
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
A Nice Boy — thirty-two award-winning stories
from the Stringybark Short Story Award

 


Edited by

David Vernon

 


Selected by

Ruth Ellison, Margie Perkins, Jamie Todling
and David Vernon

 


Published by Stringybark Publishing

PO Box 464, Hall, ACT 2618, Australia

http://www.stringybarkstories.net

 


Smashwords edition first published 2017

Copyright: This revised collection, David Vernon,
2018

Copyright: Individual stories, the authors,
various.

 


Some of these stories are works of fiction but based
on real people and real events. Unless otherwise made clear (and we
are sure you can figure it out), those mentioned in these stories
are fictional characters and do not relate to anyone living or
dead.

 


Smashwords Edition, License
Notes

This e-book is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This e-book may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of the
editor, judges and the author of these stories.

 


 


Contents

 


Introduction

The Weekend
Warrior — Kym Iliff-Reynolds

The Piano —Vickie
Walker

The Way Light Bends
— Eleanor Kirk

As the Dust Settled —
Deanne Seigle-Buyat

Storm Clouds — Linda
Brandon

Croissants on
Sunday — Sallie Ramsay

Please, Can I Stay a
Child? — Kerri Turner

Masterchef — Carolyn
Hine

Boy, Girl, Boy,
Girl and Me — Michael Wilkinson

Buried — Colleen
Kerr

The Boy in the Beanie
— Margaret Brennan

Hillgrove
Postbox — Juliet Staveley

Nothing
Before, Only After — Kelly Matsuura

A Nice Boy — Pauline
Sorensen

Nerve Endings —
Deanne Seigle-Buyat

Oscar Levitz and
the Human Tower of Tarragona — Greg Bartlett

Letter to My
Yesterday — Karyn Sepulveda

Frankie’s
Place — Holly Bruce

The Moment — Margot
Ogilvie

Butterfly Tears —
Pamela Jeffs

Freedom of
Thought — Alyce Caswell

Bennelong Point —
Bob Wright

Remembering Cara
— Alison Thompson

The Haul — Marisa
Saltis

Prelude to
Carrion — George Lancaster

Monologue
from Manus — Meg Main

The Brush — Rebecca
Handler

A Night to Remember —
Helen Rogan

Gun Down a Granny — Jan
Bruce

The
Transformation of Mrs Keets — Gabrielle Gardner

Of Creatures and
Cans — Ruth Macaulay

The Mad Bomber of
Green Island — Ray Penny

The
Stringybark Short Story Award 2016

About the
Judges

Acknowledgements

Other titles by
David Vernon at Smashwords.com

 



Introduction

— David Vernon

 


This is the
twenty-eighth anthology of award-winning short stories from
Stringybark Stories. It contains the highly commended and prize-winning stories
from the Stringybark Short Story Award 2016.

The Short
Story Award 2016 was an open-themed competition and so you will
find a highly eclectic collection of entertaining tales ranging in
settings from outback Australia to the inner city; and in subject
matter from male sex workers to cooking shows. Most genrés are
represented here — romance, horror, speculative fiction, bush
tales, historical fiction, humour and fantasy. One of the many
delights of the annual open award is that the judges never know
what they are going to read next. From a field of over 215 entries
the judges selected these thirty-two stories as deserving
publication.

I am sure that
you will enjoy these stories as much as the judges enjoyed
selecting them for you.

 


 


 


David Vernon

Judge and Editor

“Stringybark Stories”

 


 


The Weekend
Warrior

— Kym
Iliff-Reynolds

 


Thick red
Northern Territory mud coated Barry’s shins and arms up to his
elbows. Every time he slapped a mosquito he left another muddy
handprint. Mud — streaking his face, coating his clothes — had
swallowed one of his sneakers; sand itched in his underpants and
his bare back burned with insect bites. His beloved Cruiser was
resting her axles on the shoulder of the dirt road, the left-hand
wheels bogged to the wheel-arches. And Sharon had filmed it
all.

He slumped onto
an uncomfortable rock. He didn’t want to spend the night on the
side of the road but it was dusk and they were stuck. The insects
were getting louder, more bitey, and Sharon was filming those
bloody magnetic termite mounds again: Apparently mounds of red
insect mud looked spectacular in the fiery glow of sunset, framed
by a thunderstorm clawing over the horizon.

Wet Season had
begun. The wilderness of red dirt was an expanse of mud, though
swimming holes and waterfalls beckoned. His ’84 Toyota Land Cruiser
had handled the corrugated track with ease, enjoying the challenge
of the red-dirt road into Litchfield National Park. Sharon planned
a romantic long-weekend of bushwalks and waterfalls. He wanted to
conquer the rugged bushland — with camping gear, food, extra water
and fuel, shovel, axe and mosquito netting all loaded into his
unbreakable Land Cruiser, he was prepared to dominate the Northern
Territory outback.

Then, some four
hours ago, he’d begun to discover the real Australian bush.

 


“Bloody hell,
Barry, the car’s full of dust!”

He’d eased the
4WD to the side of the road, careful not to stray from the prepared
surface. Dust rose around the 4WD like a red spectre as he’d
stalked to the back of the car. The slap-slap of Sharon’s thongs
preceded her small shorts and hot pink tank top, permed blonde hair
frosted with red dust, face obscured by a brand new video
camera.

“I thought you
shut the back doors.”

Midday heat,
humidity and his wife pressed in on him.

“Corrugations
have snapped the latch.” He’d tried the door handle, an occy-strap
would hold it closed.

Sharon narrated
while she filmed their dusty esky and camping gear: “Luckily our
luggage didn’t fall out. But, as you can see, everything’s covered
in dust!”

Planting a
Dunlop Volley on the towball, Barry leaned in across their
dust-covered load, retrieving his emergency kit. Sharon continued
to record his backside, sheathed in dark blue Stubbies.

“MacGyver would
use an occy-strap.”

He instantly
regretted recording the new television show MacGyver for
her. An avid fan, she enjoyed the fantasy of a knight in shining
armour whose rescues involved duct tape and chewing gum.

“Of course he
would.”

Climbing
through the driver’s door and over the back seat, he’d mounted the
gritty luggage pile. Stretching to the back doors he weaved the
occy-strap around the broken handle and lashed it to the other,
securing the doors. Brushing dust off the interior back window he
gestured to her to get in.

Settling into
his seat, he’d brushed at the itchy layer of sand coating his skin.
Settling into the passenger seat, Sharon was smiling. He knew his
Stubbies-clad arse would be the subject of much ribbing when she
hosted their neighbours for the video-night of their trip. They
returned to the corrugated dirt road and Sharon consulted the map
on her lap.

“Ahead is a
famous cluster of magnetic termite mounds. They’ll look great on
camera.”

“They’re
predicting rain. We need to make camp first.”

“We’re driving
right past them.”

“They’ll still
be there tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow you
won’t want to double-back.”

“Okay, I’ll
slow down. Have your camera ready.”

As they
approached a swollen creek crossing he’d paused, assessing the
water flowing swiftly through the concreted dip in the road.

“Can this
bucket make it through that?”

He’d clenched
his jaw but muttered, “I’m gonna check the creek bottom for
rocks.”

“Wait. The
Cruiser will look great driving through the water,” she’d suggested
brightly. “Film me while I drive.”

Uneasy, he’d
looked at the creek, the camera, then her. Perhaps it would make
their home movie more interesting.

Thunder rumbled
distantly.

“Okay, but ease
into the water and drive steadily.”

He’d carried
his sneakers and the camera through knee-high cool water then stood
barefoot on the red dirt. He pressed record, gave Sharon thumbs-up
and was utterly dismayed when he heard her rev the diesel engine.
She crested the small rise and careened into the crossing. Water
engulfed his 4WD. Watching with horror, he heard squeals of delight
from his saturated wife — she’d left the windows open.

“Don’t turn the
engine off!” Annoyed, he was unaware he’d begun filming dirt at his
feet.

“Did you get it
all, Barry?” she’d cried, cutting the engine and leaping from the
driver’s seat. Snatching the camera she aimed its unblinking eye at
him.

“Dammit, woman!
Ploughing through the bloody water got the air-intake wet. It may
not start until it dries out.” He’d turned the key. Nothing. He
heaved the bonnet open. “Give it ten minutes.”

Unperturbed,
Sharon had knelt, positioning the camera so the 4WD was seemingly
encircled by distant black thunderclouds, then stood, zooming in on
the wet steaming engine. When Barry’s rough-skinned palm suddenly
engulfed the lens, she lowered the camera slowly.

“Okay. Ten
minutes.”

Steam continued
to rise from the engine. He’d tried banging it with his canvas
sneaker to let off his own steam, and so Sharon thought he was
productive while she sweltered inside the airless car.

An hour later,
he and his cloud of flies found a sweaty Sharon reading take-away
menus from the glove box. She’d ignored him as he climbed in.
Turning the key, the diesel engine rocked to life.

“It’s three
o’clock. Now we set up camp before the mosquitoes come out.”

“The termite
mounds are on the way.” Her thin lips had barely moved. It wasn’t
just the heat that was stubborn as hell.

Twenty minutes
later, storm clouds almost overhead, he’d slowed as promised when
she pointed out the cluster of termite mounds. The camera captured
untidy pinnacles of dried mud and vegetation, twice the height of
the Cruiser.

“Closer, this
zoom isn’t great.”

“It’s Wet
Season, I’m not gonna leave the road.” But easing the 4WD closer to
the shoulder, he’d felt it lurch, slide helplessly to the left.
“Bugger!”

He’d fought the
steering wheel, panicked, floored the accelerator. Engine roaring,
the tyres slipped and spun, spraying mud. He tried again but the
splat-splat-splat of mud was demoralizing, his efforts sinking them
deeper.

Sharon had
continued filming even as they scrambled from the car through the
driver’s door. They stood on the road, the air humid and still,
surveying the stricken Cruiser. Flies arrived in a swarm, feasting
on sticky skin.

“We’re
literally bogged to the axles. And just there —” Sharon narrated,
pausing to zoom “— are the termite mounds.”

 


Barry’s arse
was numb. He climbed off the uncomfortable rock. No amount of
waiting would dry out the mud. Stalking to the back of the Cruiser,
he began tossing luggage onto the road to reduce the vehicle’s
weight when a pall of red dust announced an approaching vehicle,
the first sign of traffic all day.

Barry groaned.
Bogged, covered in mud, he’d been given a thrashing by the outback
— the last thing he wanted right now was pity. He watched grimly as
a Park Ranger angled his ute in front of the Cruiser, his winch a
beautiful thing.

“Mate,” said
the Ranger, accepting Barry’s mud-caked handshake. Wordlessly, the
Ranger connected his winch to the Cruiser, switched on the motor
and dragged the 4WD from the sucking mud. Humiliated, Barry roughly
re-packed their gear and followed the Ranger to Florence Falls
Campground.

The Ranger,
leaning against his ute, crossed leathery brown arms and stared at
the heaving storm directly above, an eerie mass.

“Surprised to
find you two out here.”

Barry
straightened, frowning, capping the jerry can of water he’d used to
wash his hands and face.

“Budget cuts.
Parks are closed during the Wet. You’re lucky I came late to lock
up the bins.”

Chirping
crickets fell silent. Bird calls hushed. The atmosphere thickened.
Sharon, untangling their tent by torch-light, stilled.

“You gotta
leave in the morning.”

Tired and
hungry, caked with mud, itchy and disgraced, Barry barked,
“What?”

“Litchfield is
closed.”

“Barry...”

Thunder
snarled.

“Not now,
Sharon.” He jammed his fists into his Stubbies’ pockets.

“I can’t find
the mallet for the tent pegs. MacGyver once used a lump of wood as
a hammer. Any chance you packed a lump of wood?”

The storm
clouds erupted. The Wet Season downpour fell in great opaque,
drenching torrents, obscuring his view of Sharon, his Cruiser and
the Park Ranger. The dirt at his feet morphed into mud, clothing
clutched his skin and rain water sluiced down his back, streaming
into his underpants.

He’d dominated
nothing. He was Litchfield’s bitch.

 


 


Kym
Iliff-Reynolds lives near Canberra with her husband and their
three young children. She writes whenever she can, usually after
the children are in bed, and has her most creative ideas whilst
driving — and is without pen and paper. She’s quite chuffed every
time she sees her work in print: Thank you, Stringybark.

 


 


The Piano

— Vickie Walker

 


I was five the first time I saw Grandpa’s
piano. When visiting the station he managed, I noticed a large
object in the garage, shrouded in white, covered in bright paint
splashes, caught under the fall of sparkling light from high
windows. It seemed a
mystical being with wheels. I asked Dad what it was; he said,
“Grandpa’s piano.” Drawn towards it, Dad warned me, “Don’t
touch.”

I didn’t forget that Being, the elusive
piano. I tried sneaking looks whenever we visited. I never knew
Grandma; she died the year I was born. We holidayed with Grandpa
twice a year to keep an eye on him. It was my chance to see what
was under that cover. Dad always caught me.

When I was nine Grandpa came to live with
us, he’d hurt his leg and couldn’t work the station anymore. I came
home from school – the Being was in our garage, hidden under its
splattered cover. Right under my nose.

Temptation. Mum was out, Grandpa snoozing in
his chair. I snuck in, tried to lift the heavy cloth. Above the
small wheel I’d seen earlier was a carved wooden leg, shaped like
the vase Mum kept her roses in. Kneeling, I ran my hand over the
wood, feeling indents in the carvings, seeing a scroll. Engrossed,
I didn’t hear Grandpa come in. He coughed. I leapt up. He said
nothing, just stood there looking sad.

“Sorry Grandpa. I know I shouldn’t touch it.”
Silently, he pulled the cloth off.

The wood was polished dark, shining through
layers of dust; my eyes devoured two legs with the same vase-like
scrolls. There were metal pedals, straight sides ending in a
rectangular box; the vase pattern repeated either side of the box
front, a centre design etched in the wood. There was a lid, a brass
lock.

“Oh!” Despite its shabbiness the Being was
beautiful. “What is it?” I asked.

Grandpa rested his hand on the lid. “It’s a
Hapsburg Beale upright piano.”

“Can you play?”

“Not anymore.” He seemed to drift away, his
tall frame sagging as if under a heavy weight.

“Grandpa, you okay?”

“I can’t play this piano, Jem, it’s old
now.” He picked up the cloth.

I didn’t want the covers back on, not now I’d
seen this beautiful piano. “Can you fix it? I’ll help. We can do
it.” I was excited, eager for Grandpa to agree.

The wrinkled hands dropped the cloth. He
stared at me for ages. I hopped up and down, eyes glued to the
piano. Slowly he answered me. “Maybe it’s time. You know, this was
Grandma’s piano. It’s a shame you never met her, you and she are so
alike.”

“How’s that Grandpa? Is my hair the same
colour? Do I talk like her? But I’m a boy!”

Grandpa laughed. I was pleased about that,
before he was sad. “No indeed, it’s your zest for life, your
enthusiasm for new things. Betsy would want me to fix the piano
with you. Maybe I’ll teach you to play.”

“Ohhhh!” I was speechless.

Being school holidays we began work the next
day.

“The case is dusty, needs polish but it’s in
good order,” Grandpa muttered as he moved the piano out from the
wall. “Couple of chips at the base.” I followed him, keen to hear.
“Pedals are good, responsive. Grandma was fussy over the pedals.”
His hands pressed the metal.

“Do you miss her?” I’m blunt, as nine year
olds are.

“Yes, Jem, every day.” He looked up at
me.

“You don’t cry.”

“I haven’t since she died; there are no
tears.” His long fingers lift the lid. I see a long row of white
boards with some black ones. Sadness is forgotten. I tap one and
sound comes out. It’s wonderful. I tap more.

“Hold your horses young man! Let’s check the
keys.” He runs his fingers over the black and white ivories. I hear
notes of beauty, of refreshing crispness, Grandpa isn’t happy. “The
tuning’s terrible! That’s a big job.”

“What’s tuning? How’s that done?” I bug him
with questions.

He patiently explains it. “Tuning, your
Grandma said, adds life to your playing, it’s adjusting the tension
to certain sounds if you like.” I watch as he takes, from a
cupboard, a rolled leather pouch and opens the top of the
piano.

“Come, Jem, see what’s inside.” He points
pieces out, sorting the confused jumble of wires, felt and wood
into names like hammer rail, pin block and tuning pin. His fingers
turn, twist, probe, he cocks his head to one side, listens, he
turns his little lever, tightens, loosens a wire, listens again,
nods.

“What did Grandma play?” I want to hear a
story.

“All types of music but my Betsy really loved
classics like Beethoven or Mozart. If she’d been born in another
time or place, maybe she’d been famous, she was that talented.” He
taps keys, probes more.

“Why couldn’t she be famous? Didn’t you have
TV? Everyone goes on that and gets famous.”

Grandpa giggled. “No TV then. There was war
and no money, she was lucky to learn from the nuns at school. Then
she married me, we worked on farms. I bought her this piano one
good year, it was second-hand but she didn’t care. She played each
day, she taught me to play and your dad.”

“Dad? He never said.”

“He didn’t like playing, didn’t practice. A
restless boy, he liked his bike and horse better.”

“I’ve never heard a piano.”

“Ah! It’s God’s way of singing, wait until we
finish repairing her, then you’ll hear.”

It takes us several weeks to finish the
work, we’re in no rush. Sometimes we sit and chat. Sometimes
Grandpa shows me photos of Grandma. She was beautiful – curly black
hair, eyes that laughed. She and Grandpa looked smashing in their
wedding photo.

There’s only two weeks left of holidays, I
want them to last forever. Grandpa knows this. He says, “Let’s
leave the piano today, we’ll catch the train.” He takes me to a
concert in Sydney, a single piano on a stage in a hall. When the
man starts playing I’m transported to a magical land and only
return as the last notes fade.

We walk to the station. “Betsy and I came
to town once or twice a year to attend concerts. That’s where we
met an Italian named Luca, who taught me to tune and repair our
piano; he came to the farm for holidays. He loved Betsy’s
cooking.”

That night I heard Dad tell Mum I was doing
Grandpa good. He might deal with his grief now. What did they mean?
I thought I’d ask Grandpa but next day he said, “She’s ready for a
final polish.” My question was forgotten.

Carefully and lovingly he applied polish,
rubbing until I could see my face in the wood. We stood back,
admired her, the way the sun caught the indents in her legs, the
ivories Grandpa had refurbished.

“When Betsy died,” Grandpa said slowly. “It
broke my heart; I couldn’t stand to see this piano but couldn’t get
rid of it either. Now this piano is alive again.”

“Can you play now?” I asked.

Grandpa plays. I hear the waft of
butterflies, the weight of waterfalls, the softness of clouds.
Music enters me, fills, lifts and is part of me. A new world opens
up as I sit and listen.

Grandpa stops. I’m entranced.

“I think you’re ready too. Lessons begin
tomorrow, Jem.”

 


I love early morning, standing at the window,
wafts of steam rising from my coffee mug, savouring that first sip
of brew, seeing pink and grey galahs alighting in my garden, sounds
muted, the day not fully begun.

It’s an important day today. I learnt to
understand piano sounds. I learnt to tune, to play at Grandpa’s
instruction. It was instinctual; I knew the notes, where my fingers
should be. I found the urge to compose; it came from deep within
me.

Today I’ll play at the Sydney Opera House
for the first time. I am 25 years old, ‘a prodigious talent’ are
words bandied about, but to me, only one critic matters. It’s his
opinion I seek when I play.

 


Grandpa is there front row. I see his broad
smile, his discomfort as hands pull at the unaccustomed bowtie. He
sits beside Dad and Mum. He’s been at every concert I’ve played,
from my beginnings in the school hall to venues all over the
country.

I take to the stage, bow and address the
audience. “This is for you Grandpa. I wrote this in memory of
Grandma, who you taught me to know. It’s called Betsy’s Concerto. I
hope you consider I do her justice.”

As my fingers take their place on the keys, I
close my eyes, praying the notes will be perfect. When I open them,
I see Grandpa’s tears rolling down his face. The music takes over
and Grandma’s story begins.

 


 


Vickie Walker
writes short stories and poetry, many based on her love of
Australia. She’s been published in the Stringybark anthologies
– Between Heaven and Hell
(2011); Longing for Solitude
(2016); and Summer: An Anthology of
Award-Winning Short Stories (2014); Flourish (2015) and in Polestar Writers’ Journal (2016) among others – and
has received a number of awards in competitions. She’s published
online through:

https://open.abc.net.au/people

http://orangepost.com.au/travelling-with-rheumatoid-arthritis/

 


 


The Way Light
Bends

— Eleanor Kirk

 


And verily, a
day with your Lord is like a thousand years of what you reckon.

– Qur’an
22:47

 


Einstein said
time is relative, but Allah said it first. These are the kind of
thoughts that fill my head when Mâmân pulls me out of bed at six in
the morning for fajr prayers. We like to kid ourselves that
we are good Muslims, but it is really only when it suits us. Mâmân
kneels with her palms and forehead on the carpet and I copy her,
but while she is probably begging for forgiveness and strength, all
I can think of is how Einstein plagiarised his entire theory of
relativity off a verse in the Qur’an.

 


“We live in a
lucky country,” Mâmân reminds me over breakfast. “Democracy.
Freedom of speech and religious expression. Clean water, food on
the table. A roof over our heads.”

“A boy pulled
at my hijab yesterday on the bus.”

“They’d do
worse to you in Iran.”

 


In Physics we
look at the way light bends. My job is to hold up a small pocket
mirror. My friend Esther points a laser beam at it from different
angles, and Dr Kennedy marks the places on the wall that it hits
with chalk. We watch a video about a laser beam that makes its way
through a complicated maze just using mirrors, and Dr Kennedy tells
us that our assignment due next lesson is to recreate it. Esther
and I roll our eyes at each other. Dr Kennedy never considers the
giant inconvenience of her homework – the money, the energy, the
feasibility. When the bell rings, we pack our things and walk to
lunch together.

“I’m sick of
these excessive projects,” Esther laments, swinging her
backpack.

“Don’t do it
then.”

“I have to. My
dad would die if I failed Phys.”

“Well, I can’t
relate,” I respond, “Since my dad is already dead.”

Esther stops
short. We’ve been friends for three years, but she still gets
uncomfortable when I talk like this. I crack a smile, showing her
mercy with my teeth.

“Relax.”

 


Mâmân is on the
phone when I get home from school, so I heat myself up a plate of
rice and peanut sauce. She makes a face at me, lips sealed and
eyebrows raised, as I dig in. I poke my tongue out back at her. She
thinks I eat too much, but I don’t care. I’m growing, anyway. She
says I’ll never find a husband if I carry on this way, but I tell
her good, I don’t want one anyway. What’s the
point? They just take up space and then they die. Mâmân is the
only one who shares my humour. She will nod her head and roll her
eyes, and my, are their funerals expensive. Oy vey. Oy
vey, a very Jewish thing to say. Mâmân puts me in stitches.

When she hangs
up the phone she leans her elbows on the counter and scrutinises
me. I chew with my mouth open to annoy her, but she doesn’t
smile.

“What?”

“It’s your
mâdar-bozorg,” she says. “Your grandmother. She didn’t
receive the last envelope I sent her.”

Mâmân makes
money in cash from childcare and tutoring after work hours. She
teaches maths and physics to rich kids in the eastern suburbs, and
gets paid royally. Once a month, she takes her money to the
drycleaner around the corner to exchange it for rial, which she
puts in an envelope and posts to her mother, my mâmân-bozorg, in
Iran. Two weeks later, she calls her to make sure it has arrived.
It’s the only thing that keeps mâmân-bozorg going, ever since her
husband died eight months ago. It’s a lot of money. Mâmân-bozorg
uses it for security because she lives in Shiraz, and sometimes
there are protests in her county. Plus, she is unable to work or
drive, so she needs every cent she can get her hands on.

“Okay. So what?
Maybe it’s slow.”

Mâmân shakes
her head. “It’s the government.”

Everything is
always the government. The government killed my
father and took away our welfare. The government suspended
our passports. The government forced us to ramp up our home
security after an isolated terror threat last year prompted an
outlandish attack on Muslims everywhere, and kept me under house
arrest for a week. I know deep down Mâmân thinks the Australian
government is the absolute pits, but she would never dare say
anything about it because it would play exactly into their
narrative about our people. It boils my blood that some red-headed
xenophobe in the Senate can make my mâmân feel that way. Like she
has to justify herself and tiptoe around her own home. Like she is
the problem.

“There was a
lot of money in that envelope,” Mâmân whispers.

“How much?”

“Enough for her
to leave. To come here and live with us.”

Silence
swallows us up, and I see
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