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  FOREWORD


  You begin by loving books.


  Every writer – good, bad or indifferent – begins by loving books. You may expect to get rich and famous by writing books or you may not give a damn about the money or the cudos at all. But probably early on, books were what transported your life out of the humdrum or the awkward or the living hell into the world of imagination.


  So as a writer you want to pay it forward and give it back. At least I do.


  When I was a kid in junior high, working with my very first typewriter, I used to write a single-paragraph review of every book I read. It was a way of keeping them fresh in my mind for one thing. Everything from THE CALL OF THE WILD, IVANHOE and CAPTAINS COURAGEOUS to HARRISON HIGH, SOMETHING OF VALUE, A STONE FOR DANNY FISHER and those sleazy Midwood novels that could drive a pre-teen crazy, like ANYBODY’S GIRL, I TAKE WHAT I WANT, or MAN HUNGRY. I read everything. My dad had a paperback rack in his confectionary store and I had total access.


  Plus it was just plain fun to decide on paper why I loved a book or hated it.


  You also write for fun.


  I continued doing this all through high school and well into college. By the time I quit – I don’t remember why, but probably young women and a certain sweet-smelling weed had something to do with it – I had quite a huge stack of paper to lug around, about three reviews per page.


  They disappeared at some point. I guess I thought I was putting away childish things. Too bad. I wish I still had them.


  Here’s a snapshot of your brain at thirteen. Hey, here’s one at eighteen. That kind of thing.


  And I didn’t know it at the time but I was also honing a skill that in later years would come in handy.


  When I quit my job at the Cosmodemonic Literary Agency in 1976 in favor of doing my own writing instead of selling somebody else’s, one of the things I could count on was a small check from time to time for a record review. From CREEM Magazine in Detroit mostly. But also slightly bigger ones from the men’s mags like PENTHOUSE, SWANK or NUGGET. It was Billy Altman at CREEM who, when I wrote my first review – for a posthumous Elvis record – gave me some of the best advice I’ve ever gotten as a writer. When I asked him exactly what he was looking for, he shrugged and smiled and said, “write lively.”


  What differed between these reviews and the ones I wrote as a kid – aside from length and the fact that it was music I was writing about, not books – was that I decided early on that I wouldn’t write a review at all unless I could write it in some way appreciating the material. I might point out its flaws but essentially these would all be positive reviews. I wouldn’t snipe. I wouldn’t slam anything.


  I figured then and still do that there’s enough out there in the world to bash without bashing artists.


  If it was bad, I just ignored it, wrote about some other record.


  I wanted to write about what I loved. And by then, I loved music as much as I loved books and reading.


  I stopped writing record reviews when I began to concentrate solely on fiction in the early 1980s. And didn’t write another review of anything until in 1992 my good friend Edward Lee asked me if I’d write an introduction to his chapbook, EDWARD LEE’S QUEST FOR SEX, TRUTH AND REALITY. I thought it would be a fun change of pace and loved the book, so I agreed.


  But then and ever since, I’ve held to a stance even more rigorous and cranky than when I was writing for CREEM and the others. When someone asks me for an Introduction, an Afterword, or even a blurb for that matter – and assuming I have the time to read the thing – I tell them I’ve got to love it, not just like it. I won’t criticize at all anymore. Won’t even point out the flaws. I’ll just appreciate.


  I’ll pay it forward and give it back.


  Like books always did for me.


  – Jack Ketchum, June 17, 2013


  EDWARD LEE’S QUEST FOR SEX, TRUTH AND REALITY


  by Edward Lee


  Introduction


  Edward Lee is really a very nice guy. Gentlemanly and open with the ladies, generous with his friends, amiable in his potage – yes, a boon companion in the stricken night.


  Then he sits down to write.


  Me, I’m an ornery bastard. I’ve been reading novels for forty years now and damned if I’ll spend five minutes on a book no matter who wrote it if the thing doesn’t sing to me. He could be the sweetest guy in the word but if he can’t write then fuck him. I’ll drink with him all night long and have a fine old time but no way I’m going to read him. And I can tell whether he’s got any juice from the very first couple of lines. If you’ve read a lot then you can too.


  “Murder, he thought. Blood.


  That’s all the student could think about, all he could see in his mind – the blood. The afterimage burned behind his eyes like neon: the still corpse in the closet, castrated, headless. And the blood. Had they actually painted the walls with the man’s blood?”


  That’s from the first Edward Lee novel I ever read, COVEN, and it’s a doozy. I remember thinking, castrated? Headless? In the first fucking paragraph? Who the hell is this guy? I figured I was probably in pretty good hands though. That given my propensities I was going to like
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