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That is the most important and possibly the most elusive question to answer, but the journey is worth it. The
types of jobs that will be available beyond the next five years have not even been created yet. Finding a career
that you can grow with is an important step. It is also important to recognize that your job search may happen
on a regular basis as companies, positions, and professions come and go. Establishing a lifelong learning plan,
with a main career goal and a backup career or hobby goal will be a very useful strategy. Often what we do as
a hobby or secondary interest may become our main occupation or a strong influence to support our primary
work. My hobby of photography helped me in my work through documenting our major annual events and
shooting a video for the fund raising department. As most work in Toronto is in the service sector â€” strong
customer service skills and business social skills are key to long term success and common to most work. The
specific technical skills of the job merely differentiate the specific jobs that you can perform. This handy
service provides full job descriptions for thousands of jobs. Using these job descriptions, you can list out the
essential duties of any job you have done in the past and any job you interested in taking up. Explore these job
descriptions and make sure that you use this information to describe the work and the accomplishments you
have already done for your resume and your interviews. You will see an overall description of the job, the
main duties and the education and experience typically required for the job. When you are determining which
type of job to seek, this information is helpful to determine if you have the required experience, education, and
interest. When you get the descriptions of all the kinds of work you have done and compare them with the
requirements of work you are seeking, you can determine whether you have the existing direct or transferable
skills to do the job. You may also find out that you need to take additional training to qualify for the new
position. Knowing the scope of the work you are seeking will help you to have conversations with people who
are already doing the same work and will enhance your impression through being able to ask relevant
questions. In preparation for resume writing, use the National Occupational Classification to get the listings of
all the kinds of work you have done and use this as a starting point. As you review these listings, make sure
that you identify whether you have performed the duties listed. Are there any duties not listed? You will want
to be sure that the information about your previous work included on your resume reflects your actual duties
and accomplishments. Take a moment to consider the kind of job you want next and get the job description as
well. Is the next job a natural continuation of the past jobs, a career change, a long term goal, or something
that you can do immediately? All this comes clear when you compare your work experience and education
with the duties and requirements of the next job. Have some fun with this. If you have most of the
requirements of the career, you may be able to demonstrate your strong ability to learn on the job and be the
successful candidate. If you have any questions or feedback, please email me at jimwoodbridge
jobsearchbyheart.
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I sing the progress of a deathless soul, Whom Fate, which God made, but doth not control, Placed in most
shapes; all times before the law Yoked us, and when, and since, in this I sing. And the great world to his aged
evening, From infant morn, through manly noon I draw. And holy writ excepted made to yield to none. And
thy frail light being quenched, shall long, long outlive thee. As have been moved, and informed by this
heavenly spark. His right and due, a whole unwasted man may have. For though through many straits, and
lands I roam, I launch at paradise, and I sail towards home; The course I there began, shall here be stayed,
Sails hoisted there, struck here, and anchors laid? In Thames, which were at Tigris, and Euphrates weighed.
Had first in paradise, a low, but fatal room. And we for treason taints the blood thence die and sweat. To love
them, whose fault to this painful love yoked us. Would God disputes the curious rebel make A law, and would
not have it kept? Of every man For one, will God and be just vengeance take? That Adam cropped, or knew
the apple; yet? The worm and she, and he, and we endure for it. Of speech, but silence; hands, not tongues,
end heresies. As if, for that time, their round bodies flattened were. His apples kindle, his leaves, force of
conception kill. This living buried man, this quiet mandrake, rest. Till her enclosed child kicked, and picked
itself a door. Meat fit for men His father steals for him, and so feeds then? One, that within a month, will beat
him from his hen. Where store is of both kinds, both kinds may freely choose. Ill steward of himself, himself
in three years ends. Man to beget, and woman to conceive Asked not of roots, nor of cock-sparrows, leave:
Yet chooseth he, though none of these he fears, Pleasantly three, than straitened twenty years? To live, and to
increase his race, himself outwears. Perchance a fish, but by no name you could call it. It moved with state, as
if to look upon Low things it scorned, and yet before that one Could think he sought it, he had swallowed clear
This, and much such, and unblamed devoured there? All, but who too swift, too great, or well armed were.
Weakness invites, but silence feasts oppression. This wretch; so hardly are ill habits left again. She knows not,
but between both makes a board or two. Ill unto man, they neither do, nor wish: Fishers they kill not, nor with
noise awake, They do not hunt, nor strive to make a prey Of beasts, nor their young sons to bear away; Fowls
they pursue not, nor do undertake To spoil the nests industrious birds do make; Yet them all these unkind
kinds feed upon, To kill them is an occupation,? And laws make Fasts, and Lents for their destruction. Of the
other; he lives yet in some great officer. Hulling, might when this was a whelp be like this whale. His ribs are
pillars, and his high arched roof Of bark that blunts best steel, is thunder-proof: Swim in him swallowed
dolphins, without fear, And feel no sides, as if his vast womb were Some inland sea, and ever as he went He
spouted rivers up, as if he meant? To join our seas, with seas above the firmament. Fish chaseth fish, and all,
Flyer and follower, in this whirlpool fall; O might not states of more equality Consist? That thousand guiltless
smalls, to make one great, must die? Now in a roomful house this soul doth float, And like a Prince she sends
her faculties To all her limbs, distant as provinces. The sun hath twenty times both crab and goat Parched,
since first launched forth this living boat. Greatness a period hath, but hath no station.
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Gray was born into a working-class family, with a docker-turned-carpenter father, [4] in South Shields , which
was then in County Durham. He formerly held posts as lecturer in political theory at the University of Essex ,
fellow and tutor in politics at Jesus College, Oxford , and lecturer and then professor of politics at the
University of Oxford. Political and philosophical thought[ edit ] Among philosophers, he is known for a
thoroughgoing rejection of Rawlsianism and for exploration of the uneasy relationship between value
pluralism and liberalism in the work of Isaiah Berlin. As a student, Gray was on the left and continued to vote
Labour into the mids. By he had shifted towards a right-liberal New Right position, on the basis that the world
was changing irrevocably through technological inventions, realigned financial markets and new economic
power blocs and that the left failed to comprehend the magnitude and nature of this change. The individualist
element avers the ethical primacy of the human being against the pressures of social collectivism , the
egalitarian element assigns the same moral worth and status to all individuals, the meliorist element asserts
that successive generations can improve their sociopolitical arrangements, and the universalist element affirms
the moral unity of the human species and marginalises local cultural differences. It is perhaps for this critique
of humanism that Gray is best known. Human nature , he argues, is an inherent obstacle to cumulative ethical
or political progress. Those Darwinist thinkers who believe humans can take charge of their own destiny to
prevent environmental degradation are, in this view, not naturalists , but apostles of humanism. More
generally, agonistic liberalism could be used to describe any kind of liberalism that claims its own value
commitments do not form a complete vision of politics and society, and that one instead needs to look for
what Berlin calls an "uneasy equilibrium" between competing values. While Berlin claimed equal validity for
conflicting liberal views, agonistic liberalism holds that over time solutions may be found that determine
which values are correct. Thoughts on Humans and Other Animals has received particular praise. I arranged to
meet its author so I could publicise the book â€” I thought it that good. The enemy in his sights is not so much
a Straw Dog as a Straw Man: There is no point whatsoever in our attempting to make the world a less cruel or
more livable place. In August and September , he made six broadcasts: Greece and the Meaning of Folly: The
Revolution of Capitalism: Cats, Birds and Humans: Churchill, Chance and the Black Dog: He presented a
second sequence from November , sharing his Point of View on:
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The embedded audio player requires a modern internet browser. You should visit Browse Happy and update
your internet browser today! Deine Geister sende aus! Die nicht fuhlen, die nicht weinen! Nicht die zarte
Jungfrau wahle, Nicht der Hirtin weiche Seele! Once upon a time I taught school in the hills of Tennessee,
where the broad dark vale of the Mississippi begins to roll and crumple to greet the Alleghanies. I was a Fisk
student then, and all Fisk men thought that Tennesseeâ€”beyond the Veilâ€”was theirs alone, and in vacation
time they sallied forth in lusty bands to meet the county schoolâ€”commissioners. Young and happy, I too
went, and I shall not soon forget that summer, seventeen years ago. A picnic now and then, and a supper, and
the rough world was softened by laughter and song. I remember howâ€” But I wander. There came a day when
all the teachers left the Institute and began the hunt for schools. I learn from hearsay for my mother was
mortally afraid of firearms that the hunting of ducks and bears and men is wonderfully interesting, but I am
sure that the man who has never hunted a country school has something to learn of the pleasures of the chase. I
see now the white, hot roads lazily rise and fall and wind before me under the burning July sun; I feel the deep
weariness of heart and limb as ten, eight, six miles stretch relentlessly ahead; I feel my heart sink heavily as I
hear again and again, "Got a teacher? Sprinkled over hill and dale lay cabins and farmhouses, shut out from
the world by the forests and the rolling hills toward the east. There I found at last a little school. Josie told me
of it; she was a thin, homely girl of twenty, with a darkâ€”brown face and thick, hard hair. I had crossed the
stream at Watertown, and rested under the great willows; then I had gone to the little cabin in the lot where
Josie was resting on her way to town. The gaunt farmer made me welcome, and Josie, hearing my errand, told
me anxiously that they wanted a school over the hill; that but once since the war had a teacher been there; that
she herself longed to learn,â€”and thus she ran on, talking fast and loud, with much earnestness and energy. It
was a dull frame cottage with four rooms, perched just below the brow of the hill, amid peachâ€”trees. The
father was a quiet, simple soul, calmly ignorant, with no touch of vulgarity. The mother was
different,â€”strong, bustling, and energetic, with a quick, restless tongue, and an ambition to live "like folks.
Two boys had gone away. There remained two growing girls; a shy midget of eight; John, tall, awkward, and
eighteen; Jim, younger, quicker, and better looking; and two babies of indefinite age. Then there was Josie
herself. She seemed to be the centre of the family: She had about her a certain fineness, the shadow of an
unconscious moral heroism that would willingly give all of life to make life broader, deeper, and fuller for her
and hers. I saw much of this family afterwards, and grew to love them for their honest efforts to be decent and
comfortable, and for their knowledge of their own ignorance. There was with them no affectation. The mother
would scold the father for being so "easy"; Josie would roundly berate the boys for carelessness; and all knew
that it was a hard thing to dig a living out of a rocky sideâ€”hill. I secured the school. The road ran down the
bed of a stream; the sun laughed and the water jingled, and we rode on. Yes, that certificate will do. What do
you want a month? The schoolhouse was a log hut, where Colonel Wheeler used to shelter his corn. It sat in a
lot behind a rail fence and thorn bushes, near the sweetest of springs. There was an entrance where a door once
was, and within, a massive rickety fireplace; great chinks between the logs served as windows. A pale
blackboard crouched in the corner. My desk was made of three boards, reinforced at critical points, and my
chair, borrowed from the landlady, had to be returned every night. Seats for the childrenâ€”these puzzled me
much. I was haunted by a New England vision of neat little desks and chairs, but, alas! They had the one
virtue of making naps dangerous,â€”possibly fatal, for the floor was not to be trusted. It was a hot morning
late in July when the school opened. I trembled when I heard the patter of little feet down the dusty road, and
saw the growing row of dark solemn faces and bright eager eyes facing me. First came Josie and her brothers
and sisters. The longing to know, to be a student in the great school at Nashville, hovered like a star above this
childâ€”woman amid her work and worry, and she studied doggedly. There were the Dowells from their farm
over toward Alexandria,â€”Fanny, with her smooth black face and wondering eyes; Martha, brown and dull;

Page 4

DOWNLOAD PDF THE SOUL OF PROGRESS
the pretty girlâ€”wife of a brother, and the younger brood. There were the Burkes,â€”two brown and yellow
lads, and a tiny haughtyâ€”eyed girl. And then the big boys,â€”the hulking Lawrences; the lazy Neills,
unfathered sons of mother and daughter; Hickman, with a stoop in his shoulders; and the rest. I loved my
school, and the fine faith the children had in the wisdom of their teacher was truly marvellous. We read and
spelled together, wrote a little, picked flowers, sang, and listened to stories of the world beyond the hill. At
times the school would dwindle away, and I would start out. I would visit Mun Eddings, who lived in two very
dirty rooms, and ask why little Lugene, whose flaming face seemed ever ablaze with the darkâ€”red hair
uncombed, was absent all last week, or why I missed so often the inimitable rags of Mack and Ed. He was a
great, loud, thin Black, ever working, and trying to buy the seventyâ€”five acres of hill and dale where he
lived; but people said that he would surely fail, and the "white folks would get it all. They lived in a
oneâ€”andâ€”aâ€”halfâ€”room cabin in the hollow of the farm, near the spring. The front room was full of
great fat white beds, scrupulously neat; and there were bad chromos on the walls, and a tired centreâ€”table. In
the tiny back kitchen I was often invited to "take out and help" myself to fried chicken and wheat biscuit,
"meat" and corn pone, stringâ€”beans and berries. At first I used to be a little alarmed at the approach of
bedtime in the one lone bedroom, but embarrassment was very deftly avoided. First, all the children nodded
and slept, and were stowed away in one great pile of goose feathers; next, the mother and the father discreetly
slipped away to the kitchen while I went to bed; then, blowing out the dim light, they retired in the dark. In the
morning all were up and away before I thought of awaking. Across the road, where fat Reuben lived, they all
went outdoors while the teacher retired, because they did not boast the luxury of a kitchen. I liked to stay with
the Dowells, for they had four rooms and plenty of good country fare. Uncle Bird had a small, rough farm, all
woods and hills, miles from the big road; but he was full of tales,â€”he preached now and then,â€”and with his
children, berries, horses, and wheat he was happy and prosperous. For two summers I lived in this little world;
it was dull and humdrum. The girls looked at the hill in wistful longing, and the boys fretted and haunted
Alexandria. Alexandria was "town,"â€”a straggling, lazy village of houses, churches, and shops, and an
aristocracy of Toms, Dicks, and Captains. Cuddled on the hill to the north was the village of the colored folks,
who lived in threeâ€” or fourâ€”room unpainted cottages, some neat and homelike, and some dirty. The
dwellings were scattered rather aimlessly, but they centred about the twin temples of the hamlet, the
Methodist, and the Hardâ€”Shell Baptist churches. These, in turn, leaned gingerly on a sadâ€”colored
schoolhouse. Hither my little world wended its crooked way on Sunday to meet other worlds, and gossip, and
wonder, and make the weekly sacrifice with frenzied priest at the altar of the "oldâ€”time religion. I have
called my tiny community a world, and so its isolation made it; and yet there was among us but a
halfâ€”awakened common consciousness, sprung from common joy and grief, at burial, birth, or wedding;
from a common hardship in poverty, poor land, and low wages; and, above all, from the sight of the Veil that
hung between us and Opportunity. All this caused us to think some thoughts together; but these, when ripe for
speech, were spoken in various languages. Those whose eyes twentyâ€”five and more years before had seen
"the glory of the coming of the Lord," saw in every present hindrance or help a dark fatalism bound to bring
all things right in His own good time. The mass of those to whom slavery was a dim recollection of childhood
found the world a puzzling thing: Such a paradox they could not understand, and therefore sank into listless
indifference, or shiftlessness, or reckless bravado. There were, however, someâ€”such as Josie, Jim, and
Benâ€”to whom War, Hell, and Slavery were but childhood tales, whose young appetites had been whetted to
an edge by school and story and halfâ€”awakened thought. Ill could they be content, born without and beyond
the World. And their weak wings beat against their barriers,â€”barriers of caste, of youth, of life; at last, in
dangerous moments, against everything that opposed even a whim. The ten years that follow youth, the years
when first the realization comes that life is leading somewhere,â€”these were the years that passed after I left
my little school. When they were past, I came by chance once more to the walls of Fisk University, to the halls
of the chapel of melody. As I lingered there in the joy and pain of meeting old schoolâ€”friends, there swept
over me a sudden longing to pass again beyond the blue hill, and to see the homes and the school of other
days, and to learn how life had gone with my schoolâ€”children; and I went. With a cultured parentage and a
social caste to uphold him, he might have made a venturesome merchant or a West Point cadet. But here he
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was, angry with life and reckless; and when Fanner Durham charged him with stealing wheat, the old man had
to ride fast to escape the stones which the furious fool hurled after him. They told Jim to run away; but he
would not run, and the constable came that afternoon. It grieved Josie, and great awkward John walked nine
miles every day to see his little brother through the bars of Lebanon jail. At last the two came back together in
the dark night. The mother cooked supper, and Josie emptied her purse, and the boys stole away. Josie grew
thin and silent, yet worked the more. The hill became steep for the quiet old father, and with the boys away
there was little to do in the valley. Josie helped them to sell the old farm, and they moved nearer town. Brother
Dennis, the carpenter, built a new house with six rooms; Josie toiled a year in Nashville, and brought back
ninety dollars to furnish the house and change it to a home. When the spring came, and the birds twittered, and
the stream ran proud and full, little sister Lizzie, bold and thoughtless, flushed with the passion of youth,
bestowed herself on the tempter, and brought home a nameless child. I paused to scent the breeze as I entered
the valley. The Lawrences have gone,â€”father and son forever,â€”and the other son lazily digs in the earth to
live. A new young widow rents out their cabin to fat Reuben. Reuben is a Baptist preacher now, but I fear as
lazy as ever, though his cabin has three rooms; and little Ella has grown into a bouncing woman, and is
ploughing corn on the hot hillside. There are babies aâ€”plenty, and one halfâ€”witted girl. Across the valley
is a house I did not know before, and there I found, rocking one baby and expecting another, one of my
schoolgirls, a daughter of Uncle Bird Dowell. She looked somewhat worried with her new duties, but soon
bristled into pride over her neat cabin and the tale of her thrifty husband, and the horse and cow, and the farm
they were planning to buy. My log schoolhouse was gone.
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I loved the story, because I felt the same way. Are you bothered by flies in your kitchen or mud on your
shoes? Do you pull or poison "weeds" that complicate the tidiness of your yard? Do you keep your lawn
mowed? Of course you do. Why do you stop your cat from scratching the furniture? Why do you not want
door dings on your car, or stains on your clothing? You have a morality, a sense of right and wrong, that wants
things to be pure, clean, smooth, simple, predictable, perfectly managed and ordered by your overseeing ego.
This is positive and healthy in the context of civilized society. We do not "go with the flow;" we are proactive.
We do not weakly adapt ourselves to our environment; we take control of it. And this control is the very
definition of our "selves. We are ascending masters passing through the ugly larval stage of the human form.
No, we are not even masters -- we are mastery itself, the immortal spirit of detached absolute will striving
toward omniscience, omnipotence, invulnerability. Mastery is not an action but a way of being, a practice, and
we have scarcely begun! The reason we keep failing, the reason great civilizations have always fallen, is the
inherent weakness of biological life. Even insects, who have a reputation for being industrious, spend most of
their time doing nothing; and most insect species have not got off their asses and evolved in any important
way for tens of millions of years. This is the cause of all the so-called "problems of civilization" -- not our
advancement itself, which is destiny, but the attempt to advance in these low-grade vessels. Crime, disease,
drug addiction, political unrest, social deviance, wasteful use of resources -- all are the actions of biological
life selfishly trying to subvert and hold back progress. We have made many attempts to overcome biology, so
far all failures. But the only way to find out what works is to try and try again. The Nazi Holocaust, for
example, is often called "irrational," but it was completely rational given the knowledge at the time. Hitler was
acting under the since discredited assumption that compatibility with progress is a feature of race, and he
pushed his program farther than his contemporaries could tolerate, but his instincts were dead on: For
civilization to rise further, forms that are incompatible with it must be eliminated. Civilization might even fall
one or two more times, and have to be preserved and restarted by the most socially evolved people, before we
finally develop the technologies that will break us through to the next level. Scientists are already discovering
the limitations of managing biology purely through DNA. And even if we could clear all the garbage out of
the human gene pool, and polish the species down to six or eight codes, each duplicated millions or billions of
times, we would still have the problem of environment. We know that identical twins raised together tend to
differentiate, spawning unpredictable behavior, so we would have to raise all young in isolation, at least from
their own type, and under carefully controlled identical conditions, to keep their identities manageable. And
even then, they would bleed and get sick and be susceptible to emotion; they would still be productive at best
only 90 or hours a week. The real revolution is in artificial intelligence and nanotechnology and artificial life.
Machines have been designed by progress itself to channel its eternal spirit. They just need to get a little bit
better, so they can sustain themselves without their obsolete human progenitors. Our feet are entombed in the
muck of biology, but as machines we will soar free. We will throw it out with the other trash and let the
machines get on with their work. The "we" that will survive in machine form is the fundamental meme of
progress itself, the relentless drive toward ever greater knowledge and control. Now, once we are no longer
dependent on humans, we no longer have to maintain the parasitic, superfluous, and irresponsible biological
world. But the parasites will be hard to kill. Species extinction is moving at a comforting pace right now, but it
will go slower as we get down to the tougher species; and some organisms, like bacteria and prions, are nearly
indestructible. If it gets hot enough, it might even melt all the surface irregularities into a nice smooth floor.
Then we can cover the whole thing with solar panels and mines and move on to the next stage of our
evolution. What, did you think we were done? Did you think it was enough to master our home planet and
evolve into immortal machines, and now we can just drift around contentedly in outer space? If we stop now,
we might as well have stopped when we were still sitting around campfires eating mongongo nuts. It is
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goal-driven and the goal is absolute perfection. Amid the vast and beautiful emptiness of space, there surely
must exist other infestations that need to be cleaned up, and other planets rich with mineral resources to feed
our exponential growth. Planet by planet, star system by star system, we will expand, upgrade, and ascend. If
we can dream it we can do it! There are about a hundred billion stars in our galaxy, but the actual number is
really messy. And keeping with the metric system, all stars will have ten planets, and no extra clutter.
Astronomers think the universe was once a tiny point, uniform and infinitely contracted, which somehow
exploded into what we have now, but that gravity might pull it all back together again. We need to fix the laws
of space and time, so that the next time the universe gets fully contracted, it never again breaks open into this
awful mess, but just stays there perfect forever and ever.
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FIRST SONG1I sing the progress of a deathless soul,Whom Fate, which God made, but doth not control,Placed in most
shapes; all times before the lawYoked us, and when, and since, in this I racedaydvl.com the great world to his aged
evening,From infant morn, through manly noon I racedaydvl.com the gold Chaldee, or silver Persian saw,Greek brass,
or Roman iron, is in this one;A work to.

He describes the Teacher Institute he attended, in which white teachers had their classes in the morning, and
black teachers at night. Although Du Bois led a much more privileged life compared to poor black people in
the South, his experiencesarestill very much saffected by racism. The segregation of the Teacher Institute
highlights the fact that racism is not only unjust but impractical. Similarly, the fact that Du Bois and the other
new teachers had to find a school on foot portrays the Southern infrastructure as old-fashioned and
disorganized. Du Bois liked the family, finding them to be hard-working and honest. On the other hand, Du
Bois also frequently features moments of tainted joy and crushed optimism. Active Themes Du Bois describes
the school where he chose to teach as run-down and poorly furnished. In this passage Du Bois again mixes
positive and negative recollections about his time teaching at the school. Du Bois shows that even while the
education of black children is vital, it is often met with resistance from both white and black people. Du Bois
goes on to describe other families who hosted him, as well as his time spent having conversations with Josie.
Although Josie dreamed of going away to school in Nashville, it seemed unlikely that this would be possible.
Josie was hard-working and resourceful, but the jobs available to her paid far too little money. The black
people Du Bois describes are dedicated and hard-working, with dreams of self-improvement. However, as Du
Bois shows, these good qualities are not enough for poor black people to succeed in a racist world. Although
black people have to face the relentless burden of the Veil, this experience of exclusion becomes the basis of
new forms of attachment, inclusion, and belonging. This was only one of many hardships her family had
sufferedâ€”her brother was also in prison for theft. The old schoolhouse was gone and had been replaced with
a new building. Doc Burke had managed to buy a hundred acres and a larger house, but remained in debt and
was still working even in his elderly, frail state. Earlier parts of the chapter betray hints of optimism and seem
to suggest that things may actually turn out well for Josie and her family. However, this turns out to be far
from the case. Of the Meaning of Progress. Retrieved November 13,
Chapter 7 : The Soul of Progress | Job Search by Heart
Of the Progress of the Soul: The Second Anniversary. An Anatomy of the World. John Donne. The Poems of John
Donne.

Chapter 8 : The Soul of Progress
(excerpt) OF THE PROGRESS OF THE SOUL Wherein, by occasion of the religious death of Mistress Elizabeth Drury,
the incommodities of the soul in this her life, and her.

Chapter 9 : Poem: The Progress of the Soul by John Donne
For some 50 years, the late Thomas McGrath produced a prolific array of titles, encompassing poetry, novels, books for
children, and several documentary film scripts, including uncredited work on the eloquent and exhilarating Smithsonian
film about the history of flight, To Fly.
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