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Prologue 

Somerset, England 

August 1701



He became besotted with her that last hot summer before they left for New England. Somehow his feelings for her came bound up in the book she was helping him write. In the search for the purity of a simple faith with no distractions. She was the single distraction. 

He stole across the dusty fields thinking about the early days when he first noticed her. Then the fields were green, now they were brown, with too much sun and too little water. The stream rang low, the lake was fringed by yards of cracked mud. 

He remembered going down to the water’s edge to watch her on the other bank when she took her afternoon walk. He first spoke to her after the service one Sunday morning, and then every Sunday afterwards just for a few minutes. He saved up some joke about her husband’s sermon, or about the week’s events in the village. Eventually he invited her to walk with him, to show him the berries she had told him about, on the edge of the lake, waiting beneath their green leaves, safe from the sun.

She was a clever woman, dark-haired, not young. She told him she had been encouraged to borrow books from the great hall when the Lord was there and it had been looked after. He explained what he was writing, and why they were going to New England. He did this, not in his normal way, with a powerful and rousing speech, but in a gentle, questioning way, for the church was part of her, he could tell that. Sometimes he touched her arm, or hugged her briefly, for she had much grief in her at the loss of three children, and the empty days thinking of them. Much anger too, against her husband. He was prepared to use that.

As the weeks he could stay in England were counting down, both of them knew their time together was slipping away. One day, just as the summer reached its greatest heat, they walked further than they had walked before and found a shady wood and derobed in its darkness. This for him was also an ending, the reaching of his immediate goal.

But not for her, she wanted him to take her with her, in the place of his own ailing wife. She became angry, they met by the lake side, and she attacked him, not with words but with her tiny fists. It was too close to the house, he had to hold her to keep her quiet, and she struggled madly. Then she spoke to him fiercely about what he must do to keep her.

That night he could not sleep, and in the early morning, after it was done, he stood over the troubled earth and looked out across the lake, which was sheathed in a pure white layer of mist. And it could have been God’s sign that he had done the right thing, or it could not. 

They left together a few days later. For some reason the vicar thought his wife had gone to his sister, and he wrote asking for forgiveness, and it was not until a few days later, when her sister replied to his letter, that he even realised she was missing. By this time Robert and his family were on the road to Liverpool. Many stories came out then, about the vicar’s wife’s wanderings, and the men she had been seen with, so Robert was not suspected, as a man of God. Especially as his book became very well known during the winter and spring that followed, and for once one of his plans worked out. And the white lake by the old manor house became well known for different reasons.





 


Chapter One

Richmond, Surrey 

August 2019



Penny Merchant rang Larh late one evening, as she was sitting by the open window in her flat looking down at the river in the last of the daylight.

“I’ve given your name to someone,” she said. “I don’t know how busy you are.”

“Not busy. Who are you talking about?”

“Clem, she’s another manager, based in Soho, hates the road. She manages a singer, even you would have heard of him, Tommy Johnson, has this pile in the country. Somerset.”

“And?”

“And he’s found some papers in the library written a few hundred years ago by some preacher, and apparently Tommy’s got really obsessed and he’s started writing songs about him.”

“Yeah.”

“He mentioned this in passing on a talk show, but it turns out the preacher is important in America to some religious group and he’s started getting some serious threats. Clem heard we worked with someone on the Witches album, someone who could do the history bit, but not drive everyone mad. You will need to go on the road.”

“Go on the road?”

“He is touring the US next month. You’ll love it. I’ll send you the postcode for the manor. The songs are really good apparently, even though they always say that, and he’s ditched Tony after twenty years, which Tony is not so happy about, but there you are. Clem thinks it’s a mistake.”

“Tony?”

“His usual producer. Go to the house tomorrow, ask for Clem or Tabs, they will be expecting you. He’s there some of next week.”

“The same Clem who thinks it’s all a mistake?”

“Look, she’s his manager. His career is like a plane starting to stall, he needs to reform his old band for a tour, do some documentary or something about their early struggles, remind everyone who the hell he is.”

“So why doesn’t he do that?”

“His marriage is on the rocks, so the big bucks can’t come right now. You know how it is.”

“Honestly, I didn’t before I met you. I thought it was all about the music.”

“I’m in Tucson right now, then up the west coast and back down, so we might even meet up.”

“Right. Keep in touch.”

…

The next day Larh drove down to Tommy Johnson’s manor house. It was a hot day, and the sat nav on her phone led her down the M4, nearly as far as to Bristol, and then south on minor roads, through brown fields of stubble. Finally she was directed up a dusty track, down into a long wide valley. Here she was abandoned by the technology outside a mediaeval manor house. Albeit one with many quality cars parked outside and a large touring coach.

A lot of people were moving about, carrying luggage and instruments in and out. Larh wove her way through them and went into the hall. A cheerful young woman in a grey t-shirt noticed her. Short hair, short trousers and brown DMs.

“Are you Larh Thomas? I’m Tabs, general fixer of messes.”

A large Irish American man arrived at this point and stormed up to them.      

“Tony.” Tabs said firmly.

“What the fuck is happening? We agreed we would start the album this month, I have cleared everything, then radio silence.”

“Listen Tony,” she replied at equal volume, “he is just doing demos at the moment. As I said on the frigging phone. You should not have come.”

“Doing demos with who?”

“With nobody.”

“I saw him on the TV last week. He was babbling on about some old preacher who lived here, how he was writing the best songs he’d written for years. Is that what this is all about?”

“Tony, I’ll tell him you were here. I promise, but he is busy.”

“Is he upstairs?”

Tabs stood squarely in front of him, a head or so shorter. But very determined.

“Tony, listen to me for fucking once. He wants to go with someone else on this one.” 

“Do what?”

She shrugged, and glanced at Larh. Tony turned to glare at her.

“Who the fuck is this? Another producer?”

“This is someone who Tommy actually does want to see today.”

“I helped him set up that studio. You know that, Tabs. We were here for weeks last summer.”

“Anyone can be an arsehole Tony. Let it go. I’ll tell you if the situation changes.”

“I have four weeks set aside.”

“That is not his problem. Also, while we are at it, you know how it pisses him off when you talk about him to everyone.”

“I get asked for interviews, it helps my profile.”

“Well, Tony, try and get your profile back through that big wooden door and fuck off. And don’t talk about him, if you ever want to work with him again in the future.”

Tony looked at her, stunned. Although the hall was full of roadies, all apparently busy, it was clear that the path to the bottom of the stairs could be physically blocked in an instant. Tony was looking around at the familiar faces, but no one was meeting his eyes. He looked back at Tabs.

“Best thing for now, Tony. Dust to settle and all that.” He nodded, turned and went outside.

“Where were we?”

“Larh Thomas. That was Tony the producer?” 

“The old producer. Not happy. Bit deaf as well. Not good for a producer. Old ears like Tommy’s need younger ears to guide them. So it goes.”

“I got that. What do you mean by dust to settle?”

“Clem had a warning from the US record company that trouble is brewing over there for our Tony, so it is best if he doesn’t keep going on about how Tommy was at the same parties. The lights are going out all over England for him right now.”

“Poetic.”

“Anyhow, plenty of old fogies left in the swamp. Come with me. Clem is in the music room with his nibs. Luckily the wife’s away, or we would be getting our ears chewed off for all this mess, and made to arrange flowers or something.”

“Can I ask what is happening?”

“Just swapping out the rigs. NEC last night, which was big. A few days off, then Italy which is theatres. That coach outside is going back to the hire company today, then later we’ll get a new one out there, trucks need loading, then they will set off and we will fly.”

“Is he in the middle of a tour, then?”

“Doesn’t make much difference these days, we are always off somewhere. Used to be private jets, then he read somewhere about how bad it was for the environment, or his image at least, and we are now in business class. So we all have to sit around him in formation to protect him, even though he hardly ever gets recognised now his tummy has popped out. We may drive anyway, if we can get a radio interview in Paris or somewhere. Italy is not even sold out yet, which is unusual for theatres, so we need some radio.”

This one side conversation lasted up the stairs and into a large wood paneled room, dominated by a black grand piano. There were organs and keyboards and racks of guitars, and a drum kit in the corner, surrounded by perspex baffles. At the far end was a table behind which an older woman with a grey bob was talking to Tommy Johnson.

“Hi. I’m Larh Thomas.” Neither looked up for a minute.

“Right,” Tommy stood up. “I get it. Well, I am not doing that.”

“Doing what?” Larh asked.

“I am not here to do a pop record. This is important for Christ’s sake.”

“As long as you don’t do another bloody lute trilogy.”

The grey haired woman was tidying her papers away.

“Beano’s coming down for dinner. Are you going to stay, Clem?”

“And have my brain fried by a hundred mad ideas, no thanks.”

“Who is this then, Tabs? Fresh blood?” Tommy was looking up at Larh.

“Larh Thomas,” Clem said sharply. “Penny Merchant told me about her. You remember, the Robert Locke book you found. You said you wanted to talk to someone about it, someone who knew some history, but wasn’t a professor or a student.”

“Oh, yeah. Tabs, can you get us some coffee? We can talk now.”

“The Robert Locke book?” Larh asked.

“Yeah. Someone sent me his book, it was written here at this manor house, in the early 1700s. I get lots of shit like that, but it really threw me over. He was a puritan or something, had to leave England for America, and his book is now the foundation texts for one of those secret religious groups in San Fernando, according to the great Gods of the internet.”

“OK.” 

“Anyway, I found his actual handwritten diary in the library, and it is so weird the parallels, he chooses just the same places to go on the estate to write and think as I do. In the winter he would sit by the fire in the library, in the summer, in the orchard down by the river, or by the lake. Some of the trees in the orchard are hundreds of years old, so he could have leant against the same trees as I do. It is really weird. He had a large family he was always hiding from, read what you will into that. I bought this place five years ago, needed doing up, good for UK tax and all that, but this year it has started making sense. It has become home. I fucking miss it when I am away, in the summer anyway. This Locke thing explains all that.”

Tabs arrived with the coffee.

“What do you want me to do?” Larh asked.

“I started writing a suite of songs about him, using bits of the diary, just to see how it would pan out. I mean, I start these things all the time. But it really fucking works. He is really loose and full of doubt, at a point in his career where it could go either way, and there is this woman he falls for. I am going to play some of them to Beano this evening. He’s excited.”

“Beano?”

“The producer, worked with loads of people. Makes them all sound cleverer than they really are. Not that that’s hard in some cases.”

“I see.”

“Clem thinks it will not exactly revive our ticket sales, but I don’t care. Locke said as long as you are true to yourself, the world will fit into place, people will follow you. Once you start lying, then it all falls apart. That is kind of true, though, again like me, I suspect he says one thing and does the other. He has that side to him, you see. Two sides, the spiritual and the sensual.”

“How do I fit in then?”

“I have some gigs in Italy, then I want to come back here and get all the songs properly down as demos, see where we are, before the next leg of the US tour. I need someone with a bit more of a historical background to read the source material and decide if there are any risky bits to this grand plan.”

“What do you mean, risky bits?”

“Well, to put it bluntly, was he a nutter? Any dark secrets? That kind of thing. You know the stuff you get cancelled for in an instant now. He was really into the Salem witches, I found that on line. He was in New England just a few years after all that happened and the church was covering everything up. And there is a lot of dispute about his final years. I am downplaying the religious side, focussing more on his personal experience and integrity. Tabs can find you a room.” 

He walked off suddenly, and came back a few minutes later with two leather bound books.

“This is the book I was sent, and this is his diary.”

“Was there a note with the book from whoever sent it?”

“I’ve got it somewhere. It was a bit off colour, to be honest. Whoever wrote it had just left this religious group in San Fernando and was accusing them of various things. They wanted money to fund a legal case. You know how all these evangelists in America seem to end up very rich, and acquire lawyers and so on. I don’t want to focus on the present day, and all that shit. Although it is a kind of metaphor for the music industry, taking pure artists and making money off them. But, I really think I have a personal and spiritual connection with this Robert Locke, our spirits have kind of merged this summer in this place, so I am writing about that.”

Tommy had an intense way of looking at you when he was speaking, as if each thought was only just coming to him, and you were the first to hear it, and there was a reason for that, because you were special. When Larh saw Tommy singing to a large crowd she realised what an act this was, but here, for the first time, it was mesmerising.

The other two had seen it all before.

“We had better find out about the group though.” Clem said, “Just in case. And just get enough information to fend off queries in interviews, and of course to check through the nutter post.”

“‘White Lake Mission’ they are called, I think. WLM, like a radio station. They have one of those actually, and a TV channel.”

“OK.”

“The title White Lake is a reference to the actual lake below the manor house here. Robert describes seeing it covered in white mist, in the early dawn after he had been praying all night for direction, and he saw the mist as God’s answer to his questions. Anyhow, Clem will be here or in London. Tabs will always be able to reach me. Do not tell my wife anything.”

“Why not?” The other two made faces.

“She has enough doubts about the place already. Thinks it’s haunted. Sometimes we get fans in the grounds, it freaks her out a bit. She enjoyed the rebuild and posing in front of it for magazines then she was off like a shot.”

“OK.”

“Feel free to wander around. Dinner in the hall at seven. You will like Beano. He knows so much history, or at least it sounds like he does.”

“He is so full of fucking bullshit you could get a second music industry out of him.” Clem added, making for the door.

 


Chapter Two



Larh sat in her allotted bedroom for a few minutes, with the two books she had been given. The warm air was so heavy and still, she put down the books and opened her window and looked out into the grounds. She could see more red brick outbuildings to her left, through the thick greenery, and in front a beautiful old brick wall with a peeling wooden door, and she wanted to explore. 

Ten minutes later she was sitting with her back to an old oak tree a few feet from the edge of a stream feeding into the lake below the manor house. It was here she opened the three hundred year diary.

Lord’s day March 16 1701

Still cold. Abby’s legs are still bad, but we are here now and she can rest. The manor house is in a bad state, there have been few fires lit through the winter and everywhere is cold and damp. We must recover room by room, as long as we are allowed to stay here. Peter’s cough is bad, but the others stay healthy. Found the winter stock of vegetables under sacking in the old barn, mostly untouched, so we shall not starve at least. Mungle writes that he will walk over with an old sheep we can butcher.

Evensong. I sat at the back, but the vicar stopped me afterwards. He recognised me. He wants me to preach a few sermons, but it would be a distraction and bring attention. I told him I just want to stay here quietly and write. Of course in the countryside here among the rural folk, there is no support for radical change, they follow the seasons. They want to do the Lord’s bidding, but it is the lord of the manor they really follow. Little land comes with the manor house, but much influence. Our own lord is busy with his pleasures in London, a fact all draw a blind eye to.

Monday Mar 16

What a thing it is to finally be able to sit and write. My thoughts slipped away at times, it is true, they had been so strong on the road from the city. Little by little they come back. The Small Church, that is the thing, the big idea in three words. The more powerful for being simple. The King of England ordered the destruction of the monasteries because they got so big and corrupt. He ordered the leaving of Rome with all its gold and colours, what this country cannot do now, is build up the same corruption again. Small, simple churches, honest and many of them. And so it goes. Peter’s cough is better.

Tuesday Mar 17

Word is going round that we are staying, and mothers bring their daughters as prospective servants, for they think I have money to spare. It has been a hard winter I can see as they are asking little enough in wages. It is the food and lodging they are after, but we need so little. I have agreed to take one girl called Sally Oakenshaw, on a one month trial. She seems cheerful and sturdy, somewhat educated, and I wish my children to have someone to hear them read. One forgets each one of my years, is one of their years too, and they must prepare to find their way in the world when I am gone. Peter at least must have a chance.

Wednesday Mar 18

Warmer, green shoots, new leaves on the trees. I have money for six months with care, so I must write, but much needs doing to the land and the house. I wish it were mine, but this part of the country is no nursing ground for revolution of any kind, these are solid farming folk. The vicar lulls them with his annual cycle of saints and festivals and they know well the demands of each month on their farms. That is all they want, a balance of warmth and rain. The fields are full of newborn lambs, but these are not a symbol to these people of anything more than wool and meat.

Thursday Mar 19

Shot at a man last night. The house is so large and rambling, people have been using the back rooms, stealing chairs and wood panels for use in their own cottages. I heard him moving about, and I shouted and he ran off. I chased him throught the vegetables, and saw him hiding in the orchard, so I took a shot at him there. A thin young fellow, like a spring bean, with yellow hair, if I see him in church I shall accost him, though he will deny it.

Friday Mar 20

The spring has awakened the old trouble in me, and alongside Sally, my poor wife Abby is prone to look old and miserable. Such strong brown arms she has, such sturdy legs, such a fine back, bent over the washtub in the yard. I know not what I shall do, for such base thoughts interrupt the writing, which is surely God’s work. I must resist or I am doomed.

Saturday Mar 21

A farmer has asked for rental of the ten acres across the stream. I have accepted the money. If the lord does come, he will see what I have done. He will know at once it is not me working the fields, but I can give him some of the money, I suppose. It is what he should have done.

Lord’s Day Mar 22

This week I have finished the proposal and sent it off to London. Now either I wait to see the response, or I can carry on writing more, and trust to God’s will, as always. I can see now that I need a church of my own, a routine, regular preaching, and I know I cannot do that here, in this country, which pains me to say so directly, as it is my own. 

I need to try the waters in the three American cities I know most about, or try New England. I never imagined arriving more or less penniless, with my family to support, but that is the way of it. I am sure they have preachers already, each protective of his own stock. If I were twenty years younger I would feel confident enough to take them on.

Sermon on self sacrifice, a week to Easter. Spoke with the vicar’s wife again, she is a pretty dark haired youngish thing, too good for that dried old parchment. I can tell in her eyes she is ready to roost elsewhere.

Monday Mar 23

Started writing in earnest. Easier to stay busy. Rain all day, and so back to the winter’s chill.

Tuesday Mar 24

Writing. Found some empty notebooks in the library, although most of the books have disappeared. Who would buy a book from an illiterate fellow? It must be stolen.

Wednesday Mar 25

Sally came to me. I will say no more, but I know in my heart by the end of summer we will be gone and we cannot take her with us. At least the writing can flow without distraction for some days now. Maybe it really is God’s will.

Thursday Mar 26

I am counting the days until I get a reply. I have more twenty pages I could send off, but I must be calm. It must be a clear, simple, structured text, or it defeats itself. The Small Church. Perhaps it is too humble a title, for this boastful age. I will think on that.

Larh looked up. Someone was standing in front of her. A bald headed man with bright eyes, and a clear smile. Someone who expected to be recognised, but she did not know him.

“Tommy said you would be somewhere in the grounds. I read about you.”

“Larh Thomas. You are the one they call Beano?”

“Is that the diary?”

“Robert Locke. He has only been here a few weeks, and he has already shot at an intruder, slept with the maid, and started on the vicar’s wife. That and started a proposal for a book to reform the church.”

“Better to have more material than less.”

“Do people really buy concept albums about preachers?”

“He doesn’t have to say what it is about, as long as it is good. Less said the better. What do you think of the house?”

“It’s lovely here in summer.”

“It looks so natural there, but every brick, the height of the windows, the chimneys, every detail was some architect’s vision. By getting everything right he has made himself invisible.”

“Are you working up to some grand metaphor about record producers? I saw Tony getting thrown out.”

“Tony was so great at getting the live sound on the record. Which was a seventies thing. Bands really gell when they play live, especially every night for months on end. A lot of producers overdub too much, to get rid of the mistakes, but then they remove the excitement as well. The mistakes, the risk, the way the beast reacts, that is all in the sound, because it is in the musician’s minds, in their physical memory. I dare say it is in the audience’s minds as well, that connection, meeting of minds.”

“Are you the producer now?”

“These days the equipment is so much better, we will just tidy up the demos and layer them up. I can do that if he wants, but he probably just wants to hang out and discuss the ideas at this point. Drink some of the wine from his place in Italy. I only have a few days, got my own album to do as they say.”

“Do you have a pile in the country as well?”

“Sort of. He likes to winter here. I don’t. The whole bloody country is miserable in the winter if you ask me. I prefer Morocco or LA, Spain even. Anywhere warm is better. Have you heard the songs?”

“No.”

“They are alright. Pop singers always want to show that they have grown up, that they have this clever, serious side. That is not why people hate them.”

“I thought he was popular.”

“I know quite a few rich people, obviously, and believe me they always want something they haven’t got and can’t buy. Youth, credibility, some friend’s wife or something, to be stoned all the time or to stop being stoned all the time. When they clean up, I mean, and the fog clears. What does he want you for?”

“A historian’s angle on this, I suppose.” 

She waved the diary, then got to her feet. She was the same height as Beano, who was well muscled, with a small belly starting to show. “Locke went on to found a church in America, which is now something of a cult, and they are upset about the few details Tommy leaked about what he was working on.”

“Yes, a church, a cult, I can’t take religion seriously myself, a weakness of mine. I mean I accept it exists and I kind of keep creating spiritual worlds of my own, but they crumble.”

“It has had quite an effect on the shape of the world, still does.”

“I guess so, we are summoned to meet in the orchard to drink the cider they supposedly make themselves. Probably want us to tweet about it. Dinner will be organic, I expect.”

“What does he want from you?”

“He was asking about adding some authentic period instruments. Samples probably. They had some really good drones actually, that hurdy gurdy thing you rotate with one hand. Organs, pipes, flutes.”

“Jigs and reels?”

“Yeah, can’t do that crap here though. This is not dance music. And he plays the lute really slowly. I always think it should be like a banjo or a spinet, each note should be over so quick you have a flurry of them, and create a kind of rippling effect. He likes to show off and pick them out.”

“I am sure you will work it out.”

“We will, but this Robert Locke, should we be celebrating him? I’ve blown a little too close to the wind supporting the wrong chaps of late. Then there is Tony, not that I really worked with him much of course, whatever he says.”

“I will try and find out what I can about Locke. What is in his closet.”

They found Tommy laughing in the orchard with his little entourage. There was a table with some bottles of amber liquid, and an acoustic guitar leant against a tree. Larh accepted a glass of the cider, and then Tommy strapped on the guitar and started a performance, as much for himself as anyone else. He picked the guitar gently with his fingers, and his voice carried easily over it. 

Larh would remember that evening many times in the next few months. They followed Tommy walking through his own mediaeval orchard singing songs about a previous man’s life. Such a fully enclosed private world, a rich man’s world. 

Here though, in context, the songs sounded wonderful, thin, vulnerable, melancholy. How they would sound to someone in their tiny flat, or on the London underground, was anyone’s guess. Tommy had a good voice, lots of character, and the simple, timeless honesty of plucked guitar strings worked well.

They clapped dutifully. The half smile on Beano’s face as always, ready with a verdict or a quip, but he kept quiet to honour the moment.

Later there was a robust dinner in the main hall, with a lot of Italian wine. Beano and Tommy competed, exchanging stories from the road. Larh was reminded of mediaeval knights recounting battles and quests, but of course most of the danger on these tours was from the musicians own taste for excess. The tragedy of bored rich young men in strange lands and their peccadillos. Somebody always got hurt though, she was sure of it, but it wasn’t either of them.

 


Chapter Three


The next day, after breakfast, Larh went out into the grounds with the diary again. She started taking notes on the contents. It was clear that Robert Locke had at some point been a well known preacher, he often referred to ideas for his own sermons, or analysed the weakness of the sermons he heard at the local Anglican church. 

He was also developing his ideas for his book, a reliance on personal discovery of God, removal of distractions, piety, trust in the Holy Spirit, and distrust of earthly structures such as the Anglican Church, as much as the Catholics and their creeping influence. But in general he was warning about the hidden, insidious values of any institution, and the methods of those men who rose to power within them. Locke was an outsider, with an outsider’s perspective, no less valid for all that.

However, such fine words were being produced by quite a flawed soul. He drank when he was melancholic, he avoided his family whenever he could, and he was exceedingly sexually promiscuous, targeting anyone from the wives of merchants and the vicar, to women he met casually working in the fields, who he paid in pennies. He must have been quite charismatic because he seemed to meet little resistance, at least in his own accounts of the encounters.

Initially, he had no success getting interest from publishers in London, but then he changed tack and sent the text to some of the more radical protestants he knew in Bristol, Birmingham and Nottingham, and they were more interested. All this took time. 

Through these he found a publisher, and he worked hard over six months to finish the text. That meant by the autumn he had sufficient funds to start planning to take his family to America. This was late in the season for crossing the Atlantic, and he was in two minds about it, his wife’s legs were bad again. Things came to a head in September, and they had to leave the manor house suddenly, because of scandal or lack of funds, or the owner’s imminent return. Coming to a rapid decision Robert took his family up to Liverpool, found cheap lodgings and set about finding a ship he could afford.

Larh put down the diary at this point and wandered back into the main house. Some new lorry had appeared and equipment was being loaded into it. Tabs was in the hall checking what was moving.

“Can I just ask what is happening over the next few days?”

“Chat show in London, recorded this afternoon, transmitted tomorrow night. His nibs will travel to Paris for a day of radio spots, then Milan. Everyone will be back here a week after, then two weeks of recording, then off to do the West Coast leg.”

“You go with him, do you?”

“Usually, unless Clem needs me here.”

“I need to do a couple more days’ research, then, I don’t know. How can I see the material he is actually going to record?”

“We can go and ask him now. He and Beano were talking in the music room earlier.”

“Great.”

“What is it you are after, exactly?”

“How explicit is he planning to be that the songs are based on Robert Locke, and his time here. Is he using his words directly?”

“In what sense?”

“Public or private, I suppose. Robert Locke was writing a book, like a self help book for churches, but he also had a private life, he was very promiscuous, and he had to leave quickly. He fled to America basically as soon as he had an advance for the book.”

“Why?”

“Diary didn’t say, but some kind of sexual or financial scandal, probably. Then he went to New England at around the time his book was becoming well known in Puritan circles here.” 

They went into the music room, where Tommy and Beano were leaning over a mixing desk, tinkering with the levels on a multi track which was playing on a computer screen in front of them. The engineer was sitting back, watching them.

“No, that just kills the space I’m building up.” Tommy was saying.

“I can’t just bring it in at the end, it needs to be there all along, you need to sing off it, use it as the base melody.”

“It’s not a fucking melody, mate, it is just a one note drone.”

“OK, I accept that. We can
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