
1. Chapter 1

Author’s Note:
      Punches da air

I love Parasite the movie twenty nine teen.

    


    
    
  When Kijung first meets Dasong, she resists the urge to click her tongue.



  Her opinion of the Park family has never been really high and she figures Dasong wouldn’t really be any different from how she imagines most rich, spoiled brats to be. She can’t exactly blame wealthy kids being the way they are, because she’s pretty sure she would’ve turned out the same if she was raised with a silver spoon in her mouth too.



  The mother leaves the room upon Kijung’s request, and once the door clicks shut behind her, she quietly waits for the woman’s shadow to disappear from the gap underneath the door before she begins her lesson. It takes a while though, because of course the mother is protective enough to attempt at eavesdropping.



  Kijung takes a moment to collect herself and plan ahead as she stares at Dasong, who still refuses to acknowledge her presence and continues to draw by himself on the floor, arrow still wedged between his legs. She reminds herself again that he’s only a kid.



  “Dasong,” she calls out again, putting her bag down by the door as she circles around him. “That’s a really nice drawing.”



  He still doesn’t answer, but does shift himself to draw at a different angle. He’s not hiding his drawing, at least, so that’s good progress.



  “I’m sure you know why I’m here,” she continues, taking a seat on the stool by his little plastic desk. “Your mom thinks you’ve got loads of talent as an artist.”



  The arrow falls and he continues coloring in the same spot.



  “I think so too,” Kijung says, sliding down from the stool to sit on the floor in front of him. “And you wanna know a secret?”



  Dasong pauses, then lifts his head slightly as all curious kids would when they want to hear a secret.



  “You’re one of the best artists I’ve seen in a while, and I have taught 
  
    loads 
  
  of kids before. Some even older with lesser talent,” she smiles, like she’s sharing a funny joke with Dasong, and he smiles back too, albeit still a little shy.



  Like a little animal, she thinks to herself as Dasong goes back to coloring the current piece he’s working on. Like a little animal too shy to take the food from her hand. 



  “You’ve got any more drawings I can see?” she asks and he stops again, quickly getting up.



  Like a little animal, he eats it up from her hand.


 


  Being the youngest herself, Kijung somewhat understands where Dasong is coming from when he’s being childish. 



  She doesn’t make him do much, usually letting him draw away in his own space, and every so often when he’s stuck on something—like colors and how to draw a certain thing—she’d come in and help with her Google-search amount of knowledge. Though, she’s a bit of an artist herself, so fortunately she hasn’t needed to Google during class at all yet.



  The only reason why she managed to get Dasong to behave properly by the end of her first lesson is because she simultaneously praised and taught him to do it; in a ‘you’re a good boy, aren’t you? Well, good boys do this.’ way. There were more steps, but that’s the basic gist of it.



  She remembers when she was younger she’d purposely act like a little shit just to grab someone’s attention. It’s a side effect from being the youngest, considering they’re always considered the baby of the family. She’s been scolded many times for it though, unlike Dasong.



  Kijung doesn’t think it’s appropriate for her to nag at Dasong—it’s the mother’s job anyway—so she instead opts to bargain with the kid.



  “How does paint sound for our next lesson?” Kijung asks, arms folded while Dasong sits on the floor with his own arms crossed—much like her—as he continues to refuse to clean up after himself.



  “I like crayons more,” Dasong harrumphs. “Can I go now?”



  “I’m your teacher, Dasong, not your cleaner.” Kijung deadpans, gesturing to the scattered said crayons on the floor. “A good artist cleans up after themselves so nothing gets lost when they want to draw again.”



  “Can get the cleaner to clean up.”



  Kijung raises an eyebrow, “Do you trust someone else with your mighty weapons?”



  His eyes sparkle at the wording, arms coming loose, and Kijung can almost laugh at how easy it is to entertain him, “Weapons?”



  She squats down, picking up one of the crayons, and brandishes it like a sword to him, “This is your mighty weapon.” then she holds up the drawing he did recently. “This is your battlefield.”



  “And my enemy?” Dasong asks quietly, taking the crayon from her hand.



  “Whatever that may stop that wonderfully creative imagination of yours,” Kijung taps his forehead. She stands back up, waving her hand over the mess with her other wrist on her hip, “Now.”



  Dasong begins to put all his crayons back into the box.


 


  Sometimes Kijung forgets that she’s pretending.



  Fortunately enough, she remembers quick enough to avoid any trips in her facade, so it never really caused her any problems. But sometimes, she forgets, and thus, she becomes lost.



  She forgets when she’s having her lessons with Dasong. It’s so tranquil, it puts her at ease, and her guard shifts. Then she remembers, briefly, when he looks up at her and his arm shifts to show the little symbol in the corner, that she’s supposed to be helping him right now. She’s not just a teacher, but a therapist.



  She had mostly been pulling shit out of her ass about the schizophrenia zone thing—it’s not even a real thing. yet the mother ate it up—and the reason why she had known about the boy’s trauma was because Kiwoo had told her before she “applied” for the job.



  But she feels bad anyway, even though she lied about her experience, she wants to actually help this boy who’s so afraid of the basement. Her knowledge on how is limited though, and despite numerous Google research, she could never find a concrete solution that she could replicate to help.



  Still, she tries.



  “Dasong,” she calls out, once again on the stool while he has taken refuge on the floor. He bothers to look up now, which she appreciates, and even answers with a hum. “Have you ever drawn what you were feeling?”



  “Why?” Dasong answers with a question instead.



  She takes it as he doesn’t understand, “When you are sad, do you draw about being sad to feel better?”



  “It makes me feel better?” Dasong asks in fascination. 



  So he’s never tried, she concludes. “Yes, sometimes. It’s better to draw what you’re feeling, to understand what you’re feeling better. You can even draw about being happy or angry.”



  She’s tried to simplify it as much as possible for him while still bringing over her point. He seems to get it as he suddenly starts to draw on a fresh new sheet of paper, this time angling away from Kijung so she can’t peek. It sometimes happens, so she lets him take his time and looks away too.



  When he’s done, he smiles with pride and stands up from where he was lying to show her what he made. She takes one side of the drawing while he holds the other, and then she admires it with her whole heart.



  It’s easy to decipher, unlike most of his drawings. Two people; one tall with reddish-brown hair, sitting upon a small stool, while the other much smaller with a darker shade of hair, lying on the ground with different crayons lying about. They both beam widely, the little one especially.



  “This is lovely,” Kijung compliments, her eyes scanning over every detail. He really seems to enjoy putting details in his works, even bothering to include her bag along with all the furniture he learnt how to draw in earlier lessons. If something’s missing, it’s more likely he couldn’t draw it and didn’t want to ask for help in order not to spoil the surprise. 



  He leans against her, a finger pointing at the boy in the drawing, “This is me. I’m really happy because I like drawing with you here.” his finger glides over to the lady. “This is you, Jessica. You’re happy because you like my drawings.”



  Ah. That’s right. Her name is Jessica here, not Kijung. She’s not sure why she’s even surprised—it’s like being snapped out of a trance. She straightens up to mask whatever odd feeling that suddenly decided to settle in her, “And I like your drawings indeed.”



  He smiles just as wide as the drawing of him does.


 


  The first time Dasong decides to treat Kijung as his personal chair, she’s teaching him how to draw someone aiming a bow. 



  After the third crumpled paper had come rolling towards her foot, she decides that it’s about time that she checks up on him and see where he’s struggling. Usually he’d ask when it’s something simple, but often when it’s complicated and the image is just so 
  
    clear 
  
  in his head, he doesn’t want help because he thinks he can manage.



  She understands the struggle of wanting to achieve something yourself, but if she doesn’t do her job, she’ll get fired. That’s the last thing she needs is to unravel her brother’s plan on accident.



  At first he had only been leaning against Kijung’s leg, then soon migrated to sitting on her thigh, before completely slotting himself on her lap when she lets him give it a shot after demonstration. She doesn’t bother pushing him away, since it’s not exactly an uncomfortable position to be in anyway.



  Plus, he doubles as a heat pack. 



  It’s easier to teach this way, she soon realizes, as he doesn’t have to move and can simply look up and ask for help. Then it quickly dawns upon her that this implies he trusts her enough to have her be there right behind him as he draws his more “private” projects. Or better yet, he trusts that she’ll look away when he wants her to.



  She can hardly disagree, but the idea of someone else that isn’t family putting genuine trust into her feels rather…



  “Jessica, you smell like smoke,” Dasong mumbles offhandedly. 



  Kijung blinks. Kids can be so blunt sometimes.


 


  For the next few lessons after that, he continues sitting in Kijung’s lap, and who is she to refuse?



  She also makes the effort to quit smoking. 


 


  She hadn’t realized that Dasong was rather attached to that old housekeeper. He draws vent art of saying goodbye to the lady and Kijung’s initial reaction is sympathetic, before she remembers how weirdly annoying that woman was—or maybe it’s personal bias—and every ounce of sympathy drains out of her.



  Regardless, she comforts, and goes through every question that a therapist would usually ask their client when they’re feeling upset about something. Then she asks her own questions, offering as much help as she can.



  In the end, unsure of what to do, she instructs Dasong to draw something to make him feel better; a what if scenario. He doesn’t, leaning back against Kijung’s chest as if asking for a hug, and she gives.


 


  He’s a real sweet boy, Kijung thinks to herself. Childish, yes, though that’s not really anything surprising. But at the end of the day, he’s a really sweet boy. That’s the surprising part, because Kijung had expected Dasong to be more of a brat the more she got to know him.



  Though, she wonders, in a small egotistical moment, if she’s the reason why he’s so sweet. There’s no way his mother knows how to discipline a child into kindness—take Dahye for example, though Kiwoo would disagree—and his father is barely there to begin with.



  As Dasong sits in her lap, legs swinging with her arm safely secured around the boy’s waist, she feels nothing but attachment. Like how someone would grow attached to a lost kitten they found on the side of the road.



  At some point he’ll grow up though, she laments bitterly to herself. Grow too old to be on her lap, grow too old to be cute to dismiss his small tantrums, grow too old in general. She wonders if she’ll even be here to see that happen, because surely her family don’t plan to keep this up for long. Min will come back some day, after all.



  “I like you a lot, Jessica,” Dasong confesses out of the blue as she’s looking over today’s work. 



  She hums in acknowledgement, because it isn’t that much of a surprise. She already had that impression since the second lesson. 



  “I want you to come to my birthday party,” Dasong continues. 



  She looks up from the drawing, smiling in genuine amusement, “Can I really come?”



  It’s an actual question, because, in all honesty, wouldn’t it be strange for a grown ass woman to attend a little boy’s birthday party? 



  “If you don’t come I’ll cry,” Dasong frowns, clinging onto her skirt. “I’ll cry to mama too.”



  “Oh, don’t,” she sighs, chuckling lightly as she pinches his cheek affectionately. “Seriously, don’t. It’s a bit annoying. You’re going to be too old to cry and still be cute about it.”



  Dasong only frowns further.



  “I’ll come,” Kijung agrees in the end, and the instant switch up on Dasong’s face only makes her laugh again. “Wouldn’t miss it for the world, in fact.”



  “Really?” Dasong laughs too, bouncing as he does.



  “Yeah, definitely,” Kijung nods, shaking the boy by the shoulders gently. “I’d rather die than miss any grand Park Dasong birthday party.”



  “You’re going to come to my next birthday party too?” Dasong lets himself be shaken, giggling away. She finds it hard to hate the fact that he can say that so easily.



  “And the next, and the next, and the next!” 


 


  To think that it would flood. 



  It’s never happened before, well, at this severity at least. They’ve had times where they leave the window open on accident and it rains, trickling into their home and wetting the soles of their feet. It’s bothersome at best, dangerous at worst, but they’ve always managed.



  This time though, their home is completely submerged—an exaggeration as she wads through the murky waters—and she can’t help but feel irritated since she 
  
    just 
  
  had a luxurious bath back in the Park’s home.



  She shakes her head, mid smoke as she sits on the toilet to stop it from spewing more sewage out. She can’t think about that house at the moment, not after what’s happened. At least she now knows the cause of Dasong’s trauma, and although she had initially thought it to be childish, she can now agree that it is indeed the most terrifying thing she’s ever encountered.



  Can she give herself therapy?



  Silly me, she thinks to herself as her dad calls out to her. She’s not Jessica right now.



  If she was Jessica right now, she would’ve still been bathing in that luxurious bath.


 


  “You should stay,” Kiwoo suggests as they’re choosing the clothes from the front of the hall. “You don’t 
  
    have 
  
  to go.”



  “But we need money more than ever,” Kijung sighs, holding onto the pretty floral dress she picked out earlier with their dad. “Maybe 
  
    you 
  
  should stay. At least I’m getting paid to be there. You only want to see your 
  
    little girlf—”
  



  Kiwoo flushes and knocks his elbow against hers, making her wince and laugh even louder. He snatches something from the pile of clothes and walks off, his sister following him as he mumbles, “I don’t want to be left alone while the rest of you are there.”



  “And you’d rather I stay?” Kijung snorts, finding that logic flawed.



  “No,” Kiwoo answers, making his way over to the bathrooms, where a long line has formed. “I was thinking if you had stayed, I would’ve too.”



  “Well, I can’t,” she sighs again, and wonders briefly if their dad ever got the opportunity to clean up properly before leaving with a line this long. “I promised Dasong I’d be there.”



  Kiwoo wrinkles his nose, “So the mighty Kijung, whose motto has always been ‘Eat the Rich’, has finally grown attached to a rich kid. The irony!”



  Kijung kicks his leg and he hisses, despite laughing in amusement at her reaction. She crosses her arms, not sure if she’s irritated or embarrassed, “You don’t get it. He’s like a little animal.”



  “I do,” Kiwoo smiles, full of fondness. “You’re like a little animal too.” then he shrugs, looking away. “Well, 
  
    were
  
  . You’re not so cute anymore, to be honest.”



  “Shut the fuck up, man.” she kicks him again.


 


  She borrows some woman’s perfume when she isn’t looking, then hands it to Kiwoo when she leaves the bathroom.



  “It’s unisex,” Kijung says, giving it a light spray on Kiwoo. “It’s to mask the smell of sewage.”



  “Did that comment about dad really hurt you last night?” he asks gingerly as he watches her kick the small bottle of perfume away while no one’s looking. 



  “No, I just don’t want to smell like shit, and I’m sure it’s not exactly a turn on for sweet Dahye,” Kijung deadpans. She couldn’t care less about what Mr. Park thinks about their general smell, but if all three of them smell like sewage at the party, they might as well be waving a ‘We’re related!’ flag.


 


  She’s nervous to enter the house. She stands on the road, staring at the house from afar, and holds her breath as another car passes by to park at the garage. Her fingers lace together, knuckles popping as she pushes anxiously.



  Then she walks into the house with a smile.


 


  It is a beautiful day out in the yard. The sun is warm against her skin and, despite what the rain did to her and her family, the sky really is clear now because of it. It’s rather bittersweet, she thinks.



  Dasong runs to her when he sees her, wrapping his arms around her tightly in greeting. She smiles, bending down to hug him back. She knows he slept in the tent through the rain last night, finding it ironic how a plastic tent could withstand the storm but not her home.



  Then she feels him take a whiff and she blanches.



  “You smell like smoke again,” Dasong looks up at her and she sighs in relief. At least it’s not the smell of sewage he’s picking up. 



  “No perfume?” Kijung asks as he lets go.



  Dasong thinks about it, “A little bit.”



  “At least it’s there,” Kijung shrugs cooly.



  He runs around her in circles, before pulling on her dress lightly and pointing at the house, jumping as he does, “After cake, let’s go draw!”



  “You sure you want a lesson on your birthday?”



  “Not a lesson,” he grasps the dress firmly. “We’re drawing together.”



  Right. She’s never actually drawn 
  
    with 
  
  him before. She supposes that can be her birthday present to him—it’s a good thing that presents aren’t a necessity for this party, otherwise, she would’ve been in pretty deep shit. Again.



  She leaves the yard to check up with her mom, who’s in the kitchen helping out with the food. They talk about what they should do about the people in the basement, which sends a shiver down Kijung’s spine, and right as she’s about to go make peace with them, a plate of food in hand, Mrs. Park comes around.



  A bitter taste settles in Kijung’s mouth as she’s taken away back into the yard. She presses on her fingers as the mother tells her what she should do with the cake. Trauma recovery cake, she says, and Kijung almost scoffs. 



  Well, she wouldn’t have even if Mrs. Park wasn’t looking. It’d be too hypocritical.



  But she does feel honored that she’s the one that’s going to be holding the cake. Not Dasong’s mother, not his father, not even his sister. It’s her, Kijung, that will be passing the cake to the birthday boy.



  No, Jessica. It’ll be Jessica that’s passing the cake. Not Kijung. 


 


  It’s easy to forget when you’re pretending so hard.



  Jessica’s surprised that the candles don’t go out despite the wind in the yard. The people circle around her and Dasong, who pokes his head out of the tent with glee as she slowly makes her way over to him.



  She smiles, laughs, pushing the hair out of her face with the cake balances on her other hand. 



  She remembers watching something on TV once, about how if there are no predators, the deer would eat away the nature around them, preventing the possibility of a blossoming eco-system. She remembers thinking about how it’s a pity wolves are often painted as bad because of their nature as predators.



  Without such, those prey would’ve eaten everything up. It isn’t fair that they get to eat everything and the predators don’t, all because of their nature. Is it so bad that they want to eat too?



  Today, Jessica is a dainty deer about to present the doe-eyed boy’s cake. 



  Except she doesn’t in the end.


 


  It hurts, she thinks.



  She hears Dasong fall behind her, she thinks.



  Shit, she thinks.


 


  Jessica hears screaming when she’s pulled up. It seriously fucking hurts.


 


  She hears her name when she hits the ground again, and yet Jessica doesn’t respond. Something about pressing down on the wound to stop the bleeding, but wouldn’t that hurt more?


 


  The screaming is getting a bit murky and she can’t seem to even bring herself to sob in pain. She’s starting to feel lightheaded.



  She feels a hand pressing against the bleeding, it seers, and she reaches out weakly with a bloodied hand.



  “It hurts,” is all she can say.



  Not just the wound, but literally everything else too. Why does she, Jessica, have to die from a knife to the chest? Shouldn’t it have been appropriate for her to grow old and die in some hospital, or perhaps even in some bed in a house too big for her?



  It really, really isn’t fair. That’s why it hurts.



  The bleeding too, that hurts too.



  She grows tired.


 


  “Stop pushing, dad,” Kijung croaks, laughing as she does at the sheer shock of it all. “Makes it hurt more.”



  She’s going to die, she realizes. There’s no way out of this. 



  At least Dasong’s safe. 



  Then she laughs again, because it’s funny how unlucky the boy is. Two traumatic birthdays in a row. 



  Her mom comes running towards her at some point, but Kijung stops her before she can press down on her wound. Both her parents are fretting over her now. God, how embarrassing. She really is the baby of the family.



  She feels her dad leave her side for a moment and she lets her eyes focus so she can watch him move. She’s utterly shocked when her dad suddenly sticks a knife into Mr. Park’s chest, spots Mrs. Park fainting on the spot, and hears the muffled screams that follow.



  For a brief moment, she hopes she survives this just so she can yell at her dad for being stupid later. For a brief moment, she hopes she survives so she can tell Dasong she’s sorry for lying—because there’s no way she can lie out of this one. For a brief moment, she hopes she survives.



  Kijung doesn’t live long enough to feel disappointment.


  



2. Chapter 2


    
    
  Apart from his father, Dasong misses Jessica the most.



  His sister berates him for missing his art therapist, even though he can’t help it. As much as everyone tries to tell him that she was a bad woman, he knows for sure that it isn’t true.



  Sure, she lied. She lied about being an art therapist—as his sister would tell him—and, who knows, she might’ve even lied about caring about him at all. The last part isn’t true though, he knows for sure, because even though he knows her words weren’t true, her eyes never once lied to him.



  She cared, she really did. Through gentle strokes of a crayon, guiding hands and soft instructions. Through the way she held onto him, her patience. Dasong knows, with full certainty, that she cared about him.



  And, most importantly, she tried.



  She tried her best to help, tried her best to teach him—and succeeded—and even tried her best to keep herself together. Not a single tantrum he threw made her want to quit and he admires that. The old cleaner would simply roll her eyes when she thought he wasn’t looking, her mother would sigh and let him have his way, and his sister wouldn’t bother at all.



  Jessica would calmly tell him to quit it, offer a solution, then they’d move on. Equal footing, as Dasong likes to think it, and he felt seen every time. It’s why he eventually stopped hiding some drawings away from her eyes.



  He still remembers how she fell, knife to the chest, the monster in the basement staring at him peculiarly. He often wishes he hadn’t been so weak, fainting when Jessica needed saving. Often he wonders what would’ve happened if he hadn’t gone unconscious.



  He remembers waking up, hours later—he thinks—in a car that isn’t his family’s. His mother uncontrollably sobbing, his sister hiding her face away as she stares absentmindedly out the window. His father missing.



  He understands the concept of death, and even though he was strong enough to not cry when he’s told that his father is dead, another blow causes the dam to break when he hears Jessica’s gone too. He only goes to one funeral, despite asking numerous times when and where Jessica’s funeral will be held so he can say goodbye.



  That was when they started telling him who Jessica really was. It hardly mattered to him though, and he still asked. 



  They never answered, and when they finally did, it was a firm ‘you’re not going to one.’.


 


  First chance he gets, Dasong draws like how Jessica would tell him to. 



  He eventually learns that her real name is Kijung, from a news article that he managed to get his hands on. Many words were unfamiliar to him, but upon seeing Jessica’s name, he quickly learns of her real identity; followed by everything else.



  He doesn’t understand fraud, doesn’t understand probation, doesn’t understand a lot of the terms used to describe everything bad done. He only understands that they had been a family, a poor one at that. When the article stopped being about Jessica, it became boring, so he stopped reading.



  It’s then he draws. 



  All he feels is sorrow.


 


  Jessica once asked;



  “Would it make you feel better if you draw a what if scenario?”



  He had only wanted comfort back then, not some fairy tale to make himself feel better. He didn’t want to pretend, through the confines of his art, that in some other world his helper hadn’t been fired.



  Now, with no Jessica holding an arm around his waist, there is no one to comfort him. He cannot ask for a hug from his teacher, or from anyone that can never understand.



  The crayon glides across the first page of his sketchbook.




  Dasong sees the monster before the monster sees him.



  He screams, realizing that the monster is about to attack Jessica, and runs towards her to push her out of the way. She tumbles, cake flying, and the monster falls as the two of them trip his legs upon impact. 



  People scream when they see he has a knife, and Dasong’s father, along with their family driver, rise to apprehend the monster before he can harm anyone. The day is saved, Jessica is fine, the monster hasn’t harmed anyone.



  (Except Kevin, of course, but his family will offer to take care of the man’s medical bills so he can heal.)



  “Shit, that was close,” Jessica breathes heavily, cake smeared across her dress but otherwise doing alright. Dasong clings onto her and buries his face in relief. 



  The police arrive to take the monster away, and because they are the victims and he is the monster, the police never find out about Jessica’s family lying. So his family continues letting them stay.



  She continues teaching him, and Kevin comes out of the hospital one month later to continue teaching Dahye. 


 


  At some point, Jessica tells him a secret.



  It’ll be his birthday again soon and he’s almost growing too old to sit in her lap. She doesn’t mind though, choosing to let him sit there as long as he wants until he actually becomes too tall, too heavy to be there. Like an IKEA playroom, she explains.



  She leans in to whisper, his pen strokes pausing as he’s eager to hear the secret, and she tells him, “My real name is Kijung.”



  He doesn’t get it at first. He thinks it’s a game, and when she assures him that it isn’t a game and that it really is her real name, he doesn’t bat a single eyelid in response.



  He’s not sure how to take it. Jessica isn’t actually her real name. Well, it makes sense. She’s Korean, after all. But at the same time, it’s pretty odd.



  He still calls her Jessica anyway, because that’s how he always knew her.


 


  The birthday goes off without a hitch.


 


  Many birthdays later, Kevin and Dahye get married.



  Jessica is wearing a really pretty dress. Dasong isn’t sure how they managed to continue pretending they aren’t family, but he’s sure Jessica is smart enough to find a way.


 


  In highschool, Dasong wins an award for something art related. Jessica cannot be anymore proud.



  The drawing that won him that award is a portrait of her.


 


  When he graduates, he becomes an art therapist, just like her. 


 

Then the work together in the same office, drawing together, forever.

 

Happily ever after.

The end



  And when Dasong finally tears his crayon away from the sketchbook, the first thing he does is get up and smile at it with pride. A whole story, made by him, all by himself.



  He holds it carefully, eager to share it with Jessica. She’d love it, he thinks. Maybe he won’t show the last part though.



  It’s then he realizes, in an empty room with the crayons scattered about, that Jessica isn’t here anymore.



  He does not show the drawings to anyone else.


  
Author’s Note:
  Hi yes hello!






