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FÁILTE—WELCOME
Welcome to the second Dublin Ghost Story Festival. If you attended the first
in August 2016, thank you for coming back. It’s great to see you again! If this
is your first year, then I would like to extend a sincere welcome—please, make
yourself comfortable. After all, we’re each here for the same purpose: to talk
about and indulge in literature of the weird, strange, and uncanny. For some
of us, ghost stories aren’t just for October. Rather, this weekend is for those
who enjoy pleasing terrors all the year round.
[Cue flash of lightning, thunderclap.]
One of the things I like best about ghost stories is that they’re not limited to
faces of crumpled linen or men who dwell by churchyards. What at first might
seem a genre constricted by two hundred years of convention is far more
malleable and exciting. Qualifiers such as Lovecraftian, Aickmanesque, and
Ligottian have become short-hand to describe sensations of disquiet that are far
different from those conjured by M. R. James and the more traditional fireside
fare. Consider the fantastical nuances of Arthur Machen and Daphne du
Maurier, of Elizabeth Bowen and Mark Valentine, of those who pen stories of
a less horrific and of a more ontologically uncertain variety. Surely the notions
of wonder and awe, of the numinous and of the uncanny, only serve to enrich
a genre that cannot be defined solely by the sensation of fear. Ghosts evolve.
[Cue footsteps echoing slowly down the hall.]
Our guest of honour, Joyce Carol Oates, offers her own thoughts on horror
in her essay “Reflections on the Grotesque”, which she has kindly allowed me
to reprint in this programme. I hope her essay—as well as the panel discussions
and readings by our esteemed guests—will be touchstones for some engaging
conversations over the next days.
And lastly, the most important element of this weekend is everyone gathered
together in this room. I hope you meet new friends, discover books and authors
that lure your interest, and, of course, experience a few agreeable shudders
along the way. The Dublin Ghost Story Festival is for you.
[Cue a rapping—measured and insistent—at the door.]
Now if you’ll pardon me for a moment, I believe I must answer that . . .
Brian J. Showers
Festival Director
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JOYCE CAROL OATES
Joyce Carol Oates’s career spans half a century and with nearly fifty novels to
her name. She is the recipient of multiple awards including the National Book
Award, the O. Henry Award, the National Humanities Medal, the PEN
America Lifetime Achievement Award, as well as multiple nominations for the
Pulitzer Prize. Oates’s interest in supernatural literature is well-known. She has
edited a volume of Shirley Jackson’s work for the Library of America, a
selection of American gothic tales for Penguin, and written extensively on H.P.
Lovecraft. Oates has also penned multiple volumes of her own supernatural
and macabre stories, including Night-Side (1977), Haunted: Tales of the
Grotesque (1994), the Stoker Award-winning collection The Corn Maiden and
Other Nightmares (2011), The Doll-Master and Other Tales of Terror (2016),
and Night-Gaunts and Other Tales of Suspense (2018).
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OUR ESTEEMED GUESTS
HELEN GRANT
Helen Grant is best known for her Young Adult thrillers, including the awardwinning The Vanishing of Katharina Linden. She also writes ghost stories, a
collection of which was published under the title The Sea Change & Other
Stories in 2013. Helen is a lifelong fan of M. R. James and has often written
about him for the M. R. James Ghosts and Scholars Newsletter. She has a
particular interest in his foreign locations, most of which she has visited. Her
Jamesian sequel “The Third Time” appeared in Best British Horror 2015. Helen
now lives in Perthshire, Scotland. When she is not writing, she likes to explore
ancient castles and ruined churches, and swim in very cold lochs.
www.helengrantbooks.com

ANDREW MICHAEL HURLEY
Andrew Michael Hurley’s first novel, The Loney, was originally published in
2014 by Tartarus Press and then John Murray a year later, after which it won
the 2015 Costa “First Novel” award and the 2016 British Book Industry
awards for “Debut Novel” and “Book of the Year”. His second novel, Devil’s
Day, was published in October 2017 and was listed as one of the “books of the
year” in The Times, Financial Times, and the Mail on Sunday. His short fiction
has appeared in Granta, Best British Short Stories, The Spectator and in the
English Heritage anthology, Eight Ghosts. The author lives in Lancashire with
his family and teaches Creative Writing at Manchester Metropolitan
University’s Writing School.

V. H. LESLIE
V. H. Leslie’s short stories have appeared in a range of publications and
reprinted in a number of “Year’s Best” anthologies. She is the author of a short
story collection, Skein and Bone, and a novel, Bodies of Water, and her fiction
has accrued a number of awards and nominations. She has been awarded
fellowships for her writing at Hawthornden in Scotland and the Saari Institute
in Finland and her non-fiction has appeared in History Today, The Victorianist,
and Gramarye. www.vhleslie.wordpress.com
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OUR ESTEEMED GUESTS
REGGIE OLIVER
Reggie Oliver is an actor, director, playwright, and award-winning author of
supernatural fiction. Published work includes six plays, three novels, seven
volumes of short stories, including Mrs. Midnight (2012, winner of Children
of the Night Award for best work of supernatural fiction), and, the biography
of Stella Gibbons, Out of the Woodshed (Bloomsbury 1998). “Reggie Oliver…
I believe is the greatest classicist of the supernatural tale now writing.” –
Ramsey Campbell; “ . . . by miles the best living exponent of the spooky yarn”
– Barry Humphries.

ROSALIE PARKER
Rosalie Parker is an author, publisher, and film maker who runs Tartarus Press
with her partner R. B. Russell. In 2004 she edited Strange Tales, which won
the World Fantasy Award for best anthology. Parker’s collections of short
stories are The Old Knowledge (2010, Swan River Press), Damage (2016, PS
Publishing), and Sparks from the Fire (2018, Swan River Press). Several of her
stories have appeared in anthologies of strange and supernatural fiction and “In
the Garden” was chosen for inclusion in the Mammoth Book of Best New Horror
21. Rosalie lives in the UK in the wild and wonderful Yorkshire Dales.
www.rosalieparker.co.uk

NICHOLAS ROYLE
Nicholas Royle is the author of First Novel (Vintage), as well as six earlier
novels, and three short story collections, Mortality (Serpent’s Tail), Ornithology
(Confingo Publishing), and The Dummy & Other Uncanny Stories (Swan River
Press), as well as a collaboration with artist David Gledhill, In Camera
(Negative Press London). He has edited more than twenty anthologies and is
series editor of Best British Short Stories (Salt). A reader in creative writing at
the Manchester Writing School at Manchester Metropolitan University and
head judge of the annual Manchester Fiction Prize, he also runs Nightjar Press,
publishing individual short stories, signed and in limited editions, in chapbook
format. www.nicholasroyle.com
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OUR ESTEEMED GUESTS
R. B. RUSSELL
R. B. Russell is an English author, born in Sussex. He has had four collections
of short stories published, Putting the Pieces in Place (2009), Literary Remains
(2010), Leave Your Sleep (2012), and Death Makes Strangers of Us All (2018);
a novella, Bloody Baudelaire (2009); a collected edition, Ghosts (2012); and the
novel, She Sleeps (2017). With his partner, Rosalie Parker, he publishes classic
and contemporary works of curious and macabre fiction under the Tartarus
Press imprint. Russell is also, occasionally, a composer, illustrator, photographer and filmmaker. www.rbrussell.co.uk

LISA TUTTLE
Lisa Tuttle has been writing strange, weird, and fantastic fiction nearly all her
life. Her short stories have been widely published and gathered into five
collections to date, beginning with A Nest of Nightmares. She is a past winner
of the John W. Campbell Award, the British Science Fiction Award, and the
International Horror Guild Award. Her novels include Wind-haven (written in
collaboration with George R. R. Martin), The Pillow Friend, Lost Futures, The
Mysteries, The Silver Bough, and, most recently, the first two volumes of a
supernaturally-tinged detective series: The Curious Affair of the Somnambulist
and the Psychic Thief and The Curious Affair of the Witch at Wayside Cross.
www.lisatuttle.co.uk
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SCHEDULE OF EVENTS
Friday, 29 June
17:00-19:00
19:00-20:45

Registration/Trade Hall Opens
“The Lure of the Ghost Story” with Reggie Oliver
A look at the ghost story through history, from earliest times to
the present day, its function in culture, its changing face and
its perennial fascination. Mr. Oliver will also perform his own
tale, “Quieta non Movere”.

Saturday, 30 June
09:30-10:00

Trade Hall Opens

10:00-11:00

“Faces of Crumpled Linen”
A discussion of the authors who left their indelible marks on
the supernatural tale—how did they do it, what were their
techniques, and who is poised to do so next?
R. B. Russell (M), V. H. Leslie,
Rosalie Parker, Nicholas Royle

11:00-11:30

Break

11:30-12:30

“Pleasing Terrors and Terrible Howlers”
With over two hundred years of tradition, do we know yet
what makes for a good eerie tale? How do ghost stories work
and when do they simply fail?
Helen Grant (M), Andrew Michael Hurley,
Joyce Carol Oates, Reggie Oliver
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SCHEDULE OF EVENTS
Saturday, 30 June (Continued)
12:30-14:00

Lunch Break

14:00-15:00

“Three Ghostly Tales”
Three of our guests read extracts from their works,
followed by a brief Q&A session.
V. H. Leslie (M), Rosalie Parker,
Nicholas Royle, Lisa Tuttle

15:00-15:30

Book Signing Session

15:30-16:30

“The Horror, the Horror . . . ”
An exploration of horror’s myriad facets: the ghost story,
the weird, the strange, the grotesque, and what we call
those unsettling tales that simply don’t fit anywhere else.
Nicholas Royle (M), Helen Grant,
Reggie Oliver, Lisa Tuttle

16:30-17:00

Break

17:00-17:20

A spectral reading with Joyce Carol Oates

17:20-18:20

Guest of Honour Interview
Joyce Carol Oates discusses her writing with Lisa Tuttle.

18:20-19:30

Raffle/Book Signing
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SCHEDULE OF EVENTS
Sunday, 1 July
10:00-10:30

Trade Hall Opens

10:30-11:30

“Supernatural Intrusions”
Sometimes ghost stories haunt mainstream literature,
sometimes bestselling authors try their hand at writing
chilling tales. Our panellists discuss the merits and
pitfalls of these cross-influences.
V. H. Leslie (M), Andrew Michael Hurley,
Joyce Carol Oates, Nicholas Royle

11:30-11:45

Break

11:45-12:45

“Three More Tales of the Supernatural”
Three more of our guests read extracts from their works,
followed by a brief Q&A session.
R. B. Russell (M), Helen Grant,
Andrew Michael Hurley, V. H. Leslie

12:45-13:15

Book Signing Session

13:15-14:15

“From the Dust Returned”
A discussion of overlooked favourites—authors and stories,
past and present, both inside and outside of the genre—
that lovers of ghost stories might have missed.
Lisa Tuttle (M), Helen Grant,
R. B. Russell, Rosalie Parker

14:15-14:30

Farewell Address

14:30

Post-Festival Lunch and Drinks
The Duke Pub (Upstairs), 9 Duke Street, Dublin 2
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REFLECTIONS ON THE GROTESQUE
What is the “grotesque”—and what is “horror”—in art? And why do these
seemingly repellent states of mind possess, for some, an abiding attraction?
I take as the most profound mystery of our human experience the fact that,
though we each exist subjectively, and know the world only through the prism of
self, this “subjectivity” is inaccessible, thus unreal, and mysterious, to others. And
the obverse—all others are, in the deepest sense, strangers.
The arts of the grotesque are so various as to resist definition. Here we have the
plenitude of the imagination itself. From the Anglo-Saxon saga of Grendel’s
monster-mother, in Beowulf, to impish-ugly gargoyles carved on cathedral walls;
from terrifyingly matter-of-fact scenes of carnage in the Iliad, to the hallucinatory
vividness of the “remarkable piece of apparatus” of Franz Kafka’s “In the Penal
Colony”; from the comic-nightmare images of Hieronymous Bosch to the
strategic artfulness of twentieth-century film—Werner Herzog’s 1979 remake of
the 1922 classic of the German silent screen, F. W. Murnau’s Nosferatu, A
Symphony of Horror, to give but one example. The “grotesque” is a sensibility that
accommodates the genius of Goya and the kitsch-Surrealism of Dali; the crude
visceral power of H. P. Lovecraft and the baroque elegance of Isak Dinesen; the
fatalistic simplicity of Grimm’s fairy tales and the complexity of vision of which,
for instance, William Faulkner’s “A Rose for Emily” is a supreme example—the
grotesque image as historical commentary.
The protracted onstage torture of Shakespeare’s Gloucester in King Lear is the
very height of the theatrical grotesque, but so is, in less graphic terms, the fate of
Samuel Beckett’s hapless heroes and heroines—the female mouth of Mouth, for
instance. From Nikolay Gogol’s “The Nose” to Paul Bowles’s “A Distant
Episode”, from images of demonic flesh of Max Klinger, Edvard Munch, Gustav
Klimt and Egon Schiele to Francis Bacon, Eric Fischl, Robert Gober; from
Jeremias Gotthelf (“The Black Spider”, 1842) to postmodern fantasists Angela
Carter, Thomas Ligotti, Clive Barker, Lisa Tuttle, and mainstream best-sellers
Stephen King, Peter Straub, Anne Rice—we recognize the bold strokes of the
grotesque, however widely styles vary. (Is a ghost story inevitably of the genre of
the grotesque?—no. Victorian ghost stories, on the whole, are too “nice”—too
ladylike, whatever the sex of the writer. Much of Henry James’s ghostly fiction,
like that of his contemporaries Edith Wharton and Gertrude Atherton, though
elegantly written, is too genteel to qualify.) The grotesque is the hideous animalmen of H. G. Wells’s The Island of Dr. Moreau, or the taboo-images of the most
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REFLECTIONS ON THE GROTESQUE
inspired filmmaker of the grotesque of our time, David Cronenberg (The Fly, The
Brood, Dead Ringers, Naked Lunch)—that is, the grotesque always possesses a
blunt physicality that no amount of epistemological exegesis can exorcise. One
might define it, in fact, as the very antithesis of “nice”.
It was in 1840 that Edgar Allan Poe, our greatest, and most beleaguered, artist
of the grotesque published Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesque, containing works
that would become classics—“The Fall of the House of Usher”, “The Tell-Tale
Heart”, “The Pit and the Pendulum”, “The Mask of the Red Death”, “The Cask
of Amontillado”. At this time there existed a rich, diverse literature to which the
architectural term “Gothic” had been applied. Poe was well aware of this
literature: Horace Walpole’s The Castle of Otranto: A Gothic Tale (1764), Richard
Cumberland’s The Poisoner of Montremos (1791), Ann Radcliffe’s masterpiece
Mysteries of Udolpho (1794) and The Italian (1797), M. G. Lewis’s The Monk
(1796), Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein (1818), C. R. Maturin’s Melmoth the
Wanderer (1820); the uncanny fables of E.T.A. Hoffmann, of which “The SandMan” (1817) is most Poe-like; and the tales of Poe’s fellow Americans
Washington Irving (whose affable prose style masks the grotesqueries of “Rip Van
Winkle”, “The Legend of Sleepy Hollow”) and Nathaniel Hawthorne. And there
was Charles Brockden Brown’s Wieland (1798), our premier American-Gothic
novel. In turn, Poe’s influence upon the literature of the grotesque—and the
mystery-detective genre—has been so universal as to be incalculable. Who has not
been influenced by Poe?—however obliquely, indirectly; however the influence,
absorbed in adolescence or even in childhood, would seem to be far behind us.
This predilection for art that promises we will be frightened by it, shaken by it,
at times repulsed by it seemed to be as deeply imprinted in the human psyche as
the counter-impulse toward daylight, rationality, scientific scepticism, truth and
the “real”. (Leaving aside for the moment whether rationality is in fact in contact
with the “real”.) Are Aubrey Beardsley’s sly-sinister hermaphrodite figures less
“real” than the commissioned portraits of James McNeill Whistler? A sensibility
that would find intolerable the lurid excess of Sheridan Le Fanu’s Carmilla (1871)
or Bram Stoker’s Dracula (1897) might respond with much feeling to vampire
tales cast in a more “literary” mode, like Henry James’s The Turn of the Screw,
and such Symbolist-“realist” works by Thomas Mann as Death in Venice, “Mario
the Magician”, “Tristan” (“ . . . while the child Anton Kloterjahn, a magnificent
specimen of a baby, seized on his place in life with prodigious energy and
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ruthlessness, a low, unobservable fever seemed to waste the young mother daily.”)
Of all monstrous creatures it has been the vampire that by tradition both attracts
and repels, for vampires have nearly always been portrayed as aesthetically (that
is, erotically) appealing. (Peter Quint is the hinge, red-haired, wearing no hat,
“very erect”, upon which James’s The Turn of the Screw turns—unless he is the
screw itself.) And this is the forbidden truth, the unspeakable taboo—that evil is
not always repellent but frequently attractive; that it has the power to make of us
not simply victims, as nature and accident do, but active accomplices.
Children are particularly susceptible to images of the grotesque, for children
are learning to monitor what is “real” and what is “not real”; what is benign, and
what not. The mental experiences of very young children, afterward layered over
by time and forgotten, must be a kaleidoscope of sensations, impressions, events,
“images” linked with “meanings”—how to make sense of this blooming, buzzing
universe? The earliest and most horrific image of my childhood, as deeply
embedded in my consciousness as any “real” event (and I lived on a small farm,
where the slaughtering of chickens must have been frequent) sprang at me out of
a seemingly benign children’s book, Lewis Carroll’s Alice’s Adventures Through the
Looking-Glass. In the concluding chapter of this generally disturbing book Alice
is being crowned Queen at a banquet that begins with promise then rapidly
degenerates into anarchy:
“Take care of yourself!” screamed the White Queen, seizing Alice’s hair with
both hands. “Something’s going to happen!”
And then . . . all sorts of things happened in a moment. The candles all
grew up to the ceiling . . . As to the bottles, they each took a pair of plates,
which they hastily fitted as wings, and so, with forks for legs, went fluttering
about in all directions . . .
At this moment Alice heard a hoarse laugh at her side, and turned to see
what was the matter with the White Queen, but, instead of the Queen, there
was a leg of mutton sitting in a chair. “Here I am!” cried a voice from the
soup tureen, and Alice turned again, just in time to see the Queen’s broad,
good-natured face grinning at her for a moment over the edge of the tureen,
before she disappeared into the soup.
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There was not a moment to be lost. Already several of the guests were
lying down in the dishes, and the soup ladle was walking up towards Alice’s
chair . . .
Alice escapes the nightmare prospect of being eaten by waking from her dream as,
in her Wonderland adventure, she woke from that dream. But what solace, if the
memory retains the unspeakable, and the unspeakable can’t be reduced to a
dream?
Mankind’s place in the food chain—is this the unspeakable knowledge, the
ultimate taboo, that generates the art of the grotesque?—or all art, culture,
civilization?
In a more technical sense, art that presents “horror” in aesthetic terms is related
to Expressionism and Surrealism in its elevation of interior (and perhaps
repressed) states of the soul to exterior status. Even if we were not now, in this
Age of Deconstruction, psychologically and anthropologically capable of
deciphering seemingly opaque documents, whether fairy tales, legends, works of
art or putatively objective histories and scientific reports, we should sense
immediately, in the presence of the grotesque, that it is both “real” and “unreal”
simultaneously, as states of mind are real enough—emotion, moods, shifting
obsessions, beliefs—though immeasurable. The subjectivity that is the essence of
the human is also the mystery that divides us irrevocably from one another.
One criterion for horror fiction is that we are compelled to read it swiftly, with
a rising sense of dread, and so total a suspension of ordinary scepticism, we inhabit
the material without question and virtually as its protagonist; we can see no way
out except to go forward. Like fairy tales, the art of the grotesque and horror
renders us children again, evoking something primal in the soul. The outward
aspects of horror are variable, multiple, infinite—the inner, inaccessible. What
the vision is we might guess, but, inhabiting a brightly populated, sociable,
intensely engaging outer world, in which we are defined to one another as social
beings with names, professions, roles, public identities, and in which, most of the
time, we believe ourselves at home—isn’t it wise not to?
Joyce Carol Oates
April 1993
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OUR FAVOURITE GHOST STORIES
HELEN GRANT—My favourite ghost story is “A Neighbour’s Landmark” by M.R.
James. The ghost is incorporeal—mostly experienced as an appalling shriek—and
yet it is somehow peculiarly terrifying. I think it’s the thought of hearing the cry
once, and if one is very unlucky, twice, and then the unbearable dread of hearing
it a third time. Brrrr.
ANDREW MICHAEL HURLEY—In “Ringing the Changes”, a honeymooning
couple are caught up in a local ritual in which the dead are woken by the sound
of church bells. Unsettling enough, of course, but it’s Robert Aickman’s subtler
corruptions of the familiar—the absence of the sea, the narrowness of the streets—
that give the story the obfuscation and irrationality of a nightmare.
V. H. LESLIE—“Pallinghurst Barrow” by Grant Allen is my favourite ghost story
because it explores the gap between folkloric belief and scientific enquiry. Based
on the Ogbury Barrows, it posits the idea that our ability to see the supernatural
is limited to our historical awareness; that we cannot see beyond our concept of
history.
JOYCE CAROL OATES—Like all enduring works of prose fiction, Henry James’s
The Turn of the Screw is rich enough, enigmatic enough, to repay numerous
readings, and to stimulate numerous interpretations. It’s likely that James’s first
readers took for granted that the ghosts of the (seemingly malevolent) Miss Jessel
and Peter Quint are “real” and that the governess who contends with them for
the souls of the haunted children is admirable. Subsequent generations of readers
are likely to question whether the governess’s perspective is trustworthy and
whether the governess is (unconsciously?) misinterpreting what she sees, or thinks
she sees. In the first case, The Turn of the Screw is a brilliantly suspenseful but not
unconventional ghost story, with two ghosts; in the second case, there may be no
“ghosts” at all but rather projections of the beleaguered governess, imagining
ghost-figures where there are none, and imposing upon innocent children her
own lurid fantasising. Beyond this enigma, The Turn of the Screw is, quite simply,
beautifully composed, paced, and imagined. It is the ideal “ghost story” in that it
relies upon no violence that is not interior, psychological; it is indeed a thriller,
but only of the interior, cerebral sort.
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OUR FAVOURITE GHOST STORIES
REGGIE OLIVER—“The Buick Saloon” by Ann Bridge could be described as
quietly creepy rather than downright terrifying, but I like quietly creepy especially
when it is as exquisitely well written as this. The wife of a prominent English
banker in 1930s Beijing buys a Buick saloon to be driven round the city by a
chauffeur. While in the car she, but nobody else, hears a woman talking in French.
It is an attractive voice. The mystery of the car’s previous owner is slowly revealed.
Ann Bridge (1889-1974) was the wife of a diplomat and a once popular but now
forgotten novelist. I came across “The Buick Saloon” in the Everyman book of
ghost stories which also contains two of my other favourite ghost stories, Walter
de la Mare’s “All Hallows” and Vernon Lee’s “A Wicked Voice”.
ROSALIE PARKER—“The Beckoning Fair One” by Oliver Onions. A perfectlyrealised psychological ghost story with a wonderfully crafted heightening of
tension. A writer moves into a beautiful new apartment which gradually takes
over his life. The linking of the mental disintegration of the protagonist with the
ghostly element is truly creepy—one of the few ghost stories that really scares me.
NICHOLAS ROYLE—“In Spite of Himself” by Giles Gordon. I love Gordon’s
work, which is often experimental. This story is conventional in form, but the
content is opaque, the narrative deliberately contradictory but strangely and
powerfully affecting. It’s not at all clear who or what the ghost is, but it was
published in The Twelfth Ghost Book, so I’m claiming it as a ghost story.
R. B. RUSSELL—Today my favourite ghost story is “7B Coney Court” by Arthur
Machen. This was one of Machen’s Dreads and Drolls, which were explained by
the author: “To be able so to tell the bare truth that it seems a magnificent lie”.
But is it fiction, and a ghost story, surely? It is one of Machen’s wonderfully dry
pre-postmodern works, playing games with our preconceptions.
LISA TUTTLE—“The Yellow Wallpaper” by Charlotte Perkins Gilman. Reading
it for the first time as a young girl, this story of madness and haunting was very
scary. I never forgot it. A decade later, I learned it was an autobiographical tale, a
classic of feminist literature first published in 1892. Re-reading it with that in
mind made it even more terrifying.
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