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For all the readers of Lilja’s Library.

If not for you, this book would never have happened!

For Stephen King. I’m up for 20 more years, I hope you are.
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CELEBRATING TWENTY YEARS OF LILJA’S LIBRARY: AN INTRODUCTION

20 YEARS. TASTE it. 20 years! That is a very long time. What have you done in the last 20 years? I have gotten married. I’ve gotten two great kids. I’ve lived in three different houses. And most important (at least in the context of this book) I have run the site Lilja’s Library—The World of Stephen King during all those 20 years. I haven’t updated the site every day for those 20 years but I have done my very best to keep all my readers up to date on everything that has happened in Steve’s Kingdom. And if I may say so myself (and since it’s my book I may) I’ve done a pretty good job.

So, when the 20-year anniversary was just a year or so away I started thinking that I needed to celebrate it with something extra. I just couldn’t let it pass unnoticed. At one point I spoke to Brian Freeman at Cemetery Dance about it and I think it was he who suggested that “Why don’t we do an anthology to celebrate the site?”. Well, why not I thought but if the idea would work I needed to get permission to use a story by Stephen King. I mean it would just not have worked to do a book to celebrate the 20-year anniversary of a site dedicated to Stephen King without including a story by the man himself, right? That would just be crazy.

So, I set out to get permission to use a story, and in mid-July I got the thumbs up to use “The Blue Air Compressor,” a story that hasn’t been published in any of Stephen King’s collections. I guess you can imagine my excitement. If you can’t, I can tell you that it included jumping, shouting and crazy laughter. With that story in place I could start to put the rest of the anthology together, which after getting the okay on “The Blue Air Compressor” seemed like the easy part to me. Boy was I wrong. Don’t get me wrong, I loved every part of it but it was a totally new experience for me and I’m so glad I had Brian Freeman at my side to help me out. I had no clue about how the payment for something like this worked. I had no clue about writing contracts with authors.In fact, there was a lot I had no clue about but I got through it and as I said, I loved every aspect of it. I also got the chance to speak to some of the biggest authors out there. I actually spoke directly to most of the 13 (how fitting with 13 authors right?) authors that are in this anthology…and some that aren’t. Some it took some time to get in touch with (it’s not like if you could just Google them and get an email or phone number) and others responded in just a few hours after I had emailed them. Everyone that committed to joining me in the celebration either contributed a story they had published earlier or with an unpublished piece (it’s a very exciting feeling to be one of the first to read a brand-new story). Six of the twelve stories (yes, one of the stories is a collaboration and therefore there are 13 authors and 12 stories) have not been published anywhere before this publication. Some of them were even written directly for this anthology. Of the six that have, many were only published in magazines. So, chances are that you’ll read most of the stories in here for the first time. Something I’m very excited about.

One story was even originally written in my native language (Swedish) and that’s “The Keeper’s Companion” by John Ajvide Lindqvist. It was translated by Marlaine Delargy, and I was actually involved in some details with the translation with John, which was very exciting. I would never have imagined that I’d be consulted by the, in my opinion, biggest horror writer in Sweden.

The oldest story in this book is by Edgar Allan Poe. He wrote “The Tell Tale Heart” in 1843, more than 170 years ago and the newest story is “An End to All Things” by Brian Keene who finished it in mid-April of 2016. The anthology collects the horror and fear of 13 authors. Some I have just gotten to know, while I have known others for 20 years. Some are pure horror. Some will make you feel uncomfortable. Some will make you think. Some will make you cry and some will make you smile. My hope is that they will all entertain you and that you, like me, will love them all in their own way and once you finish the book…don’t forget to say goodnight to your pets. You never know when you’ll get another chance…

One last thing…

As I write this addition to my introduction in early April 2019, a little more than a year has passed since the first edition of Shining in the Dark was released. A book that was at first only meant to be released in the US has now been published in eight other countries (Bulgaria, Italy, Czech Republic, Germany, Sweden, UK, Serbia and Brazil) and is, as we speak, being considered by publishers in four more. Both Simon & Schuster Audio and Hodder & Stoughton have released it as an audio book, and now the time has come for Gallery Books to release it in trade paperback edition. Imagine if I had known back in 1998, when I asked Scribner for an Advance Readers Copy of Bag of Bones, that 21 years later they would be releasing a book I created. Mind-blowing!






THE BLUE AIR COMPRESSOR:

A TELLING OF HORROR

BY STEPHEN KING

THE HOUSE WAS tall, with an incredible slope-shingled roof. As he walked up toward it from the shore road, Gerald Nately thought it was almost a country in itself, geography in microcosm. The roof dipped and rose at varying angles above the main building and two strangely angled wings; a widow’s walk skirted a mushroom-shaped cupola which looked toward the sea; the porch, facing the dunes and lusterless September scrub grass was longer than a Pullman car and screened in. The high slope of roof made the house seem to beetle its brows and loom above him. A Baptist grandfather of 
a house.

He went to the porch and, after a moment of hesitation, through the screen door to the fanlighted one beyond. There were only a wicker chair, a rusty porch swing, and an old discarded knitting basket to watch him go. Spiders had spun silk in the shadowy upper corners. He knocked.

There was silence, inhabited silence. He was about to knock again when a chair someplace inside wheezed deeply in its throat. It was a tired sound. Silence. Then the slow, dreadfully patient sound of old, overburdened feet finding their way up the hall. Counterpoint of cane: Whock… whock… whock…

The floorboards creaked and whined. A shadow, huge and unformed in the pearled glass, bloomed on the fanlight. Endless sound of fingers laboriously solving the riddle of chain, bolt, and hasp lock. The door opened. “Hello,” the nasal voice said flatly. “You’re Mr. Nately. You’ve rented the cottage. My husband’s cottage.”

“Yes.” Gerald said, his tongue swelling in his throat. “That’s right. And you’re—”

“Mrs. Leighton,” the nasal voice said, pleased with either his quickness or her name, though neither was remarkable. “I’m Mrs. Leighton.”




this woman is so goddam fucking big and old she looks like oh jesus christ print dress she must be six-six and fat my god she’s fat as a hog can’t smell her white hair long white hair her legs those redwood trees ill that movie a tank she could be a tank she could kill me her voice is out of any context like a kazoo jesus if i laugh i can’t laugh can she be seventy god how does she walk and the cane her hands are bigger than my feet like a goddam tank she could go through oak oak for christ’s sake.





“You write.” She hadn’t offered him in.

“That’s about the size of it,” he said, and laughed to cover his own sudden shrinking from that metaphor.

“Will you show me some after you get settled?” she asked. Her eyes seemed perpetually luminous and wistful. They were not touched by the age that had run riot in the rest of her




wait get that written down

image: “age had run riot in her with luxuriant fleshiness: she was like a wild sow let loose in a great and dignified house to shit on the carpet, gore at the welsh dresser and send the crystal goblets and wine-glasses all crash-a-tumble, to trample the wine colored divans to lunatic puffs of springs and stuffing, to spike the mirror-bright finish of the great hall floor with barbarian hoof prints and flying puddles of urine”

okay she’s there it’s a story i feel her






body, making it sag and billow.



“If you like,” he said. “I didn’t even see the cottage from the Shore Road, Mrs. Leighton. Could you tell me where—”

“Did you drive in?”

“Yes. I left my car over there.’’ He pointed beyond the dunes, toward the road.

A smile, oddly one-dimensional, touched her lips. “That’s why. You can only see a blink from the road; unless you’re walking, you miss it.” She pointed west at a slight angle away from the dunes and the house. “There. Right over that little hill.”

“All right,” he said, then stood there smiling. He really had no idea how to terminate the interview.

“Would you like to come in for some coffee? Or a Coca-Cola?”

“Yes,” he said instantly.

She seemed a little taken back by his instant agreement. He had, after all, been her husband’s friend, not her own. The face loomed above Gerald, moonlike, disconnected, undecided. Then she led him into the elderly, waiting house.

She had tea. He had Coke, Millions of eyes seemed to watch them. He felt like a burglar, stealing around the hidden fiction he could make of her, carrying only his own youthful winsomeness and a psychic flashlight.



My own name, of course, is Steve King, and you’ll pardon my intrusion on your mind—or I hope you will. I could argue that the drawing aside of the curtain of presumption between reader and author is permissible because I am the writer: i.e., since it’s my story I’ll do any goddam thing I please with it—but since that leaves the reader out of it completely, that is not valid. Rule One for all writers is that the teller is not worth a tin tinker’s fart when compared to the listener. Let us drop the matter, if we may. I am intruding for the same reason that the Pope defecates: we both have to.

You should know that Gerald Nately was never brought to the dock; his crime was not discovered. He paid all the same. After writing four twisted, monumental, misunderstood novels, he cut his own head off with an ivory-figured guillotine purchased in Kowloon.

I invented him first during a moment of eight o’clock boredom in a class taught by Carroll F. Terrell of the University of Maine English faculty. Dr. Terrell was speaking of Edgar A. Poe, and I thought


ivory guillotine Kowloon

twisted woman of shadows, like a pig

some big house

The blue air compressor did not come until later.





He did show her some of his writing. Not the important part, the story he was writing about her, but fragments of poetry, the spine of a novel that had ached in his mind for a year like embedded shrapnel, four essays. She was a perceptive critic, and addicted to marginal notations with her black felt-tip pen. Because she sometimes dropped in when he was gone to the village, he kept the story hidden in the back shed.

September melted into cool October, and the story was completed, mailed to a friend, returned with suggestions (bad ones), rewritten. He felt it was good, but not quite right. Some indefinable was missing. The focus was a shade fuzzy. He began to toy with the idea of giving it to her for criticism, rejected it, toyed with it again. After all, the story was her; he never doubted she could supply the final vector.

His attitude concerning her became increasingly unhealthy; he was fascinated by her huge, animalistic bulk, by the slow, tortoiselike way she trekked across the space between the house and the cottage,




image: “mammoth shadow of decay swaying across shadowless sand, cane held in one twisted hand, feet clad in huge canvas shoes which pump and push at the coarse grains, face like a serving platter, puffy dough arms, breasts like drumlins, a geography in herself, a country of tissue”





by her reedy, vapid voice; but at the same time he loathed her, could not stand her touch. He began to feel like the young man in “The Tell-Tale Heart,” by Edgar A. Poe. He felt he could stand at her bedroom door for endless midnights, shining one ray of light on her sleeping eye, ready to pounce and rip the instant it flashed open.

The urge to show her the story itched at him maddeningly. He had decided, by the first day of December, that he would do it. The decision making did not relieve him, as it is supposed to do in the novels, but it did leave him with a feeling of antiseptic pleasure. It was right that it should be so—an omega that quite dovetailed with the alpha. And it was omega; he was vacating the cottage on the fifth of December. On this day he had just returned from the Stowe Travel Agency in Portland, where he had booked passage for the Far East. He had done this almost on the spur of the moment: the decision to go and the decision to show his manuscript to Mrs. Leighton had come together, almost as if he had been guided by an invisible hand.



In truth, he was guided; by an invisible hand—mine.



The day was white with overcast, and the promise of snow lurked in its throat. The dunes seemed to foreshadow the winter already, as Gerald crossed them between the slate-roofed house of her dominion and the low stone cottage of his. The sea, sullen and gray, curled on the shingle of beach. Gulls rode the swells like buoys.

He crossed the top of the last dune and knew she was there—her cane, with its white bicycle handgrip at the base, stood against the side of the door. Smoke rifted from the toy chimney.

Gerald went up the board steps, kicked sand from his high-topped shoes to make her aware of his presence, and then went in.

“Hi, Mrs. Leighton!”

But the tiny living room and the kitchen both stood empty. The ship’s clock on the mantle ticked only for itself and for Gerald. Her gigantic fur coat lay draped over the rocker like some animal sail. A small fire had been laid in the fireplace, and it glowed and crackled busily. The tea pot was on the gas range in the kitchen, and one tea cup stood on the counter, still waiting for water. He peered into the narrow hall which led to the bedroom.

“Mrs. Leighton?”

Hall and bedroom both empty.

He was about to turn back to the kitchen when the mammoth chuckles began. They were large, helpless shakings of laughter, the kind that stays hidden for years and ages like wine. (There is also an Edgar A. Poe story about wine.)

The chuckles evolved into large bellows of laughter. They came from behind the door to the right of Gerald’s bed, the last door in the cottage. From the toolshed.




my balls are crawling like in grammar school the old bitch she’s laughing she found it the old fat shebitch goddam her goddam her goddam her you old whore you’re doing that ’cause i’m out here you old shebitch whore you piece of shit





He went to the door in one step and pulled it open. She was sitting next to the small space heater in the shed, her dress pulled up over oak-stump knees to allow her to sit cross-legged, and his manuscript was held, dwarfed, in her bloated hands.

Her laughter roared and racketed around him. Gerald Nately saw bursting colors in front of his eyes. She was a slug, a maggot, a gigantic crawling thing evolved in the cellar of the shadowy house by the sea, a dark bug that had swaddled itself in grotesque human form.

In the flat light from the one cobwebbed window her face became a hanging graveyard moon, pocked by the sterile craters of her eyes and the ragged earthquake rift of her mouth.

“Don’t you laugh,” Gerald said stiffly.

“Oh Gerald,” she said, laughing all the same. “This is such a bad story. I don’t blame you for using a penname. it’s—” she wiped tears of laughter from her eyes. “It’s abominable!”

He began to walk toward her stiffly.

“You haven’t made me big enough, Gerald. That’s the trouble. I’m too big for you. Perhaps Poe, or Dostoyevsky, or Melville… but not you, Gerald. Not you. Not you.”

She began to laugh again, huge racking explosions of sound.

“Don’t you laugh,” Gerald said stiffly.



The toolshed, after the manner of Zola:

Wooden walls, which showed occasional chinks of light, surrounded rabbit traps hung and slung in corners; a pair of dusty, unstrung snow-shoes; a rusty space heater showing flickers of yellow flame like cat’s eyes; rakes; a shovel; hedge clippers; an ancient green hose coiled like a garter snake; four bald tires stacked like doughnuts; a rusty Winchester rifle with no bolt; a two-handed saw; a dusty workbench covered with nails, screws, bolts, washers, two hammers, a plane, a broken level, a dismantled carburetor which once sat inside a 1949 Packard convertible; a 4 hp. air-compressor painted electric blue, plugged into an extension cord running back into the house.



“Don’t you laugh,” Gerald said again, but she continued to rock back and forth, holding her stomach and flapping the manuscript with her wheezing breath like a white bird.

His hand found the rusty Winchester rifle and he pole-axed her with it.



Most horror stories are sexual in nature.

I’m sorry to break in with this information, but feel I must in order to make the way clear for the grisly conclusion of this piece, which is (at least psychologically) a clear metaphor for fears of sexual impotence on my part. Mrs. Leighton’s large mouth is symbolic of the vagina; the hose of the compressor is a penis. Her female bulk huge and overpowering, is a mythic representation of the sexual fear that lives in every male, to a greater or lesser degree: that the woman, with her opening, is a devourer.

In the works of Edgar A. Poe, Stephen King, Gerald Nately, and others who practice this particular literary form, we are apt to find locked rooms, dungeons, empty mansions (all symbols of the womb); scenes of living burial (sexual impotence); the dead returned from the grave (necrophilia); grotesque monsters or human beings (externalized fear of the sexual act itself); torture and/or murder (a viable alternative to the 
sexual act).

These possibilities are not always valid, but the post-Freud reader and writer must take them into consideration when attempting the genre.

Abnormal psychology has become a part of the human experience.



She made thick, unconscious noises in her throat as he whirled around madly, looking for an instrument; her head lolled brokenly on the thick stalk of her neck.

He seized the hose of the air-compressor.

“All right,” he said thickly. “All right, now. All right.”




bitch fat old bitch you’ve had yours not big enough is that right well you’ll be bigger you’ll be bigger still





He ripped her head back by the hair and rammed the hose into her mouth, into her gullet. She screamed around it, a sound like a cat.



Part of the inspiration for this story came from an old E.C. horror comic book, which I bought in a Lisbon Falls drugstore. In one particular story, a husband and wife murdered each other simultaneously in mutually ironic (and brilliant) fashion. He was very fat; she was very thin. He shoved the hose of an air compressor down her throat and blew her up to dirigible size. On his way downstairs a booby-trap she had rigged fell on him and squashed him to a shadow.

Any author who tells you he has never plagiarized is a liar. A good author begins with bad ideas and improbabilities and fashions them into comments on the human condition.

In a horror story, it is imperative that the grotesque be elevated to the status of the abnormal.



The compressor turned on with a whoosh and a chug. The hose flew out of Mrs. Leighton’s mouth. Giggling and gibbering, Gerald stuffed it back in. Her feet drummed and thumped on the floor. The flesh of her checks and diaphragm began to swell rhythmically. Her eyes bulged, and became glass marbles. Her torso began to expand.




here it is here it is you lousy louse are you big enough yet are you big enough





The compressor wheezed and racketed. Mrs. Leighton swelled like a beach ball. Her lungs became straining blowfish.



Fiends! Devils! Dissemble no more! Here! Here! It is the beating of his hideous heart!



She seemed to explode all at once.



Sitting in a boiling hotel room in Bombay, Gerald rewrote the story he had begun at the cottage on the other side of the world. The original title had been “The Hog.” After some deliberation he retitled it “The Blue Air Compressor.”

He had resolved it to his own satisfaction. There was a certain lack of motivation concerning the final scene where the fat old woman was murdered, but he did not see that as a fault. In “The Tell-Tale Heart,” Edgar A. Poe’s finest story, there is no real motivation for the murder of the old man, and that was as it should be. The motive is not the point.



She got very big just before the end; even her legs swelled up to twice their normal size. At the very end, her tongue popped out of her mouth like a party-favor.



After leaving Bombay, Gerald Nately went on to Hong Kong, then to Kowloon. The ivory guillotine caught his fancy immediately.



As the author, I can see only one correct omega to this story, and that is to tell you how Gerald Nately got rid of the body. He tore up the floor boards of the shed, dismembered Mrs. Leighton, and buried the sections in the sand beneath.

When he notified the police that she had been missing for a week, the local constable and a State Policeman came at once. Gerald entertained them quite naturally, even offering them coffee. He heard no beating heart, but then, the interview was conducted in the big house.

On the following day he flew away, toward Bombay, Hong Kong, and Kowloon.






THE NET

BY JACK KETCHUM & P.D. CACEK

5/6/2003 11:22 PM

ANDREW—

I can’t BELIEVE you picked me over all the other women in that chatroom!

5/6/2003 11:31 PM

CASSANDRA—

Are you kidding? I liked a lot of the others well enough—Mugu, Wicked. But some of them…jeez…when the hell is Maya gonna get off her high horse? Or Babycrazed for that matter. And tell me, please, when is Flit gonna develop a brain?

But I’d think my reasons for wanting to write just to you ought to be pretty obvious. You’re smart, you’re funny, and from the way you wrote about little kids the other day I know you’re caring too. Do you have kids, by the way? Odd thing about chat rooms. You can be on for weeks and never really get to know the people you’re talking to. Anyhow, glad you accepted my invitation. Look forward to hearing from you.

Best,

Andrew

5/7/2003 10:01 PM

ANDREW—

No, I don’t have any kids of my own… but I’d love to. One day. Right now I have to be satisfied with spoiling my niece and nephew. They’re just babies, only two and four, but I figure if their only aunt can’t spoil them, who can?

And you’re right … sometimes you can chat to someone for months and never really get a clear idea of who—or what—they are. It’s funny, though, because I feel I know more about you than I do some of the people I’ve known for years. For instance—that time you and Tigerman got “into it” about experimenting on animals and how mad he got because you said animals have just as much right to live without fear and pain as people do … and he told you to go “F” yourself. You could have said that, too, but you didn’t. You stayed a gentleman to the end and that’s what I suspect you are, Andrew … a gentle man. Hope to hear from you soon. Bye—

Cassandra

P.S.: Call me Cassie … all my real friends do. :-)

P.P.S: What kind of music do you like? I just love the stuff from 80’s! ’Bye again

5/7/2003 11:00 PM

CASSIE—

Tigerman’s a jerk. I didn’t want to say that with everybody else listening in but since it’s just you and me now I feel freer. I never liked the guy much, tell the truth. He always seemed…I dunno…either to be hiding something or hiding behind something. Getting “into it” with me was about as open as he got. So maybe I accomplished something :-) Who knows?

Are you planning on going back there again? To Singlechat I mean. Don’t really think I want to. I guess I’d just like to stay with talking to you for a while if you don’t mind.

Music? All kinds. No headbanger or rap though. 50’s stuff, Beatles-era, country—I even listen to opera and show tunes now and then. THERE, I’VE SAID IT! SHOW TUNES! Hope it doesn’t cost me our relationship:-) But my favorite’s definitely the blues. I can listen to the blues all night long. It’s good no matter how you’re feeling—happy, sad, whatever. It seems to touch something in me. Always has.

Gotta go. Need to go change the litterbox. My desk and computer are in a little alcove right off the bathroom. It’s a kind of dressing-room I adapted into a study. But when Cujo’s just used the litter it can get pretty stinky. One of the problems living in New York is that you can’t let ’em go outside. They’d be meat in minutes. Don’t suppose you’re a cat-lover, are you?

Stay in touch, okay?

Andrew

P.S.: Thanks for calling me a gentleman. And a gentle man. I try to be.

Best,

Andrew

5/7/2003 11:20 PM

ANDREW—

I know what you mean about Tigerman. It did seem like he was hiding something—the way he got so angry when anybody challenged him. He really was beginning to creep me out. I felt the same way when Maya started talking about…you know…about how she thought it was okay to have as many boyfriends as she wanted just so long as they didn’t know each other. I don’t think it’s okay and I wanted to tell her so—but I didn’t feel I could. Like you said, not with everybody listening. Guess I’m just old fashioned in some ways…which is why I don’t think I’ll ever go back to Singlechat. Besides, I don’t have to now. I’d much rather “chat” with you :-)

I LOVE show tunes, too, so our relationship’s fine. <blush> And I really like the Blues—especially on rainy nights. I like to turn the music way down, so the rain against the window sounds like it’s part of the song and just lay in bed and listen. Sometimes I even fall asleep listening, it’s so beautiful.

OHMYGOD…I LOVE cats and Cujo’s a great name! (Please tell me Cujo’s not as big as that dog in Stephen King’s book! If he/she is you’d better go change that litter box QUICK! Eek!) I’ve had cats all my life…but not right now. I lost my cat, Sgt. Stripes, last Halloween. He was fifteen when he died and I’d had him since he was seven weeks old. It was hard…still is hard to think about him without wanting to cry. He was a BIG guy—twenty-eight pounds before he got sick—an orange tabby with gold eyes. I think he thought he was a dog because he used to follow me around the house and “wag” his tail…and sleep with me at night. It was nice, you know, feeling him next to me. That’s the hardest part…being alone at night. I miss him so much.

Wow—got a little blue there. Sorry.

You live in New York City. That is so cool! We’re practically neighbors! I live in Pennsylvania, a little town called Warminster—which I think is Lenni Lenape (Native American) for “Wide Spot in Road. Don’t Blink.”

Gotta go, too. Have a ton of paperwork to do. Give Cujo a hug for me.

—Cassie

5/8/2003 9:22 PM

CASSIE—

Fact is, Cujo was the runt of her litter. She’s about half the size of most cats. And guess what? She’s an orange tabby just like Sgt. Stripes—though her eyes are green. How about that? Something else we have in common!

It’s okay to get blue sometimes. I sure do.

It’s okay to be old-fashioned too, especially when it comes to relationships. Last relationship I had lasted a year, the one before that two years, and the one before that three years. Oooops—I guess they’re getting shorter and shorter! But I’ve always been a one-woman guy. Even here in New York, where I guess there are plenty of opportunities, I’ve never dated more than one woman at a time. Don’t believe in it.

Warminster, Pennsylvania. I looked it up on the map. Damn! that really isn’t very far. What is it, about two-and-a-half, three hours from NY? Funny. On the Net you never know where people are writing from unless for some reason they tell you. You could have lived in L.A. or Michigan or Alaska for godsakes! Neighbors! Cool!

If this is too forward, let me know. No problem. But I’m wondering what you look like. I’d tell you what I look like but you called me a gentleman, right? And a gentleman always figures, ladies first.

All best,

Andrew

5/8/2003 11:32 PM

DEAR ANDREW, (HOPE you don’t mind the “dear”…but that’s part of being “old fashioned” too…)

And I’m glad you’re old-fashioned. I sort of knew you would be. I’m sorry your last relationship ended so soon after it started but that just means it wasn’t the right one. I know about that too. My last “serious” one lasted almost two years and…well, let’s just say it didn’t end on a very happy note. He wanted something I wasn’t prepared to give…

I don’t date a lot. Never really saw much use in just “going out” with someone. Maybe that’s because I hadn’t found a 
gentleman yet. Till now, that is…

Ooops. That was a little forward, wasn’t it? <BLUSH!>

Okay, you asked me what I looked like…well, first clue—Cujo and I have something in common. No, I don’t have orange stripes! My eyes are green…but that’s all I’m going to say for now…:-)

I don’t know what it’s like where you are but Spring doesn’t seem to know what it wants this year. 70s one day and 50s the next and RAIN, humidity. Humidity makes my hair go all curly. Ooops! now you know I have hair! Okay, it’s dark brown hair in fact with red highlights. It used to be very long, down to my waist when I was little, but that would take FOREVER to dry. Hope you’re not disappointed but my hair’s short now, curly in summer and kind of “shaggy” the rest of the time.

Okay, I’m sort of tall…all legs, was what my father used to say. Still does when he wants to get me to blush. Which isn’t hard to do. <blush>

Can I tell you something? I’ve always thought a man is as handsome as he acts, what he does and how he behaves. Looks aren’t as important to me as what’s inside. But…it’s YOUR turn now. Tell me what Andrew looks like. If you want, that is. Gotta go now…more later…promise.

OO (hugs)

Cassie

P.S.: New York’s only an hour and forty-five minutes away. I checked Map-Quest. :-)

5/9/2003 1:03 AM

DEAR CASSIE,

I used to have long hair too—way back in the hippie days—and cut it for the same reason. Pain in the butt to dry…I’m 5’10”, about 140 pounds, dark hair, in pretty good shape for a guy my age. My eyes change slightly depending on what I’m wearing. My driver’s license says “blue” but they range from blue to gray to amber.

You’re only an hour and forty-five minutes away? Guess I didn’t read that map too well.

Tell me more. Are your mom and dad alive? Mine are both gone, my mother for many years now, my father for seven. I think I mentioned back in Singlechat that I’m an only child. You said you have a sister. Any other siblings? Just curious. Family seems to get more important to me as I grow older—or in my case, the lack of one. Don’t mean to sound sorry for myself—it’s just a fact I deal with. I’ve got some aunts and uncles and cousins but I’m not really close to them. Probably that’s why I like cats so much—surrogate family. :-)

Write soon, okay?

XOXOXOX Andrew

5/9/2003 6:34 PM

DEAR ANDREW,

Your eyes sound remarkable—magical in fact. Makes me wish my eyes were something other than plain old green. I’d say jade green, but I wouldn’t want to lie to you. :-)

There is one thing…I hate talking about myself, as I’m sure you noticed in Singlechat, I’m basically shy and pretty uninteresting when you come right down to it…but…okay—my friends say I look “hot” in a bathing suit. <BLUSH!!!!!!!!!>

Anyhow, you wanted to know about my parents (still blushing, by the way.) They’re both alive and quite active. My Mother was a “Stay-at-Home-Mom” when my sister and I were little, but has recently gone back to school! She wants to get her Teaching Credential and my dad and I think it’s great. My Dad, by the way, owns his own Travel Agency—we’ve had a LOT of great vacations! In fact, my Mom and Dad will be going on a “Second Honeymoon” in a few days—to Hawaii for a week. Don’t know what I’ll do with myself while they’re gone—since I live with them (saves on rent)—but I’m sure I’ll think of something.

I understand about feeling distant from family. My sister and I are a bit distant. I’d never tell her this but I think she tends to put her career (Real Estate) before her children, while I think being a mom is the best “job” a woman can have. On the other hand, her being so into work lets me spend a lot more time with Mandy and Jamie (my niece and nephew) so I guess there’s an upside to everything. Like tonight…which is why this e-mail’s so short—my sister’s asked me to baby-sit and I plan to spoil those kids ROTTEN! I’ve rented MONSTERS, INC, SHREK, and MY favorites, ARISTOCATS and GAY PURR-EE!

Probably sounds like a really boring night…right? So what are YOUR favorite movies? Color? Books? Inquiring minds want to know. Hugs to your kitty….and you.

x

Cassie

5/9/2003 7:10 PM

DEAR CASSIE,

Your movie-night doesn’t sound boring at all. I think it’s great you’re into kids. Favorite movies, books? That’s hard. Color is easy. Black. But the reason the other two are hard is that although what I do for a living is write freelance ad copy, my goal’s to become a real writer. Fiction. Been trying for about five years now, ever since I quit my nine-to-five at the agency. So far, lots of rejection letters but not much else, though some of them have been very encouraging. Point is, because of that I read constantly, and I see movies all the time. Need to see what’s out there. So to pick favorites is almost impossible. The book I’m reading right now is great—Dennis Lehane’s SHUTTER ISLAND, about two detectives investigating an escape from a mental institution. I rented REMAINS OF THE DAY again the night before last. Love that movie. So lonely, so sad. But the list would have to go on and on….

You live with your parents, huh? God! you must have a hell of a good relationship! I remember I couldn’t WAIT to get out of there, on my own, as soon as possible. I know that rents being what they are these days a lot of younger folks are doing that but there’s no way I could have. How old are you, anyway? If you don’t mind my asking. I’m going to risk something now and tell you that I’ll be forty-six in November—I suspect that’s more than a few years older than you. And I hope it doesn’t change things between us. Say it ain’t so! :-)

And as long as I’m in a risky mood tonight I’ll admit to one other thing. We’re completely on the same page, you and I, about what the important things are between people. But long legs, green eyes, brown-red hair and “hot in a bathing suit….” I’m getting a mental picture of you. And I gotta admit that I like what I see. :-)

XOXOXOXOX Andrew

5/10/2003 1:05 AM

DEAR ANDREW…

Sorry it took me so long to get back to you but the evening was a DISASTER! My loving sister didn’t tell me that Jamie was sick—let’s just say “leaking” at both ends, poor baby. I had to make sure Mandy didn’t get too close and that was hard because she loves her big brother SO much. So she started crying and Jamie started crying and…needless to say they weren’t very interested in watching movies. :-( I’m exhausted, but couldn’t collapse until I answered you. See how important you are? <g>

Black’s another thing we have in common! I love it and always try to wear something black every day (sometimes you can’t see it, but it’s there.) And OMYGOD! you’re a writer! I’ve never known a real writer. That is so…awesome (as the kids say.) I hope this isn’t pushy or anything but could you send me a story? I’d love to read one. Honest. I really do need something to read anyway. Just finished a book you’d probably love—A DANCE FOR EMILIA by Peter S. Beagle. It’s about a man who comes back from the dead in his cat. It’s beautiful and made me cry at the end. What can I say, I’m a big softie. I love stories that have a bittersweet ending. I did see REMAINS OF THE DAY. And cried.

Then I saw Anthony Hopkins in SILENCE OF THE LAMBS. EEEEEEEEK!

But, Sir (spoken with a heavy Southern Belle accent beneath a fluttering fan,) y’all should know better’n to ask a lady her age. (Flutter, flutter.) Let’s just say—ah’m—old enough.

Can you really SEE me? It’s funny but I think you can. You can see the REAL me and that makes me feel very…special. See me right now as I write this, in bed, on my laptop…in my very short, very RED nightgown.

Can you see that?

Goodnight and XOXOXOXOXOX back.

Luv,

Cassie

5/10/2003 1:25 AM

DEAR CASSIE,

“Very short, very red nightgown…?” Phew! And you expect me to SLEEP now? <g>

I’ll get a copy of the Beagle book. Sounds good. And I’ll be glad to send you a story, too. I know just the one. It’s called RETURNS, and it’s also about a cat…and believe it or not, a ghost! The coincidences just keep piling up here. It really is wonderful. Thank god we got out of that damn chat room and into this.

Sometimes late-night e-mails seem almost like distress calls to me, you know? Like some sad lonely S.O.S. tapped out into cyberspace. But yours aren’t like that at all. They make my day, Cassie. They really do.

Luv back atcha, and

XOXOXOXOXOXOXOXOXOXOXOXOXOXOXOX Andrew

P.S.: Whoops, forgot. I don’t know your address. I guess I got a little bit carried away back there…

Andrew

5/10/2003 8:15 AM

:-) I don’t think you got carried away at all. I think you’re pretty wonderful. I know we haven’t known each other for very long—on or off the chat-room—but I already feel a connection with you that I’ve never really had with anyone else. Does that sound really weird to you? Hope not, because I wanted to be honest with you about this.

My address. 119 North Street Road, Warminster, Pa. 18974. But you could send the story as an attachment…so I could read it sooner. Hint, hint, HINT. Now I HAVE to get going or I’ll be LATE!

XoXoXoXoXoXo

Cassie

5/10/2003 2:01 PM

DEAR CASSIE,

Okay…gulp…the story’s attached. I can only hope you’re kinder to it than some editors have been.

Early riser, huh? Me, I’m a night person. Don’t even want to TALK to anybody before ten in the morning…

It occurs to me now that it’s awfully good of you to trust me with your street address after only knowing me from Singlechat and these e-mails. A lot of women wouldn’t. I guess I must be doing something right :-) And you…well, you tell me I’m wonderful and I’m kinda floored by that, it’s been a long time since anybody’s called me that, and I just want to say…hell, I dunno what I want to say…only that (and don’t get scared now, okay?) I may be falling for you just a little. Just a little. Is it okay to say that? Jeez—I better sign off now before I put my entire LEG into my mouth, not just my foot.


OEBPS/e9781982132880/images/common1.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982132880/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Celebrating Twenty Years of Lilja’s Library: An Introduction


		The Blue Air Compressor: A Telling of Horror


		The Net


		The Novel of the Holocaust


		Aeliana


		Pidgin and Theresa


		An End to All Things


		Cemetery Dance


		Drawn to the Flame


		The Companion


		The Tell-Tale Heart


		A Mother’s Love


		The Keeper’s Companion


		Celebrating 20 Years of Lilja’s Library: An Afterword


		About the Editor


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Contents








		1


		2


		3


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224








OEBPS/e9781982132880/fonts/RobotoCondensed-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982132880/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982132880/images/9781982132880.jpg
L/ CELEBRATING TWENTY N
YERRS OF LILIR 5 LIBRARY

Lttt il e
..........................

....

. .. [hve
= Klﬂgl , ist,
Stefﬂl;fnnAiVidE Ll“dqvls

Il |

mphe* 1

sey b8

!!!‘!% Ran:md many mﬂre! | 1
1] , .

EDITED BY HANS-AKE LILIA

o
....
....

P T I R A WA RO S S





OEBPS/e9781982132880/images/title.jpg
Celebrating Twenty Years
of Lilja’s Library

Edited by
Hans-Ake Lilja

G

GALLERY BOOKS
NEW YORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI





OEBPS/e9781982132880/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


