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      I wrote the Spyglass for a workshop. I wanted a character who wasn’t normally represented in fiction and I wanted him to be a hero.

      Albert was a favorite of everyone in the workshop and I hope he’ll become one of yours too. I’d love to write something else about him but I’ve never been certain what to write. Albert isn’t someone who goes out to find trouble.

      Enjoy his moment of heroism.
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      The man was shirtless and running quickly across the field. He held something gray in his arms. Albert couldn’t make out what it was even with the spyglass. A sheep baa-ed from down the hill which made him think the man was carrying a sheep. Of course it was a sheep. The familiar refrain of “stupid…stupid…stupid,” ran through his mind. He’d heard it enough.

      Albert fingered his spyglass. It was his most priceless treasure. The Captain of their ship, the Maru, had given it to him three days out of port. They’d been heading for Easter Island, which Albert thought was going to be and island full of bunnies. Sadly, it was anything but. There were sheep, which he thought was sort of Easter-ish and a lot of rocks, which were not. Albert had been many places but this was the strangest. He was thankful for his spyglass, which he fingered again.

      He’d gotten it because he’d been bored on the ship, always asking questions of the captain. The captain was keeping an eye out for Germans, that spring of 1914, because you never knew what those folks might do and he couldn’t have Albert distracting him. So he’d given him the spyglass and set him to work. Albert had looked long and hard for Germans, but he’d not seen a single one, at least not that he knew of.

      Of course, now they were more worried than ever about Germans. It’s why he was standing on the hill, using his spyglass and not at work moving things. He’d already moved what he could into the holes that they were digging to hide information Mrs. Richmond didn’t want falling into the hands of the Germans. Although why they would want information about the island was beyond him. There were rocks, rocks that looked like heads, caves, and sheep. There were a few people to, but Albert didn’t understand a lot of what they said.

      Stupid…stupid…stupid…he should understand but they talked so quickly and their words were funny. Sometimes people laughed at him because he didn’t understand. Albert hated that. He turned back to his spyglass, but paused, listening.

      Albert heard the shovels packing down dirt behind him. This was the final layer, where they were hiding their information. It took a bit more skill and coordination than he had to cover the buried items. Albert would have helped but they’d told him not to when he’d accidentally hit George, one of the other workers, with his shovel. Now George and the others worked a few feet behind him and Albert kept a look out for Germans, or anything interesting, from his hillside.

      He sniffed the air. The wind had shifted and the faint scent of sheep shit reached his nose. He rubbed it. He went back to the spyglass. The man was still running, keeping down low as if he didn’t want to be seen. Albert kept a close eye on him, figuring if he didn’t want to be seen he must be doing something bad. Then the man was just gone. Albert pulled his eye from the spyglass and shook it, looking down the hill again but the man was nowhere. Now there were just the rock heads that Mrs. Richmond called the Ahus and the sheep.

      Albert looked behind him, bored now. He wouldn’t have been bored if he’d only ever been watching the sheep, but the man had intrigued him. People didn’t think he noticed unusual things. It was just that it took him longer to process the new information.

      “I think that’s good,” he heard George say. Albert couldn’t fathom why anyone would care about the rock heads or the people here. The island was as barren as anything he’d ever seen. There were almost no trees and the beaches held rocks when you least expected it. Even the sheep had to walk carefully because of rocks buried so close to the surface.

      Albert had been to a lot of places. His older brother Edward worked for Mr. Richmond and his cousin Anne worked for Mrs. Richmond. Albert was always given the odd jobs that Edward could find for him. On their travels the Richmonds often found things for him to do, carrying trunks that no one else could lift or loading up boxes and crates of odd items they’d found.

      Easter Island was the furthest Albert had been. There were all sorts of people who spoke with words Albert didn’t understand. They gave everything names that were hard to pronounce, so Albert made up his own.

      They stayed at Matavari or the camp on Ranu Raraku. Albert had a hard time with the names, so he talked about camp for Ranu Raraku and home for Matavari. They’d be staying at camp that evening. It was further from the shore and Mrs. Richmond didn’t trust the Germans who were just off the shores of the little city of Hanga Roa.

      It occurred to Albert that perhaps that was why the farmers thought some of the brown people were dangerous. Maybe they were working with the Germans. He shook his head, thinking he would ask Edward later on. He needed to ask about why the Germans were dangerous. He might have been told and just forgotten.

      “Albert!” The voice had the modulated tones of Mr. Richmond so Albert quickly folded the spy glass and hurried over.

      “Yes, sir,” Albert said. He stood up as straight as he could, although he was aware that his spine wasn’t quite as straight as that of Edward. He’d been punished for it as a child, but now everyone just seemed to accept that he was a bit curved as well as slow.

      “I need you to move the trunks back into the camp. Make it look like work even if they aren’t very heavy. If there are Germans watching I want them to think we’re just moving our stuff rather than burying it.” Richmond moved away without bothering to see how Albert did.

      Albert lifted the trunks. He didn’t grunt like he usually did and wondered if he should have. The trunks were light, unlike what he usually had to lift. If the Germans were watching had he put on a good show? Of course, if they were watching, wouldn’t they have seen them burying stuff? That would be a problem for Mr. Richmond to deal with.

      Albert’s mind wandered to the man with the sheep. How had he disappeared? He’d been running and then he was gone. He’d been lighter haired than most of the people on the island too. There were the farmers in Mataveri who had bushy dark hair and spoke Spanish too quickly for Albert to understand. He knew a few words, having been taught by Edward, but not nearly enough understand what they were saying.

      The school master was patient with him, pointing things out and saying words in English and Spanish. Albert liked him for that, not that they spent much time together.

      Then there were the natives who appeared thinner, less clothed, and had silkier hair. Albert wished they were closer to the village so he could listen to them talk. They spoke Spanish like most everyone else, but their voices were more musical. However, the natives didn’t leave the village and he’d learned that it was forbidden for them to do so. It didn’t occur to him that they had less freedom than the sheep who grazed wherever they wanted.

      The afternoon passed, the sun rising higher in the sky, although clouds were coming in. The day began to smell like rain with the air getting close, squeezing Albert’s chest, making it hard to move and breathe. He felt sweat trickling from his brow. Everyone at camp moved things around slowly, rearranging themselves over the areas they had buried Mrs. Richmond’s notes.

      Mrs. Richmond was in Matavari, but she would be back the next day. She was complaining about the Germans to the school master, the Chilean representative on Easter Island. Albert hoped that her request would not irritate the nice man or maybe even cause him to get fired. That happened sometimes when people like the Richmonds complained. Edward had told Albert that over and over again, so he was certain it was true.

      As night began to fall, they settled into familiar camp rhythms in the unfamiliar set up. Albert was free after he ate his evening meal with the other servants.

      “I saw a man disappear carrying a sheep today,” he told his brother, still fascinated by the earlier incident.

      “How did he do that?” Edward asked.

      A few of the others around the makeshift table looked at him expectantly.

      “I don’t know,” Albert said. “He was there with the sheep and then he was gone.”

      “You probably took your eyes off of him,” Anne said.

      “No. I was watching,” Albert insisted.

      No one corrected him but no one defended him. They changed topics. Albert was mildly annoyed that no one else shared his curiosity about the disappearing man.

      After dinner he walked down the path that would take him to the place he had seen the man running. He walked for about fifteen minutes. Now and then sheep appeared from behind a low mound or rock and looked up at him startled. Other times he was startled when a sheep burst from behind a rock, running from him as if he were hunting them. It was strange because nothing hunted sheep on Easter Island, except the farmers. That was the whole point. The island was safe.

      Well, safe for sheep. Mrs. Richmond worried about the natives and unrest. She worried about the Germans off the coast. She worried about just about everything, certain that people were out to get her data. Albert didn’t see why anyone else would care.

      Albert’s foot slipped out from under him and he slid down to the ground. He expected to land on his butt but instead he kept sliding, swallowed by the earth. He landed hard upon reaching the floor of a cave. He dusted himself off. His head almost reached the top of the cave when he stood. The angle of the land was such that he could easily get out. It was dark down there with the sun mostly gone and the stars not yet shining. Grass and low plants had covered the opening but Albert had broken through that camouflage.

      Albert looked around him. It smelled of old sweat and something rotted. He looked down at the ground, which felt soft under his feet, like it had rained in the cave. Putting his finger down into the damp dirt, he brought it back. It smelled like a dead sheep. The Richmonds had permission to take a few sheep for their meals and Albert was the one who had to move the carcasses after they’d been butchered.

      He wished he could see better. To his right he felt something soft, like wool. He pulled his hand back, scrambling quickly up the side of the cave. Perhaps the earth had eaten the man and his sheep. Albert made sure to leave before it hungered again and got him. He tried wiping the dirt from his pants but got little reward. He was almost back at the camp before the rains started and he had to run to the tent.

      That night, he tossed and turned trying to get the image of a mouth swallowing the man and his sheep from his mind but his dreams wouldn’t let him. He ran through the island, chasing one of the native women, trying to warn her. Large jaws raised up from the earth and chomped on the woman’s leg and she screamed. Then he was chasing the man with the sheep. The man threw himself into the jaws with the animal as if offering a sacrifice. Albert kept running hoping it was enough, but when it was his turn, the jaws were still opened, gobbling him up into darkness.

      In the morning Albert was more tired than usual. He ate his breakfast with the others but said little. He wasn’t even paying attention until he heard his name mentioned.

      “Maybe it was Albert’s disappearing sheep man,” Anne said. Albert perked up at that.

      “The farmers are upset about more than one sheep,” Jarvis replied. He was the head of staff. In a household, he’d have been the butler, but there was little for a butler to do in the wilds so his job included such duties as keeping track of the Richmond’s schedule and making sure food was ordered for Cook.

      Albert was listening now. Maybe the man had disappeared more than once or maybe there were men all over the island disappearing.

      “Well, they’re definitely taking it out on the Rapanui,” Edward said. Albert knew his brother liked using words like Rapanui instead calling them natives like most of the others. Edward always corrected Albert when he called the Ahus rock heads but it didn’t stop Albert from using the term, at least when Edward wasn’t around.

      “I heard that they’ve taken four of the natives in for questioning,” Mrs. Poole said. She was Mrs. Richmond’s personal maid and liked being in the know.

      “From what I’ve heard the natives aren’t likely to be very helpful,” Jarvis said. “They’ve been threatening the company men for some time and poaching sheep since the very beginning.”

      Edward took a breath as if to say something but then he let it out.

      “The man who took the sheep wasn’t a native,” Albert said.

      All eyes turned to him.

      “Then who was he?” Jarvis asked.

      “He had lighter hair. Even lighter than Mrs. Richmond.”

      “Well that would mean he wasn’t a native,” Edward said in agreement. Mrs. Richmond’s hair was brown streaked with gray. Both colors were much lighter than the midnight black of the Rapanui.

      “Perhaps you didn’t see correctly. Perhaps the wool of the sheep made it look like the hair was lighter,” Anne suggested.

      “No.” Albert was very firm in his answer.

      “There’s no one like that on the island. Well, maybe Robert Kanes, but he wouldn’t steel sheep.” Anne was quite proud of herself for bringing up her friend.

      Kanes was one of the sailors on the Maru. Mostly the sailors stayed to themselves and the Richmond staff stayed to themselves, but Anne had made a particular friendship with Kanes. Albert wasn’t quite sure he liked the man. He certainly wasn’t as nice as the captain, who had given him the spyglass.

      “No,” Jarvis said slowly, rubbing his chin. Albert saw his brother Edward give Jarvis a long look that Albert didn’t understand.

      The afternoon was spent moving trunks and crates for Mr. Richmond. He was taking their ship, the Maru, to Chile to talk with officials about the German ships sitting off the coast. Down toward the dock area, Albert heard people speaking something other than the usual Spanish. He turned to look and they were light haired. They all wore uniforms. While they carried guns, no one was pointing them at anyone. Still, they were keeping a close eye on everything Albert loaded aboard the boat that would take it out to the Maru, where the sailors would move it to the larger ship.

      Albert shook his head. Perhaps one of those soldiers had gotten hungry and taken the sheep. He didn’t know. He still wanted to know how they had disappeared. Maybe these men were magic or had gotten magic from the natives?

      He didn’t have time to go walking that evening. There was much discussion on the tides and whether the Germans would try and prevent the Maru from leaving Easter Island. Mrs. Richmond and most of the staff would stay on the island. She would continue her work, at least in a limited way, after Mr. Richmond left.

      Albert slept better that night, the scare of falling into an open maw having lessened through the day. He didn’t dream. The rustle of the wind against the tent didn’t wake him. Carrying heavy things and a good meal had sent him to a deep sleep that took Edward some time to wake him from in the morning.

      Mr. Richmond had gotten off with the tide. The Germans had made no move to stop him nor had the natives. Given that the Chileans had detained three more of the natives, there was some concern that they might have tried to stop the ship as well. One never knew. Everyone said the tensions were high but Albert often looked up to try and see what a tension was, but he could never find it.

      Several of the staff left with Mrs. Richmond to do more work counting the Ahus not far from the camp. She had her sketch book and notes to work on. That left Albert at loose ends. Around Matavari, he’d have talked to the school master or one of the children. He liked kids and they didn’t seem to mind that he didn’t know Spanish. Here, he didn’t have much to do.

      He settled himself on one of the rocks that jutted from the hillside and settled in, using his spyglass. He saw a lot of sheep picking their way around the grasses, eating. He couldn’t see the German ships which were off the other side of the island. He wished they’d stayed in Mataveri where he could have watched them. Maybe someone else would disappear and help him figure out how the man did it.

      Albert got up and walked. He walked down around the hill and back towards their camp, which was down lower. Then he turned towards the inner part of the island, following the track he’d made when he’d found the cave, or maybe the mouth of a monster. You could never be sure.

      He passed a few large rock heads, laying on their sides. He didn’t even notice them, really, but it occurred to him to wonder if they were there to keep the island monster at bay. They were large rock heads so perhaps they kept the island monster from eating people. Or maybe the large maw belonged to one of the rock heads and it was still alive, eating people?

      Albert felt himself tremble at the thought. If that was the case, he’d have to tell Mrs. Richmond. Well, first he’d have to tell Edward, who would probably go to the Richmonds. If he were to do that, he needed to investigate.

      Albert walked more slowly as he came to the place where he’d been swallowed. He saw the opening. He got closer, watching his steps. He saw where he’d scrambled out. There weren’t any sheep nearby. It appeared they avoided this place. They probably didn’t want to get eaten alive either.

      Albert moved back and threw a rock at the opening. Nothing happened. He reached around and found a larger rock. That wasn’t hard. There were so many on the island. This one had a good heft in his large hand. He tossed it inside.

      He heard a voice that time. He couldn’t make out the words. Then something moved in the mouth. The light haired man appeared from the maw.

      He spoke quickly in a language Albert didn’t understand. Perhaps he’d awakened one of the spirits of the rock heads? He backed up.

      The man kept talking to him. It sounded like he was asking him questions.

      Albert shook his head. The light haired man came towards him, pushing him down. Albert saw he had a knife. He pushed the knife away from him, not wanting to get cut. The other man was smaller, as most men were smaller than Albert, but the other man was stronger and faster than Albert. It wasn’t that Albert didn’t move fast when he needed to, but it took time for him to understand that he needed to move.

      The knife glinted in the sunlight, nearly blinding Albert. He fell onto his back, avoiding it. The man jumped on him and tried to bring the knife down towards Albert’s chest, but Albert’s hand held the man’s arm away. The knife came down, but missed him by several inches and embedded itself in the dirt, although not before ripping through the fabric of his shirt. The light haired man grunted. He leaned back on his knees. He smelled of blood and dirt and faintly of fear.

      Albert scrambled backwards, as much as he could. He had no wish to hurt the man. He just wanted to know more about him.

      He heard someone yell something in Spanish. It sounded like stop, which was one of the words Edward had taught him. Albert stopped. The other man looked to the right where four men were galloping on small brown horses across the fields.

      The dark haired men leaped from the horses and grabbed the lighter haired man and pulled his arms behind him. They asked him questions in rapid fire Spanish. One turned to Albert and asked him questions.

      Another man shook his head saying something that sounded like “idiot” in Spanish. Albert knew they were discussing him. The youngest of the four men who had surrounded them got back on his horse and rode towards the camp. In what seemed like no time, Edward returned, riding behind the young man.

      “What happened?” Edward asked Albert. Albert was still sitting on the ground. He was filthy and his shirt had ripped, which he knew Edward would be unhappy about.

      “I think he ripped my shirt,” Albert said, hanging his head.

      “I’m not worried about that,” Edward assured him.

      “I wanted to see where he’d disappeared. I found this mouth the other night and it tried to eat me,” Albert explained.

      Edward frowned, looking around. The foliage around the cave opening remained disturbed and he easily spotted the dark shadow of the cave. He realized that that had seemed like a mouth to Albert. Edward nodded at him.

      “I wanted to see it again. If it was one of the rock heads that was still alive, I wanted to tell Mrs. Richmond.”

      Edward gave a slight smile. “That was good of you.” He didn’t even correct Albert’s use of the term rock head.

      “I didn’t want to get eaten so I threw a rock in there. The first time nothing happened. Then this man came out. He said stuff to me but I didn’t understand. Then he attacked me with a knife. That’s when my shirt got ripped.”

      Edward nodded and patted Albert on his shoulder. He spoke in Spanish, slower than the Chileans, but still fluent enough tell Albert’s story about the attack. The Chileans spoke to the light haired man who shook his head. He didn’t speak Spanish either.

      They led the man away while Albert watched.

      “What did he do?” Albert asked.

      “He sounds German,” Edward said. “So I expect he was trying to spy on the Richmonds. He must not have been able to get back to his ship and needed to eat. Or something. I’m sure Mrs. Richmond will find out what’s happening.”

      Albert followed Edward back to the camp. He kept his head down, embarrassed at his ripped shirt.

      “Put on your other shirt. I’ll have Anne mend this one this evening.”

      “I’m sorry,” Albert said. He couldn’t even look at Edward. He knew clothing cost money and ruining clothing here on this island was worse even than if he’d done it somewhere else because supplies were so limited.

      “It’s okay,” Edward said. “I think Mrs. Richmond will be happy to know you routed out a spy.”

      “Did I?” Albert looked up hopefully.

      “That’s what it looks like,” Edward assured him.

      Two days later, after much talking with the Chileans and a trip down to Mataveri for almost the whole day, Mrs. Richmond asked Edward to bring Albert to her table. Mrs. Richmond had a large tent in the camp, with a long table in front of it, although not as long as the one for the servants. This was table was nicer, with smooth wood, and had come in pieces from their mainland home.

      “Albert,” Mrs Richmond said.

      “Mrs. Richmond.” Albert gave a bob as if he were bowing. He started to sweat. He hoped she couldn’t smell the slightly sour smell that suddenly came from his body.

      “I’d like to thank you for finding that man.”

      “Yes ma’am,” Albert said.

      “He was German as we’ve supposed. He was doing his own mapping of the island as well as doing his best to spy on us. He’d gotten turned around following us and hadn’t quite figured out where his ship was anchored. The others weren’t able to find him while staying out of our sights.”

      Albert didn’t looked at her but kept nodding his head.

      “I’m sure the Rapanui are pleased as the Chileans have decided he’s to blame for many of the losses of sheep. Their men are no longer being harassed over the poaching. At least for now.”

      Albert nodded again, although that was beyond his understanding and concern.

      “You did a good thing,” Mrs. Richmond said. “Edward even told me how brave you were, thinking you had found one of the Ahus still alive. It was very smart of you to think of using the rock to keep from getting eaten.”

      Albert brightened and he smiled.

      “I also heard you had ripped your shirt in service to me and I’ve put a new one on the supply list for you. Anne had your measurements so it should fit.”

      “Thank you ma’am,” Albert said smiling. He was relieved. He’d been a little embarrassed that the rip was so prominent in front. Everyone would know he’d not been careful.

      “No Albert, thank you. When he returns, I’ll be thanking Captain Lawrence for giving you that spyglass as well. After all, if he hadn’t given you that gift, you wouldn’t have seen the man spying on us.”

      Albert smiled again, hoping Captain Lawrence would get something nice for his consideration as well.

      Mrs. Richmond gave him a nod and Albert turned to leave. Clearly there was nothing for him to lift or move that day, even if he did feel up to moving one of the rock heads all on his own.
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      I was asked to fill in for a crime bundle at the last minute. I wasn’t sure I could do it because while I love crime stories and am always trying to write mysteries, I’m most comfortable with fantasy fiction.

      However, I came to love this particular narrator and her story. She’s a new take on an old trope but I thought she was a lot of fun and she even got her own novel out of it, although that is yet to be published.
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      Night vision goggles have their drawbacks. You don’t see colors like you do when the lights are on. There’s that low light sort of greenish tinge to everything as you walk through darkness. Which is why I prefer to do my reconnaissance in the daylight, if possible. Housekeepers, even live in housekeepers, often go to the store for groceries. And really, housekeepers are a luxury not everyone can afford.

      Fortunately for me, this guy couldn’t afford a housekeeper and he worked outside the house. No night vision goggles required. The house might have looked better wearing them.

      Standing just inside the sliding doors, it didn’t look like he could afford much of anything, beyond the semi-fancy neighborhood. While his house was largish, larger than even two people really needed, every home on the block looked pretty much the same. He did have the good taste to back onto a green space.

      Great resale value there.

      Great for people like me who break and enter.

      He had an alarm. So what?

      I can break an alarm and do it quickly enough that nothing hits the alarm company. Worst case, I leave.

      Worst case, after leaving I come back the next day and try it again. Pretty soon the alarm company starts thinking there’s a problem and they get slower and slower to answer. It takes me a bit more time to do what I need to do but time is something I have plenty of.

      This house was a cakewalk when it came to the alarm, which was situated in the kitchen near the garage door. The garage, when I looked out, was two cars with a little push out. Not enough to be three cars, but enough that you could cram about half a car’s worth of shit into the space. And yeah, this guy had.

      There were boxes of stuff piled up, some labeled “Christmas” and “Lanie – Old”. Things like that. Beside it all was a bicycle and then a low weight bench that the spiders apparently liked to use. I promised to avoid all spiders in that house. Clearly they worked out.

      No cars, of course, but an oil spot in the center where one parked. He hadn’t found someone new, not yet.

      This guy was not my ex. Don’t even go there. I shudder. No, his ex was in the morgue. I’d found her file, read it. How many broken bones she’d had in her life, how many emergency room visits, how many secrets.

      I’d looked up her life on Facebook, read through the good bye messages, followed the friend’s comments back to their timelines where they might have bitched that they knew he would be the death of her.

      And so here I was.

      Because I wanted to see who he was.

      Pretty ordinary house. The patio was red brick, not covered. A small, older barbecue that had cobwebs all over it and a
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redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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