "What are we going to do? Should this child simply be left abandoned on the streets?"

Salih had long grown accustomed to sleeping in the living room, so it was no surprise that he once again took his place there when staying at his uncle's house. They had cleared a space for him, but as soon as he turned his back and closed his eyes, hoping to escape into sleep, he could still hear every whispered word spoken around him. He knew clearly now that he was unwanted. His small body simply did not fit within the confines of these large adults' homes. By the age of eight, Salih had already grown weary of life itself.

One day, his aunt's wife finally declared, "Let us send him to an orphanage. We cannot care for him; the state must do so." Inside, Salih wept silently every single night. First, he mourned the loss of his family, and then he felt the crushing weight of being unloved. Being unwanted was far heavier than simply not being loved. To feel like a burden was an immense load to carry on one's shoulders. His heart began to harden against humanity.

When the uncle finally voiced the idea of sending Salih to an orphanage, his wife agreed immediately. She believed that he would be better cared for there; whether she was right or wrong remained uncertain, but the only undeniable truth was that Salih was still just eight years old. However, even the uncle could withstand the pressure for no more than five months. By the time Salih turned nine, just a few weeks later, he found himself once again placed within the walls of an orphanage.

The harsh years spent in the orphanage had left their mark, etching themselves into the aches of his knuckles. Though he felt the impact from his opponent all the way to his very bones, his towering pride refused to let him yield. Salih was accustomed to such situations; after all, those facing him often unleashed every ounce of power they possessed in an attempt to break him. And this sport was precisely that kind of battle. For some, it was merely a job; for others, it was an ideal worth fighting for with their very souls. Yet, Salih did not know why he engaged in this struggle. It was simply all he knew how to do, and so he continued to do it.

Against an opponent who refused to yield, Salih had only two options: knock him down three times within the same round or brutalize him until he lost consciousness, forcing the referee to intervene with a technical knockout for his victory. The second path was far more ruthless. While dropping an opponent three times in one round was no easy feat, Salih generally preferred the latter approach—or else he would wait for the perfect moment to land a single, bone-crushing punch that ended the fight instantly. This time, the outcome remained unchanged.  

First, Salih stepped back slightly, creating space. He wanted to see if his battered opponent could still mount any resistance. As the rival threw desperate punches with his last remaining strength, Salih adopted the stance of a predator: guard up, eyes locked on the target, waiting for the fatal opening. Finally, it came. After three or four wild swings that missed their mark, the opponent dropped his arms in exhaustion. In that instant, Salih lunged forward, extending his arms to deliver the decisive blow.

Salih was fast. He had learned speed while fleeing danger. To him, running away wasn't something to be ashamed of; it was simply a matter of survival. One could not always overcome evil through sheer combat—sometimes, avoiding harm altogether was the wiser course. This had been his reality throughout his years in the orphanage. He had lived there in constant fear. At just nine years old, when he entered the orphanage, he became a target for harassment by the older boys, those twelve or fifteen years of age who would pounce on him without cause. Salih disliked trouble, yet it proved to be his most loyal companion, never leaving his side. Speed was not an option but a necessity, for there was no room for slowness in life; the sluggish were left behind, crushed underfoot. He had mastered speed to outpace those who thought themselves superior. Now, he moved faster even than the fastest of them. Naturally, his opponent could not comprehend what Salih felt at that very moment. All he wanted now was to unleash all his pent-up rage upon his rival. He surged forward, unleashing a torrent of fury directly onto his opponent's face. No spirit could withstand such brutality. The referee didn't even need to intervene. Salih had pinned his adversary to the canvas once more, adding yet another victory to his relentless streak.

To an outside observer, this might have looked like an easy fight. Yet, no match is truly easy for any fighter—not just for Salih; it is a universal truth that every boxer carries a story behind them before they even step into the ring. When the final bell rang and the contest ended, Salih extended his hand to help his opponent up from the canvas. In that moment, memories flooded back: the older children in the orphanage who had once reached out their hands to him. Among the treasures he kept since those days was a keychain passed down from his family—a trinket he still guarded as if it were his own eye. It was a simple wooden keychain adorned with rose motifs, originally used by his mother for their home door. Every night before sleep, Salih would slip it from beneath his pillow, kiss it, inhale its familiar scent, and tuck it back under the pillow to rest upon until dawn. But one night, he saw it in the hands of the other children. "Give that to me," he pleaded, however innocently. The older boys paid no heed to his request; instead, they found amusement in throwing the keychain back and forth between them, watching Salih's desperate, futile struggles as he chased after it across the room.

He was begging, Salih pleading with them: "Please, give it back to me." Finally, someone picked up the keychain and handed it toward him.  

"Thank you," Salih said, reaching out his hand. But he realized too late how impatiently he had spoken—the boy snatched his hand away and tossed the keychain through the open window to the outside world.  

Salih struggled hard not to cry. He had already lost his family and was never adopted by any of his relatives anyway. This keychain was the only memory he kept from them, the sole relic they had left him. What could these children possibly have against it? Did people simply have to be cruel? Well, the keychain was now outside anyway, so he thought better of dwelling on it.  

He stepped out through the door and began searching for his keychain on the ground. He found it quickly, but as soon as he bent down to pick it up, a boy behind him kicked him hard from behind—sending Salih sprawling onto the floor once again. The daytime rain had left muddy puddles behind, and before he knew it, that unexpected kick landed him right in the middle of a thick mud puddle.

And then, he could no longer hold back his tears. Clutching the keychain tightly in one hand, he listened as a voice among them sneered: "Did you like what you did? Why are you beating up such a tiny child?" The speaker addressed Salih as though he had never been part of those who mocked him just moments before, and as if he himself were not once a small child too.  

"Don't be sad, Salih," the voice continued softly. "Come on, give me your hand."  

Salih hesitated for a moment before extending his arm toward the approaching figure. The child grasped it firmly. But just as Salih was about to rise, he was shoved and knocked back down again. Laughter erupted all around them—mocking, cruel. "You're so naive," they jeered in unison.  

Those people had been wicked that day, but not today. Today, Salih was different. He had chosen never to become like them. Instead of responding with hatred, he firmly grasped his opponent's hands and helped him up from the ground. He embraced the boy and patted his back gently. "Good match," he said sincerely. "Congratulations."  

Indeed, it had been a good match. This was Salih's seventh consecutive victory.

He was only a step away from challenging for the regional championship. For months, Salih had been preparing to challenge Sami Akyüz, the reigning Karadeniz (Black Sea Region) champion. The national championships were structured by region; the country's seven geographical zones each produced their own distinct champions. The title of "National Champion" was reserved for the winner who rose above these regional titles.

To earn the coveted "Champion Above Regions" title, a fighter first had to secure the championship within their own region. Only then could they defeat the champions of other regions and challenge the current holder of the national crown to claim victory. Indeed, it was an arduous journey that one must undertake to attain the status of National Champion by earning the "Champion Above Regions" title.

For now, Salih's target was clear: Sami Akyüz, the Karadeniz Regional Champion from Samsun. At 21 years old, Sami was an undefeated champion with a stellar record in his eight career matches—six of which ended in knockout and two decided by points.

Salih's coach and father, Asım—who had raised him—repeatedly sent match requests to Sami Akyüz's team on his behalf. This time, however, he chose to send a letter. In it, he wrote:

"We have been sending you our request for a fight for months now, yet you continue to ignore us without response. There is no boxer in our region better than Salih; his most recent victory by knockout has already proven this beyond doubt. If you truly are a champion, then face this challenge like a man. But if it is fear that holds you back, know that the belt you wear does not belong to a coward."

-Asım KARADOĞAN”

This time, Asım had never been more serious. Winning the regional championship was for him not merely a goal in itself, but the very first step toward his ultimate objective. He harbored immense hope in Salih. It was exactly eight years ago that he had first found Salih weeping in a corner, his face and mouth covered in blood. During those years, Salih was being battered by other children who were older and larger than him; through this suffering, he learned firsthand the crushing weight of loneliness and powerlessness.

Asım always searched for promising new faces to train. Yet, this quest was not one that could be easily concluded or brought to fruition. The reason was simple: what Asım sought was not just a boxer. In essence, he was looking for a champion who would realize his dreams. To find such a person, he roamed far and wide. He visited prisons as well as neighborhoods completely unknown to him on that particular day, fate had led him to the orphanage where Salih resided. Approaching the boy, Asım asked, "What's wrong, young man? Why are you in such a state?"

Salih now approached anyone asking him what was wrong with a sense of prejudice and suspicion. Since his arrival at this orphanage, he had seen no kindness from a single soul. The hardships inflicted first by his relatives and then by the institution itself had fostered deep-seated distrust toward people within Salih's heart. Consequently, it had been a long time since he last felt inclined to open up about his well-being or share his troubles with anyone.

However, Asım was patient. He was not the type of man who demanded an immediate answer after posing a question. Even when speaking to a child before him, he treated them with seriousness, striving to understand them as one would an adult peer. There was no need for Salih to be a psychologist to grasp the depth of his despair; all it took was a single look from Asım.

"A small, frail child," he thought to himself, "too weak and lacking the self-confidence even to speak his mind." Worse still, as long as Salih remained silent, the boy was beginning to look more like a hopeless case in Asım's eyes. Asım looked deep into Salih's gaze for a long while.

"Understood then," Asım said, "your tongue has been swallowed and you cannot speak. But if you are weak, you must either become stronger or learn to stay away from strong people." To Salih, however, these words held no value whatsoever. He did not see himself as weak, nor did he believe that others were truly stronger than him. In his eyes, they were nothing more than a group of bullies—people with hearts full of malice who merely believed themselves to be powerful. That was all they were.

Moreover, being strong must mean something different entirely. At that moment, his gaze fixed on Salih. What did it feel like to be truly strong? Had he ever experienced such a sensation before? "Strength," the word echoed in his mind. But what exactly was strength?

Something Asım hadn't noticed until that very moment suddenly struck him: a small object clutched tightly in the little boy's hand. Reaching out to get a closer look, he was met with an immediate reaction. Salih pulled his hands back fiercely toward himself and shouted, "Stay away!"

"Are you protecting this thing, my child? What is it? Please tell me."

"I told you to stay away," the boy retorted.

"So, is that why you took so many beatings?" Asım pressed gently.

"No beating at all," Salih replied firmly. "They tried to take something of mine—an heirloom from my family—but they failed. They couldn't get what they wanted from me. This keychain belongs to me and always will belong to me. I didn't lose it; on the contrary, I succeeded in keeping it safe."

"That's a unique perspective, my child; I must admit, I'm quite moved." Asım paused, observing the boy's worn appearance. "You still look somewhat battered, though. This keychain must hold great meaning for you."

"Yes," Salih replied, his voice firm despite his exhaustion, "it holds immense significance."

"I can understand that," Asım nodded. "Listen closely; I've grown quite curious about your story. I will return to speak with you later. Until then, please stay away from any trouble, alright?"

Salih shook his head aimlessly. The futile yet determined effort of a small child to protect a simple keychain had deeply moved Asım. Moreover, he realized his earlier mistake: judging the boy as lacking self-esteem merely because his face was covered in blood. This child possessed something special; he felt it instinctively.

With that conviction, Asım walked straight to the dormitory director's office. The director, Mr. Zeki, was an old friend of his. Furthermore, Zeki knew about Asım and his wife, Sevim, who had no children of their own.

"How are you, Asım? Any new news?"

"No, Zeki, you know the situation as well as I do. I still haven't found the champion I'm looking for."

Asım's search for a champion was common knowledge among everyone in that circle.

"You were once a great boxer yourself, and you could have had a brilliant career," Zeki said, his voice tinged with regret. "I wish you had never stepped into that disastrous match. Although, to be fair, you were very close to winning it; in fact, the victory was yours for the taking. It was just terrible luck that your opponent landed a punch in the ninth round that caused irreversible brain damage."

"Ah! Every time I recall that moment, a sharp pain still lingers in my head," Asım said, touching his temple. "That right cross to my left temple is what ended my boxing career. But this isn't the end of everything, my friend; you know that better than anyone. I am a coach now. Besides, I haven't completely let go of boxing yet, and I certainly haven't abandoned my dreams. Someday, I will become a champion."

Zeki looked at him in astonishment. "But wait," he asked, his voice filled with confusion, "weren't you already retired? How can you possibly become a champion now?"

Asım took a deep breath, his eyes fixed on a distant point in the horizon. "One day," he said, "I want to make that dream come true through a young person I train. Listen carefully, my friend: I will raise a champion—a great one—and when he wins, I win too. In that moment, I too will become a champion. Do you understand me now?"

"I understand," Zeki replied softly. "I only hope you find that champion someday."

"By the way," Asım continued, shifting his gaze, "a child in the garden caught my attention today. I want to know his story from you."

"Which child are you talking about?" Zeki asked.

"He was a frail, underdeveloped child, barely ten or twelve years old. I found him huddled in a corner, looking thoroughly battered and worn out. He didn't seem to get along well with the other children in the home. However, what struck me most was his quiet endurance through all the bullying; he bore it all just for the sake of a small keychain clutched tightly in his tiny hands. This keychain must hold immense value for him. I tried to engage him in conversation, but he appeared to have little interest in speaking with others. He shared very little with me. To be honest, I was deeply curious about his story. "

"If you saw him holding that keychain, it is undoubtedly Salih. That keychain likely belongs to him; it may well be the last remnant of his family he has left. Yes, his relationships with the other children are not particularly good either. He lost his parents in a car accident when he was eight years old. With no relatives willing or able to take him in, he was brought here at the age of nine. Despite this, he is actually a very good child who shows no inclination to harm anyone. However, he is somewhat withdrawn. Perhaps that is why he has struggled to make friends within this home; he often prefers not to express himself. Now twelve years old, he remains quiet and reserved, still unwilling to speak much with others. Is there anything else you would like to know? "

"No, that's all for now, thank you. I'll come by again later, Zeki. I need to get going. Take care of yourself. "

"I'll be waiting for you anytime, Asım. Always. "

Asım was eager to head home at once. If his wife, Sevim, agreed, he intended to adopt Salih. He had already grown quite fond of the boy. In fact, they had been hoping to adopt a child from the orphanage for quite some time now. At twelve years old, Salih was harmless, deeply rooted in family values, and despite being frail and slight, a genuinely endearing child.

He arrived home shortly after and rang the doorbell. His wife, Sevim, opened the door wearing a kitchen apron.

"Welcome, my dear," she said.

"And to you as well, my love. What are you up to? It smells wonderful in here."

"Oh, nothing special. Just the usual things I do; there's no need to make a fuss over it."

This was their routine: even though Asım always kept his keys on him, he would still ring the bell, and Sevim would greet him with a warm smile every single time. In their home filled with happiness, there was only one thing missing—the sound of a child's chatter.

Asım knew he had visited the orphanage today. After they settled in, she asked him, "How was your day?"

"I told you, I went to the orphanage today," Asım replied.

"Yes, so what happened?" she asked, her eyes filled with a mix of curiosity and
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