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        This book is dedicated to my brother, John Pickett, who died of cancer and sepsis.

        John got his wish and lived long enough to see how well we did at the World Cup and was buried in his England shirt.

        Football didn’t quite make it home, but John did.

        Rest in peace, my lovely brother.
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      “Do we know anyone called Jasper Cravensby, Hayley? It’s some sort of invitation to a place called Wildwood Manor.”

      “I don’t know why I bother sometimes, Tom. I told you all about his housewarming party the other day when you were watching cricket.”

      “There you go then. You can’t expect me to be listening when England are playing.”

      “Nor football, apparently. He’s Caroline’s boyfriend; you met him once. She’s been going out with Jasper for about a year now. You must remember him. He’s got a helicopter. And a jet.”

      Lady Caroline Hatton had befriended Hayley when she was investigating a case at Chiltern Hall, and she had helped the psychic medium with several of their cases.

      “I didn’t know it was all weekend. Anyway, I can’t play tennis. I like watching it though,” said Tom, as he put his jacket on to go to Gorebridge Police Station.

      “Anyone for tennis doesn’t mean that, actually. It’s a bit of a pop at the upper classes. There can be explosions or murders going on all around them, but they’ll say, ‘Anyone for tennis?’”

      “Well, I never knew that. I might have a go at croquet, though. How hard can it be?” said Tom.

      “There’s a snooker room as well. It’ll be great fun. Jasper even managed to get hold of one of those wind-up gramophones. And the 78s to go with it.”

      “As long as we haven’t got to dance. I’m not sure I can do the foxtrot or the jitterbug. Will there be anyone there that I know?”

      “Erm, only Caroline, I reckon. I don’t know the others either. Jasper’s sister and her husband are going, a couple from South Africa, his new neighbours Lord and Lady Crestwick, an actress friend of Caroline’s and a few more, I think.”

      Tom frowned. “It’s not fancy dress, is it? I’m not going in a boater and cream flannels.”

      “And a striped blazer. Aw, you’d look really cute. But luckily not. I don’t fancy wearing a Charleston dress and beads. Although I do like my beads. Do you think your parents will babysit Benjie and the cat?”

      Luna, the tortoiseshell cat, raised his head when he heard the woman say ‘the cat’. Was it time for his breakfast? It was rather late. But they just carried on talking, much to his disgust.

      “I’m sure they will. As long as he behaves himself and doesn’t start waving at ghosts again. Benjie, that is, not Luna,” said Tom.

      Luna raised his head again, but still no movement towards the cupboard where his food was kept.

      “I’ll make sure the ghosts stay away this time. I thought your mum took it very well. And your dad doesn’t even know.”

      “I don’t think he would understand about Abigail at all. Not sure I do.”

      Thirty-nine-year-old Abigail Summers had burst into their cottage in Church Lane one day and asked for help to solve her own murder. Since then, Hayley Bennett, or Hayley Moon when she was working, had become part of The Deadly Detective Agency. Unfortunately for Tom, the young, handsome police constable was the link between the dead and the police, which didn’t go down well with his boss, DCI Johnson.

      “Abigail and the others won’t be with Benjie; they’ll be at Wildwood Manor with us, hun,” said Hayley.

      “Oh God, I don’t know which is worse. I’ve just thought, we haven’t got to buy a gift, have we?”

      “No, Jasper said no presents. I mean, what would you even buy a billionaire? Although, thinking about it, maybe we…”

      “What? I think we should respect his wishes. It’s only fair. If that’s what the man wanted,” said Tom, shrugging sheepishly.

      “Tom Bennett, you are a tight old git at times.”

      “What do you mean? Who just bought you a new air fryer? And I got you that expensive iron last month!”

      Hayley shook her head. “I didn’t marry very well, did I?” she joked.

      “Are you kidding? Women would kill to be married to me. Talking of which, Johnson will kill me if I’m late. I’d better get going. There’s a bloke missing. He went out the other night to a UFO meeting in the village hall and never got home. Out of character, his wife reckons.”

      “Perhaps he was abducted by aliens.”

      “Haha. The whole station said that. The DCI said to put out an APB on a green man driving a round disc.”

      “Well, let me know if you need our help. I’m sure Abigail will only be too pleased. It’s been rather slow these days. It’s too hot to do much, including murder. Let’s hope the weather is good for the party next week. Apparently, the grounds are really lovely at the manor. There’s a lake you can row on. You’ll have a great time,” Hayley told him as she kissed him goodbye.

      Tom gave a quick kiss on top of Benjie’s head and opened the front door.

      “Talk of the devil,” he said.

      “I’ve had nicer welcomes,” laughed Lady Caroline Hatton. “Have I come at a bad time, Tom?”

      “Sorry. No, it’s perfect. I’m off to work. We just got your invitation in the post.”

      “I hope you’ll both come.”

      “Wouldn’t miss it, Caroline. Go through, Hayley’s in the kitchen.”

      “Hi, Caroline. Coffee?” said Hayley, hurriedly trying to tidy up the breakfast things. “Sorry about the mess.” Hayley was thinking what a mess she was as well. Caroline always looked like she was on a fashion shoot. She had been an actress on the London stage before she had inherited the title. Her make-up looked flawless and her shoulder-length auburn hair was perfectly coiffured. Not at all like Hayley’s long black hair which she hadn’t even had time to brush. And she noticed that the long skirt she had put on didn’t match the top at all. Hayley had often been told she looked like a hippy, and she certainly felt like one that morning.

      “Coffee would be lovely,” said Caroline. “I’m sorry I didn’t phone first. It was a sudden decision. You’ll think I’m balmy, but I had a dream.”

      “Do you know how many times I’ve said those exact words? But I’m surprised you have. Has Hayley Moon got competition?”

      “No, I don’t think you’ve got any worries, Hayley. I haven’t gone psychic or anything. I’m just worried about something.”

      “Let’s take our coffees and Benjie to the conservatory. I can think better in there.” Hayley picked up her eighteen-month-old son and sat him with his toys on the floor.

      “Is it because of the housewarming? I should imagine it’s taking a lot of preparation and planning,” said Hayley.

      Caroline smiled. “Not really. We’ve hired a party planner and they do everything. Even supplying the caterers and serving staff. They’re getting the staff to dress for the whole weekend in uniforms and costumes of the day. We’ve even got a butler. I think his name is going to be Scrimshaw. Plus, we have someone to organise the activities for us.”

      “That sounds amazing. I can’t wait. So what’s the problem?”

      “Wildwood Manor. I absolutely hate it.”

      “What do you mean, you hate it?” said Hayley. “I’ve seen pictures of it. It looks fantastic.”

      “From the outside,” said Caroline with a shudder. “I know Chiltern Hall is old and a bit creepy, but that place is something else.”

      “Is it older?”

      “Only by a hundred years or so. It’s 17th century, I think. But there’s something wrong with it. Honestly, I’m not making it up, Hayley. You know it was a hotel till Jasper bought it?”

      “Yes, Wildwood Hotel. You said he was going to have the party and then convert it back into a house. That way, there’s all the amenities and rooms for us over the weekend.”

      “What you don’t know is that the owner, Spencer Strong, had no choice but to sell. He bought it two years ago from old Lord Foxley, who needed to sell it for death duties when his father died. But Mr Strong had problems right from the start. He couldn’t keep staff, and several times the guests wanted to leave in the middle of the night. He always had to give them their money back. He had three big weddings booked and they all cancelled. He lost a fortune, so Jasper got it for a song, considering the size of the estate. And I can tell you, there have been times I’ve wanted to leave in the middle of the night. Jasper says I’m imagining it, of course.”

      “I wish I could have checked it out before he bought it. In every old house there’s going to be ghosts. Maybe they didn’t like it being turned into a hotel and having strangers there all the time.”

      “But then why have things got worse since Jasper moved in? There’s something bad about the place. I’m scared, Hayley. Jasper has staff that come in from the village, like gardeners and cleaners, and no one wants to sleep there. He was hoping to get a live-in housekeeper and cook at some point.”

      “Don’t worry, I’ll go to the library when I’ve got Benjie dressed and get some professional help. Abigail and the others are bored stiff without a case, if you'll pardon the pun.”

      “I suspect they’re dying for a case,” added Caroline with a grin.

      “Oh dear, that’s worse than the ones Abigail tells. Right, I’ll keep you ghosted, I mean posted. But I’m sure you’ve got nothing to worry about. I’m really looking forward to the weekend, Caroline. We haven’t had a break since the cruise, and that turned out to be hard work for Tom.”

      “Oh yes, I forgot about that. At least it’s only ghosts and we haven’t got any murders to worry about, have we?” Caroline said. “Have we?”

      “One thing I’ve learned is that ghosts don’t kill, only the living. I’ll get Benjie changed and go and ask the experts.” Hayley looked at her watch. “And they should all be in the library about now. So, tell me about your dream.”
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      Hayley was correct; three deceased members of The Deadly Detective Agency were sitting in the Becklesfield Public Library.

      “‘Pretty Woman’,” said Terry to Abigail and Betty.

      “I know I am,” said Abigail. “But you’re supposed to be thinking of a record you’d take if you were marooned on a desert island.”

      “No, Roy Orbison sang ‘Pretty Woman’.”

      “I know. I’m only kidding. I loved the film.”

      “There’s a film?” Terry had died in his fifties in the 1980s. He had never fallen in love, but soon fell for the pretty, blue-eyed Abigail. Although she could drive him mad at times, he missed her when she wasn’t there.

      “You’ve never seen Pretty Woman?” exclaimed Abigail. “It’s one of my favourites. We’ll have to get Hayley to play it one night when Tom is out.”

      “It was a lovely film,” added Betty. “Me and my John loved watching that together.” The eighty-two-year-old had died a week after her husband and called this her me-time.

      “What record would you take, Betty?” asked Abigail. “But I might not know it if it’s Glenn Miller or something.”

      “How old do you think I am?”

      “Sorry Betty. Okay, I’m guessing the Beatles.”

      “I did love ‘Hey June’ and ‘Lucy In Disguise With Diamonds’.” Betty had a way of getting her words and sayings mixed up, but it was part of her charm. “But actually, there’s one that I much prefer. You might know it; it’s called ‘Thunder’.”

      “Hmm, can’t think of it. The only one I know is ‘Thunderstruck’ by AC/DC and it can’t be that.”

      “That’s the one, dear.”

      ”AC/DC? You always amaze me, Betty.”

      “John loved them right up till the end. He wanted ‘Highway to Hell’ played at his funeral. But I said that might be tempting fate. And I was glad I did, as we had a joint one. What about you, Abigail?”

      “It’s got to be one by Queen.”

      “I remember them,” said Terry. “I went to see them in Oxford. Well, I went to see Mott the Hoople, and they were the supporting group. I had a feeling they’d make it. They got famous after I died then? The singer came out in a crown and a long cape. I’ve always remembered that; it was quite a sight, and he had a fabulous voice.”

      “That was Freddie Mercury,” Abigail told him.

      “I bet he had all the women throwing themselves at him. Lucky beggar.”

      “Not as many as you would think, actually, Terry,” added Abigail quickly. “Anyway, I’d have ‘I Want to Break Free’, seeing as I’m stuck on the island.”

      “I liked ‘Fat Bottomed Girls’,” Terry added.

      “I don’t think you should tell Abigail that. You’re supposed to be in love with her, dear.”

      “No, I didn’t…”

      ”As if he’d dare tell me that,” laughed Abigail. “Okay, here’s another one. If you had to be stranded on the desert island with someone, would you rather be with A, me, or B…”

      

      “B,” Terry and Betty answered together.

      “Hey, that’s not nice. I was going to say B, DCI Johnson.”

      “B,” they said again, with a smile.

      Abigail didn’t have time to reply as Hayley had entered the library. She grabbed a book so she could pretend to be reading to Benjie rather than look like she was talking to herself.

      “Hayley’s here, good,” said Abigail. “Hayley, you’d like to be marooned on a desert island with me, wouldn’t you?”

      “Well, it’s not on my bucket list.”

      “But would you rather be stuck with me or DCI Johnson?”

      “Um, is there any other choice? Only joking. How long for?”

      “Well, I don’t know. Until we’re rescued, I suppose,” snapped Abigail.

      “Definitely you, hun,” Hayley said, winking at Terry and Betty. “Anyway, guys, I need your help.”

      “I don’t know if I want to help now. If it’s a murder, I might,” said Abigail.

      “I don’t think you should hope for someone to have been murdered, dear,” said Betty. “But it would be nice.”

      “Sorry, no one has been murdered. Lady Caroline has asked for our help. Jasper has bought Wildwood Manor and he’s having a party.”

      “We know. Are we invited?” Abigail said hopefully.

      “Er, no.”

      “We’re going anyway,” she answered sulkily.

      “I have no doubt about that. It’s actually for the whole weekend, like they used to do in the 1920s and ‘30s. There’s going to be things like croquet and skeet shooting.”

      “Oh no,” said a horrified Betty. “That’s dreadful in this day and age. Those poor little skeets. Are they some kind of bird?”

      “Calm down, hun. A skeet is only a clay pigeon.”

      “Only? I used to feed wood pigeons every day with Rich Tea biscuits when I was alive.”

      Hayley laughed. “These are actually made of clay, Betty. A machine fires them into the air.”

      “Oh. Well, I still don’t like it. They have to use real rifles, you know. And you can do a lot of damage with a rifle.”

      “That’s true. But I think Tom will be having a go, sorry, hun.”

      “So what’s the trouble?” asked Abigail.

      “It seems like Wildwood is haunted, and not in a good way, if there is one. Caroline had a dream about a maid that was going round stabbing all the guests. Including me, unfortunately. And she’s heard noises in the middle of the night. Now, I’ve looked up the place and put in the words ‘Wildwood Manor haunted’, and a lot has come up. There was a maid who lost a baby, and it’s said you can still hear her groaning and screaming and the baby crying. A lot of the guests heard it when it was a hotel. That’s why it had to close. No wonder they wanted to leave. And they couldn’t keep the staff because they slept up on the top floor where the maid died.”

      “I wouldn’t want to sleep up there,” said Terry. “Anything else?”

      “The usual loud footsteps in an empty room. And an extremely young footman died of cold sitting on the front steps and sometimes fires suddenly light in the grate. They say it’s him trying to keep warm.”

      “Bless the little one,” said Betty. “So what does Caroline want you to do?”

      “There’s not much I can do. But you three can. I’ll drop you over there, and you could see what’s going on. Perhaps have a word with this maid or the other ghosts and ask them to stop.”

      “We can say the new owner is our friend. I’m sure they’ll listen,” said Abigail.

      “The trouble is that when Caroline first told me Jasper was buying this manor house, I had an awful feeling, like someone had run cold fingers down my back. I should have said something then. And Caroline said the word today, and I think she’s right. She said the place is evil.”

      “I’m not sure I want to go now,” said Abigail. “What if there really is an evil entity and it sends us to hell or something?”

      “No, we wouldn’t want to meet a demond, dear. Or be dragged through a porthole.”

      “I’ll look after you,” Terry told them. The handsome but grumpy middle-aged man had felt left out when the pretty, blonde-haired Abigail had arrived and disturbed the peace in Becklesfield Library. But he would protect her with everything he had.

      “Much as I love you, I don’t think you’d be a match for a demon from hell.”

      Hayley laughed. “I think you’re getting into the realms of fantasy now. It’s more likely to be a grumpy ghost that doesn’t want anyone living in his home. Probably one of the Foxleys. They’ve owned it for centuries. I’m sure you can talk him round. Or her. But there’s going to be some pretty important people there this weekend, so we need to sort it out. So just be your usual charming selves. And Abigail, try to be nice.”

      “Thank you very much. I’ll have you know I’ve been told I’m very charming. Well, someone said it once.”

      “Just remember there might be the spirit of a Lord or Lady there. They won’t be too keen on you three arriving. Actually, head for the kitchen. Or the upstairs rooms.”

      “You’ll be telling us to go in the servant’s entrance soon,” said Abigail.

      “I know what these places are like, hun. The owners are very feudal to us peasants. You’ll need to get on their good side.”

      “I think I’d rather see a demond now,” said Betty.

      “Sounds like there isn’t much difference,” said Terry uneasily. “That woman that owned the flying club was bad enough.”

      “Oh Lord, yes, she was awful,” said Abigail.

      “But you soon put her in her place, if I remember rightly,” said Terry.

      “I’m not worried about a Foxley. You’re all the same when you’re dead.”

      “That’s true,” said Betty. “Death is a great lellever, rellever, lerrever… makes you all equal.”

      “We know that, but do they?” said Abigail.
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      The first sighting of Wildwood Manor silenced everyone in Hayley’s little red Mini, even Abigail.

      “That is one big manor house,” said Terry. “It’s nearly as big as Chiltern Hall.”

      “Not as nice, though,” said Hayley. “The grey bricks make it look a bit gloomy.”

      “It’s the sort of mansion that has those gerbils on the corners,” said Betty. “Or is it garboils?”

      “Close,” said Terry. “I think you mean gargoyles. It’s very Hammer Horror, isn’t it?”

      “They were good,” said Betty.

      “I don’t know what’s good about someone being killed by a hammer. And you lot tell me off for wishing for a murder,” said Abigail.

      “They were films and shows in the seventies and eighties, dear. Hammer House of Horror.”

      “I’m obviously too young as well,” said Hayley. “Look, I’m going back home before the camera on the gate sees me talking to myself. I’ll see you later.”

      It seemed to the three ghosts that they had stepped back three centuries, until they reached the steps of the house where three expensive cars were parked. They could see that one of them was the Bentley belonging to Lady Caroline. They suspected her chauffeur must be in the kitchen, and that was where they went first. Not that they wanted to see him; they were hoping a deceased cook or scullery maid might be there. But they were disappointed. The first spirit they saw was sitting with their back to them on the terrace. It didn’t look like one of the Foxleys.

      “Excuse me, miss,” said Terry politely. “I wonder if you could help us.”

      Abigail put her hand to her mouth to hide a giggle when a young man with long, wavy hair and a large moustache turned round.

      “Hi, man.”

      “Oh, I do apologise, sir.”

      “Don’t sweat it, man. Dougal at your service.”

      “I’m guessing you died in about 1970?” said Betty. “My youngest was a hippy and into flower power and all that.” His green velvet bell-bottoms and sheepskin waistcoat had given it away.

      “Far out. So who’s this gorgeous chick?” he said to Abigail.

      “Ooh, don’t call her that,” Terry warned him.

      “Let the man speak,” said a smiling Abigail, as Dougal took her hand and kissed it while she told him their names.

      Terry rolled his eyes, thinking of all the times she’d told him off for calling her his bird.

      “I’ll help you any time, honeybunch. Not that I know much of anything. I just like to hang out and catch some rays. Free-spirited in life, free-spirited in death. One minute I was here watching a folk festival and the next I’m on the wrong side of the fun. But what a way to go. You’d be better talking to Atkins. He’s a bit of a bummer, but he knows more than me. He’s probably in the library.”

      “How funny that we all like libraries. Can’t remember going in one when I was alive,” said Abigail.

      “I know, right? It’s this way.”

      One look at Atkins and they realised that he must have been a butler at one time, and the girl with him was in a maid’s uniform. She was introduced as Mabel. They wondered if it was her who had lost her baby and was still heard by the living.

      “So you want to know if there’s an evil spirit haunting the house?” said Atkins. “Well, there are plenty of spirits, but I’m sorry to disappoint you, there’s not, I’m afraid.”

      “Oh,” said Abigail. “But we were told that was why the hotel had to close, because of bangs and screams in the night and fires starting in the grates.”

      “And a poor baby crying out for its mother,” added Betty.

      “I’m not disagreeing with that. That happened. But it wasn’t an evil ghost.”

      “It were a Breather!” said Mabel. “We watched him.”

      “He was alive? Who was he? Do you know?”

      “Glen Hume, he called himself. He worked here as a night porter when it was a hotel and slept in my room on the servants’ floor,” Atkins told them. “We watched him play this box thing of noises. That was the groans, screams and footsteps that people heard. And he’d play all kinds of tricks on people. Why he would do that, I don’t know.”

      “How odd,” said Abigail. “I wonder why. He must have known it could lose him his job if the place closed. And he’s gone now, has he?”

      “Yes, he left when the hotel shut. We’ve got a lovely owner now. His name’s Jasper Cravensby.”

      “That’s another reason why we’re here. We want you to know how nice Jasper and his girlfriend Caroline are. We have a friend called Hayley who can talk to the dead, and she told us to come and have a word with you. You’ll meet her next weekend, she’s coming to the party.”

      “I’m looking forward to that, man,” said Dougal.

      “But Caroline thinks the haunting or something funny is still going on,” Terry told them.

      “She’s right,” said a voice behind them. “I feel it too.”

      “This is young Georgie,” said Mabel.

      Young Georgie looked a lot older than young Mabel in his scarlet military uniform.

      “Pleased to meet you. George Foxley; 1794 to 1815.”

      “And you, sir,” said Terry, thinking he felt very underdressed, having died in his bed. But looking at the hole in the young man’s tunic, he couldn’t help but feel that the bright red material must have made the soldier a prime target. No wonder the army changed to khaki.

      Betty thought that too. “That uniform must have stuck out like a sore bum.”

      “So what’s going on?” Abigail asked the soldier hastily.

      “I don’t think it’s an evil presence. I think it’s a foreboding. Something’s going to happen. Something deadly.”

      “Well, that’s what we do,” Abigail told him. “We run The Deadly Detective Agency. But we usually catch those that are alive.”

      “We’ve seen what they’re capable of over the years, haven’t we, Atkins?”

      “How long have you been here, Mabel?” asked Betty.

      “I’m not sure. Since sometime in the nineteen-forties, I think. Atkins was already here then. He’s the best one to tell you about the ghosts and times of Wildwood Manor.”

      “I could tell you things that would make you blush, Betty. You wouldn’t believe what the rich get up to behind closed doors.”

      “I probably would, Mr Atkins. Me and my John got up to quite a lot ourselves, and not always behind closed doors.”

      “It’s true,” said Abigail. “Betty got up to a lot more than I ever did, that’s for sure.”

      “Outta sight, old lady. But it’s never too late, Abs. You crash in my pad and I’ll see you right,” said Dougal.

      “Abs won’t be crashing in anyone’s pad but mine,” said Terry. “She’s with me.”

      “Cool it, man. There’s enough love here for everyone.”

      “Yes, cool it, Terry,” laughed Abigail. “But seriously, Atkins, I would love to know more about what’s happened here in the past.”

      “Let’s just say there’s a lot more Foxleys out there than there should be. And not all Foxleys are actual Foxleys, if you get my meaning. Apart from young Georgie here, of course. You can tell by the portraits he’s a Foxley through and through. But there was a huge scandal when I was alive. Sit down and I’ll tell you all about it.”
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      Abigail, Terry and Betty made their way back to Becklesfield by bus, which Abigail always hated. She had been nagging Hayley for weeks to get a new car. Benjie’s nan went out with them more since she found out about Hayley’s gift, and now the Mini just wasn’t big enough for all of them. But it was still better than the bus.

      After going round all the villages, they eventually arrived at the little cottage in Church Lane, the one with the wind chimes and the dreamcatcher in the porch.

      “So it wasn’t a ghost that got the hotel closed? How strange,” said Hayley. “If it was anyone else, I might have suspected Jasper for wanting to buy it, but he wouldn’t do that.”

      “We can’t rule him out, dear. We don’t really know him that well. He’s a very successful businessman.”

      “I agree with Betty,” said Terry. “Most of them have a ruthless streak. That’s why they’re rich.”

      Abigail shook her head. “I’m with Hayley. I don’t think he would do that. He’s got enough money to offer triple its worth if he wanted it that badly.”

      “Was there was no truth in the maid story or the fire?”

      “There was. Atkins told us that in his time, a maid called Katie did die in childbirth at the top of the house in her room. He said the cook and him tried to help. The baby was a bonnie girl, but she died not long after her mother. Atkins looked very upset. But more angry. Listen to this: the father of the baby abandoned her. And he was one of the houseguests at a weekend party who seduced her. Just like the weekend party that’s about to happen. Lieutenant Foxley wondered if the atmosphere of doom in the air is something to do with that,” said Abigail. “Like the house is expecting history to repeat itself or some kind of revenge is planned.”

      “Oh Lord,” said Hayley. “That’s all Caroline needs: a vengeful spirit attacking the men who’ve been invited. I’d better keep my eye on Tom.”

      “Katie and the baby passed on more or less straight away, so it’s nothing to do with her haunting the place.”

      “What about the fires lighting themselves?” Hayley wanted to know.

      “There was a young footman. And I mean young. He was about eleven. He’d been told to wait outside for his master, who never came back because of snowdrifts. He was all right; he spent the night in an inn. Well, the poor lad died of the cold and was found sitting on the steps, frozen solid. For years he was seen by the fires with his hands stretched out, trying to get warm. And often the scullery maids swore they hadn’t lit a fire. They haven’t seen him for a long time, so maybe he moved on.”

      “So it
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