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Foreword

 


 


Gaston Leroux's story has
been adapted more than once: the mysterious, somewhat murderous,
Phantom of the Opera – the "Angel of Music," a disembodied voice
who tutors Christine, a poor chorus girl, until she can take the
stage and sing solo. But when she does, and is recognized by an old
friend who is now a suitor, the Phantom reveals himself as a
hideously deformed man, kidnapping Christine in a fit of jealousy –
and the suitor must seek and rescue the girl in the hidden tunnels
beneath the opera house. There are stories, books, movies (silent
and otherwise), and a musical for the stage.

 


But what if the Opera-house Ghost really
was dead?

 


 



 


 


 



Sweet Phantom

 


 


It isn't so bad, being a
ghost. He watches the people come and go, watches the buildings be
built over his hidden grave. (Hidden prison, really; it would be
less of a curse if he were only a ghost, with no hope of
ever returning to the living.) He gravitates to the place of music,
of course. Not only is song the key to his hope, but he
likes the music.

He doesn't like those who prey on the young
girls who come with dreams of being prima donnas, or at least
dreams of being fed. As a ghost, he can't do much, but he can scare
the predators from their lurking, or frighten the girls away from
the predators' hiding places. And sometimes, when the moon is
right, he can force himself solid enough to hold a bit of
rope . . .

Their ghosts are not cursed, and do not stay
around to keep him company. He's glad of that, at least.

 


*

 


It's one of the little dance "rats" in the
chorus this evening, who's been caught by a stage-hand. It's the
dark of the moon, and he has the power to pick up the cord and loop
it around the man's neck before he can do more than tear her
clothes and paw her breasts.

She doesn't scream after that. She doesn't
flee, as the man chokes. She doesn't cry out for him to stop, and
the stage-hand finally drums his heels upon the floor and lies
still.

"You're the ghost," she whispers. "The ghost of
the opera house."

He sweeps her a bow. "I prefer to think of
myself as a protector," he says, and at least his voice is
unchanged, even if he has no body left to focus a spell.

"An angel?" Her dark eyes shine.

He smiles. "If you like.
What . . . what's your name?"

She holds out her hand, and he touches his
fingers to hers, knowing his ghostly form must feel like cool
moths' wings. She says, "My name is Camille."

 


*

 


Camille is as agile as an exotic monkey, and
finds so many places where they can talk, up in the stage rigging
or on the roof among the gargoyles and cherubs. He likes her, and
how fearless she is, so he comes to her and tells her stories of
the times when he was alive, before his people knew to worship in
church, and sang to the god and goddess instead.

In time, he tells her of the curse upon
him.

And of how it might be lifted.

"I will do it," she says, firmly.

For a moment, hope surges in him – and
then he pushes it away. "Camille . . . I'm sorry.
You can't. Your voice . . . You're a dancer, and a
song in motion, but that won't unlock the spell."

"I can learn!" she declares.

He shakes his head. "No, Camille. It's too
dangerous for you, and you haven't the range the unlocking spell
requires. If a narrow contralto could reach the notes, I could
force my voice and sing myself free."

"It's not fair, my phantom. The spell to unlock
your tomb . . . The breath of life from a
maiden . . . Why can't it be me?"

"Because you were born a dancer, Camille. I
love watching you practice."

"You should see us on the stage."

"I think I would affright the audience and
performers, and then there would be no performance to
watch."

"True." She thinks. "Ah! I have it. One of the
boxes. You will start asking for things!"

He laughs. "Camille! I can hardly go speak to
the owners!"

"You can write, can you not? Or I could write
for you, and list your demands. You know there are so many things
we could do, little things that go wrong, so they'd believe. What
harm in giving you the draftiest, shabbiest box to watch
performances from?"

It does tempt, and by the lights of the people
who live, he's damned anyway . . . He smiles. "All
right."

 


*

 


Two years later, her voice deeper and rougher
with time – but beautiful to him, even if she can't reach the
notes a singer of spells would need – she says, "There is no
hope that I could sing your tomb open?"

He shakes his head. "I'm sorry, dear heart. I
would delight to accept life by your lips and warmth, so that we
could share breath for the rest of our lives. But I won't lose you
to a spell mis-sung."

"It's all right, my phantom love. I
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