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Prologue
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My name is Max McGuire and I had the craziest family that ever existed. 

I made that statement at a cocktail party recently. Half dozen within earshot came over and asserted that was quite impossible for they had the craziest family. And each was quick to give specifics to back up the claim.

All traditional families (if such a thing exists) are similarly traditional. But crazy families are all crazy in their own unique way. (To keep from being suspected an unreliable and plagiaristic narrator, yes, that last statement is inspired from the beginning of a famous novel, which I read in prison).

So, to categorize how us McGuires were crazy in our own unique way is a hard task, as there are all kinds of crazy. Us Mcguires lived in our own world. We were a subculture unto ourselves.

And now I will state my case.
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My Childhood
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Chapter One 
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Age Five

1.

I was born Bermuda Maxwell McGuire in 1954, in Fair City, Alabama, Magnolia County.

Three of us lived at the house when I was five years old: My mother Margaret, my sister Wendy and myself. Excitement was in the air. Daddy was coming home. Cousin Corky and Aunt Lynnette were coming up from New Orleans.

Mama got Wendy and me into the car. She dropped Wendy off at a classmate’s house to play the piano. Mama and I went to a clothing store in town. (She only shopped at the most exquisite places).

A clerk took one look at me and said, “My, what a handsome young man.”

“Say thank you, Bermie,” Mama told me.

“Thank you, sir,” I said.

“Bernie? I had an uncle Bernie who lived in Atlanta,” the man said.

“Bermie. Berm,” Mama corrected.

“Vern?”

“No, Berm as in Bermuda.”

“Oh, the tropical island?” he said with a smile.

“Actually, it is not in the tropics. It is almost at the same latitude as Magnolia County. The Gulf Stream waters give it a very mild climate so that palm trees and other subtropical plants are allowed to grow there.”

“I see.”

I, even at the tender age of five, observed this was more information than he wanted to know about Bermuda.

And I knew I had a silly name.

I had this whole concept about my mother, which I had yet to fill in with the specifics. Those specifics that I would learn little by little over the next few years would not disabuse me of this philosophical concept I had of her.

Margaret “Margo” McGuire was a socialite. Or as much of a socialite as you can be in Fair City, Alabama. She made sure she was on the elite party lists. She would do anything to get herself or my sister Wendy in a society page. You pick up a camera and she automatically went into one of those Town & County poses like she had just walked out of some charity gala.

(I do see the contradiction of us staying to ourselves and Mama being a socialite. But it was all a ruse, a show).

She taught piano and voice lessons in our music room to little rich girls whose family could afford her price. She had made it the prestigious thing to do in Fair City: To have your kid taught by Margo McGuire. Mama, or Mother as my sister called her, had gone to a girls’ boarding school in North Carolina, then to Agnes Scott in Georgia. It was her main mission in life to have Wendy attend St. Mary’s, then Agnes Scott, then marry a rich young man of fine breeding and wealthy parents.

I can’t say Mama ever had any ambitions for me. Which was just fine. Unlike, Wendy, I would soon find out I had no talent to work with.

2.

When we got home, Wendy went straight to the music room and sat at the piano. She began to practice. I followed her and sat on the sofa.

Wendy was three years older than I. She was a bit of the child piano prodigy. Even though Mama was a teacher, she sent Wendy uptown to this lady who had played in a symphony for lessons. Mama claimed she needed “outside influence.”

Now, I sat in the music parlor watching and listening to Wendy play. To play a musical instrument was beyond me. I was in awe.

Then, she abruptly stopped playing, twirled around on the bench. Looked at her watch, and looked at me. “You’re late for your lesson. Don’t let that happen again, Master McGuire.”

Even though I could not have articulated it at the time, I knew exactly what she was doing. She was playing the role of the piano teacher. To me, it was a dream come true. I wanted to be able to play the piano like Wendy. Now, she was going to teach it to me.

I walked over and sat on the piano stool to her right.

Wendy showed me Middle C. That was easy enough to spot on the piano, but unless it was very high or very low, I couldn’t tell the difference in Middle C and any other note. Wendy got frustrated with me.

To my surprise, Mama stood in the doorway. She said, in astonishment, “Oh, my God. He’s tone deaf!” like I had some kind of disease.

“This is useless,” Wendy said. Then she shoved me off the edge of the stool onto the floor. “Go play with your little toys, Berm the Sperm.” I didn’t know what a sperm was, but knew it wasn’t anything good.

“Wendy, leave Berm alone,” Mama said.

What Mama meant was for Wendy not to be mean to me. What I thought Mama meant was that I didn’t have the gift and to just shun me. Mama came over, patted me on the head and made it all worse by saying, “That’s okay, Bermie. We have enough pianists and singers in this family already.”

I had two problems now. I had a silly name. And I had no talent—I was tone deaf, whatever that meant.

I could not fathom how I could overcome my handicaps.

3.

But soon my spirits lifted—for later that day, Lynette and Corky arrived. 

Corky was my age and was quite exotic-looking though I had yet to fall in love with her. I was in love with my Aunt Lynnette. (Lynnette was Frank McGuire’s—Frank was my father’s brother—wife. But Frank went over to Korea to work in intelligence, and was killed over there before Corky was born).

Lynnette was a vivacious, blonde, skinny, gorgeous dynamo. She had a raspy, sexy voice, chain-smoked Winston cigarettes, drank wine and vodka, and cussed. She couldn’t go five minutes without saying goddamn. She drove a sports car and drove it fast. She was always the life of the party and men liked to turn and look at her. She was any man’s dream.

And I couldn’t keep my eyes and hands off her. It was true love.

She hugged me and said, “There’s my little man.” She smelled of perfume.

Mama didn’t drink. Lynnette said she sure needed a glass of wine. So, us three kids went into the music parlor. Corky and Wendy started playing a duet. Wendy instructed her a bit and Corky was right in there playing. Wendy told her how good she was and they kept at it.

I was odd man out. I went back into the kitchen where Mama and Lynnette were yapping. And Lynnette was guzzling down red wine.

I just admired her from afar.

4.

The next morning, Mama headed out for Michigan in her car to pick up Daddy. Daddy was a painter who restored rare and valuable paintings, which hung in museums or in very rich people’s homes.

Once Mama left, everything had turned blah.

Wendy monopolized Corky, acting her mentor. And my love, Lynnette, spent most of her time sleeping, cursing over the phone long-distance to her antiques partner Carlos in New Orleans, making us quick and not nourishing meals. (Cereal, hot dogs, canned spaghetti, things Mama would never feed us).

I just lulled around, with no energy and had very little to say. I lay on my bed. (We had a TV, but us McGuires never looked at it much, even us kids). I guess I was just moping and pouting. Corky and Wendy together. Me, with my no talent.

To make it worse, one time Corky invited me to sit with her and draw. I started in on drawing my two dimensional sports cars and treasure maps and Corky, well, she drew people and it looked like something a grown artist would draw to put in a museum. Talent abounded in the other two McGuire kids. Not me.

One day Lynnette was in the study, sitting in a soft chair, in a short dress with one leg hooked over one of the chair arms. (She and Mama were opposite. I can’t say I ever saw Mama sit in an unladylike way. Whereas, Lynnette she would just plop down however she cared and that was one of the things about her I found alluring). She was on the phone. I walked by to get my eyeful of Lynnette.

Lynnette was saying, “Well, Margo. I’ve never had that problem with Corky. She’s the opposite. Sometimes I can’t stop her from shitting....Yeah...yeah...”

At that point Lynnette saw me and waved me in. I thought it was to say hello to Mama, but by the time I got over to her, she hung up.

Lynnette got up, took me by the hand, and led me to the upstairs bathroom. She got down in the cabinet under the sink and came out with this jar. She unscrewed the jar, took out this bullet-looking waxy thing and set it up by the sink. I’d never seen such a thing, but somehow knew it had something to do with me.

Then Lynnette pulled my pants down. I must have turned beet red, because she patted my head and said, “Oh, don’t worry. I’ve seen plenty of little boys in their underwear.” What she probably meant was she had seen plenty of grown men in their underwear.

If that wasn’t embarrassing enough—standing there in front of the woman I had a crush on in my underwear with my pants down to my ankles—she turned me around. The next thing I knew she’d stuck that waxy bullet-thing up my ass.

Somehow, with my naïve five year old mind, I managed to deduce: If I get a crush on a woman, in the end I’m going to get something shoved up my ass.

5.

Lynnette had me go lay down on my bed. She put a heating pad on my stomach, then left me to go back downstairs.

I don’t know how long it was. But when it happened. It happened all of a sudden. I ran to the bathroom and sat on the toilet. And I couldn’t stop it. This thing started coming and I couldn’t stop it. I just sat there, waiting for it to be over. It hit the water with a splash. I looked down at it and then tried to flush it but it wouldn’t flush. I just left it there, like I didn’t know anything about it.

I had to go back and lay on my bed. I was out of breath and then a few minutes later something else came over me and I just started running around the house. I was in love with life and everyone again.

You just can’t keep a McGuire down!

Later, I heard Lynnette on the phone, saying, “Goddamn, it was bigger than a softball. I mean, if something that size came out of me, they’d have to take me to the hospital and sew up my asshole.”

6.

The next day Mama came home with Daddy. He looked great and he hugged me first. Daddy looked so handsome and absolutely charming. I was so proud he was my father.

He had lots of gifts for Wendy, Corky and me. More than Christmas. For me, all captivating stuff: View Master, slinky, telescope, board games, Chinese checker set, books....

So, much excitement! Loud and laughing.

Then the next day Tony showed up from Miami. Tony “The Tiger” Morrell. Later, I was to find out he was Daddy’s second cousin, or first cousin once removed or something, on the McGuire side.

The most intriguing thing about Tony was that he was from Florida. Even at age five, that’s where I dreamed of living—down in Florida.

After Tony arrived, we sort of broke off into the four adults and the three kids. Wendy and Corky had sort of let me back into their group. But the adults interested me more. So, I went to the kitchen where a card game and drinking was going on.

Lynette was sayings, “I just love when those prudish, self-righteous, high and mighty goddamn dick-heads get something shoved up their asses.” Daddy and Tony cackled at that. Lynnette had a thing about shoving something up people’s asses.

Tony, Daddy, Mama, and Lynnette sat around the table, playing cards. The place reeked and fogged of cigarette smoke. Daddy puffed Philip Morris Commanders. Lynnette chain-puffed Winston’s and Tony’s pipe went full blast. I loved the sweet smell that came out of it. Daddy and Tony sipped glasses of brandy. Lynnette some wine. Mama had her some iced tea. She didn’t drink or smoke.

Then Daddy threw a card in the middle of the table with a slap. I mean, you never saw anybody could throw down a card like Daddy. He did his arm like he was throwing a baseball and then flicked his wrist and the card spun and his hand didn’t hit the table, but the card landed with a loud slap. To tell the truth, I thought Daddy could have thrown a playing card at somebody and knocked them out.

When everybody saw the card, they gave a loud moan and Daddy laughed.

“Monet McGuire, you lucky bastard,” Tony the Tiger said.

“Luck got nothing to do with it,” Daddy replied.

“Goddamn you,” Lynnette said.

I wedged myself between Daddy and the table. He put his arm around me. He picked up his cigarette pack, took one out, put it in his mouth. I beat him to the draw. I picked up his gold lighter. I had a thing for his lighter. I liked touching it and striking it, flicking the top open. It had his initials on it, the same as mine.

I flicked the top back, struck a flame, held it up for Daddy. He bent around, lit his cig to it. I closed the lighter and put it back on the table. “Thanks,” Daddy said. “Bermie, how about you go over there and get that bottle of brandy for Tony and me?”

I walked over by the sink and got the funny looking bottle and brought it back. Daddy patted me on the back. “Thanks...” Daddy looked me in the eye and said, “Max.”

Everybody froze and stared at me, like Daddy just said something profound.

“Max. I like that,” Mama said. “I like that a lot.”

“Max McGuire,” Tony the Tiger said.

“Max.” Lynnette always had something smart-mouth to say. “Sounds a hell of a lot better than Bermie the Spermie.”

“Max,” Daddy said. “This kid has talent.”

“Max and Mack,” Mama said.

“We’re going to make a great team,” Daddy said.

In that moment I felt power. I had talent. What kind of talent was irrelevant. And my name was a good strong Max.

Daddy had decreed it. I knew somehow I had willed it, by wishing it. And as Daddy just said concerning his winning card, luck had nothing to do with it.

I had solved my own problems. I was proud of where I lived and who my family was. I knew we were different. I knew we had more money and were more beautiful.

I just hadn’t figured out yet that we were crazy as hell.
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The McGuire Household

1.

I had the greatest family. We were all beautiful and talented. (Except me). We lived in this great house. And Daddy had this great occupation.

He was an expert in art restoration. 

He would take an old painting and restore it. Sometimes fix the cracks and falling off paint on it. Sometimes meticulously cleaning it.

Crated up paintings came to the house by truck. Sometimes Daddy and I would go to the train station and pick one up. Sometimes Tony would bring one up from Miami, or back down from Nashville.

Daddy and Tony looked so invincible together. Tony was handsome, tall, suave, well-dressed, and had impeccable manners. And every six months drove a different fancy car. 

Actually, Daddy was so good at it, that every few months, off he went somewhere up north to restore—at a museum or private collector—a painting too valuable to be shipped down to us.

Even though I spent all the time I could with him, when Daddy would leave, well, it would seem different for a couple days, then life would be just grand and then a couple months later, here Daddy would come and life would be grander. 

2.

The house. Ah, we had the greatest.

Mama had inherited it and twenty acres of land around it. (Mother grew up in a different house. A bigger house even. She went to those fancy schools and was trained in the piano and voice. But by the time her parents died, all the money was gone. All that was left for their only child was this house).

The house was on a hill off the road, at the edge of town, and was surrounded by big oak and magnolia trees. All but about five was bald cypress swamp on the backside.

It was a two story American colonial house built in 1926. Three stories really. The big attic served as Daddy’s art studio. (There were skylights and dormer windows aplenty).

Mama and Daddy stayed downstairs. Wendy and I had our own bedrooms upstairs. When Corky stayed, she moved in with Wendy. A door at the end of the hallway opened out onto a large deck. It was fabulous. I had visited enough schoolmates houses, even the rich one, to know I lived in the best of all possible places. 

Once I asked Daddy, “Does it happen that we are rich?” I don’t know why I didn’t say, are we rich. I think I suspected I had come across a subject that was not to be discussed.

Daddy chucked. I don’t know if it were because of my choice of words and the subject itself. He put down the cleaning rag he was working with. He came over, sat on a stool, and lit a Phillip Morris Commander.

He said, “Your mother tries to act like we’re rich. We don’t save money, Max. We spend all we have on the house, the cars, the clothes, sending Wendy to boarding school.”

It was the first time I had ever heard Daddy say something slighting of Mama—the tone he’d used when he said she tries to act like we’re rich.

To that, I asked, “Am I going to boarding school?”

“No. That’s just a girl thing with your mother. She went there and she’s damned and determined to make sure Wendy goes. Frank and I grew up in poverty. We barely graduated high school and we were off to war.”

I didn’t have much to say to that. I always found it sad to know Daddy grew up poor.

Then he said, “What I just told you about being rich. Or not being rich. Don’t ever say any of that to your friends. You don’t let people know your business or situation. You don’t make yourself a mystery either. You let them know or think they know your situation and that’s it. You keep your money and personal matters to yourself. It’s nobody else’s business.”

“I won’t, Daddy.”

“Good.”

“We’re different, aren’t we, Daddy?”

“Now, you said a mouthful there, son.” And he laughed.

3.

As a child, I considered myself an outdoorsman to some degree. Well, really an explorer. I spent most of my time on the back acres where the cypress swamp was. It was not really a swamp. It was more of a shallow lake, with fairly clear water and cypress trees growing in it.

That was where Daddy and I, when I was about eight, built my treehouse. Cypresses are not very conducive to treehouses, but on the bank were some oaks and sweet gum trees. We built it in a sprawling oak tree. Half of it was over the water.

It had a roof, walls, open windows that could be closed with hinged shutters. It was rather large, about eight by twelve feet. Daddy got me a little wooden dinghy that I could pole around in the water with.

It was great. Was I the great explorer!

And it was a great place to get away from Wendy. She was nice to me most of the time, but was often mean. She was like a time bomb. She would be very civil for hours at a time and then she would explode and call me names and push me.

It all upset me very badly and I most often escaped to my treehouse. “That’s the way brothers and sisters are, Max,” my mother explained. It seemed no explanation at all. It was the way Wendy was and she seemed to resent me. Like I was a thorn in her side. Like I was an annoyance at best. Like, why couldn’t she have been an only child?

Then the second biggest change of my life happened. (Being renamed Max my first).

Wendy went off to boarding school when I was ten.

That she was no longer there to torment me and scream at me and call me names was only half of the change. The second half of the change was nothing short of a miracle. When she did come home for holidays and summer, she treated me differently. She petted me. She doted on me. She brought me presents. I was adorable and cute. I could do no wrong.

If my childhood before had been grand, now it was idyllic.

But it would only be another year after Wendy went off to boarding school that I would experience the third biggest change in my life.

It was the night of the killer tornadoes. The night one May when a series of tornadoes came through our county, causing millions of dollars in damage and taking eight lives.
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The Tornado

1.

It was about two weeks before Wendy was supposed to come home for the summer. Daddy, Mama, and I sat at the dining table having an early supper. It was still daylight outside. 

I remember it was sort of a calm and quiet dinner. No one chattered on about anything for too long. Wendy would be home soon. Daddy hoped he got that renovation job at some private museum in Boston for the summer. That would boost the family coffers. (Mama and Daddy both had a bent for using the word coffers).

The phone rang. At first Mama was going to ignore it, but then she said you didn’t know when it might be Wendy. So, Daddy got up, walked into the kitchen and answered it. He said very little, just uh-huh, uh-huh, thank you very much. 

He hung up the phone, came to the doorway and said, “That was Benson. He said two tornadoes have already hit down at Wayne’s Mire. And they’re coming for the crossroads and headed this way.”

We had a large transistor radio in the kitchen. Daddy turned it on and switched it over to the weather channel. The weather channel didn’t have the same quality as the other channels. Far-off and scratchy. It announced multiple tornadoes had touched down in Magnolia County, most notably in the Glendale Crossroads area.

Daddy walked out. I followed him. We went outside, right out the front door. It was a peaceful, calm late afternoon. The sunset and twilight was yet to come.

“It’s too quiet,” Daddy said.

There was also some strange electricity in the air. Or maybe I was feeling that from Daddy’s concern with the matter.

Then we heard it. Sounded like a train right over the hill to the south of us. But there were no train tracks that way. Then we saw it. Over on the eastern horizon. We saw the top part of a funnel cloud.

“Holy, shit,” Daddy said.

“Is it coming toward us?”

“Not that one. They come in from the southwest. But they’ll be others.”

We ran back in and Daddy entered the living room, telling Mama, “They’re coming! Let’s hit the cellar.”

At first I thought Daddy spoke metaphorically, though I was yet to know that word, for we did not have a cellar. That I yet knew of.

Mama ran and got her purse and then we headed toward the walk-in pantry. Daddy turned to me and said, “Never tell anyone about this, Max. Ever.”

I thought he meant never tell anyone we got scared and went and hunkered down in the pantry. During tornadoes you were supposed to go hunker down in a bathroom or whatever was the strongest place in the house. I had never experienced a tornado before and I was getting plenty scared.

But then something very strange happened. 

Mama reached over on one of the shelves and moved a board and then Daddy slid the back wall open. The whole wall just slid.

It was like in those horror movies when the whole wall and fireplace rotate around.

Daddy reached in and turned on a light. We all went down a flight of narrow stairs into a large cellar-basement of a place. The floor space was about three times as big as our large kitchen.

I looked around in disbelief. Work benches. Easels. Paint supplies. An oven. A refrigerator. There were three old paintings on stands, on different workbenches.

There were a few storm items. Flashlights. Hurricane lamps. Some food. But this was no storm or fallout shelter. This was some secret place for Daddy to work on paintings.

Mother plopped her handbag down on a bench and sat on a stool. Daddy said, “Son, don’t ask any questions. I’ll explain it later. Let’s get through this storm first.”

I didn’t say a word about this mysterious, secret place I’d been living over all these years. There was a radio on one of the workbenches. Daddy turned it on to a local AM channel.

A series of tornadoes had made a path through the county. They had hit south of the crossroads pretty hard, taking out houses. There were deaths, but no official count yet. Rescue and the sheriff’s department were unable to be very mobile under the conditions.

We were in the cellar for over two hours—each of us running upstairs for a bathroom break.

Finally, it seemed to be all over and we came out of the cellar for good.

2.

Mama was generally the boss of the house. How everything was decorated. How furniture was positioned. What we were going to do.

But Daddy took total control now and Mama, unusually, said very little.

The lights had never gone out. Mama went straight to the phone. “The phone is out.”

We walked outside. By now it was pitch dark. Daddy had a strong flashlight. We walked around the front yard. Everything was wet. “Rain must have come down in sheets,” Daddy said.

Limbs and foliage were all over the yard. I saw a couple of bent-up sheets of tin roofing down in the front of yard.

“You stay here, Margo,” Daddy said. “Max and I will go down to the crossroads. No telling what happened down there.”

Daddy and I changed into work clothes and wading boots.

Out back of the house we had this big toolshed with an open bay on either side. Under the right roof, one of the cars was usually part. Under the left, was a small Allis Chalmers tractor. It was used to bush-hog the treeless areas of the place, most notably between the front yard and the road. I knew how to drive it and had been doing much of the bush-hogging for the last year.

We took the bush-hog off, got a log chain and a chainsaw and Daddy got the big first aid kit from the house.

“You drive,” Daddy said.

“Okay.” I started to climb up on the tractor.

Daddy grabbed me by the shoulder. I turned around to face him. “Anybody ask. During the tornadoes we were all hunkered down in the bathroom. That’s our story.”

“Yes, sir.”

I got in the seat, cranked her up. There was one spotlight on the fender to the big back right wheel. I turned that on. Daddy sat back on the left fender, at an immediate right angle to me.

After I got on the road, I headed south toward the crossroads. It was in fourth gear and pretty soon we were going almost forty miles an hour, which feels fast on a tractor.

Then I heard this banging sound on the front top of the tractor. Then I got hit hard on the forehead.

“What the hell?” Daddy said.

We started getting pelted.

Daddy said, “Hail! Pull over and stop.” 

Daddy hovered over me so that I wouldn’t get hit in the head. The hail must have been punishing his back. He had his arms over his head.

By the time I got pulled over and stopped, the hail stopped.

We started laughing. “What the hell was that?” he said.

“Hail,” I said. It had made such a pounding sound, I wondered if the top of the tractor and the gas tank were all dented in.

“Are you all right?” he asked.

“Sure. You?”

“Fine.”

And then the clouds parted and revealed a full moon, just like in the vampire movies. The clouds blew past the moon, but within a minute the moon was clear and full and you could see all the surroundings. 

Daddy lit up a cigarette and we got going again. I could have driven without the spotlight as everything was so illuminated with moonlight.

I looked over at Daddy. He was looking ahead, smoking that cigarette. There was something in that moment. It would be hard forever after to think of Daddy and not think of his profile in the moonlight. In his face were resolve, contentment, determination. It was Daddy as I would always want to remember him. It was he and I and we were together on a mission.

When we came over Howard’s Hill, there was flatland all the way to the river. Down passed the bottom of the hill, we could see blue and red lights flashing. 

Closer I could see a tree trunk blocked the narrow, two-lane road. A sheriff’s car was at. I pulled on up and Daddy hopped off the tractor. 

The sheriff was standing by his car on the radio. Daddy walked up, “What’s the word, Gerry?” (He knew the sheriff. He’d gone to school with him and his brother).

“Hey, Mack. It’s a mess. We got injured down toward the river. Help is having to come in from Decatur. We can’t get through this way.”

Daddy took the chain and hooked one end to the tractor clevis and the other end to the end of the tree. I drug the tree off the road.

As Daddy was unhooking the chain, I looked out into the moonlit pasture and saw the strangest thing I’d ever seen. A huge oak tree lay over on it’s side, complete with the root system that was as long as the oak tree. It was as if it had been plucked out of the ground like a carrot.

I heard tales of a piece of pine straw being driven into a fence post or tree by a tornado. But an entire oak tree plucked out the ground?

The sheriff radioed that we had opened the roadway to the crossroads.

“Let me go with you,” Daddy told the Sheriff. “Let me get my first aid kit.”

“You are skilled in first aid?” he asked Daddy.

“I was trained as a medic in the Navy.”

And this I did not know about my father. He had been in the Navy. He had been in the South Pacific. He had been on a PT boat. I realized my father had done much more than I ever realized.

And still I thought of the secret cellar in our house.

Daddy came to me. “I’m going with the sheriff. See if anyone needs emergency attention. The ambulances and the National Guard are on their way. You go home and stay with your mother. I’ll be home soon as I’m not
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