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Do you believe in ghosts?

Drew Beltane, psychic investigator of A Cold Blue Light, a haunted-house novel Parke Godwin and I cowrote, answered this question with a counter-query:

“Do you believe in Grand Central Station?”

On the other hand, archy, Don Marquis’s cockroach auteur, responded in this savvy fashion:


of course i do not believe in them

if you had known

as many of them as i have

you would not

believe in them either



But do I believe in them?

In the early years of my life, I wasn’t sure. I was certainly interested, though. I tried, unsuccessfully, to finish reading my first novel (Dracula, what else?), but before that, I did manage to get all the way through August Derleth’s revengeful (and protective) ghostly cover story of the March 1947 issue of Weird Tales, “Mr. George,” published under Derleth’s pseudonym, Stephen Grendon.

Even that early exposure was predated by my screening of one of the scariest ghost films ever made: Val Lewton/Robert Wise’s The Body Snatcher. I saw it in 1945, when I was seven years old. My mother never would have approved the choice, so thanks belatedly to my cousin Norman Sporn, of Richmond, Virginia, for sneaking me in with him, instead of going to the new Danny Kaye movie that we were supposed to see. (I was torn; Kaye was one of my favorites, as my surname might suggest.)

So all my life, I’ve been attracted to ghost stories, both the “real” ones and the fictitious. Fantasy literature in general has always interested me, and to a lesser extent, science fiction and murder mysteries, but more than vampires or werewolves or miscellaneous monsters, my imagination always has been captivated by haunted houses, ditto rooms, double ditto lives … whose dilemma Maxwell Anderson captured in his verse tragedy, Winterset—


In all these turning lights I find no clue

Only a masterless night, and in my blood

No certain answer. Yet is my mind my own,

Yet is my heart a cry toward something dim



To my mind, ghost stories are a vital tool in that search.

There is a celebrated opinion advanced by Stanley Kubrick while he was filming Stephen King’s The Shining: “Anything that says there’s something after death is an optimistic story.” A valid idea, but the inevitable pain and loss of being human makes the notion of life after this one not all that appealing. I’ve seen buttons at science fiction conventions that declare, “Life sucks, and then—you die.” They got it wrong; here’s how I’d word it: Life sucks, and then—you live.”

However ghost stories impinge upon or contradict one’s philosophy, they are very effective in doing so. One reason they are, I think, is because they are more frightening—because they are more plausible—than ghouls, vampires, Frankenstein monsters, mummies, werewolves, zombies, or even murderers who resemble Peter Lorre (OK, those do come close!). I have never met anyone who saw a mummy move, but in more than one roomful of 100 people, I’ve discovered that 80 percent of the audience either have their own ghostly experience to recount, or at least one that happened to a family member or close friend.

Psychic investigators have more than a few theories concerning what does or does not constitute a haunting. Is it actually someone who died who now “endures” on another plane? Is it merely blind psychic energy, the effluent of emotions soaked up by the bricks and mortar of the place where it happened? Or is it a fragmented sliver of personality not altogether dissipated by death? (The latter theory was proposed by Drew Beltane, fictional spokesperson for author Parke Godwin.)

The afterlife is probably as complicated as the life we’re currently stuck in. Which means that all the disparate theories may be to some extent right (and, therefore, to some extent wrong).

So—do I believe in ghosts?

I used to argue with myself about this. I wanted to believe, for the reason Stanley Kubrick put forth. But accepting any answer based on my personal need to believe in said answer has always distanced me from my own wishes; as I once wrote, “The need to believe is an almost inescapable trap of the ego.”

Yet my opinion on ghosts has definitely changed over time. Three events made this happen:

* The first was back in the mid-60s when I was a newspaperman in Pennsylvania. I was assigned to write an article on the Joseph Priestley home in Northumberland, a town situated at the divergence of the Susquehanna River (it divides there into its northern and western branches). Priestley, a Quaker minister, political theorist, philosopher and discoverer of oxygen, was a friend of Thomas Jefferson. By moving to Pennsylvania, Priestley attained his own variety of religious freedom. His home and laboratory still stand in Northumberland along the banks of the Susquehanna and are open to the public as an historic site and museum.

When I visited the Priestley House, no one told me it was haunted, but the vibes there suggested it might be. When I mentioned this to the newspaper’s family editor, he nodded vigorously. One of Priestley’s descendants, who at that time still managed the house, told him, “Joseph still putters about in his laboratory at night.”

By the way, this is the only pleasant haunting I’ve experienced. At the Priestley house, I had a strong sense of someone friendly looking over my shoulder. (Well, after all, he was a member of the Society of Friends!)

* The second paranormal experience in my life was terrifying. It was in the early ’70s. I lived in New York and was public relations director of the Light Opera of Manhattan, which chiefly existed to produce Gilbert & Sullivan operettas. The producer thought his production of The Pirates of Penzance was haunted, for odd things tended to happen when that show was up and running.

But Pirates wasn’t running on the hot July night I am about to describe. The set for H.M.S. Pinafore was up. It was late; the show was over. I was in the office at the rear of the theatre writing one of my nonfiction books. The theatre was locked up. Suddenly I heard a loud crash from center stage. My first thought was that the work light had come loose and smashed to the floor. But when I went out to see what was wrong, I saw the work light was still on. Nothing seemed out of place.

And then (though I saw nothing), from the stage itself I felt a presence that resented my being there. Wave after wave of cold hatred swept up the aisle, washing over and into me. My heart began beating fast. I swiftly packed up my things—something seemed to be telling me that I had a time limit to get out!

I was supposed to turn off the air conditioner. But the control button was onstage. No way was I going up there! Outside, on East 74th Street, the July night air made me sweat, yet I still felt dreadfully cold, as if body heat had been drained from within, as perhaps it was.

The next morning the house manager chastised me for leaving the air conditioner running. I explained what happened; he said, “Well, I’ll tell the landlord … but…” But a few minutes later, he returned, amazed. For the landlord told him, “Oh, yes, of course … you must get out when that happens!”

So they were well aware of their resident ghosts.

Here’s the sequel: next morning, the house manager approached and said, “Marvin! It happened to me last night! I let myself into the theatre around midnight to get my tape recorder and heard a loud bang. When I went into the aisle, I felt the same waves of hate you told me about. But I got this thought, sort of like, ‘Well, you didn’t know … you have a time limit … get out!’”

A time limit—a detail I hadn’t shared with him.

* Going to Edinburgh was the third experience that modified my crumbling skepticism concerning ghosts. After two months in Scotland, I had to acknowledge the existence of something that for want of a better definition must be labelled ghost.

What happened in Scotland? Some of the details may be found in “The Haunted Single Malt,” elsewhere in this volume.

The Ghost Quartet began with a suggestion from my dear friend Tanith Lee. I’ve never actually met Tanith. Our friendship is “across the pond,” i.e., the Atlantic Ocean. Tanith is responsible for the major change in the nature of my anthologies. I’ve edited many collections for The Science Fiction Book Club; they consisted of approximately fifty stories apiece, some public domain, some written by midlist (i.e., underappreciated) genre authors, and some by famous or should-be-famous writers. Tanith’s reprinted works distinguished some of my earlier anthologies … but then she suggested I edit an anthology called The Vampire Sextette and promised that if I did, she would like to be one of the six authors whose stories, at least in her case, would include vampirism, sexuality, and music (?!).

The book did quite well … now let’s fast-forward several spin-offs: The Dragon Quintet, The Fair Folk, both of which featured splendid new fiction by Tanith.

And then came her new suggestion: The Ghost Quartet. If I sold this, she said she would be one of the four contributors, for she wished to write a story based on August Strindberg’s play, The Ghost Sonata. She also hoped that I might write one of the other three tales … “My blushes, Watson!”

I confess that I tried to meet Tanith’s challenge by writing a sequel to my novel, Fantastique, but then one afternoon as I was either approaching or leaving The Parlour, my favorite pub in Manhattan, the phrase popped into my mind: The Haunted Single Malt. I was taken by it as a title, but wondered if I could come up with a plot to justify it. Tanith thinks I did … hope you do!

Inviting Brian Lumley to be part of the quartet was a no-brainer. The third issue of H.P. Lovecraft’s Magazine of Horror, which I edit, is devoted to him and includes a biography, a bibliography, and two brilliant new stories by Brian.

What I didn’t know, but soon learned, is that Brian is one of the fastest writers in the business! He sent me “The Place of Waiting” even before I delivered the contract to his agent!

Tor Books made the final choice for this quartet: they wanted Orson Scott Card, which suited me fine, as I’d bought two superb stories from him in the past. I hadn’t realized that, like yours truly, Scott is a Shakespeare teacher and scholar. A new twist on Hamlet distinguishes his highly original peek beyond the scenes of Elsinore.

So that’s how The Ghost Quartet was assembled. Now let’s return to my original question—

Do you believe in ghosts?

Well, of course you do! Otherwise, why would you be reading this?

MARVIN KAYE
New York City, 2007






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/9780765312518_str.png





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_p04.png





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_p04-2.png





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_p04-1.png
7. . J ' 4
Tliicccllerg 05t Joeila





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_p03.png





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_p03-2.png





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_p03-1.png
AR gf;(i/e 17









OEBPS/images/9780765312518_tp2.png





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_tp1.png





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_tp.png
j e iﬁd @uamf"





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_p01-2.png





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_p01-1.png
jﬁ (j-)aee oi M(Iui





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_L03.png





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_L02.png





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_L01.png





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_tp4.png





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_tp3.png





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_cvi.png
THE GHOST
QUARTET

MARVIN KAYE

@






OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_p02.png





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_p02-2.png





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_p02-1.png
Sty Githn





OEBPS/images/9780765312518_p01.png





