PART TWO - MEETING THE REAL MARCY

Hello and welcome to the commentary for part two of this lovely story about SPOOKS and SMOOCHES. Written, composed, arranged and performed by Prince. I MEAN, PETE.

One

All that had happened several weeks ago.

Now that Steven looked back on how he had met Marcy it seemed like a fairy tale.

After that morning in the store cupboard, he’d seen her twice, both brief glimpses. He now had a pretty good idea of what she looked like, and when she talked to him he tried to imagine how she would be looking.

She was good looking. It had only taken him a second to see that. And as he got to know her, he had found that there was a personality behind it all too. She had a wacky sense of humour. He wouldn’t hear her for days, then she would suddenly shout “BOO!” in his ear and make him jump. Of course, everyone would ask why he had flinched.

His mother had put it down to an excess of caffeine in his diet and had surreptitiously started giving him decaf coffee.

"Surreptitiously" was my most expensive word ever at that point.

They would spend hours talking. Steven never knew just talking could be so much fun. He had always thought it to be a rather boring pass time. But just sitting and listening to that voice. 

That voice!

She had told him that she would soon meet him. The real her, that was. She hadn’t dared say too much yet, but they both knew that it was crucial that the meeting should go well.

“How do you spell necessary?” Steven asked.

The dictionary appeared to lift itself off of the table. There was a rustle of pages. Then the echoey voice told him.

Steven smiled. “The way you always do that with books would probably scare me shitless if I wasn’t madly in love with you.” 

“Well, it’s the only way I can do it. Sorry.”

“It’s okay. Just don’t do it in public. Your little trick with the board duster in Maths is starting to wear a bit thin.”

“I just think someone should put that bastard of a teacher in his place. And who better to do it than me?”

I should point out that I was never actually taught by Mr McHale. I had the lovely Mrs Dav who was awesome.

“Sooner or later, somebody’ll notice you move it.”

“So? You could say it was the wind.”

Steven looked quizzically at a piece of thin air where he thought Marcy was.

“Tell me about the day we met.”

There was a short silence. “I’ll have to only tell you a bit, to make sure it happens right, okay?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, I was a new girl at your school. It was my first day. I didn’t know anyone, so I was feeling pretty lonely. Then this guy comes up to me. Starts talking about fate and destiny. Anyway, I’m desperate to get to know somebody, so I start talking to him.” 

“Well, where do I come in?”

“This is you I’m talking about!”

“Oh. Well you didn’t have to use the word desperate.”

The voice seemed to smile. “Maybe an exaggeration. Anyway, this guy’s quite good looking, so-“

“Excuse me? Quite?”

“Look, who’s telling this story?”

“Sorry. Go on.”

“No, I’ve said enough.”

“You’ve barely said anything.”

Marcy seemed to struggle with herself. “I’m sorry, Steve, but I don’t want to change anything. It has to happen naturally.” 

“Well, you’d better tell me where we meet, or I won’t know.”

“Be in the school canteen at break tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow? It’s tomorrow?” Steve felt a surge of adrenaline as his heart began to put in extra beats. “I didn’t realise it was tomorrow!”

“Don’t worry about it. Just be yourself.”

“Myself? I can’t just talk to a complete stranger!”

“Stranger? I’ve been kipping in your bedroom for the last few weeks and we’ve snogged endlessly! I’d hardly call us strangers!”

“But I haven’t met you yet! Don’t you see! First impressions are so important! God, what after shave shall I put on...”

“You shave?”

“Of course I bloody don’t.”

“Look, don’t worry about it. I wish I hadn’t have said anything now. I should have just let you meet me.”

“Okay.”

“Right.”

Steven froze. “OH!”

“What?”

“Our first date!”

“What about it?”

“Where is it? What is it?”

“The Odeon. You take me to see a film.”

“What film?”

“Well, what film do you think you’re going to go see?” Steven thought about this. “I’d quite like to see that ‘time machine’ one.”

“Exactly,” said Marcy’s voice. “And that’s the film I remember us going to see. So there’s nothing to worry about.”

Round about the time I wrote the novel they actually made a film of the Time Machine! Cor, spooky etc..

“I’d better clean my teeth twice tomorrow.”

“Look! Stop worrying about it! Just go bloody meet me!”

“Yes,” Steven said decisively. “I won’t say another word. I’ll just make sure I’m in that canteen for break time.”

I loved this scene so much I barely changed it when I wrote the novel, but I did set it in Barker's Wood, which LONG TIME READERS OF PETE will recall was where Harmony first met Rufus in screams, Matt and Jules first shagged in Moving, and Marty and Colin completely failed to get married in Gay Dragons.

Two

Like a bat out of hell, Steven flew out of History.

He had clock watched from the beginning of the lesson.

The time had come!

He hadn’t paid much attention to the history teacher. But then, he rarely did.

He HAD to get to that canteen.

“Steve! What’s the rush?” his mate had asked.

“I’ve got to meet somebody.”

All the way down the staircase at lightning speed. A new record.

The canteen hadn’t actually opened when he got there, and he cursed himself for running. What was the point? Break lasted a good ten minutes, fifteen at a pinch. Plenty of time. He waited outside the canteen until the door opened. A bit out of breath, he sat down at his favourite table.

Ever since he had arrived in school that day he had tried simultaneously to look out for a new girl, and, at the same time, not look out for a new girl. He didn’t really want to even see her before break time. He certainly didn’t want to talk to her before THAT meeting that would take place in the next few minutes. Thankfully she hadn’t been in History.

So now, he was just waiting.

He tried to stare at the door in a “not staring at the door” fashion, failing quite miserably.

Every few seconds, someone would walk in, and his heart would thunder almost out of his body.

He thought he would know her when he saw her. But by her own admission, she was an average fifteen year old. He had only glimpsed her face a couple of times.

A girl went to sit down at a table in the corner.

Stephen didn’t recognise her, but she roughly fitting the description. He stared at her, for a few seconds. Was it Marcy?

He stood up, and immediately sat down again. He couldn’t do anything without preparing himself.

So he counted slowly to ten.

He got as far as four, gave up, gritted his teeth, stood up, and began to walk purposefully towards the girl.

“Jane!” shouted a deep male voice, and the girl looked up, and waved. A group of boys went up to her and sat down at her table. 

SHIT!!!

Steven did an “Oops, forgot something”, gesture, and went back to his table, opening his bag. After rooting through it furiously for a moment, he stopped and slowly raised his eyes to glance furtively around the room again.

It was no good. His bottle had gone. He may as well get up, go outside, and do something bloody normal, like buy an ice lolly or something.

Meeting girls is a bit like navigating a mining vessel at light speed.

After all, the girl wasn’t going anywhere. If she was new to the school, she would still be there tomorrow. He could meet her then. Bugger what her ghost had said. He was going to do this his way.

He zipped up his bag, stood up, and was about to move when a girl walked into the room.

He recognised her immediately, and cursed himself for even thinking that that other girl might have been her. THIS was Marcy. 

The girl looked lost, as if not quite sure where she should go. She decided to sit down, and wait patiently until the end of break.

Steven sat down. He counted to ten again, gave up on one, and went over to her table.

Marcy was not going to know what would hit her.

Oh, another scene I totally love, and another one that barely changed for the novel. At this point though I gave living Marcy some narrative viewpoint. I think the ghost was observing it all invisibly too. HOW TO INCREASE WORD COUNT WITHOUT COMING UP WITH NEW IDEAS: WHAT DOES THAT GUY AT THE BACK THINK ABOUT WHAT IS HAPPENING HERE?

Three

“Hi!”

“Hello?”

Steven sat down at Marcy’s table.

“Are you new?”

“Yes. It’s my first day.”

“I noticed you looked a bit lost. Would you like me to show you round?”

“Oh, no, it’s alright.” She smiled dismissively and began to read her book.

What? The ghost hadn’t mentioned any of this! What was he supposed to do now, for crying out loud?

“Ermm, I really would like to, honestly..?”

“No, I’m fine. I know where my lessons are, thanks.”

Eh?

Steven tried to remember back to what the ghost of Marcy had said. Something about fate and destiny and crap like that? Right then. Fate, destiny and crap. A least one subject he was an expert on.

Yeah, that joke made it into the novel.

“You realise that we were destined to meet, don’t you?”

The girl showed a brief flicker of interest. Steven pounced. “Do you believe in fate?”

“Of course not.”

“But you’ve never been in this canteen at break time before, have you?”

“Well, how have I? It’s my first day!”

“Neither have I. I’ve been coming to this school now for four years and I have never come in here at break time. I always go outside, in the playground. Unless it’s raining.”

“So you’re saying fate drew us together like a magnet?”

“Absolutely!” Steven was triumphant.

She laughed. “That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard.”

“There’s plenty more where that came from.”

“Incidentally, where do you go when it’s raining?”

“What?”

“You said you always stay outside unless it rains. Where do you go then?”

“If you’ve nothing better to do, I’ll show you...”

In the novel Marcy took quite a bit more persuading here. LESSON TWO: PADDING AS CHARACTERISATION.

Four

It felt the most natural thing in the world to lead Marcia to the store room. Perhaps because he had taken the ghost of her there several times. Quite why he was doing it now he didn’t know. But then, that was fate.

There were a good five minutes left of break time. Enough to form an insoluble friendship with someone he knew so well, but who didn’t know him at all. It was good that the tables had been turned. Last time it had been the other way around.

He opened the door to the store. He didn’t go into the smaller room inside the store. There would be no point.

She looked around the room.

“Why do you come here?”

“Because it’s quiet. It’s a nice place where I can get away from the busy corridors.”

“So why have you brought me here? The real reason please, not some crap about destiny?”

He toyed with the idea of telling her. Really telling her about all the things that had happened to lead up to this momentous occasion.

No. The ghost of Marcy would kill him when she found out. Best just to carry on with the crap.

“I don’t know. I just like it here. It’s somewhere where we can talk.”

“You don’t waste any time,” she noted. He blushed.

“Sometimes I eat my lunch in here. I’m not allowed to, but...” She opened a packet of crisps. “Want one?”

I think we've missed a paragraph break there, folks.

He thanked her and took one. He actually hated cheese and onion, they tasted like his dad’s socks. But he ate the crisp with as much pleasure as he could.

Mr Johnson wanted to know how he knew what his dad's socks tasted like. But Steve WILL NEVER SPEAK OF IT.

After a few moments of silence he decided to press on.

“So, what lessons are you taking?”

”Physics, Biology, Geography...”

“You might be in my group for physics.”

“Oh.” She didn’t look overly pleased. 

“I noticed you were reading a book? Do you like reading?”

“I suppose I do.”

“Have you read this one?” He reached up to the top shelf and grabbed the first book he saw; he didn’t know what he had taken, but he had read most of the books in the room.

It was an obscure Russian book. He felt a prize chump for grabbing perhaps the most inappropriate book that he could.

In the novel it was Anna Kerenina! Steve pronounced it "carry neeena" like everyone does, and Marcy corrected him.

She took the book from him, and to his great surprise, (but even greater relief) said that she had.

Steven couldn’t believe this. What a stroke of luck.

Or fate.

“In fact,” she went on, they made a film of it last year. It’s on down at the Odeon. I’ve been meaning to go see it.”

Up until this point even Steven thought that fate and destiny were crap. But now he was starting to believe that everything that was happening was so obtuse it must be predetermined.

What nearly sent Steven over the edge was when she said “Do you want to go with me?”

He didn’t actually want to see a bizarre foreign film. And the ghost Marcy had intimated that the film they went to see was “The Time Machine”, a H. G. Wells classic.

“Wouldn’t you rather see the Time Machine?” he blurted out. She considered this. “Well... not really. I’m not interested in all this Science Fiction stuff.”

What? Steven wanted to shout out that time travelling seemed to be a favourite subject of hers, but he checked himself.

“Okay, then. The Russian film it is.”

Five

Steven and Marcy walked into Physics together. And they sat down together.

Several people noticed. There was a bit of pointing and whispering, but nothing that Steven didn’t revel in. Marcy looked vaguely embarrassed, but she was glad to have made at least one friend.

I broke third-person-limited! I am such a bad fellow!

As traditions went, it was necessary for Steven to copy off the person sitting beside. Old traditions die hard, so dutifully he noted down all her answers, and got the second A of that term in Physics. The teacher was starting to look at him in a new light. Perhaps Steven was now releasing his full potential?

They had lunch together, they talked a bit more, with Steven deliberately talking about the subjects that the ghost was interested in. He had to persuade Marcy that they had lots in common.

They arranged to meet in town at the weekend to see the film, and as Steven got off the bus that night he felt that for once everything had gone right for him.

The person he had been in love with for the past few weeks had now met him. All he had to do was persuade her to fall in love with him, and everything was fine and dandy.

Steven was happy. For once in his life his was actually really happy.

Six

Slinging his bag under the bed, Steven leapt on to it, flicking the radio on while doing so.

This was something I was able to do. It's an actual skill.

Marcy was there, the ghost of her.

“So? Have you met me?”

“What? Oh, yeah. Nice legs, by the way.”

“Thank you.”

“Don’t think I’ve seen them before.”

“No, you wouldn’t have done.”

“Only, you were wrong about the film,” Steven said, fiddling with the radio tuner. “We’re going to see some foreign film. Russian. Don’t fancy it, myself, but beggars can’t etc.”

The voice of Marcy almost exploded. “What?”

“What’s the matter?”

“Don’t you see? I remember seeing the Time Machine. Now you’ve gone and changed history!”

Developing the theme that in the novel had been bubbling under since the start.

“It’s not a major change. It’s just a slight adjustment. It just means I have to sit through a couple of hours of Soviet bollocks, that’s all.”

“That’s all?” Marcy’s voice was angrier than he had ever heard it. “You’ve changed time! It doesn’t matter how small! You’ve actually changed it!”

“I don’t see that-“

“I blame myself. God, what have I done? I shouldn’t have said anything.”

“If you hadn’t have said anything, I wouldn’t have been in the canteen. I’d have been outside mucking about. That would have changed time in a much bigger way.”

“You don’t understand! Have you ever heard of chaos theory?” Steven hadn’t, but asked her to explain in such a way as to suggest that he knew all about chaos theory, but simply wished her to expound it.

“Basically, the theory goes, that if a butterfly flaps its wings in the Amazon, the knock on effect will eventually cause it to piddle down in Birmingham.”

As usual, Steven wanted to ask her what on Earth she was giving it, and, as usual, he didn’t.

Of course, as the butterfly effect has now been mentioned in just about everything ever, including, amazingly, the film "The Butterfly Effect", Steve would have heard of it.

“You see,” she went on, when it became clear that he wasn’t going to say anything, “it’s like a domino effect, small things cause slightly bigger things to topple over, and that causes something slightly bigger, etc, until eventually a small gust of wind moves a rain cloud from over the sea to over Birmingham. See?” 

Steven was starting to understand. Vaguely.

“So, the fact that we see a different film on Saturday, could domino over other more important events in the future?”

“Yes.”

“Well, we’ll just have to wait and see.”

“I suppose if you do end up seeing a different film, my memories will change. That’s a very sobering thought.”

“Didn’t realise you were pissed.”

Marcy was silent for a while, and Steven took the opportunity to think about the events of the day.

The real Marcy hadn’t shown any signs of actually liking him. But there was plenty of time for that. Plenty of time.

He was glad to finally see her, for longer than a few seconds. She didn’t seem quite the same person, though, perhaps because she wasn’t all over him, unlike the ghost. But there was still time. 

Time! He had never realised how fragile it was. How such little decisions and choices could effect the rest of your life.

If he hadn’t have gone it that canteen, he wouldn’t have met her. And perhaps, someone else would have. Perhaps she would have made a different friend and sat next to them in Physics.

If time had been changed on that scale, then presumably the ghost of Marcy would never have appeared to him. She would have appeared to whoever the other person would have been.

Perhaps that had happened. Perhaps Marcy had been destined to meet someone else. Steven had met her instead, changed the whole of time, and caused the ghost of Marcy to come to him instead of the other guy.

That was quite a scary thought. If time was that flexible, who knew what was supposed to happen? Maybe time had got so muddled it was a miracle that the sun ever rose on a new day?

Time was putty in his hands. He could shape it. With the ghost’s help, he could be master of his own destiny. He could make his own luck. Forge his own fate.

Who knew where it would end?

Where would it end?

Would it ever end?

Wait a bloody minute! “Marcy?”

“Yeah?”

“When do you die?”

This is a whole other chapter in the novel, and one of the best (and another one set in Barker's Wood). I also added a whole thread about how the ghost was jealous of the living Marcy's body in a way which you could read as homoerotic if you were any person on the Internet ever.

The ghost was silent. Steven felt that his heart was being torn apart. He had been so preoccupied with meeting Marcy that he had forgotten that he lived with her ghost. Marcy would then, die. But when?

“I can’t tell you.”

“Why?”

“All that changing time stuff. I just can’t tell you.”

“Marcy, stop it,” he said. “Of course you can. You must. I won’t be able to wake each day without thinking that it’s one day closer to your death.” He started to sob. “At least tell me how many years.”

“Two.”

“Two years? That’s not much more than six hundred days.”

Now then I BELIEVE that I corrected that to seven hundred in the novel. RETCONNING IS MY FRIEND.

“Steve, don’t. It’s painful for me too. But we mustn’t talk about it.”

She started to sob too. Steven hadn’t realised ghosts could cry. As she did, her wispy image started to haze on Steven’s bed. 

“Those two years were the best of my life. I’ll always have them. Even death can’t take those memories away from me. God, Steve, I loved you.”

He hugged her close to him as he felt her becoming more solid. “I’d give anything to be alive now. To still live with you, and love you. Properly. Instead of in this blasted ethereal body.”

He looked into her eyes. She was translucent, but she was there. He could just make out eyes, lips, hair...

“Even death can’t keep us apart. Nothing can. We’ll always live in each other.”

Steven hugged her closer as he felt her whole body shiver.

“Steve, promise me something.”

“Anything.”

“When Marcy falls in love with you, and she will, love her with everything you’ve got. Never let her go.”

“I won’t.”

Steven could feel tears rolling down his cheeks. He didn’t wipe them away.

“Never let her out of your sight.”

“I promise.”

“And always remember, for those few short months, that she’s there. And though one day she’ll die, remember that before she does there will be special times. Right up to the end. Right until the last minutes she’ll love you with all her heart.”

“Marcy! Why does it have to end?”

“It just does. It just does.”

“Why?” He shouted. He shouted at all the injustices and crimes in the world. “Why do all the best things never last.”

She looked at him with steel in her eyes. She gripped him so hard so that he couldn’t escape.

“Steve. My time’s up. I’ve had my two years. But yours are just starting. Your time with Marcy is only beginning. Don’t waste it. Don’t waste a single precious moment of it.”

They held each other tightly for hours into the night.

OK, that's a bit melodramatic but kind of awesome. This actually made me cry as I was writing it, which hardly ever happens – the only other time I can think of the big Ray / Crystal showdown in screams ("for once make a decision for yourself"...). I cried buckets at that one.

Seven

Steven met the real Marcy outside the Odeon the following Saturday. Ironically enough, the film they had intended to see was cancelled, and they watched the Time Machine instead. Afterwards Marcy remarked that she had never been interested in Science Fiction until she saw that film with him.

Heh, in the novel it's the ghost's fault – she's terrified of changing time so she sets fire to the Time Machine film reels! Steve later points out that as she doesn't remember the CINEMA ON FIRE then time has changed just as much!

It seemed that his actions had changed time - but if anything they had put him on course, instead of off it.

He asked if she would like to go out with him again. She said yes.

Thus started a beautiful relationship.

The main change at this point was a whole thread about Marcy getting pregnant the first time they sleep together in a way which wasn't influenced by Barm n' Aysh or anything like that at ALL. I brought the thread forward because SPOILERS FOR PART THREE when it happens in part three it seems like a bit of an afterthought. This was the point where the novel really spread its wings, because Steve / Marcy as a family rather than just a couple of kids going out in school not only expands their relationship but gives the ghost a much more complex attitude towards the whole thing. "But this ridiculously poor and depressing lifestyle is MINE, DAMMIT!" I think part three of the novel is one of the best things I've written. It's even got a couple of characters who aren't Steven or Marcy in it!
