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      “Insanity is relative. It depends on who has who locked in what cage.”


    

    
      — Ray Bradbury
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  Author’s Note



Horror is a versatile genre. You can set a story on a spaceship or inside a busy store as easily as inside a haunted house and still make it pack a terrifying punch. That’s one reason why I enjoy writing horror stories so much. The only limit is whatever your imagination can conceive. 

Readers familiar with my horror fiction will quickly notice The Ghost Diaries is a departure from those other stories. This novella marks my first foray into the comedy side of horror, giving me a chance to poke fun at common horror tropes. 

As the title suggests, The Ghost Diaries is a series of first-person diary entries chronicling what happens when an obnoxious family moves into a house haunted by the titular ghost. This story embraces a zany satirical spirit mirroring a classic Halloween episode of The Simpsons. 

I wrote my first complete draft of The Ghost Diaries for a fiction writing workshop class at the University of Utah in 2004. I tinkered with it for many years afterward before finally serializing the story in 2024 in eight weekly episodes of my author newsletter, Strange New Worlds. This marks the first time The Ghost Diaries is available in a single volume.

I want to give special thanks to Jennifer Handy and Jeff Keyes for valuable feedback that aided me in developing the plot and characters for this story. - JC 
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May 11 —


A moving truck unexpectedly parked outside my house this morning. I’m not sure if this is a good thing or a bad thing. I’ve grown used to enjoying a quiet house to myself – free to do whatever I want when I want. 

Then again, solitude is also a quiet rural highway to boredom and loneliness. 

Maybe that’s why so much time has passed since my last entry. Days blend into weeks and time soon loses all meaning once you’ve shuffled off this mortal coil. 

I’d love to pretend I’ve been too busy with being the life of the afterlife to keep up with writing this diary. Haunting far-flung places. Hanging out with other ghosts. Truth be told, I’ve written nothing because I’ve done nothing particularly exciting since the old man left. 

Charles provided enough entertainment value to keep any ghost worth their salt happy. We hit it off well from day one. I adored his patented deer-in-the headlights expression whenever I rattled the pipes or broke dishes. His eyes bulged out and his lower lip trembled any time I messed with the wind chimes and whispered dark chants in his ears. 

Good times. Better memories.

Charles left here almost a year ago. Our last evening together still lingers fresh in my mind as though it only happened earlier this week. Feeling a little bored, I concocted a game involving both of us. I followed Charles into the study and watched him settle into his favorite leather chair with a book. He spent at least an hour or two during a typical evening combing through one of the books lining the giant oak bookshelf. 

With a wide grin plastered on my face, I snatched Emma’s portrait off the wall and floated throughout the room with it nestled in my arms. All the while, I spoke to Charles. My imitation of his late wife’s voice was flawless. 

Nothing tickled my funny bone as well as watching him drop an open copy of A Tale of Two Cities on the wood plank floor, unleash a terrified scream, and clutch at his chest with one wrinkled hand. I laughed my head off as I departed from the study. 

Ah … the best of times.

Charles didn’t see eye to eye with me concerning my good-natured pranks. When I returned later, I found him staring through a sunlit window with an intense frown. Upon sensing my presence in the study, he wheeled around and jabbed his index finger right at me. 

“You did this to me!” 

I shrugged. 

“Hate the game, not the player. I’m good at what I do. I scared you half to death.” 

Charles’ scowl deepened. 

“There’s nothing halfway about what you did.” He turned away and faced the window again. “Cut down in my golden years by your tomfoolery.” 

I noted how his skin now bore a pale translucence mirroring mine. Poor old man kicked the proverbial bucket. Any ghost would be jealous of my haunting skills. They should be jealous. I excel at what I do. 

“The good news is I can give you a crash course on haunting,” I said. “I know a place on the other end of town where —” 

“Not a chance.” Charles said, cutting me off. “I plan to reunite with Emma after my funeral. Spending eternity rattling around in this place is not on my wish list.” 

True to his word, Charles left my presence and never returned to the house. Random relatives stopped by and claimed his possessions in the weeks that followed. 

Whatever. His loss. 

I studied the moving truck from the upstairs bedroom window. A man with a thick blond mustache and pot belly exited from the truck. He walked around to the back just as a minivan turned up into the driveway and stopped a few yards behind the first vehicle. Four people piled out of the minivan. A rotund woman and three children.

Cool. A new family to haunt. 

New pranks to try out on the kids are already percolating in my mind. I feel excited thinking about the possibilities. This is exactly what I need. A little haunting is always good for the soul. 

I walked away once they started unloading boxes and furniture. Might as well let them settle in before I get down to business. 


May 12 — 


I found an unpleasant surprise in my living room an hour before dawn. Muddy paw prints. Tattooed all over the carpet and an area rug. One set of prints belonged to a large dog. Three other sets were of the feline variety. 

Perfect. Just perfect. 

I hate pets. 

Every cat and dog under the sun used to make me sneeze back when I still sneezed. Days filled with itchy eyes and a stuffed-up nose were quite unbearable. I don’t want pets living in my house! Can you imagine loose hair and dander coating everything? 

Yuck. 

And don’t get me started on the smell. 

The worst part is no one bothered to scrub out the mud tracked through the living room. They just left it there to dry and form stains in the carpet. 

What a bunch of lazy pigs! 

I should have paid better attention yesterday when this new family first arrived. I failed to notice their pets bounding out of either the moving truck or the minivan. Once I found muddy tracks, I scoured inside and outside the house to see if those stupid animals did anything else.

My worst fears were confirmed when I laid eyes on a flower bed bordering the front porch. Every rising bud had been trampled into the dirt. That’s likely where the mud came from. My prized flowers are now a shell of their former glory. 

This family is already aching to be scared out of their minds and lose their sanity. I’m going to teach them and their pets a lesson. When I finish, I fully expect these oafs will sprint to their minivan and flee back to their former residence without delay. 


May 14 —


Two days of pure frustration. I’ve got a real problem here without an easy solution. None of my scare tactics worked well on either the three cats or the dog.

I targeted the dog first. Spent a few hours trying to rile up the mutt while shadowing it two days ago. 

Dragged the dog’s food bowl across the floor while it tried to munch on some kibble. No hysterical barking while running out of the kitchen like I hoped. No, the dog reached out and slapped a front paw against the tile twice as though silently ordering the bowl to stay motionless. A clueless scowl was nestled amid ugly low-hanging jowls. 

(The dog is a boxer, I think. Can’t tell for certain. I don’t claim to be an expert on dog breeds. Just going off what I overheard one of the children say. All dogs look like a bunch of dirty carbon copied mutts to me.) 

Anyway, I messed with the water bowl next. Floated the bowl high above the floor, spun it in perfect circles, and dumped every drop on the dog’s head when it craned its neck upward. Still didn’t get a worthwhile reaction. 

The dumb ol’ boxer simply shook its body vigorously, spraying water droplets across the linoleum. Then it turned away and promptly bounded out of the kitchen. I slapped my forehead and let out an annoyed sigh before following the mutt. 

Other attempts to rile up the dog fell flat throughout the afternoon. My chosen target simply ignored me and chose to nap on a long living room sofa, leaving a dusty brown imprint on the white fabric. 

I finally relented and refocused my attention on terrifying the three cats yesterday. One thing I’ve observed is a typical cat becomes skittish upon hearing all sorts of random normal sounds. They will stare wide-eyed, hiss at the source of the noise and then run off somewhere to find a safe space to hide. 

These cats don’t follow the feline rule book I expected them to follow. Where’s the hissing? Growling? Panicked meows? They seemed more intent on sunbathing near a bay window than reacting like they’re supposed to react. The same way normal cats react.

So frustrating. 

I belted out menacing meows at one large orange striped cat. A toothy yawn and a stretch greeted me. The cat turned around and settled back on its window perch, forming an unmoving fur loaf. Those other two furballs were not much better. They did little more than acknowledge my antics with a brief head turn before ignoring me again. No arched back nor puffed out tail anywhere in sight. 

Have I lost my touch? 

I hope not. 

A ghost who fails at haunting is like a singer who permanently loses their voice. They no longer have a purpose for their






OEBPS/236eb65f7a05737c22cca15553117c202439889c_smallRaw.jpg
DI\ARWES

= (
L 2 '}
‘ -

JOHN COON







OEBPS/images/9b1c94b64a11098775c3bd92467902c7_smallRaw.jpg
Samak Press













