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Stop, You're Killing Me!

¢

$an'ua Joﬁn granger

As a private eye | get a lot of screwhall
cases, but nothing to match my own; my wife and
kid trying to kill me — and neither aware of it!

T’S funny how a silly little habit

can save your life.

I got into the car that morning
and was thinking of nothing in
particular — except maybe the
cases I hoped to be getting
downtown in my one man private
dick oifice. We live at the top of
the city’s highest hill, my wife
and our son Sam, who's seventeen,
and myself. At least it’s the high-
est hill in the residential district
and the highest one I know of. So
out of habit I patted the brakes to
test them as the car began to roll
down the slight incline of the
driveway.

The brakes didn’t hold.

Had 1 started down Jackson
Hill, down the long half mile slope
which levels off at the busy inter-
section of MacArthur and Houston
Avenues, I'd have streaked through
the intersection out of control. I
don’t know what the odds for sur-
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vival are in such a circumstance,
but I'd hate to have to test them.

As it was, I shook my head in
surprise and pulled the handbrake,
bringing the Olds to a stop at the
fool of the driveway. I climbed
out and bent down to take a look
at the right front wheel. In a few
seconds I knew what the trouble
was. Brake fluid. There wasn’t
any. But that didn’t make sense
because I'd had the car — brakes
included — overhauled only last
week.

Which meant someone had
drained the brake fluid from the
Olds.

I checked the other front wheel
and it was the same. No brake
fluid. I sat there in the car for a
few minutes smoking a cigaret be-
fore I went into the house to call
the local service station and have
them tow the Olds in.

It was the third time in less than
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a month that someone had tried
to kill me.

That happens, of course, to pri-
vate detectives. It isn’t only in the
movies and the two-bit mystery
thrillers that it  happens. It hap-
pens in real life, too. I know be-
cause I've been in the business
twenty years. Go downtown some
time and look me up; Frank
Foley’s the name and you’ll find
me in the Ditmas Building on
Pear] Street. Sure it happens to
private eyes in real life. They're
on a hot case and someone wants
them off and because it’s known
bribes won’t do any good, vio-
lence, mayhem and murder are
tried.

But that didn’t fit the situation
in this case. There had been three
tries on my life. The jets of our gas
stove turned on while I was nap-
ping over a cup of coffee late of a
cold night in the kitchen, with door
and windows closed. The pulley of
our extension ladder failing to hold
while I was up painting the eaves
of the house. And now the drained
brake fluid.

I was on no important case. All
of my work at the moment was
routine. They say I am getting
old, but don’t you believe it. I've
got some good cases ahead of me
yet. They say I was able to get
away - with my shady tricks when

I was younger but that I'm slip-

ping and can’t get away with them
now. Don’t you believe it. In my
business you’ve always got to get
away with them. And when Frank
Foley is all washed wup, Frank
Foley will be the first one to know
it.

The situation in this case was
worse. The situation in this case
was strictly a family affair. All
the attempts at my life had been
made at home, either by my wife
Sue or our boy Sam. Sounds nuts,
because we're a pretty happy fam-
ily usually. But there it was.
Either Sue or Sam could have
snafu’d the pulley on the extension
ladder and either one of them
could bave turned on the gas jets
after I had dozed. As for the
drained brake fluid, Sue didn’t
know a spark plug from the car-
buretor air intake, but Sam was a
hot rod with his own beat-up jal-
opy and knew as much about cars
as anyone since old Henry Ford
himself.

went inside and sat down at the

kitchen table. Sam was still
lingering over his coffee before
heading over to the high school.
Sue was doing the dishes and hum-
ming. She turned around and said:

“S’matter dear, something wrong
with the car?”

“You better ask Sammy,” I sug-
gested.
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“Sammy? But why?”

“I don’t get it, pop,” Sammy
said still drinking his coffee.

The other two times I had said
nothing.  Accidents. You don’t
accuse your own wife and son of
trying to kill vou unless yvou're
sure. But the drained brake fluid
was no accident. I swept Sammy’s
coffee cup off the table with my
right hand and grabbed the front
of his shirt. Sue screamed with
surprise as I dragged Sammy to his
feet.

“You drained
fluid,” I said.

“I don’t know what you’re talk-
ing about, pop. What’s the matier
with you? You'll rip the shirt!”

“Lay off of him for crying out
loud, Frank,” Sue cried out.

“Lay off of him,” I said, repeat-
ing her words and imitating her
tone. This always exasperated Sue.
She put down her dish rag and
came over to me and hollered:

“Well, you haven’t said what’s
the matter.”

“T said he drained the brake
fluid out of the car. I could have
killed myself.”

“That’s ridiculous, Frank, and
you know it. Why would Sam do
a thing like that?”

“How should I know why he'd
do a thing like that?”

“Why don’t you let go of him?”

out the brake
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I did so and Sammy slumped
down into his chair. “How should
I know,” 1 went on, “why either
one of you would bolix up the ex-
tension ladder or turn on the gas
jets right here in the kitchen
while I was dozing?”

“What?” Sue gasped. “What did
you say?”

“You heard right, mom,” Sammy
said, staring at me as if I'd just
escaped from the twentieth century
equivalent of bedlam.

“Frank, vou’ve been working too
hard,” Sue said. “Why don’t you
take a vacation? We could go off
tO "

“Oh, to hell with a vacation,” 1
said, but I was simmering down.
They both looked so completely
innocent, it kind of stopped me.
Add to that fact that my family
had no reason in the world for
trying to kill me, and I was al-
most inclined to believe them.

. Except that you cowldn’t change
the facts. You couldn’t change
what had happened.

I turned around witkout say-
ing arything and headed for the
door. “Why don’t you drop in
on Doc Mundin on the way to
work?” Sue suggested.

I slammed the door and went out
to the wife’s car and got in and
drove downtown. All the way down,
you could have threaded a needle
with the line my lips made.
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HERE was one customer in
my waiting room when I
reached the office. I offered him
a curt nod and went by the inner
door. “Be  right with you.” I
mumbled. He didn’t respond. He
was a short, chunky man with
hips as wide as his shoulders and
a flabby, loose-jowled face but a
chest like a barrel. I gave him
a double take when he failed to
respond. I said, “Well, do you
want to see a private detective or
don’t you?”
“I want to see vou,” he said.
Somehow, I didn’t like the way
he said it, but let it ride. “Be
right with you,” I told him as I
unlocked the inner door and mov-
ed through the sanctum sanctor-
um, such as it it. I smoked a cig-
arette halfway down before I
pressed the buzzer to admit him.

He came in with the bouncy
stride to which chunky fat men
are prone. He looked straight at
me and smiled as if he had
known me for years. “I'm glad
to see you’re still alive, Mr. Fo-
ley,” he said.

I stood up. “Would you say
that again please?” I asked him.

“I'm glad to see you're still
alive.”

“Just what the hell is that sup-
posed to mean?”

“Well, let me see. By this time
your wife and son would have

tried three times to kill

That being the—”

I was around the desk before
he could finish. I grabbed him
much harder than I had grabbed
Sammy. Something—probably the

you.

lining of his jacket—ripped.
“You'd better explain that,” I
suggested.

“There’s hardly anything to ex-
plain. Your wife tried to kill you
by almost cutting through the
pulley rope of your extension lad-
der, but you got off with a
strained ankle. She tried to kill
again by leaving the gas jets on
one night in the kitchen, But you
awoke in time. Your son tried to
kill you this morning by draining
the brake fluid from your car.
There now. Does that bring us up
to date?”

I was so shocked I let go of
him. I sat down and lit another
cigarette with what remained of
the first. T watched him brush
himself off and settle himself in
the client chair.

“I can’t blame you for behav-
ing like that,” he said.

“What the devil have you been
doing, living in our mttic and
spying on me?”

“Dear me, no. But you see, I
know. I know all about you, Mr.
Foley. I have to know.”

“You have to?”

“Now that you have avoided
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death the first three times, I'm
going to hire you.”

“To hire me? What for?”

I must have sounded so amazed
that my visitor said: “You do
hire yourself out as a private de-
tective? Don’t you? That is your
function, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, but —?

“But how did I know? That’s a
long story. Too long and too in-
volved for you and probably you
wouldn’t believe it anyhow. Look,
Mr. Foley. I would like to hire
vou. I am an inventor. Your job
will be to protect me and my in-
vention against harm — for as
long as necessary. Perhaps the
rest of my life:”

“The rest of your life!”

“Oh, that isn’t very long. You
see, I die of a heart attack in
1959.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said.
“You mean, vour doctor told you
you only have three more years to
live?”

“My doctor?” the chunky fat
‘man said. “Dear me, no. My great
great great great grandchild told
me. And he, of course, knows.”

“Your great great great great
grandchild,” 1 said.

“Yes, of course. Naturally the
dear boy — if you can call a man
vour own age a boy —is very up-
set. He’s marooned here, vou see.”

“This — uh — great great great
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great grandson is your own age,
you say?”

“Perhaps a little older. I never
asked him.”

“But he won’t be born for a
hundred years!” I gasped. There
was a silence. Then 1 smiled at
my visitor. I had to smile. He was
pulling my leg. He did it the best,
the soberest way possible — but
he was pulling my leg. There
would be a place for him on TV,
I thought, and said so.

“But I'm not joking,” he in-
sisted. “Everything I told you is
true, Mr. Foley. Here is what I
want vou to do. For as long as
necessary, perhaps until my
death in 1959, I want you to pro-
tect me and my invention. I'll pay
you a hundred dollars a week for
as long as I live, plus expenses.”
A hundred and expenses was

more than T averaged, but I
didn’t say that. 1 said, “What do I
have to protect you against?”

“Why, didn't 1 say? My great
great —”

“Great great,” I said for him,
“grandson. Look, jack. You're
talking in riddles. Why don’t you
spit straight out whatever you
want to say? Your great great
great great grandson can’t possibly
want to harm you because, damn
it, he hasn’t been born yet. Which
leaves us where?”
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“Oh, but youre wrong. He
doesn’t want to harm me speci-
fically. He merely wants to stop
me from completing my inven-
tion. When he discovered I was
going to hire you to protect me he
decided to kill you as a warning
to me. He tried three times and
missed three times so I know
yvou’re pretty resourceful, Mr.
Foley. I'd feel that my invention
and I are safe in your hands.”

“First .you say my family’s try-
ing to kill me, then you say your
four times grandson. Well, which
is it?”

“Both. That is, my relative em-
ploys mental suggestion on your
relatives, using them as agents.
They have no reason to kill you,
do they?”

“No,” T admitted.

“There. Then obviously it must
be my — umm, four times grand-
son, as you say. Will you take the
job?” .

“I don’t know yet,” I said. “I'll
admit it, jack. I don’t know if
you’re crazy or I'm crazy.”

“Why does either one of us have
to be crazy? Can’t you simply
protect me and my invention and

”»

“What kind of invention is it?”
I asked.

“I thought you would get around
to that.”

“Well, what is it?”

“I had wanted to wait until it
was finished so I could show you.
One doesn’t simply talk about an
invention like mine and expect
to be believed.”

When T'm puzzled I become
arrogant. I guess you call it blus-
ter and often it can see you
through pretty rough spots. So
despite the offer of a hundred
dollars a week plus expenses I
said, “Either you tell me all
about it, or we forget you ever
came here. Understand?”

“I suppose so,” he admitted.
“Very well, then —”’

“Just a minute. You haven’t
even told me your name.”

“It’'s Haney. Angus W. Haney,
Mr. Foley.”

“Now what about the inven-
tion?”
“It’s almost finished,” Angus

W. Haney said. “At the moment
I can’t prove to you that it works,
Unless you believe my great great
great great grandson really is
what I say he is.”

“Whoever heard of a —”

“That is crucial, Mr. Foley.
Because if you believe he is what
I say he is, then you know my "in-
vention will be a success. You see,
what I am in the process of in-
venting is a time machipe.”

THAT was enough for one day
and T guess Angus W. Haney
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knew it was enough. He gave me
his card and told me to call him
and I said that I would. After he
had left, I got out the office bottle
— which that winter was bourbon
— and poured myself a good hard
slug which went down smoothly.
It’s a hoax, I kept telling myself, It
has to be a hoax.

But was it? I guess I wasn't en-
tirely convinced, because Angus
Haney had said that his four times
grandson was using my Sue and
Sammy — via mental suggestion
— to kill me. And that being the
case, I decided against going home
that night. What the hell, a guy
couldn’t take cghances, not in my
business. You learned to be careful
or else you left the business in a
kurry or they carried you out. So,
I'd wait and see.

I called up home and made
some kind of excuse, then took a
room downtown in the Hazel Arms
Hotel. I checked in, showered, and
went outside for a good meal
When I returned to the Hazel
Arms it was early so I killed some
time at the bar, then went out and
took in a movie.

At ten o’clock that evening I
went upstairs to turn in. Kind of
an early hour for a private eye, I
know, but I was bushed and I
guess I'm not as young as I used
to be. I shut the door behind me
and was about to turn on the
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light when a voice said:

“After you turn it on just walk
to the bed and sit down, please.
I'm holding a gun on you.”

I touched the light switch and
the room was bathed in light and
I saw him. He was a middle aged
fellow, but trim and well-preserved
with dark piercing eyes and hair
graying at the temples. He said, “I
suppose you know who I am.”

I sat down on the bed, shaking
my head. He was seated across the
room from me in a wing chair,
holding a .38 Banker’s Special very
steadily in his right hand, the muz-
zle pointing at me.

“No,” I said. “Who are you?”

“I am Angus Haney’s great great
great great grandson.”

By then I didn’t even blink, I
merely said, “Go on, I'm listen-
ing.”

“I tried to have you killed as a
warning to my relation, Mr. Foley.
You see, I don’t want to kill him.
T can’t predict what might happen
if T kill him. It’s never been done
before, killing an ancestor. I might
disrupt tthe whole family line. For
example, I might never -be born.
We couldn't possibly have that,
could we?”

“Not if you say we couldn’t.
What do you want, jack? To kill
me?”

“If T had wanted that T could
merely pull the trigger, couldn’t
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I?)’

“Yeah.”

“I’'m afraid trying to kill vou
was a mistake. Angus is determined
to go on with his invention any-
way. But if I can convince you
not to take his proposition, perhaps
I'll be able to destroy his time ma-
chine before he has time to hire
another guard.”

“But why do you want to des-
troy it?”

“Because I'm trapped here in
your primitive age. Because I’ll
never get back to my own time,

that’s why.”
“I don’t get you.”
“Look. My ancestor Angus

Haney invents a time machine. It
can travel toward in time, but not
back. In my own day I invent a
machine based to a large extent on
Angus’ earlier machine. It can tra-
vel back in time, but not forward.
I come here, visiting your mid-
twentieth century, thinking I can
return to my own day in Angus’
machine.”

“Then why don’t you want it
built?”

“Because Angus explained to me
that I was wrong. The machines
are slightly different. I can travel
on my own, but not his. He can
travel on his own, but not mine.
Result, I'm trapped here. Unless

»

“Unless what?”

“Unless I can prevent Angus
from completing his machine. If
it's destroyed, my own machine
would have been impossible be-
cause, as I have said, most of my
work is based on Angus’. You'll
help me?”

“No,” T said. “Why should I?”

“Because I cannot stand living
in your barbarous age. Because I
want to return home to the world
I understand.”

“Hell,” I said, “Angus is as good
as my client right now.”

“I will give you,” the well-pre-
served middle aged man said, “ten
thousand dollars to help me destroy
Angus Haney’s time machine.”

“And win or lose you won’t have
my family try to kill me any

more?”
“Win or lose,” he said.
Great-great — I got to call

him that because I never learned
his name—waited for my answer
while I did some of the fast think-
ing a private dick has to do every
working day of his life. When op-
portunity knocks, a private dick
can't pass it up. He won’t keep his
shingle up long if he does because
the work isn’t exactly steady. This,
obviously, was opportunity. Ten
thousand bucks worth. And ten G’s
in one lump sum looked a lot bet-
ter than Angus Haney’s indefinite
hundred a week.

Did that mean I was turning
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on Angus Haney? Well, it’s a cinch
I wouldn’t have been booted out of
the fraternity of private eyes for
it because despite what you read
to the contrary in the two-bit
shamus books — of noble impulses
and motives pure as chivalry — a
private eye is for number one and
that’s the end of it.

“Mister,” I said, “you have got
yourself a deal. When do I start?”

“You know  where Angus
Haney lives?”

“He gave me his card.”

“Tomorrow. Tommorrow morn-
ing. He’s working late tonight so
he’ll sleep late tomorrow. He’s put-
ting the finishing touches tonight
on the first time machine ever
built. In the morning, we destroy
it. All right?”

“For ten. thousand bucks,” I
said, “I'd destroy the Taj Mahal.”

IT was a cold clear morning. I
didn’t call home because I
couldn’t face the wife and kid, not
for a while. I had accused them of
trving to kill me and it was true
enough but they had no recollec-
tion of it. I still had the wife’s
car with me, but she could pick up
mine at the service station on her
own way to work.

I was too excited to eat break-
fast. It isn't every morning you
start out to earn ten thousand dol-
lars.
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I drove across town to the ad-
dress on Angus Haney’s card.

Great-great was already waiting
for me, and pacing the sidewalk
impatiently. The frown lifted when
he saw me and you could actually
see him relax down to the tips of
his toes.

“I can take care of the ma-
chine,” he said. “You watch for
Angus. If Angus tries to stop me,
you take care of Angus All right?”

I nodded and we went around
the side of the house, where An-
gus Haney had planted rhododen-
dron and azaleas. Me, I don’t care
much for plants — I only know
the names because my wife makes
such a fuss about them.

“In the cellar,” Great-great
whispered. “I have a key.”

“How did you get a key?”

“In my own time this house is
preserved as a museum. I simply
made a key from the restored mo-
del.”

In silence we approached the cel-
lar door. A look at my wristwatch
told me it was seven-thirty. If
Angus Haney had worked late last
night he would probably still be a-
sleep. The job would be a lead-pipe
cinch.

I watched my companion slip a
key into the lock. In a moment,
the door stood ajar and I was peer-
ing down a steep flight of bare
wood steps. Nodding at each- other,
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we began to go down.

We stopped short at the foot of
the staircase. There was someone
down there.

“I thought you said he’d be
sleeping,” I protested, barely form-
ing the words with my lips.

“I'm sure he’s asleep — but 1
didn’t know he’d sleep down in the
cellar. Apparently he didn’t want
to leave the machine even for a
minute.”

Faint light entered the cellar
through the small high windows.
At first I saw nothing but the usual
clutter of basement junk, but then
in the far corner beyond the water
tank I saw something which didn't
belong. Make that two things.
First, there was a man asleep on a
cot. Second, there was this ma-
chine.

For all I know of gadgets, it
could have been a super-powered
ham radio set. But a ham doesn’t
come complete with a glass enclos-
ed compartment big enough for a
man.

We stalked across the floor,
Great-great pausing to pick some-
thing up. It was a length of steel
pipe and with it he wouldn’t have
much trouble demolishing Angus
Haney’s untried time machine.

This was it. This was my big
day. Ten thousand bucks for al-
most nothing. I looked at the
plump man sleeping on the cot in

front of his invention. I felt no
remorse. His adversary had made
a better offer, so what the hell
could he expect?

All at once, things happened fast.
Great-great stumbled over some-
thing and went reeling across the
room. He was so surprised that he
shouted, “But it doesn’t belong
there! I couldn’t have tripped over
it! It isn’t in the restoration, I tell
you.”

I didn’t have time to point out
that the restoration might not be
quite accurate. Because the com-
motion woke up Angus Haney.

He came springing off the cot
— fully awake and alarmed in the
split-second it took to open his
eyes,

“You'll have to kill me first!” he
cried, moving in front of the ma-
chine and preparing to defend it
like a mother lion defends her
cubs.

My companion ignored him, try-
ing to work around behind him to-
ward the time machine. I advanced
straight for Angus Haney.

“Be sensible, jack,” I said, “and
you won’t get hurt. I'm bigger than
you are and I know how to fight.
I don’t want to hurt you, but —”

HE turned away from me,
though, and lunged at Great-
great. I dove at him in a street
clothes version of the flying
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tackle and we went down toge-
ther. Angus Haney was stronger
than I had expected. Or maybe
it wasn’t that. Maybe he was
fighting with  desperation.  Be-
cause the machine meant every-
thing to him.

Well, the ten grand wasn’t ex-
actly chicken feed to me, either.
If Angus was going to fight back,
I had to play rough. I clubbed
him across the mouth with my
right fist and his lips became a
bloody smear, but he kept kick-
ing and twisting and writhing to
get at his relative, who stood
poised now over the time ma-
chine with the length of steel pipe.

“Don’t!” Angus Haney scream-
ed, and rolled clear of me. He
was on his feet in an instant and
wrestling to get the pipe from my
companion.

“If T destroy it, you fool,” the
man who hadn’t been born yet
said, “I won't build my own ver-
sion of it and won’t be trapped
back here in your twentieth cen-
tury. You can’t stop me.”

But Angus, who outweighed his
antagonist, had other ideas. In
the brief time it took me to climb
to my feet and reach them, the
metal pipe went clattering away
across the floor and Angus was
wrestling his relative away from
the time machine. 1 grabbed An-
gus’ shoulder and swung him
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around and hit him. He dropped
like a stone and, with a whoop of
triumph, my companion scram-
bled after the heavy metal pipe.

Angus was down but not out.
I'll have to say this for him; he
had guts. He was on his feet again
before  Great-great could reach
the machine.

T’ll never forget that scene. For
a moment time seemed to be sus-
pended. Great-great stood poised
with the metal pipe at the top
of its arc, ready to bring it down
with crushing force on the deli-
cate control bank of the ma-
chine. Angus seemed to stop in
mid-air as he leaped for the pipe.
Immediately behind him was the
glass-enclosed booth of the machine.
Or—and this is important—it was
glass-enclosed on three sides. The
fourth side was nothing but air.

I caught Angus around the
waist and pulled him -back. We
stumbled away from the ma-
chine and then back toward it.
Suddenly Angus went limp. It was
the oldest trick in the book, but
1 fell for it. I relaxed my hold
on him and, as soon as I did, he
became a fury. Something struck
the side of my head and the next
thing I knew I was staggering to-
ward the time machine.

Just as Great-great brought the
heavy metal pipe down.

I staggered inside the glass-en-
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closed booth.

There was @ Jloud crashing
sound.

And then — unexpectedly —
a faint hum — a sudden blurry
curtain before my eyes — a roll-
ing seething, billowmg mist of
white — and a moment of ex-

quisite pain . . ..

And Angus Haney’s voice from
a million miles away: “You're de-
stroying it . . . .”

Then blackness like the gulf
between the stars.

Or between the centuries,

WELL, that’s the story. I'm
telling you everything
so you’ll understand. I am not —
repeat, not — crazy. I'm as sane
as you are. Of course my em-
otional responses to your mental
tests are different: I'm from the
twentieth century.
I know I can't get back. I know
a little more ought to be said
about my story. Angus failed to
stop Great-great, who completely
demolished his machine.

How do I know?

Because you never even heard
of a successful experiment in
time travel here in the twenty-
first century. Simple, isn’t it.

I wish I knew Great-great’s
name. If I knew his name and
could find him, he'd confirm my
story. I know what you're think-

ing. Believe me, I am not a par-
anoid. I .. ..

What’s that? His name’s Haney,
just like Angus Haney? That fig-
ures, I guess. George Haney.
Well, truck him in for crying out
loud. He'll confirm everything I
say —

Here he is now. “Well, Jack
am I glad to see you! They think
I'm crazy. They’re trying to tell
me there’s no such thing as time
travel, but I ought to know. I
come from the past. And you
ought to know, because you went
back there to destroy Angus
Haney’s prototype of a time ma-
chine so you wouldn’t build one
vourself, based on it, and be trap-
ped back in my century. Right?
Incidentally, Jack, you can forget
all zbout the ten grand, just as
long as you get me out of here
and convince them I'm not crazy.”

He stares at me. He’s Great-
great, all right. He frowns and
says, “I could not possibly be in-
terested. I never saw you before
in my life. And obviously, there
is 90 such thing as time travel.”
He chakes his head sadly and
starts to leave.

“Wait!” I cry. “You don’t un-
derstand. I understand now. Cf
course you wouldn’t know. VYou
wouldn’t  remeinber. Because if
you destroyed Angus Haney’s time
machine there wouldn't be any
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such thing as time travel and you
wouldn't have built your own ma-
chine. So you forgot. The episode
sort of never existed for you.”

“I'm terribly sorry I can’t help
you, fellow.” A genuine look of
sympathy in his eyes.

“There’s no such thing as time
travel. For everybody but me.
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I’'m the one guy who proved time
travel was possible ~—~ before the
first and only time machine was
destroyed.”

He leaves. The head medics
confer. I know what they’re say-
ing. I'm nuts. Time travel is im-
possible so I must be nuts.

But we know better, don’t we?



