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Chapter One

Golant, Cornwall 2018



Larh Thomas arrived at the Sawmills recording studio as the autumn light was fading. Her mobile signal had been faltering since she descended deep into the river valley, and so it was only because she saw a small wooden sign and the light coming off the river that she knew she had reached her destination. The studio looked like a couple of sturdy stone cottages, knocked together.

A young woman answered the door.

“Who are you?”

“Larh Thomas. I am supposed to meet Penny Merchant, the manager of the band.”

“Didn’t she say? You were supposed to go straight to the pub in Golant, they have a room booked for you there. Go back up the hill and follow the signs.”

“Right. Is Penny there now?”

“Yes.” She added in a quieter voice, “Knock loudly, then leave it for a minute or two. Room 4. You know, if she is not in the bar.”

“Thanks.”

Larh went back outside. It was twilight, the water in front of the studio was full, which as she was to find out, happened only at high tide. This area of water was almost cut off by a single track railway. There was a small square entrance cut underneath it, allowing access to the main river. 

Woods sloped up from the studio, the air was thick with damp and impossibly quiet after London. She walked back to her car and drove back up the narrow winding road to the top of the hill where she could reprogram her phone. Half a mile away, she took a right and descended back down again to the level of the water.

Golant proved to be a tiny village by the Fowey river, which only seemed to have one pub. This at least was open but empty. The landlady came out from somewhere as Larh came up to the bar.

“Do you have a room for me? Larh Thomas?”

“You are with the Sawmills group?”

“Yes, is Penny Merchant here?”

“I believe she is busy right now, dear. I’ll show you to your room.”

The room in the eaves, overlooking the river, was small but warm. There were mock mediaeval cushions and gold curtains, and a thick red carpet. The tiny ensuite bathroom had once been canary yellow.

“Lovely.”

“They’ll be finished soon, I expect. Come down for a drink when you are ready.” 

The landlady left. Larh listened. A faint regular thudding was coming from somewhere nearby. Larh got out her laptop, and looked around the room for a note of the wifi password. Five minutes later there was a knock at the door.

“Penny says to meet her in the bar in ten minutes. She is just having a shower.” A thin Irish man with dark spiky hair, jeans and muddy boots was standing there.

“Who are you?”

“Danny, but it’s a secret.”

“Not sure it is, mate.” Larh replied.

He smiled back at her, and scratched the side of his head.

“Anyway, guitars to sling and all that.” He nodded and went off.

Larh went down to the bar and ordered a pint of the local cider. She sat by the window. It was really dark now, out of season, and there were no lights on the few boats still moored in the river or any sign of habitation on the opposite bank.

Penny came in, her brown hair slicked back. Black leather jacket, black jeans and posh  wellington boots.

“Sorry. You met Danny?”

“Yes.”

“He’s the guitarist. It is not supposed to be happening, but it is.”

“Yes, I gathered. Lots of energy.”

Penny ordered herself a large vodka and tonic, and came to sit with Larh by the window. She took a big hit of her box vape.

“We all drink a lot, you’ll get used to that.”

“Sure.”

“This is our downtime, usually we are playing a different city every night, dealing with a thousand problems. Then it all suddenly comes to a stop. Somewhere random like this. Nice though, when it’s not raining.”

“I thought the band was recording.”

“Recording is a slow, slow process, especially if no one has thought to bother writing a bunch of decent songs. You’ll get the hang of it.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“James, the singer and main writer, he has had this mad urge to write about a complicated subject. West country witches in past centuries. So, we have all come down here to get the winter vibe. All the way across America, all summer he was talking about it, like in Utah, and California and God knows, all these washed out sunny places. Now we are here, and it has all got a bit cold and wet and real.”

Penny had a kind of mid-atlantic drawl, it was hard to say which side of the pond it had started its journey, but Larh suspected England.

“What does James know about witches?”

“He reads books. In America he reads books about English history. A lot. We have found a White Witch at Boscastle to come and talk to us. He says he wants to do it properly, and he wrote about it on the band’s website.”

“And then you got death threats?”

“They are very religious in the US. It’s not just that though, we have had them before, it’s just everyone is on edge about the project, apart from James of course, and we need someone to explain what we are doing and give it some balance. Because witches are now seen as a persecuted female group, aren’t they. Especially in Salem and all that. You know, was it different here from America? I mean the Americans two hundred years ago were just Europeans who didn’t fit in here. Religious nuts. Anyway, we need someone who knows this kind of shit, who can talk to him and us all about it.”

“Why do you think I can do that?”

“We’ll see how it works out, I guess. Have you worked in the music industry before?”

“No.”

“No matter, you dress right. Got a bit of attitude.” Penny laughed. “Sort of early Chrissie Hyde, but English swagger, you know. Closer to a limp than American swagger or some God awful white attempt at a pimp roll.”

“You are saying I walk right.”

“We spend a lot of time with the same people, different places, same people. It is like a gang. Some bands are all friends from childhood, but this band is hierarchical. James is the most well known, because of his previous band, The Flowers. The bass, keys and drums were in a band together which was going nowhere, and Danny, he just works for anyone, but he’s good and he gets on with everyone. He is oil on troubled waters, and we get a lot of those. 

“Mitch the keyboard player has the most musical mind, he can do arrangements for horns and strings, and he does all this clever keyboard stuff, which needs reigning in sometimes because no one cares. James just plays acoustic guitar, but he has a lovely voice, looks great and he has this sense for melody which is very rare, and presence of course. He’s the star, the others are replaceable, that is what I am saying.”

“OK.”

“James is the writer, this is his third solo album, but the first two were songs that didn’t fit on the last Flower’s album as that band had a real lot of writing talent. For this album we have the studio booked, but James just has a few basic songs and melodies, which need to be worked up into something a bit more impressive. James knows that Mitch can do that, but kind of hates it as well. Danny just rocks it all up a bit, does a few solos. Joolz is here as well, he is a producer. A well known one.”

“Oh.”

“That is why we are staying here. They will argue a lot, and we will all have work to do, I do at least. All of next year needs planning out and there are two versions to plan, although don’t tell anyone that. That is the big secret. The girls will be filming everything and putting the videos up online. They are not so good with the words, coming from down under, so I hope you can help them with that. Have you got some boots? All the paths are fucking muddy.”

“Yes, you said.”

“Right, let’s go and meet them. We can eat there. See if anything is actually happening.”

“OK.”

 


Chapter Two



Ten minutes walk along the muddy path alongside the river in the near darkness and they arrived back at the recording studio. Penny knocked on the door, and the same woman as before answered. 

“Ana, this is Larh Thomas. The other young one is Jane. They are from Australia.”

“New Zealand, actually.” Ana made a face.

“We picked them up on tour two years ago in Sydney anyway, they come as a package. In more ways than one. Ana is ‘nice James’ on the socials, Jane is ‘nasty late night James’.”

“What do you mean?”

“They write Jame’s personal messages to his fans, he can’t be bothered.”

They walked through into a control room where a man with long blond hair was looking quietly through the glass. The man ignored them and made minute adjustments on the wide mixing desk in front of him.

“They are just jamming to warm up, check the levels and all that.” Ana said.

“You are recording everything, Joolz?” Penny asked.

“Yes, like you said.”

“And note what you think they are playing. You know the drill.”

“Of course.”

“Just in case the magic thing happens.”

Throught the glass, Larh could see the band were arranged in a circle, with transparent sound barriers around the drummer. Each seemed to be staring at the floor, except the drummer and bassist who were watching James closely.

“Danny and Mitch can play by ear.” Penny whispered. “They, like, pluck the music out of the air and play along. The others need to be told the keys and the chords and so on.”

Penny turned back to Joolz.

“Has James talked to you about the sound? He wants more space.” 

“Yeah, he wants leavened bread, or rather non unleavened bread. He explained it really clearly to me. I just nod and do what I was going to do anyway.”

“Something like that.”

The song ground to a halt and Mitch went to a white board and started writing. James shook his head.

“Right.” James said. “This is the first one. A minor, C, G, it starts at the moment. Then goes into F minor something. We’ll do different base notes on the keys.”

He started strumming the acoustic guitar slowly. The others did not play. There was little in the way of words, but he sang some kind of melody. After the first chorus the others started gently joining in, and he nodded along with the emphasis on the rhythm getting stronger. They sped up slightly into the second chorus and then slipped away so it was just him, and he ran through a series of descending notes on the guitar like a stream falling over rocks, before going back to the main chords and into the last verse and chorus. He finished, and Mitch went again to the white board.

“What’s that called, mate?”

“‘Dream Flight’ I think.”

Mitch read out the chords as he was writing them down, and James corrected a couple.

“We could substitute there, on the second verse. A7sus for C, for example. Bass note stays the same.”

“Of course, try it next time.” James put the guitar down and came into the control room.

“This is Larh Thomas, James. The historical consultant I told you about.”

“Of course.” James was about the same height as Larh, slim and winnowy with a cloud of long amber hair, parted in the middle and soft eyes. Ana appeared with two open beer bottles.

James gazed at Larh for a while, everyone waited for him. Time seemed to work differently in James’s world.

“Let’s go out and look at the moon,” James said to Larh, taking one of the beers.

 James pulled on a long faux fur coat and they walked out of the studio and around the inlet, till they were near the main river and could walk up steps onto the single track railway that went alongside the river, across the bridge over the inlet. 

James turned to look up the dark hills behind the studio, where the white moon hung in the November sky.

“There, look at that. Timeless. It will be full in a few days.”

“That was a lovely song.” Larh said.

“You don’t have to be polite. I will need you to be honest.”

“Honest?”

“All summer I have had this idea of coming back here in the winter and doing something properly ancient and pagan. Female. Now I am here, I am more than a little lost, to be honest.”

“Alright.”

“I have read the books, and we are getting a White Witch down, but like all this religious stuff, everyone believes their own truths, you know what I mean. For example, do the witches use the old stone circles, how do they relate to the Druids? They came after right?”

“We only really have the Roman historian’s descriptions of what the Druids were, and that was hardly complimentary. What interests you about witchcraft?”

“To me, the worship of the sun and the moon, of the land, of the woods. That all seems natural to me, when you are in a landscape like this. The Christians suppressed it because they saw it as a threat, and because I think they saw women in general as wild and pagan, and they needed controlling.”

“OK.” 

“When Christianity came, I think the ordinary people, superstitious and uneducated, believed both, so the church bought in all the stories about devil-worship, flying, mass gatherings and human sacrifice and so on to scare the shit out of everyone. They tortured the witches to get confessions out of them, it was barbaric.”

“Yes, it probably was.”

“It is interesting that these pagan beliefs are similar to African ones, where we all come from, if you go far enough back.”

“I have to say there are a few assumptions in those statements. There are a lot of different belief systems in different parts of Africa. Spirits embedded in objects for example. Spirits of dead ancestors.”

“Yeah, I get it. It’s easy to end up talking bollocks. Lots of artists have been fascinated, WB Yeats, Conan Doyle, Bran Stoker, up to Bowie and Page.”

“Conan Doyle believed in fairies. He went a bit mad after his son died in the first world war. There was a surge in trying to contact the dead, everyone was so shocked that a whole generation of young men had been killed or wounded. It wasn’t really pagan as such, it was a spirituality disconnected from the church. A search for meaning.”

“That is just it, there are so many pitfalls, all those heavy metal cliches, being attracted to it because it is naughty and anti-establishment. I wanted someone to guide me.”

“I must confess I am a sceptic.”

“That is fine.”

“You cannot trust the witch-hunters to describe the witches any more than you can trust the Romans to describe the Druids, or the white colonials to describe the African natives.”

“But witch-craft is still widely believed in parts of Africa.”

“They believe in spirits, possession, the evil-eye. But some of those beliefs are barbaric to us, for example an epileptic is not possessed, twins do not come from the devil.”

“What do you think, then?”

“There were established pseudosciences in the Elizabethian age, alchemy, astrology, divination, necromancy. People like the queen’s advisor John Dee studied them, and many people believed in them. People can believe in things which aren’t completely true. If they act on those beliefs, it is still a valid agent.”

“What is a valid agent?”

“One which affects human behaviour. You still get just as burnt if people think you are a witch, whether you are one or not. I think there was also a lot of knowledge women had, herbs and medicines to poison or to cure. They acted as untrained midwives, although they had years of practical experience of women’s health.”

James was humming something to himself, she sensed she was losing him.

“I think religious practices, rituals and meditations, can change your state of mind, whether or not there are external powers at hand. Just like music can, which is why they use it in church services. Then there are things like hypnotism, knowing when someone is watching you, which we do not understand scientifically but we do not deny exists.”

James turned to her.

“Yeah. A lot of rock music comes from gospel. Blues in the verses, gospel in the chorus. It is inherently a spiritual experience, being in the same room as the music is created, in the same moment. That is why live music is so powerful.”

“I suppose what I am saying is the experience of being a witch may have been real to the woman, they might be lonely, discarded women and this was the only power they had, their otherness, their secret knowledge. Superstitious people would come to them for healing, or to remove a curse, something they believed to be true. It is like if you say a prayer as a child, and it comes true. You get this positive reinforcement of your beliefs, you excuse the nine times it does not work for the one which does. And like your job, as a songwriter, you have people who really believe in you.”

There was a little light coming off the surface of the water, still now at high tide. Larh could not see James face, just the halo of thick hair and his impassive shape. There was a brief silence, then James took out something and lit it. It smelt very familiar, Larh had smelt it a hundred times running past a huddle of young men along the riverbank in London. James blew out thick white clouds of smoke.

“What about white witches and black witches?”

“One man’s gain is another man’s loss. Say a woman’s love goes from one man to another. The first man would call that evil, the second good.”

“No. There is still good and bad. Do you believe in spirits? I thought you said you didn’t.”

“I believe people believe in them, and act on those beliefs.”

“I am not sure people will understand the difference.”

“You are creating an art form. Does it have to be explained completely? Isn’t the ambivalence part of the power of art, the multiple meanings.”

“I want to do this properly, you know, to give the band an experience that will suffuse the music.”

“You can still do that.”

“Fuck its cold. Let’s go back. Here’s the deal. I will tell you how the stories relate to things I have read about, and you can tell me if it is bollocks. Write some sleeve note type things. Keep it simple though. Teenagers in Texas have to get it. So we will have to work God in somehow, good and evil anyway.”

“Of course.”

They walked back towards the recording studio.

“Penny says she’s getting too old to want to stay with us, staying up all night and that.”

“It is good you are all still getting on.”

“The band are sceptical. Maybe it does not matter what a song is about, as long as it has some strong emotion, and it sounds like it’s meant to be, like it has always been there. You know, the best stuff kind of sidles up to you when you are not looking directly at it.”

Pizzas had arrived and the group was drinking beers and laughing. Penny and Larh stayed for a while then the two of them trudged up the muddy path back to the pub.

“It’s really quiet here in winter, at least it means we shouldn’t get bothered.”

“I am still not completely clear on what you want me to do.”

“We’re gonna have to market the hell out of it, that is my working assumption. I have agreed with James that you will write the blog, look into the death threats, and perhaps write some historical content for the sleeve notes, not that we have them anymore really, but we can put it on the website. And you can deal with the weirdos.”

“What weirdos?”

“We get weirdos at the best of times. We are going to get them in droves for this shit. You will drive them back with your sensible historic perspective, or a pitchfork if that doesn’t work.”

 “I can’t stay here for weeks.”

“You can do some of it from London, part time, if it drags out. They haven’t really got that long on the writing part, two to three weeks max.”

“Why did you say there were two plans to work out?”

“Don’t tell anyone. I mean, you know, fucking pain of death.  But there is a slim chance the old band will get back together. It wouldn’t surprise me if the old singer appeared sometime soon. She’s the one really into the pagan, folklore stuff. I think James is only doing it to draw her back in. Subconsciously, I mean.”

“What does that mean? Getting back together.”

“It means so much more attention. Much bigger gigs, arenas at least, but the current band gets left behind. Don’t need them. Only need one bass player, one keyboard, unless you are Yes or something.”

“They sounded good.”

“Everyone’s good at the music, believe me, the roadies, the assistants. I can play along to three chords. Being good isn’t what sells, it’s the name, the history of the band, the songs, the myth. Coming here in winter to record pagan songs is part of the myth. Don’t you see?”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t worry. We go from town to town in our own little bubble. This is all we know. Maybe it is brave of him to try and write something different.”

Danny arrived at the pub a few minutes after them.

“Time for bed. We’ll go over tomorrow, about 11, see if anyone is up.”

“Of course.”

 


Chapter Three


Larh went down for a solitary breakfast, then back to her room to work. One of the assistants had emailed her the password for James’s web site and she went back through the blog and the death threats. She then made an attempt at a blog entry, based on what she had seen from the control room, and her conversation in the moonlight with James. 

There was a knock on the door at eleven, and Penny came in. Larh showed her what she had written, and she approved it.

“We have received an invite, the lot of us, to Fowey Place for dinner. The lady there is quite the fan of James apparently, likes her musicians. It means carrying clean footwear over to the studio. They are sending cars. I am guessing they get a bit bored of each other down here in the winter, and need a little fresh blood. Anyhow, they own the studio so we can hardly refuse.”

“Did the local police get back to you about the death threats?”

“They did, I forwarded the email I got from this detective to you, so you can go and see him tomorrow. DI Fortune at St Austell nick. They seem to blame us for coming here and bringing trouble. They will probably ask you about what drugs you have seen being consumed, but we buy them all in London. Don’t tell them that of course.”

“I will have a walk around, see how easy it is to secure the place.”

“By all means, but it won’t be. That toy railway track you went out onto last night goes from Fowey to Golant. It is much less muddy than the path, but you have to climb over a wire fence at Golant, which is hard when you are pissed. Danny, or course, just bounds over it like a naughty little imp. Then there are umpteen paths through the woods. Anyone in a boat can come into the inlet when the tide is in. We will start getting waifs and strays in the next few days. The girls are monitoring the socials, so we may get some warning.” 

They walked over through the morning mist.

The studio was quiet. Mitch and the drummer were drinking coffee in the kitchen area.

Larh went up to Mitch. 

“Can you show me what you were writing on the board yesterday.”

“Sure.” 

Mitch loped off towards the studio, and she followed. He waited for her beside the chart.

“There is a column for each song. Chord charts are at the top, then the structure, ABBCBC.”

“What does that mean?”

“Say the intro is A, then we do two verses, so B B, then the chorus, C, then maybe one verse B, then the chorus C again. It is how we musicians think, nice and simple for the bass player to understand. Set up a structure, repeat, mess with it a little, then come back in strong for the ending. Needs a bridge of course, that one.

“We also attach papers with lyrics, notated music for the solos and so on, if we ever get to do those. On this table part, as each column fills up, and we indicate what is written, what is recorded, what overdubs are needed, then we all get a sense of progress towards an end, which is important for troop morale. We have suggestions for musical colour, you know horns or strings, some technical stuff, reverb, synth settings and so on.”

“It seems very well organised.”

“Joolsie doesn’t work like that, he likes just doing lots of live takes and jams, but I think it gives a bit of hope to the process. You can see where you are, and you record changes, and you can find stuff because you document it. James hasn’t made a final choice of tracks, of course, and then there is the order. In the old days, the order of the tracks mattered a lot more. There were artistic issues, and technical issues with the groove on the vinyl.”

“What do you think of the project itself? The subject matter.”

“It’s all a bit dungeons and dragons, for me. The thing you wrote on the blog made a lot of sense, if people believe it, it has a real effect.”

“You’ve read it already.”

“People get an alert when there is an update. There will be thousands of reads already. Then people can react and add a comment, they are mostly pointless, but sometimes they are interesting. You should see the trail of comments when we do a bad gig, you can stay up all night with it, if you really want to punish yourself. The end of this last last tour, when James had worn his voice out. That was really rough.”

Mitch went back to whatever he was doing, so Larh set up shop with her laptop on the table next to the Kiwi girls, and started doing more research.

Around two, the band started playing again and jammed for a couple of hours. A new song was introduced, and a few attempts were made at the previous day’s song. The assistants were filming everything now, using iphones set up on camera stands, or carrying them around themselves. This created a lot of footage to put together into segments covering each song. 

After the band had finished playing together, James went back to his room. Mitch had two songs to work on the arrangements for, and Danny was in another corner playing the takes back and working out guitar parts.

Penny appeared.

“I’ve emailed you some lyrics, and links to where he got the stories. Also, can you approve the release of this picture of you with James in the moonlight? There is a chance the press will try to identify you as his new girlfriend. That happens regularly to any woman he is seen with.”

Penny flashed up her phone. It was a long shot of the railway with the faint moonlight on the waves and the recognisable outline of the long haired James like a prophet in his long coat, and her in her cagoule and boots. Larh nodded.

…

Larh was to learn in time that some days were all bustle and productivity, and some were not. This was a good day. Before she knew it, the cars had arrived and were taking them off to the hall for dinner. The assistants had helped her wipe the mud off the bottoms of her black jeans.

It was a short drive, but it was hard to describe the difference in circumstance between the muddy wood in which the modest studio sat, with its rough whitewashed walls and slate roof, and the opulence of the mediaeval hall, Fowey Place. 

The hall was reached by a private drive through iron gates. It somehow had its own private lawns, even though it stood in the centre of the busy town. As they got out of the cars, the two story windows blazed light out onto the surrounding grounds, and to the estuary below them. A dark square tower and battlements cut into the sky above them.

The band, of course, had seen many a millionaire mansion. They were still a little subdued as an invisible hand opened the wide oak door, and they went into the hall. This was magnificently wood panelled, with portraits on the wall and a side staircase.

A small group was waiting to greet them, the lady of the hall, a good looking woman in a tight white sweater and slacks, and next to her, two faces well known from television who lived in the town. A servant brought tall glasses of champagne, and the group drifted to the large fireplace where a wood fire was burning brightly.

The lady of the hall went round introducing herself, and when she came to Larh she said.

“Ah, the historian. I have been specifically instructed by my husband to show you some of our old books you might be interested in.” 

She led Larh off to a side door, and into a library with wall to ceiling shelves of leather covered books. Three books were laid out on a table.

“My husband doesn’t like pop musicians, so he is making himself scarce, but he thought you might be interested in these. You have half an hour to peruse them before dinner.”

“Thank you.”

She started reading the first book, flicking back to see when it had been printed. 1857. The book had been left open at a chapter entitled: The Witches of Castle D’Or.

She flicked quickly through the pages, and then photographed each page on her phone. The account seemed to be largely hearsay and wishful thinking, a horned man, naked dancing, fornication. Then the whole group vanished in black smoke when a priest arrived holding a bible.

After a while Larh realised she was not alone and turned to see who was watching her.

“My father had a prurient interest in such things.” A man’s voice said from the shadows. He stepped forward, a balding, middle-aged man in a tweed jacket and mustard cords.

“I know, what can I say,” He held out his hands apologetically. “There was a time I was the catch. Now she is the queen, and I lurk in the shadows.”

“Do you mind if I take photos of the pages?”

“No, not at all.”

“You are the Lord?”

“No one is perfect. My wife does like to be known as a Lady. You know the hierarchy going down, Duke, Earl, Viscount, Lord, more or less spells ‘devil’. That tells you a lot about the system.”

“You are not joining us for dinner.”

“That would rather cramp her style.”

Larh did not know how to reply to that, so she changed tack.

“Is it quite common, locally, to believe in witches?”

“It was a hundred years ago, and the little folk, the spiders who hid Jesus, the Jews who killed him, the voices the miners heard underground. The fishermen at sea who heard the drowned calling. So many superstitions. Life was hard and people were uneducated, there were no cities way down here, still aren’t really. The industries failed one by one, mining, pilchards. People left for America, or Australia, or South Wales even.”

“There were still a few grand houses like this one.”

“I am sure the occupants were even more bored than my wife. I wonder who she will choose tonight.”

Larh carried on photographing the other chapters.

“This is quite a library.”

“Oh yes. My father’s great project. I have not added to it much myself, of course. Some of these books are quite rare and expensive.”

“But you have read most of it?”

“Not most of it, no. My father had a system, the respectable books up one end in the light, the salacious in the dark corner. Perhaps it was his own father’s system. It is funny to find oneself lurking about in the same shadows he did, probably thinking the same things.”

The laughter grew louder as if a door had been opened. Larh turned to look, and when she turned back the man had disappeared.

“He is not bothering you, is he?” Lady M had appeared, She lent back against the table, and looked at Larh.

“No. I have finished.”

“Come and have a drink then. Is the tall, handsome one gay, do you think?”

 The bass player? I only know some of them by their instruments. I don’t think so.”

“By their instruments, we shall know them. Where are you staying?”

“The pub in Golant, with Penny the manager. It is quieter.”

“I am sure it is.”

“She is with the spiky haired Irishman, Danny. Guitar.”

“And the main prize?”

“James. I thought he had a girlfriend.” Lady M made a face.

“What about the lanky one?”

“Mitch, the keyboard player. He seems
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