Hello and welcome to the DVD commentary for :
A SORT OF ROMANTIC GHOST STORY IN THREE PARTS! BY PETE!

PART ONE - MEETING THE GHOST OF MARCY

I'm P. Samuel Galey, creator, executive producer and writer of this episode. And I'm joined by Andrea Riseborough who played Marcy and the ghost, and Paul Chequer who played Steve. I'm not really, but there you go.

So then, this is a short story I wrote when I was... 16? 17? I think it was during the summer holidays between Mount St Mary's and Notre Dame, so I must have been 16. Several years later I rewrote it as a novel, which I think is one of my best though readers didn't respond to it as well as screams. No doubt due to the absence of lesbians. ANYHOO...

Prologue

At a quarter past four, on the fifth of March, Marcia died.

Yeh, I rather like that as an opening line, cos you go hmmm, funny sort of story if the main character's just died! Unless you read the bit above about it being a ghost story I suppose. In the novel I expanded this a bit. I also made Marcy short for Marcella instead of Marcia, on the grounds that I am in love with Shakespeare's Sister.

This didn’t come as too much of a surprise to her. In fact, the last few moments of her life had been so violent she would have been more surprised if she had lived.

OH MAN! I like posing questions that won't be answered until right at the end. In the novel I went quite meta on this point.

What did surprise her was what happened after her death.

Not being particularly religious, she had simply expected everything to end. No Heaven, etc. She had thought that there would be blackness.

Oblivion.

In the novel I think she's explicitly a militant atheist. I quite

Well, there was certainly a blackness.

But she was still there...

She was... thinking.

It didn’t take her long to form the conclusion that being alive, and being dead were not mutually exclusive.

These paragraphs are very short, aren't they? I wonder if I wanted to get a job on The Sun. The IRONY is that these days I'm much more likely to be criticised for paragraphs being too long. OH HAPPY MEDIUM, WHY DO YOU HATE ME?

It hadn’t stayed black for very long. Then had come the light.

Bright, white light.

So bright that she reflexively tried to squint to shut out some of the brightness.

But her eyes were still in her body; and she wasn’t.

She wasn’t seeing the light. She was feeling it. She didn’t have to worry about the light damaging her retina because wherever her retina was, it wasn’t here.

She felt herself being drawn backwards. Not backwards in distance, because distance meant nothing any more.

Backward through her life.

And just as it was starting to get interesting everything disappeared. No light, no dark, no nothing.

Suddenly... she woke up.

One

At first she didn’t recognise where she was. But there was a faint feeling of Deja Vu... As if she should recognise the room she was in.

She might not have been sure where she was, but she knew exactly what she was: she was energy.

She was her mind, her soul. She wasn’t her body.

So it came as no surprise to her that when she looked in the mirror in the room she was in, she saw nothing.

That is, she saw nothing of herself. What she did see was the reflection of the room.

Dawn was breaking, thin shafts of light peeping through the thin curtains of the bedroom. In the bed, someone stirred.

Mr Johnson took issue with my pronoun use her, as he wasn't sure if the body M is looking at is her own or the one in the bed. It's her own. MAN, WHY DO PRONOUNS HATE ME? ARE THEY TRYING TO IMPRESS THAT HAPPY MEDIUM I MENTIONED?

She looked down at her body, or at least, the image of her body. She was quite pleased that God (or whoever had put her in this room) had given her an image of a body: it would seem too strange to walk without seeing one’s feet, or to try to touch something without hands.

So, whoever had put her here had provided her with something only she could see. An image of her body.

She was dressed in clothes that she might have worn a couple of years ago. A medium length black skirt, a multi-coloured jumper and (she felt her hair because she was not able to look in the mirror) a hairstyle she had had that time ago.

Hmm, even though this description is quite vague is still sounds very EARLY NINETIES. Lumme!

She looked over to the person sleeping in the bed.  He was a couple of years younger than when she had seen him last.  She had felt, during that period of bright light, that she herself had been getting younger. She now felt fifteen. And the boy asleep also looked fifteen.

In the novel this whole thing is spun out for ages.

When she saw who he was, it triggered her memory to recognise the place she was in. His bedroom. He had left it a year ago. That was, a year ago of her time scale. But as she felt two years younger, that meant he would not move out for another year or so. 

She put out a hand to wake him. She knew that, her being a ghost, he would not be able to see her. He would see what the mirror saw, i.e. nothing.

Her hand, the image of her hand passed through the sheet. That had been the one thing she had overlooked. If she didn’t have a real body, how was she supposed to touch things?

She sat on the bed, not causing so much as a dent, while she thought about it.

Two

Steven was woken by a kiss.

This was the original idea I had, being woken by a kiss and finding no one there. Please do not speculate on what this says about a 16 year old Pete please. Jonjo waxed lyrical on this point when commenting on the novel.

He found this to be the most surprising thing that had happened to him for several weeks.

Admittedly, all but the few who are regularly woken in such a manner would be surprised.

But for Steven, there was another surprise coming.

There was nobody there.

Unbelievable as it was that somebody should be kissing him, it was at least twice as unbelievable that somebody should be both kissing him and not kissing him simultaneously.

He tried to say “Who are you”, but it came out more as “Oooharooh”, due to the fact that somebody else’s mouth was causing an obstruction.

And there was still no one there.

The kiss finished. That is, not stopped: Finished.

Not vanished within several seconds of him waking up, as dream experiences are wont to do. The kiss finished.

If therefore there was nobody else in the room at the time that Steven was being kissed, and there was still nobody in the room, it was perfectly logical to assume that whoever it was who had kissed him was still in the room.

The logic here was faulty in that it is a physical impossibility to be and not to be in the same place at the same time. Shakespeare said as much in what has become one of his most famous quotes, Steven opined to himself: Perhaps a quote inspired by an equally strange kiss as that which Steven had just experienced.

HMMM. Yeah, I didn't put that bit in the novel, having actually read Hamlet since. That said, Hamlet did play quite a large role in the novel, so maybe I couldn't let it go.

As it happened, logic was thrown completely out of the window when a voice said in Steven’s ear: “Hi, Steve.”

Well, not so much in his ear, as in his mind.

It was a female voice, the voice of a girl about Steven’s age. It was slightly echoey, for no obvious reason.

Steven, having had to deal in the past few seconds with a number of less than probable things, took it all in his stride.

As nonchalantly as he could, he returned the greeting.

“Hi.”

Three

Steven looked at the clock. A quarter to seven. For once he would be early for school. And indeed if he were to be woken up every day in such a fashion he would gladly be early for school ever day.

He didn’t feel scared.

Okay, there was an invisible talking (and kissing) girl in his bedroom. But Hey!- hadn’t he always fantasised that something like this would happen? And he did believe in ghosts, didn’t he? He must had done, because that film on the previous Saturday had scared him shitless. He could hardly be emotionally affected by a film if he disputed everything depicted in it, could he?

For some reason, Steven felt his subconscious mind trying desperately to think up a plausible excuse for everything that had just happened. An excuse that his waking thoughts would believe and readily accept.

Not a chance.

Although he could think of several fairly reasonable reasons as to what the hell was going on, his conscious mind wouldn’t have any of it.

It wasn’t that he didn’t believe what his subconscious was telling him.

He wasn’t prepared to believe it.

It was almost as if he wanted it to stay a mystery, and not have a mundane, everyday explanation.

He had no trouble accepting that it had happened. But when he tried to think why it had happened he forcibly evicted such thoughts from his mind.

So then: Several words and a kiss.

After a pause of several seconds, it was probably about time for some more.

So Steven re-attempted the question that he had had to abandon because of the close proximity of somebody’s tongue.

“Who are you?”

Four

Before he had even opened his mouth to say “Who”, the female voice spoke again. It seemed to be farther away, perhaps in the middle of the room, yet it still seemed to sound only in his head.

“That’s what I like about you Steve; you never ask stupid questions. You just wait patiently for the answers.”

“There is one question actually... Who the hell are you?”

The female voice seemed genuinely surprised.

“Don’t you recognise my voice?”

Steven had to admit he didn’t: It was a nice voice, (no: It was a fucking gorgeous voice) but it didn’t ring any bells in his memory.

I think I transferred that line to the novel verbatim.

“Oh, of course... What date is it?”

“What?” This was the kind of ordinary, bland, everyday question that he would not expect from an invisible person. Turning to the clock he read off the date. “June the tenth.”

“You haven’t met me yet.”

“Oh.”

There followed a few more seconds of silence. Steven was keen not to destroy the reputation he supposedly had for not asking stupid questions. There were several on his mind though. His first question of who she was had not been answered, nor why she was invisible, what she was doing in his bedroom anyway, and why she had felt compelled to kiss him.

“I think I’d better explain.”

“I’m glad you said that.”

“Basically speaking, I am the ghost of your future girlfriend, Marcy. I appear to have arrived in your bedroom at a point in time when you have not yet met me. The alive me that is.”

“Aren’t ghosts supposed to appear after someone dies?”

“How can I put this so that you’ll understand... Erm... Time has no meaning.”

“Time has no meaning?”

“That’s it!”

This caused Steven to think about Aldous Huxley.

Eh up, 16 year old Pete's getting pretentious again.

Aldous Huxley had once said that if the doors of perception could be cleaned, things would be seen for what they are; infinite. Admittedly, Huxley had been on LSD at the time, but Steven felt that what he had said had a bearing on what this girl, Marcy, was trying to explain.

Yes, I hadn't read any William Blake either.

Steven tried to imagine time not just flowing in one direction from the past to the future. He tried to imagine time being a thing, an object, which, if his doors of perception had been cleaned, he would be able to see from any angle. He would be able to look at the object of time from any direction, see and feel any part of it.

(Altogether now) Wibbly wobbly timey wimey!

This vision faded fast.

“Go on,” he said. The girl was apparently nonplussed that he had understood what she had just said.

“Well, I have been put here, in my personal past, but your present, for a reason. My soul cannot rest until my job is done.” 

By this time, Stephen was struggling to grasp what she was saying. But he decided not to look like an idiot and get her to explain again what she had said. He tried to put an expression of his face (and he felt it very undermining that she could see his but he could not see hers) which suggested that he was in total control of the situation, that he knew exactly what she was giving it (an overstatement to say the least) and even that what was happening confirmed one of his long held theories.

WOT YER GIVIN IT? was a thing we said back then.

The fact that this girl knew him, without him knowing her, was scary. How much did she know? Did she know, for example, about the pile of dubious magazines stuffed behind the wardrobe? Did she know about the time he-

A horrible thought occurred to him. If she was a ghost, and if she saw “time” as infinity, did she perhaps have infinite knowledge? Was she omnipotent? Could she read his mind?  Did she know his thoughts?

“What are you like, then?”

“Well, at the moment, I’m a fun loving fifteen year old. I like dancing, parties, and er, Bros.”

In the novel she likes Friends instead of Bros. FINGER ON THE PULSE ME.

“You could be describing an average girl. What do you look like?” God what a stupid question! Damn Damn Damn! She was bloody invisible! So much for his reputation for not asking stupid questions!

Still, he’d look even stupider if he attempted to withdraw the question. So he waiting for the inevitable answer:- “Look like? Why silly, I’m invisible!”

That answer didn’t come. There was silence for a minute, as if the girl was trying to decide how best to describe herself.

“Well, average height, average size... Pretty average, I suppose...” She sounded almost apologetic.

Stephen leapt out of bed with surprising speed. If she was looking in the mirror, then perhaps he would be able to see her reflection.

He was disappointed. “I can’t see anything in the mirror.”

“Well of course you can’t, I’m in the way... Oh, I see what you mean. Hold, I’ll try to show myself.”

Another minute of silence passed, with Stephen staring directly at his own reflection in the mirror. Hoping for a flicker...  Anything.

“No, sorry.” Stephen got back into bed, disappointed. Her voice drifted up from the other end of the bed.

“Bros...  I mean!  Bros!”

“What?”

“Well, in only a couple of years they’ll be totally unheard of.”

“Will they?” Stephen resisted the temptation to say “How do you know.” Apparently she did, and that was all there was to it.

”I shouldn’t really tell you about the future. You might change it.”

“I’m sorry, much as I hate to say it, I’m afraid I just don’t understand.”

The girl didn’t seem to mind. “I’m not surprised. But let me give you an example. Say you put a bet on... You know, a horse race, or something like that. Because what’s happening now is my past, I might know the result of the race. I could then tell you which horse to bet on... Do you see?”

MAN I am so sick of bloody time travel stories. It's always either stepping on butterflies or killing grandparents or betting on horses. I SAY WE SHALL NO MORE TIME TRAVEL! Those that are time travel already, all but one shall live! After all, I wouldn't be without Kurt placing a sneaky bet in Odyssey 5.

“I don’t understand how that would change the future. After all, it would be your past... and my present... so where does the future come into it?”

A tiny note of irritation crept into her voice.

“I come from your future. See? If I do something to prevent you meeting me, all sorts of weird things might happen. Do you get it?”

Steven didn’t, for a moment. Then he remembered. “Like in that film? Back to the Future?”

The voice congratulated him.

“That’s exactly it.”

Did... did The Shakespeare Code rip that bit off?

“You’d better tread carefully then.”

“It would help if I’d brought something with me... A diary, or something... then I’d know which important dates to avoid.”

There was a noise from outside the door.

“My mum! Hide!” He said. God! Another bloody stupid thing to say! Why should she hide? If he couldn’t see her, his mum wouldn’t. 

The girl, however, didn’t react to this. Perhaps the first thing she had thought of doing was hiding. Ghosts aren’t necessarily infallible.

A voice came from outside the door.

“Are you alright love?”

Steven called. “Yeah.”

“Were you talking to somebody?”

“Erm... It was the radio.” 

“Oh...” came the vaguely sceptical reply. “I’m making some breakfast. Be down soon won’t you?”

Steven confirmed that he would.

He waited until his mother’s footsteps reached the bottom of the stairs, waited until he heard the sound of mail being picked up, and then waited for the familiar chink-clank of the door being opened.

Steven phewed. Still whispering, because of his sleeping father, he said “That was close.”

The girl’s mind was on other things.

“Try to imagine me as your mum.”

I don't like where this is heading...

“What?”

“What I mean is, you’ve just spoken to your mother, without seeing her. Right?”

“Yes...” Steven replied, dubiously.

“Why couldn’t you see her?”

“Well, because she was outside.”

“Because there was a door between you both.”

“Yes...” he repeated.

“Now, try to imagine that between us two, there is something that stops you from seeing me. Air molecules, if you like.”

Phew!

“What are you?”

“Pure energy. Potential energy, to be exact. I can potentially move objects, I can potentially touch you, etc.”

“If I may be brutally frank, this isn’t the best time to have a physics lesson. I  haven’t fully woken up yet. That’s why physics lessons are always last thing in the afternoon.”

The girl appeared not to have heard this.

“That’s why I kissed you. You see, the key to my interaction with the material world is emotion.”

“Emotion?”

“Yes. Any emotion, so long as it’s strong enough. Anger, for example. I could cause a psychic wind. Blow the lampshade about, make paper flutter, that sort of crap.”

“I imagine that would scare me to death.”

“With you I had to try something else. Just trying to touch you wasn’t enough. I had to go for the strongest of all emotions. Love.”

Five

Just to prove him wrong, Steven’s first lesson of the day was physics. Not to be honest his best subject.

Add to that the fact that the person sitting next to him in class was away.

This person was described at length in the novel for a potential subplot that I never actually wrote. Marcy's Last Life really is a novel with like two characters in it!

No one to copy off! No one to quickly get last week’s homework down from!

But there was somebody in the seat.

He had the romantic notion the Marcy the ghost was always with him. A kind of guardian angel.

He thought she might have whispered some answers to him.

But there wasn’t a word.

He knew she was there, however. He just knew. He could sense her proximity.

Ironically the lesson was all about potential energy. How all things possessed it, and that under certain circumstances the energy could be converting into Kinetic. Movement.

Steven paid more attention that lesson than ever before, and achieved the first grade A he had had that term.   The teacher had reserved for him that patronising sarcastic look that says “not bad... for you”. Steven had merely smiled and replied that potential energy was a subject he was particularly interested in. 

He now understood why the girl had been cautious in what she said to him. Without her earlier comments, he would not have gained a grade A. If she stuck around for any length of time, who knows what might change? If he, a lowly grade D-er had vaulted to the top of the group with ease, where would it all end? Prime Minister? King? President? Teacher of physics?...

Teacher of physics?!!

This thread is rather more portentous in the novel, in that it indicates the ghost is changing history in small ways just by being there, which because the main source of conflict between her and Steve.

Six

He was outside in what the teachers called the playground for no obvious reason. Nobody “played” in it anymore, than was primary school stuff. People usually just stood around talking about sex. 

Whilst looking for some group of people to latch onto, Steven heard a familiar female voice calling his name. The voice still seemed to be inside his head, yet it also seemed to drift over from the other side of the playground. He turned round, by instinct.

No one had noticed his swift about-turn, and they probably wouldn’t have considered supernatural influence if they had.

He walked over to where he thought she might be. He couldn’t help but have a new feeling, somewhere in his middle. As if his heart was swelling with all this new found emotion. It was a nice feeling, a kind of expectant, hopeful feeling.

A feeling of love.

Hell, he’d only met her this morning. And he’d only heard her voice. It was like having a crush on Radio 4.

But what had she said? She was his future girlfriend?

Perhaps it was love at first hearing.

Mr Johnson said "love at first sound" would be better, so that's what I put in the novel.

He quickened his pace. He couldn’t wait to hear that voice again. He just couldn’t wait to lose himself in her dulcet tones. His heart swelled again, so much so that he though he was going to stop breathing.

Is this what they mean by taking your breathe away? It was a wonderful feeling, a feeling of being lost, of not being able to keep control of yourself.

He walked into the building, and nonchalantly walked up the stairs, Just leaving the door open wide open for her to follow him in.

He found the classroom he was looking for.

It was really used as a store room, and was called the “Resource Centre” a posh name for cupboard. Kept in it were videos, the television, all textbooks, plenty of stationary, and another store cupboard. It was into this store within a store that Steven went, again leaving the door wide for a moment or two, then shutting it and locking it.

“Are you here?”

He felt a bit of a chump. He had no idea whether she was there or not. When she didn’t answer, he made to unlock the door. But a teasing voice whispered near his ear, “I’m here.”

“Oh good. This is really the only room I can talk to you in. It’s locked, you see. I’m in charge of the store cupboard, so I’m allowed in here, but no one else is.”

This scene takes place in a music room in the novel, so that the ghost could play piano for a bit. The fact that I was listening to a lot of Tori Amos at the time led to the improbable suggestion that a high school could afford a Bosendorfer. ALERT! THE AUTHOR HATES STEINWAYS!

“Good.”

“We’ve got five minutes until the end of break time.”

“To do what?”

“Well, you’ve still some explaining to do... But first...”

“Yes?”

“Well... with you please kiss me again?”

She giggled. “All right... Close your eyes...”

He did so. And she kissed him.

This was like nothing he had ever experienced before. Well apart from that morning, of course. He could feel his heart doing all sorts of explosive things that he wasn’t sure were safe to his health. But he didn’t care.

He put his arms around her waist, and felt her hands behind his head. He didn’t want to open his eyes, because he knew she wouldn’t be there. He thought about what he must look like. He must look pretty silly.

Wow. Explosive. Magnificent. All understatements of course.

Words could never express how he felt at this moment. He wished whoever had invented the English language had come up with at least one big superlative enough to describe this.

He settled for “Wonderful.” Hey!- It was corny, but heartfelt. Naturally enough, he opened his eyes to look at her face. There it was! There it bloody was!

His face flushed with joy. “I can see you!”

The expression on her face turned from one of happiness to one of puzzlement. Then it disappeared. Her face that is. In fact, all of her. She vanished.  Again.

That was all he had. A snapshot. A brief, tantalising glimpse. “You’ve gone.”

“Oh. Sorry. I told you. It’s emotion. The more I feel, the solider I get.”

“Anyway, nice face (when you’ve got one).”

Steve is so cool he can speak in brackets!

“Thanks.”

The bell went.

“Oops. Maths. Better hurry. Mr McWhale’s a bit mad. I don’t want to do anything to draw his attention onto me.”

Who? Hang a minute though, Mr McHale was at Nosty, right, so how did I know who he was at this point? Perhaps Stuart Hill had been having Special Genius Lessons over the summer or something?

“Right. I’ll stay in this cupboard. I’ll practice picking things up.”

“Won’t you get hungry? Or bored?”

“I’m a ghost,” Marcy said, as if that explained everything.

Oh, I love that chapter. There is no part of kissing ghosts that isn't awesome!

Seven

Maths. Let’s face it, if he was capable of getting an A in Physics then this should be the lesson where he graduates with first class honours.

His mate had still not come into school. This didn’t bother Steven; in Maths it was his friend who did the copying off  Steven. 

He wished she were here. He wished she was sitting next to him.

Mr Johnson complained about the pronoun there again. But italics always = ghosts!

He wished she was whole. A person. A valid member of the human race. Perhaps she could come to this school, Sit next to him all the time-

“-the hypotenuse. Steven.”

“Uh, yes?”

“Come now, its not like you to daydream. The equation on the board, please.”

“Er, oh right. Okay. Erm...”

The class was starting to giggle. God, what was he doing?  He could do this! Why was he stammering like a dunce?

“Is it... er, the Tangent?”

Several sniggers emitted from the swots at the front of the class.

“How many times have we been over this? Opposite over hypotenuse is the Sine! The sine! I think you’d better stay behind, Steven.”

Shit! His first detention in Maths! And Mr. McWhale! What would he do you him? He had heard the others tell awful stories about Mr McWhale’s detentions. Not for nothing was he referred to as “the Demon from the pit of hell.”

If only she were here! She could do all those romantic things like whisper the bloody answers to him. And he’d return the favour, of course, by helping her with her answers.

But, being a ghost, Steven doubted there was much of a need for schooling.

Just his luck, to fall madly in love with someone he could only clap eyes on for a couple of seconds in any one session, let alone sit next to in Maths.

“-Steven, do you think you could answer that one...?”

SHIT!!! Done it again! He couldn’t keep his mind off her for more than two seconds!

Those capitals and extra exclamation marks are TOTALLY WARRANTED YOU GUYS!!!

“Erm, I didn’t quite catch the question, sir...”

More swotty stifled guffaw type noises.

“You really are falling behind, young man. You used to be such a quick witted student. If you don’t give me the answer not, I’ll have to write you on my black list.”

Mr Johnson didn't like that line of dialogue. But Mr McWhale's characterisation is that he speaks in vague and stilted language!

“Two hundred and seventeen point zero zero four,” said a beautiful voice in Steven’s ear.

“Well,” said Steven, “about two hundred and ... let me see... seventeen. Point nought nought ... four?”

“Yes,” said the teacher, a note of grudging admittance in his voice.

Although outwardly, Steven was calm, and, in fact, more like his usual self, inwardly his was exploding with joy. She was here. 

He felt an arm slowly curve round his waist and a light peck on his cheek. He looked, but, of course, saw nothing. The now familiar feeling of adrenaline stifling his breathing came, and his enjoyed it more than ever.

As the teacher turned to pick on some one who was at least consistent in their stupidity, Steven turned to the back of his exercise book. He made to start doodling, but carefully wrote: “How did you get out of the store?”, scribbling it out as soon as he thought she had read it.

In his ear came the breathy voice he loved. “I’m a ghost.”

Oh, another stupid question. Of course. She wouldn’t have to open the door. She could just go right through it.

In the novel there's this whole bit about how going through walls is actually quite hard.

That was unnatural. It was sick!

But he was glad to see... that is, hear her.

Well I hope you enjoyed part one! I'll see you soon for a discussion of part two!
