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Introduction to Issue #40

 

Finally, An Ending…

 

Way back over three years ago, in issue #1 of this magazine, I started a book serial called “The Adventures of Hawk.” It ran for over thirty-five thousand words in the first twelve issues and then I stopped.

The reason I stopped was pretty simple. I had Danny Hawk and his four friends in a world of problems and darned if I could figure out a way to get them out and wrap up the novel.

So this is my magazine and I had the option of just stopping and I did. I figured that when the solution occurred to me I would bring the serial back and end Hawk’s first story.

A few readers asked about what happened and I told them, but as another year went by, and then a third year, Danny Hawk and his friends sort of got forgotten.

Then as I was looking at writing novels for this fourth year of the magazine, I remembered Hawk and I instantly knew how to end the story of Hawk’s search for his father.

It seems my creative voice had finally figured out the problem. Took it long enough.

So you could say it took me over three years to write this novel, but the truth is, the length is closer to fourteen years.

You see, I initially came up with Hawk (only he had a different name) when I wrote a few short stories in this saga in 2004 for a company that went out of business. The stories were never published and I got the rights to the stories back.

I had liked what I had done with those short stories, but not enough to send them out anywhere. So for eleven years the stories sat in a file until this magazine idea came along.

I figured back when I started the magazine, it would be fun to serialize Hawk’s story and do it the way I wanted to do it. So each month I fixed the older story, adding to it, and then for the last six issues of that first year I wrote new Danny Hawk chapters before I got stuck.

So now, in this issue, after almost fourteen years since I first created him, Hawk’s first novel is finally done and in print.

Also note, the number for this issue is one of those special round numbers.

This is Issue #40.

I have filled my own magazine with short stories, novels and other stuff for forty issues now. If that doesn’t make your head shake, I don’t know what will.

Mine is shaking at the craziness of doing this, to be honest.

But I’m still having fun and I sure hope you are having fun reading each issue.

Thanks for sticking with me for all this time.

And Danny Hawk and his friends thank you as well.

 

--- Dean Wesley Smith

June 6th, 2017
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Marble Grant and her partner Sim stumble on one of the darkest secrets of human nature.

Can two former superheroes now turned brand new, but very dead, Ghost Agents figure out how to save hundreds of lives in their first large case together?

And stop the evil at the same time?

The third story in the growing Marble Grant saga.

 

 

 

Always a Way

 

A Marble Grant Story




 

 

One

 

I loved what I called mornings. Actually, my morning was what most people call noon, but I’m far from most people.

Besides, being dead brought all sorts of privileges.

Right around noon I usually managed to stumble naked to the kitchen, get a cup of coffee from the pot my wonderful Sim, roommate and partner, had started before she left.

Every day I would take a sip, sigh heavily, then stagger with the cup back to the bathroom trying my best to not spill anything, even though it would never make a mess for long on the tile since it was ghost coffee.

By the time I got done in the bathroom and with that first cup of coffee, I was almost human.

Almost.

At least I could be talked to safely at that point.

Since being dead, I had taken to wearing mostly comfortable clothes. Expensive silk blouses, sports bra, jeans that fit my frame, as Sim said, like a stretch glove, and running shoes.

Sim and I put on our “get screwed” dresses once a week and went out on the town to dance and drink. But the rest of the time I could see no reason not to be comfortable.

I got back to the modern, spotless kitchen with white quartz counter, took a wonderful-tasting fresh bagel that Sim had picked up earlier this morning, spread some cream cheese on it, and went to the patio to sit at the glass table there with a second cup of coffee. I would usually just sit there for about a half hour and stare out over Las Vegas.

After that I was really human and completely safe to talk to.

Honest. No matter what anyone said.

Those mornings on the balcony were so special, I couldn’t imagine not doing them. Our two-bedroom condo in the Ogden building in downtown Las Vegas had a view to die for, if I wasn’t already dead. I could see all the way out the Strip toward the airport as well as the mountains beyond.

At night the lights of the Strip were just dazzling.

This morning the air had a crisp bite to it, which sort of surprised me considering the day was supposed to be a hot one. But the coffee kept me warm enough.

Sim would still be training with Jewel and Tommy this morning. All three of them were morning people. I was a night person, which Sim and I decided would work out great.

She would get up, have time in the condo without me, get out and do some work. We could work together in the afternoon and then we could share the evening together and after she went to bed I would head out to do what we Ghost Agents did.

Our jobs, it seemed, were to help people. Since we could be inside of people’s minds and thoughts and control their actions while in there, we knew who was in trouble and who wasn’t.

Most of the time we could even figure out fixes or at least help the person some.

And to me, honestly, that felt damn great. I had been a superhero working in real estate and hotels for the last hundred years before I got that bullet in the forehead. Now, as a Ghost Agent, I was managing in a month to do more good than I did in a year as a superhero.

Every day I felt lucky. I know. Sort of bug-crazy. Most people say they are lucky to be alive.

I’m damn lucky to be dead.

Go figure.

And I am even luckier to have met Sim. We just fit together completely and, as she said after two months together, she couldn’t imagine how she lived without us together.

I felt the same way exactly.

Plus she was a tiger in bed and every morning she made me coffee and brought me fresh bagels. What more could a dead girl ask for?

Really?




 

 

Two

 

I was just finishing up my coffee and rinsing out my cup in the sink when Sim appeared beside me.

She kissed me on the cheek.

“Marble, you know you don’t have to do that?” she asked, pointing to the cup I had just rinsed and put in the dishwasher.

A ghost element of a glass or dish just vanished in a few hours if we were not touching it. The real cup I had used was still sitting on the shelf.

So there was no need to wash anything. And we had never once started the dishwasher.

I noticed her morning dishes were still in the dishwasher as well as I put my coffee cup in there.

“I know,” I said, smiling and pointing at her dishes. “Old habits die harder than we did.”

She laughed, then she got that serious look on her face I had come to love.

Sim was a natural blonde and seemed to have almost no eyebrows. Her long blonde hair was thin and fine and felt wonderful to run my fingers through. And her large blue eyes could pin me to a wall with just a look and take my breath away.

I was starting to realize she might be one of the smartest people I had ever met as well. And devious at times, which matched right into my attitude perfectly. It was a hell of a lot more fun to be devious when the situation warranted.

“Got us a wife beater this morning,” she said. “It was his fetish, to beat on women.”

I shook my head. “What did you do to the bastard?”

She laughed and grinned. “He thinks of hitting his wife or any woman again, he will automatically punch himself in the nuts.”

“Oh, my,” I managed to say after I caught my breath from laughing. “Was that fun to watch?”

Sim just smiled and nodded. “He was having breakfast at a café off the Strip, suddenly stood up and punched himself in the nuts. He was still screaming in pain, but starting to recover, when the paramedics got there. One of them was a pretty young woman and our pervert punched himself in the nuts again before they could restrain him.”

It took me a full minute to stop laughing. “Damn, wish I could have seen that. We do that a few more times and they might start thinking it is a disease.”

“Ball-punchers syndrome,” she said.

“A rare but painful disease you can’t get shots for.”

She laughed at that, then got serious again.

“There’s more.”

I nodded.

“He was part of a pretty active dark web group that believed all women should be subjects and beaten regularly. Sims voice was soft and angry.

I had already learned in our few months together that making Sim angry was never a good plan. She was sweet and gentle almost all the time, but had a core anger that could level a building. Luckily, that anger had not been aimed at me so far. I hoped to avoid that at all costs.

Now I moved over and held her.

I knew that about ninety years ago she had ended up marrying an abuser, so finding an entire network of them that talked about it must have dug up those old memories in a horrific manner.

After a moment I asked, “You had lunch yet?”

She shook her head.

“How about we jump to the Golden Nugget Buffet and figure out a plan on how we’re going to take down that group?”

Sim nodded. “Think we can do it? We’re just new Ghost Agents and those creeps are spread all over the world.”

“We might need some computer help,” I said. “There is always a way.”

“I hope you are right,” she said.

“We’ll figure it out,” I said, “and then a plague of the puzzling crotch-punching disease will spread over the world.”

She laughed and hugged me.

“Just think,” I said, pretending to look serious. “The companies that makes ice bags to take down swelling are going to make a fortune.”

We were both still laughing when we arrived at the buffet to plan.




 

 

Three

 

Turns out Sim’s worry about taking down this group being difficult was justified.

We started off in the hospital with the original crotch-puncher Sim had run across this morning. His hands were both strapped to the bed and his normally pasty face was red.

He looked like he was drugged a little and was just staring at the tile ceiling.

What looked like ice bags were strapped over his crotch. If we could pull this off, my joke about the ice bag makers might actually be right. Who knew?

Crotch-puncher’s wife, a woman who looked like she had been beautiful once, twenty years before, sat beside his bed silently. Now she had her mousy brown hair pulled back off her face and wore clothing that clearly hid her arms and neck. She seemed almost shrunken in on herself.

“We’ve got to do something to help her,” I said as we arrived.

Sim nodded. Then she said, pointing at crotch-puncher, “You ready? It’s not pretty in there.”

I could tell the woman I was completely in love with was having issues.

“As much as I will ever be,” I said. “And you know you don’t need to go back in that creep’s head again. I can get what we are looking for just fine. Why don’t you help the wife?”

Sim nodded, looking relieved. “Thanks.”

“That’s what partners are for,” I said.

Then I turned and went inside crotch-puncher’s body.

Sim had been right. This guy was a bastard at all levels. Hated at work, hated in his neighborhood, hated by his wife. And all caused by his anger. I could see his computer setup in a book-lined study in his home in Los Angeles.

His wife, from his memories, had clearly been beautiful when they met. But he had started hitting her about five years into the relationship and then basically made her a prisoner to his money and anger.

I dug back and got exactly how he logged into the dark web, the group he went to, and so on.

A group of women-haters like I never knew existed. I knew some men hated women, feared women, thought of women as property even in this modern age. I just had never imagined a group that bragged to each other about the violence they had done to their wives.

And not just a few, but from what I could tell the group consisted of hundreds and hundreds just as screwed up as this guy.

We were going to need massive computer help, of that I had no doubt.

I got all the information I could get, then planted a clear command that he would allow his wife to leave him and not contest any divorce.

I saw where Sim had planted the punch-in-the-balls command at the thought of hitting a woman and made it stronger and deeper, a trick that Jewel had shown me how to do.

This guy would never get that command out of his system, no matter how much counseling he took or medical help he got. He would suffer the rest of his life, just as his wife would suffer from what he did to her the rest of her life.

I climbed out of the guy’s mind and then did a trick Jewel had taught me to remember the information I needed to remember and let the rest of the memories of that sick mind fade.

A moment later Sim appeared beside the wife.

“I tried to help her,” Sim said. “But she is pretty broken. She is going to go find help at a woman’s shelter here in Vegas and divorce the bastard.”

“I made sure he wouldn’t fight the divorce and give her the settlement she asks for,” I said, hugging my partner.

At that moment the wife stood, life back in her eyes again. She looked at her husband strapped to the hospital bed.

“No one will ever hit me again,” she said to crotch-puncher.

With that, she turned and walked out.

I was cheering and Sim was crying.

Crotch-puncher was trying to get his hands free so he could hit himself again.




 

 

Four

 

Turns out that two Ghost Agents that lived and worked together in Portland, Oregon, were experts in computers.

And hot? Wow, were they hot. The Sunset Kid and Gail, his partner, were the most striking couple I had ever had the chance to meet.

The first time we met them, Sim took my hand and squeezed it.

Then she sighed and I barely could keep from laughing.

Both Gail and Sunset looked like they could have stepped out of a fashion magazine. They dressed much nicer than Sim and I did, with Sunset actually in a silk suit without a tie and Gail in designer clothes.

And they were clearly very much in love.

Later that night at home in Las Vegas, Sim and I talked about how much fun it would be to join the two of them for a romp in a very large bed. And that got us both hot thinking about it, even though we both knew that would never happen.

Still, a fun night of thinking about it. Put it this way, we messed up our own bed pretty well that night.

Both Gail and Sunset wanted to help the moment they heard what we were trying to do. And said they would also help in setting the crotch-punching command as well once we figured out how to get to the bastards.

Jewel and Tommy were also going to help.

So we had six Ghost Agents on this. All we had to do was figure out how to track all these sick men through their computers.

I was hopeful, Sim doubtful.

Gail and Sunset said it would take them some time to figure it out. They actually went to the crotch-puncher’s house in LA and used his own computer and log-in information to get into the group.

Sim and I stayed to our routine, with Sim training with Jewel and Tommy in the mornings while I was still asleep and then I would go out with her and we would see who we could help around Vegas.

There was never a shortage.

At night, after Sim toddled off to bed, I went out on my own to see who I could help as well.

Four days after we had talked with Gail and Sunset, they appeared on our balcony with Jewel and Tommy.

Sim and I had been sitting together, planning our day.

Sim got them all some coffee and I got them bagels and the six of us sat on the balcony on a warm Las Vegas afternoon planning.

Gail and Sunset had figured out how to get through the group and they had all the names and address of the over seven hundred signed-in users to the sick place.

I suppose it shouldn’t have surprised me there were that many members, but it did. For some reason I thought the simple fact of getting onto the dark web would stop most, and then not wanting to brag about being a monster would stop others.

Then I realized that chances were I was right. We were only going to hit the tip of an iceberg.

And that just made me angry.

We all decided we couldn’t wait one minute longer because women were in danger out there. It would take us late into the night, but we could get it done.

So we divided the list into three parts and decided we would go in as teams. One person would set the crotch-punching command so deep it would last the rest of the bastard’s life.

The other partner would stay out and be there for support. Then at the next bastard they would switch.

We all decided we would also help the wife clean out some of the damage and get to help. And we would make sure that the husband would allow them to leave and not fight the divorce.

It was the least we could do for those poor women.

I liked that plan, but hoped to change it a little once Sim and I got going. I didn’t have a history of abuse in my past. The only man who had hit me, I had killed.

Pretty simple solution. He never hit me again, or any woman for that matter.

And no one ever found his body either.

It was 1921, a damn easy time to hide a body.

But Sim had gotten stuck for a time in an abusive relationship early on and it still haunted her. So I planned on doing the most climbing in bastards’ heads.

But I knew she would want to do some just to help clear out some of her past.

And I would be there to support her when she came out of each one of those monsters.

I had no doubt that today might end up being one of the longest days in either one of our long lives.




 

 

Five

 

Since we were the youngest team, we got to stick closer to home in the western part of the US and Canada.

We had done thirty-six of the bastards, then met everyone back in Vegas for dinner and planning. Then we had all gone back out.

It seems our plan was working fine.

But then on number forty-nine, Sim and I ran into a problem.

The moment I went inside the guy’s head as he sat at his desk in his office in San Francisco, I knew I wasn’t in one of the regular angry wife-beaters.

This guy killed women.

Lots and lots of women and only beat his wife as a hobby, for the most part.

The most evil person I had ever touched.

And I knew where he had buried every one of the poor souls.

I implanted the punch-in-the-balls command deeply and added another so if he even thought of killing a woman, he would also kick a wall as hard as he could for as often as he could until the thought ended.

Then I climbed out and went to find my partner, who had just finished with the wife in their home in the hills of Berkeley.

“She thinks he is a serial killer,” Sim said, her face white with shock.

I nodded. “He is. I know where all of them are buried.”

“How many?” Sim asked.

“Fifteen here in San Francisco. Another five in college back east.”

“I think I’m going to be sick,” Sim said.

I agreed with her completely.

We stood there, holding each other.

I have no idea at all how I could have done this job without her beside me.

After a minute we jumped back to the serial killer’s office. He lay on the floor behind his desk screaming at his broken ankle and the damage he had done to his groin.

“We need help,” I finally said after we stood there for another minute, hand-in-hand, watching the killer roll on the floor in pain. “I honestly have no idea what to do.”

Sim nodded.

“Jewel, Tommy, some help?”

A few moments later Jewel and Tommy both appeared next to us. The serial killer was now whimpering on the floor behind his desk, alternating between holding his crotch and his broken foot.

“A serial killer,” I said, pointing at the bastard. “Killed twenty. We have no idea what to do.”

Jewel and Tommy both nodded.

“We’ve run into this a few times,” Jewel said.

“And you will as well, sadly,” Tommy said.

“Take a deep breath, brace yourself, and follow me in there,” Tommy said.

I took Sim’s hand and we went into the serial killer’s body once again.

Tommy quickly showed us how to set a command that for the rest of his life, at any chance, this guy would confess about his crimes and tell anyone who would listen where he buried the bodies.

And in great detail.

It was such an easy solution, I couldn’t believe I hadn’t thought of it. But I had been so shocked climbing inside the cesspool of serial killer’s mind, I just hadn’t.

Tommy removed the kicking the wall command I had set and the punching himself in the balls command and replaced them with a command that at any thought of killing or hitting a woman, he would feel extreme remorse. Remorse so intense he would have to tell anyone who would listen what he was feeling and how sorry he was for even thinking it.

And then confess every crime he ever did all over again.

Finally, Tommy planted a command that the killer call the police and report himself and tell them where the bodies were buried.

Then the three of us got out of the sewer of the killer’s mind.

It never felt so good to be back in the air.

The killer climbed back into his chair and called the police. As he was saying he had killed some women, he started crying.

Then he started bawling and sobbing like a baby, trying to keep confessing.

“He will not do well in prison,” Sim said, shaking her head.

“Exactly,” Tommy said, smiling.

With that, Tommy and Jewel left, going back to their list.

I figured that the best thing Sim and I could do was keep going as well and she agreed.

It took us until four in the morning before we finished our list and told Jewel and Tommy and Gail and Sunset.

They were almost done as well. Just a few more each.

All of us looked wiped out.

I felt like I had been dragged through a garbage dump, but I also knew we had saved a lot of lives and punished a lot of abusers in ways the law of live society could never do.

Sim and I got a glass of wine and went out to our deck looking over the lights of Las Vegas.

We sat in silence, sipping the wine as the cool evening air around us took away some of the memories.

“That was a good day,” I said after a few minutes. “I feel like shit, but it was a hell of a good day.”

Sim nodded. “Have I ever said how I love how you look at the world?”

“No,” I said, smiling at her. “But I’m glad you do because I sure love that wonderful smile and perfect body of yours.”

She laughed. “Good, because I was hoping you would be up for scrubbing my back in the shower.”

“I would love that,” I said. “But only if we can crawl in bed together afterward and just hold each other.”

“I’ll drink to that,” she said, smiling.

We sat drinking for a few more minutes, letting the memories of the monsters we had visited slip from our minds to be replaced by the beautiful view of the lights of the Strip.

Then Sim stood, took my hand, and led me toward the bedroom and a wonderful warm shower that would wash away even more memories of what we had seen in those heads.

We had been faced with a horrid problem. We had found a way to solve it and saved a lot of people in the process.

Ghosts saving lives.

And that felt good, almost as good as getting my back washed by a beautiful woman after a long day.

Almost.
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USA Today bestselling writer, Dean Wesley Smith takes a stab at why so many “Deal with the Devil” stories get published.

And what it feels like to be a writer at times.

First published in 1994 in Deals With The Devil from DAW Books edited by Mike Resnick, Martin H. Greenberg, and Loren D. Estleman.

 

 

 

ANOTHER DAMN DEAL

 

 

Famed short story writer Walter Kennedy Nurnberg had never written a “Deal with the Devil” story. He’d read thousands of them over his fifty years and thought them stupid and dull, with few exceptions. But on one Tuesday afternoon, without a story idea at hand, he decided to try one.

He rolled a blank piece of paper into the old manual Royal sitting on his huge oak desk, typed his name at the top, spaced down the page, and then paused to think of a title. The moment he touched the keys an explosion shook his chair. His ears rang and the room filled with the smell of brimstone and burning wood.

Walter spun around. There, standing on the third shelf of his built-in polished oak book case, next to his favorite copy of MOBY DICK, was the Devil.

The Devil had the standard pointed ears and barbed tail, but he stood no more than five inches tall and wore knickers with red- patterned, knee-high socks and white golf shoes. Instead of the pitchfork he carried a tiny little five iron.

Now Walter was surprised, even though he shouldn’t have been. If he’d have thought about it he might have expected the Devil to appear right at that moment. It was the standard occurrence in most of the stories he’d read. But a five-inch tall Devil with a five iron shocked him.

“Why?” the Devil demanded, his voice high-pitched and squeaky.

“Why what?” Walter managed to say without laughing. He didn’t know if he should laugh or be scared, but at the moment, with the Devil’s tiny voice, laughing was winning.

“Why write another Let’s Make a Deal story? Don’t you think there are enough of them around?”

Walter shrugged. “I felt like it.” Walter didn’t want to mention that he didn’t have any other idea at that moment.

The little Devil shook the five iron at the next shelf up. “Damn you!” he shouted.

It took a huge amount of will power for Walter to not laugh at that one.

“Who are you swearing at?” Walter finally managed to get out.

“Him,” the Devil said, pointing up. “You know. God. He’s the one responsible for all these ‘Deal’ stories. And I’m tired of it. Makes me look bad every damn time.”

“So,” Walter said, “I’ll write a good one, showing you to be the nice guy. How about that?”

“Would you really?” the Devil squeaked, striding over to the edge of the shelf and looking at Walter closely.

Walter thought for a moment, then said, “No. Probably not. It would never sell and no one would believe it. My stories are known for their verisimilitude, you know.”

The Devil stamped his little golf-shod foot, then started pacing up and down past the Encyclopedia Britannia. Walter was sure there would be spike marks in the polished wood shelf and he was about to say something when the Devil again spoke. “How about if you don’t write one at all?” The devil stopped in front of Walter’s unabridged Shakespeare and leaned on the five iron.

Walter again thought, then shook his head. “It seems logical to me that if the man in charge upstairs makes writers do these stories, then it would also make sense that he would help them sell. That would explain why there were so many bad ones. Besides, I could use the money. You know how writers are about money.”

The little Devil let out a deep sigh. “I can’t believe this.” He paced up and down in front of the Shakespeare and the encyclopedia, then stopped and squinted at Walter. “All right, what is it you want? We might as well get this part over with.”

Walter laughed. “You mean you want my soul?”

“Why the hell would I want your crummy soul?” the Devil said. “Just tell me what you want for not writing the story and let me get back to the course. I’m two up after seven holes and I hate getting called away for these stupid PR problems.”

For a moment Walter was tempted to ask who the Devil had been playing against, then decided not to and turned his attention to what he really wanted. The answer was clear. Money. “I want you to guarantee that this story will sell for over a thousand dollars.”

“Excuse me?” the Devil squeaked.

Walter just smiled.

“Let me see if I understand this. For you to not write a “Deal” story, I must promise you that the story will sell?”

“Not quite. Your promise in exchange for me not writing a hundred “Deal” stories.”

“Now wait just a damn minute!” Little wisps of smoke were coming from the edges of the Devil’s knickers.

“Let me explain,” Walter said. “Seems only logical that if the man upstairs,” Walter pointed at the ceiling, “wants us writers to bang out these stories about you, then I could sure write a few hundred of them. In fact, it might be nice to be known as the best “Deal-with-the-Devil” story writer. Just imagine, my stories in every book, every magazine. Movie options. Maybe even a television mini-series.” Walter smiled a dream-like smile.

Now the little guy was really mad. Blue smoke filled the air around him. “So, if I guarantee that you’ll sell this one, you’ll promise to never write another one? Is that it?”

“Bingo,” Walter said.

The Devil shook his head. “How did I ever get into this? I should’ve stayed on the golf course.” He sizzled and smoked for a few more moments, then reluctantly said, “Deal.”

There was an explosion and a cloud of smoke and the Devil was gone.

Walter quickly went over to the bookcase and inspected the fire and spike-mark damage in the wood. He’d have to replace the entire shelf. But for a thousand bucks, it was worth it. He went back to his typewriter. Now all he had to do was come up with a story. He had a sure sale.

He looked at the white paper and the place where he should put the title.

Nothing came to mind.

Not one word.

The white paper, stark against the black metal of the typewriter seemed to laugh at him. All he had to do was think of a story, but somehow, nothing would come. He couldn’t even remember the idea he’d first had.

He went into the kitchen to get something to drink, then came back and stared at the white paper the rest of the afternoon.

And then again the next day.

And the next.

And the next.

It was so simple. A guaranteed sale. All he had to do was write the story.

If he could just think of one.
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As indie publishing flourishes, many, many myths form around this new booming area of publishing. USA Today bestselling author and major indie blogger Dean Wesley Smith takes a cut at killing some of the myths before they can take root.

From the myth that indie writers can’t get books into bookstores (they can) to the idea that indie publishing must be easy (it is and it isn’t), Dean knocks ten myths down one after another and might just save you years of wasted time.

Author of the acclaimed Killing the Top Ten Sacred Cows of Publishing, this companion WMG Writer’s Guide for indie writers and publishers will become a necessity for your reference shelf.

 

Killing the Top Ten Sacred Cows of Indie Publishing

A WMG Writer’s Guide

 

Part 1 of 2




 

 

 

 

For all the brave writers out there who are going it alone.

Have fun.




 

 

 

 

INTRODUCTION

 

 

Welcome to the second book in the Killing the Sacred Cows series. The first book was called simply, Killing the Top Ten Sacred Cows of Publishing.

Both books are about the myths, which I call “Sacred Cows,” that infest the publishing industry. I’ve been writing about these myths, killing one sacred cow after another, on my web site for years now.

Finally, last year, some of the readers convinced me I needed to put the Sacred Cows into a book. So I took what I thought were the top ten myths about publishing in general and created the first book.

But then, as the indie publishing world started to grow and gain traction, it became clear to me that the writers thinking of indie publishing were getting pounded with a lot of myths as well.

So thus this second book.

All the chapters in the two books were blog posts on my website and have some wonderful comments and questions attached. So feel free to go follow the discussions and ask questions. 

There is a tab at the top of my website called Killing Sacred Cows that links to all the different chapters in a rougher form.

 

 

Why I Can Write About This Stuff

 

I sold my first short story in 1975, and have been pushing and working at writing ever since. I went through many of the general myths from the first book and survived them and finally started making a living in publishing in 1987, the same year I sold my first novel.

Also that year, Kristine Kathryn Rusch and I started a publishing company called Pulphouse Publishing, which quickly grew to be the fifth largest publisher of science fiction, fantasy, and horror in the nation. 

I was the publisher and sometimes editor on some projects.

We shut the business down in 1996, but I kept editing at times, first for a magazine, then for Pocket Books in the Star Trek department. Also, during that time and up until around 2008, I sold over one hundred novels under various names to traditional publishers. 

So sitting in the writer desk, the editor desk, and the publisher desk allowed me to see all sides of this business. And working for such a long time writing many, many novels, helped me clear out the last of the myths for myself.

Then the indie revolution started and I loved it right off. 

I loved the freedom and the fact that I didn’t have to spend so much time dealing with editors and such in New York. 

So in 2009, Kris and I once again started up a publishing company called WMG Publishing Inc. to work on our indie titles and get our backlist out.

Now, as I write this in 2014, WMG Publishing Inc. has seven employees and three more coming on in the fall. It has over 400 titles in print and is publishing not only Kris’s work and my work, but work by a lot of other writers as well. 

So I know the indie side as well as the traditional side. 

And both Kris and I have been voices in the indie growth on our blogs since it started.

 

 

The Goal of This Book

 

Writers hold onto myths like lifelines that are keeping them from drowning in a raging river of information. Sometimes sane people in the normal world will follow a publishing myth that makes no sense at all.

And they follow the myth, the sacred cow, without thought.

So this new series is an attempt to help the new world of indie publishing with the growing list of myths that plague it.

My goal is simply to show other sides of myths, to help writers become grounded in good business decisions. 

Writing fiction is a business. Indie publishing your fiction is a business.

This indie publishing business can be fantastic fun and very profitable if you can make clear business decisions that are right for you.

My goal is to not show you the right way, or the only way, or any other such nonsense. 

My goal is to help you push aside the myths that are swirling around publishing and make good decisions for yourself.

Thanks for reading. I hope this book helps your writing and publishing dreams in some fashion or another. 

 

Dean Wesley Smith

June 9th, 2014

Lincoln City, Oregon




 

 

 

 

Sacred Cow #1

YOU CAN’T GET YOUR BOOKS INTO BOOKSTORES

Or put more clearly,

INDIE WRITERS CAN’T GET THEIR BOOKS 

INTO BOOKSTORES

 

 

Fact: Of course indie writers/publishers can. But some things must be done correctly and the bookstore owners or buyers must know your book is there. And it also must be something that fits what they are selling.

I’ll lay it out below and in even more detail in a lecture that is now available under the lecture tab called “How to Get Your Books into Bookstores.”

But let me say this here. Traditional publishers don’t have magic wands that ship their books into bookstores. They simply know how to do it and indie publishers have yet to learn. Or at least some indie publishers. Some of us already know how and are making great money on paper books.

 

 

First Some History

 

As with all these publishing myths, to really grasp the myth and get past it, an indie publisher must know where the myth came from and why there used to be a little truth to the myth. Not much, but a little. Myths in publishing are often formed from half-truths of the past. But just as if you don’t need a buggy whip to start your car, you don’t need an agent to sell a book, or a traditional publisher to make a living at fiction writing.

And traditional publishers can’t magically block you from going into bookstores. They can’t even try, to be honest.

So where did this myth start? Most of it came from the old days of warehouse publishing and vanity press publishing. Writers (often horrid writers, but not all) would spend thousands and thousands of dollars through a scam vanity press to get a garage full of really ugly books. Then these poor writers would wander the roads and the streets peddling their books to any unsuspecting store who let them in the door.

Store owners hated these vanity-press people almost as much as they hated a young traditionally published writer with a handful of bookmarks. Sometimes a vanity press book had a local interest and the bookstore owner would take a few. (Young writers with bookmarks who demanded to have a signing were just flat annoying.)

Also, in those vanity press days, traditional publishers seemed to have a stranglehold on the book distribution network.

Of course, that wasn’t true either, but it seemed that way.

In 1987, Kris and I started an indie publisher (called a small press back then) named Pulphouse Publishing. We got our books and magazines into traditional distribution systems just fine. Our magazines were on newsstands. And the company lasted for nine years selling to bookstores. Go figure.

Why could we do it? Simple, actually. We spent the little bit of time and energy to learn how to slot our books into what are called “the trade distribution systems.” No one in the distribution system seemed to care that Pulphouse wasn’t in New York City. Or that when we started we only had two books our first year.
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