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Into Year Four

 

 

 

That seems like a mind-numbing thing to me, that this monthly magazine is going into year four.

And at the same time I am very proud of this. Parent of a small child proud.

One of the reasons this is still going is the support from you fine folks on Patreon. Without that monthly support, I doubt this magazine would have continued. So thank you all.

And I thank you in the back of each issue as well, as I have done for the past two years. 

I also want to thank the subscribers. It took a mighty leap of faith to believe I could do this for long enough to make a subscription worthwhile. I hope to keep repaying your faith. 

Thank you all.

So now, what is happening in this first issue of the fourth year of the magazine? 

And what do I see for this project going forward?

Second question answered first. I see this magazine going for one-hundred issues, which means at least six more years. I kind of find that a crazy and perfect goal. 

After that I got a hunch it will keep going on, but I’ll decide in six years.

It’s crazy enough that one writer will do a monthly magazine of this size and fill it all. But it will be very, very crazy if I can do that for one hundred straight months.

So stay tuned there.

What I hope to have in the issues? A lot more original novels and even more original short stories. I also plan on more nonfiction books and more serial novels. 

In other words, more of what I have done so far. 

I keep thinking of doing an issue or two of only short stories, but so far the novels have maintained their place as the anchor of each issue. So we shall see on that as well.

Can’t tell I don’t really know what is going to be in each issue until I put it together, can you? Sort of like editing any magazine.

On my blog, on the right side and down just a little bit, you can follow the progress of the next three issues of Smith’s Monthly coming up as I put the pieces together. And as the magazine goes through the publishing process. 

What is in this issue? A really expansive new Seeders Universe novel. I didn’t think that universe could get much bigger and then I wrote Starburst. The universe got a lot bigger.

And there are four never-before-published short stories in this issue as well, plus the first third of one of my writing books.

So onward into year four I go. Again, thank you everyone for coming along on this ride. I hope to keep giving you as much entertaining fiction as I can every issue. 

Cheers.

—Dean Wesley Smith

October 28, 2016

Lincoln City, Oregon




 

Duster Kendal found a newly built cabin along a trail just south of the old mining town of Roosevelt, Idaho. 

But the cabin never existed before in 1905.

The cabin should not exist. Period. 

Another time-travel puzzle in the acclaimed Thunder Mountain series.

 

 

The House at Thunder Rock

 

A Thunder Mountain Story




 

 

One

May 2nd, 1905

Monumental Valley

 

Duster Kendal carefully worked his horse up the muddy, narrow wagon trail between the rushing waters of Monumental Creek on one side and the steep rock-covered hillside on the other. The sun was still hours from reaching the bottom of this narrow canyon and he could see his breath in the morning air.

He had on his long, oilcloth duster, a heavy shirt, jeans, and boots. His head was protected from the occasional shower by a wide-brimmed cowboy hat. The morning air had a bite to it, but he felt comfortable.

In fact, he felt the most comfortable here in the Old West, just riding his horse and exploring. He loved his original time in 2020, but he liked it back here in the past more. 

Around him the spring melt was in full force and the stream looked dangerous and downright angry. Pockets of snow still covered the ground under the trees and the upper peaks were completely still snow-covered.

Everything smelled fresh and new and damp. The dry pine smell of the summer still a month or more away.

Sometimes he wondered why anyone had built a wagon road between Thunder City and Roosevelt. The mountains above him towered thousands of feet into the air and in places this valley was barely big enough for the stream and a trail, let along a wagon road.

Ahead of him about seven miles, the wagon road ended at the bottom of the steep hill going up to the Monumental Summit Lodge. Only a very dangerous trail led up that hill. The lodge at the summit was where he was headed now. He knew that the trail opened in two days, so he would stay the night in Roosevelt, maybe play a little poker, and then ride on. He was looking forward to getting back into his room at the lodge.

Behind him the wagon road had gone past the tiny mining town of Thunder City and all the way down to where Monumental Creek emptied into Big Creek. From there only a trail led onward. This time of the year that trail was the best way to get into this valley, coming down through the mining town of Big Creek and then up this wagon road. 

He had been in Denver playing poker for a few years, since the construction of the lodge had finished. He planned on staying in the lodge for a few weeks and then heading back to Boise to the Institute and then back to 2020. 

He was just a mile above the small mining town of Thunder City and still a few miles from Roosevelt when he came around a sharp bend in the valley and saw a large log cabin that flat couldn’t exist.

Or at least in his other hundreds of times up this old wagon road, the log home had never existed.

The house sat perched on a flat area above the roaring waters behind a tall rock formation called Thunder Rock. Everything in this valley had been named Thunder this or Thunder that because of the tall mountain at the headwaters of Monumental Creek called Thunder Mountain. 

Thunder Rock looked more like a pile of stones than one rock and it towered over the valley.

But now a newly built log home sat right behind it, cut slightly into the hillside. A wagon trail led off the main trail and up to the home.

In the hundreds of time-lines that Duster had ridden this wagon road, just as he was doing this morning, never had there been a home there, especially one built on such a large scale and with such wonderful craftsmanship.

Nothing about this home looked like it originated in 1905, although he doubted anyone of this time would even notice. More than likely if anyone did notice, they would just think it was built by someone from the East. People from the East just did things differently than Westerners, or so everyone out West believed. 

But Duster didn’t need to even go up to the house to know it didn’t belong here, that it was a home from another time. 

He kept on riding, going by at a normal pace. He was half-tempted to go up and just knock on the door, but there were far too many things that could go wrong doing that. 

Too many timeline problems.

He saw no activity around or in the house other than the slight drifting of smoke from the stone chimney. 

Looked like he was going to cut his stay at the lodge short. He needed to get back to 2020 and figure out just what was going on. Because at no point in history had anyone built that cabin there before.

At least in the thousands of years of history that he knew about.




 

 

Two

November 16th, 2020

Boise, Idaho

 

Duster came up out of the lower crystal caverns to the larger cavern they called the living room. It was massive, the size of a normal school gym. They had put groups of couches and chairs around the middle of the floor and a large group of furniture facing a large stone fireplace.

At the moment the fireplace was burning, giving the cavern a warm feel and a faint tint of burning wood.

Along one wall of the cavern they had built a large kitchen counter. When he had left ten minutes before, his wife Bonnie and historian Dawn Edwards were sitting at the counter eating a light lunch.

They were both still there. And both still eating.

He had spent almost twelve years in the past but been gone for only a few minutes here. One of the many things he loved about traveling to other timelines.

Bonnie heard him come into the cavern and turned and smiled.

Damn he had missed her. He always did. They often spent generations, sometimes lifetimes apart in the past, but here, in this time, they were always in love and he wouldn’t trade her love and partnership for anything.

Besides that, she was the smartest woman he had ever met.

Bonnie didn’t look a day over thirty, but both of them had lost track of how many years they had lived. She was a couple inches shorter than his six-foot at five-ten and her long brown hair was pulled back and tied today, accenting her wonderful smile and face.

Dawn was much shorter than Bonnie, but also had long brown hair. She and her husband, Madison, were Duster and Bonnie’s two best friends and had traveled in time almost as much.

“How long this time?” Bonnie asked as Duster came up to her and gave her a hug.

“Twelve years,” he said. “We got the lodge built again in that timeline.”

“And you played a lot of poker in Denver, right?” Bonnie asked.

He laughed. “Of course. But I ran across one new thing while heading up Monumental toward the lodge in May of 1905. Someone had built a house behind Thunder Rock.”

Both women looked intently at him. 

“There has never been a house there,” Dawn said.

Duster nodded. 

Dawn and Madison had spent many, many lifetimes in the Monumental Summit Lodge, living there all year, raising families in different timelines. They loved it there and the only reason Dawn was here right now was for a Institute founder’s meeting tomorrow. Then she and Madison would take a helicopter back into the lodge for the winter.

“And it’s not just any house,” Duster said. “It’s modern-looking. No one of that timeline would notice, I’m sure, but I could tell.”

“Someone from here built it?” Bonnie asked. “Why?”

Duster shook his head. “I have no idea, but my question is from when did they go back and build it?”

Bonnie and Dawn both nodded to that. 

At the moment there were only twenty travelers jumping into other timelines to the Old West. But they all knew that one hundred years in the future, that number would be over fifty, and by 2320, the number of travelers would be over two hundred who used the crystals and moved in and around other timelines.

But Duster and Bonnie had set up a system that a traveler could only go back one hundred years. So a traveler in 2120 could only come back to today. No way could anyone from that time, without express permission, move back into the Old West and build a cabin.

And what really puzzled Duster was why build it there? In just a few years, that valley would be mostly abandoned after the dying town of Roosevelt was wiped out by a mudslide turning the valley around it into a lake.

Only the Monumental Summit Lodge would remain to eventually become a modern tourist attraction fifty years later.

“We need to talk with Parks to see when in the future that was authorized,” Bonnie said.

“Finish your lunches,” Duster said, moving around behind the bar and heading for the bathrooms. “I need a shower after that ride.”

“Yeah, we noticed,” Bonnie said.

“Nice homecoming,” Duster said, laughing but not turning around. “Call Parks. Tell him we’re coming.”




 

 

Three

November 16th, 2020

Boise, Idaho

 

Duster sat across from Director Parks next to Bonnie and Dawn. Parks was as tall as Duster and often dressed exactly the same. His job was to run the Historical Research Institute through the four-hundred-plus years that it existed in time so far. And Duster was shocked he could do it so well.

The office was in what would have been a large upstairs bedroom in the Institute’s Victorian mansion main building. The mansion sat above the main cave on Warm Springs Avenue in Boise. They had built the place and the entire underground facility in 1880 and kept it looking the same. The old light fixture that hung in the middle of the room now held modern bulbs and the walls still looked like they had the wallpaper from the 1880s although Duster knew that everything had been kept fresh every decade.

A huge oak desk filled the center of the room and Parks sat in a high-backed chair behind the desk. This office looked exactly the same in 1880 when it was built and in 2320 in the future.

Parks always looked right at home behind the desk and always in control. He had short hair he kept in almost a military style cut and a smile that reached his dark eyes often. 

Bonnie and Duster had picked him to run the institute through time and it was the best choice they had ever made.

Duster, Bonnie, and Dawn sat in comfortable chairs facing Parks and Duster told Parks what he had seen.

Parks just frowned. 

Duster did not like the look of that frown at all.

Parks pulled open a laptop on his desk and his fingers flew over the keys as Duster, Bonnie, and Dawn watched in silence.

Finally Parks shook his head and said, “I have no record of that happening at any point going forward. Are you sure it was built by a traveler?”

“Not completely sure,” Duster said, “I didn’t stop, but the building had structural details not even used or figured out until this time. Not even back in the Midwest and East.”

“And even if it was one of our travelers,” Dawn said, “building it there, at that location, would make no sense. Almost no one traveled that way for decades and even today very few go that far down Monumental except to see the old ruins of Thunder City.”

“And if they built it to be completely alone,” Bonnie said, “there are many side canyons no one goes up that they could have easily built in.”

“No,” Duster said, “they built the home to be seen and on a major trail for the time. And until I saw it in that timeline, it did not exist in any of the others.”

The four of them sat there in the office silently, only the sound of a November wind rattling the big windows of the mansion behind the heavy drapes.

Finally Parks stood. “I’m going to jump forward to 2320 and check records there and all the way back. This happened at some point if one of our people did it. I’ll find the record of it.”

“In the meantime,” Duster said, “I’m going to jump back to June, 1905 into the same timeline and go knock on the door.”

“I’ll go with you,” Bonnie said. “I’m dying of curiosity. Besides, we haven’t been back to 1905 together in some time.” 

Duster nodded and the four of them headed for the elevator to take them to the caverns. 

There had to be a reason for that cabin. They were going to find out what it was.




 

 

Four

June 10th, 1905

Monumental Valley

 

Duster and Bonnie had taken a leisurely three-day ride from the Institute in Boise up to the Monumental Summit Lodge. There they had spent a few days with Dawn and Madison in the lodge, telling them both what was happening. 

The Dawn and Madison in that timeline was not the same Dawn of the timeline they had left from, so she didn’t know. 

It was a wonderful few days with wonderful food, a few drinks, and a lot of laughter between friends.

Then as the weather cleared at sunrise on the 10th of June, Bonnie and Duster headed down the trail toward the old mining town of Roosevelt.

In many timelines, they had had a home in Roosevelt for the years the town existed, but not this timeline. 

They reached Roosevelt at eleven in the morning and had lunch at a wonderful café next to the general store. The general store had often been run by other travelers as well, but again not in this timeline.

They made it to the new cabin just before one in the afternoon. The sun filled the valley with light and the creek was much lower now than it had been when he had gone by the first time. 

They dismounted on the main wagon road and walked their horses up the steep wagon trail to the cabin. They tied them off on a nearby shrub.

No one came out of the home to greet them and there was no smoke from the chimney this time. 

“It is new,” Bonnie said, noting the freshly cut logs and what looked like chinking that seemed to still be setting.

“And new construction not of this time,” Duster said, pointing to where logs had been cut together on a corner. 

“They didn’t try to hide that,” Bonnie said.

“That’s what bothers me,” Duster said. 

They moved up onto the wooden front porch and Duster knocked on the plank door. 

The sound was hollow.

There were drapes over the windows, but no real signs of anyone here. The area around the cabin had been trampled down by construction, but not by regular living.

Duster banged again on the door.

Nothing moved.

So he glanced at Bonnie and shrugged and then pushed open the door.

The inside was an empty shell. No rooms, no kitchen, nothing. 

Even most of the flooring hadn’t been put in past a small area near the front door.

“What the hell is going on?” Bonnie asked, standing beside Duster and looking around.

Her voice echoed in the empty shell of a home. 

“I have no idea,” Duster said. 

This was not how you built a log home. The insides were always part of the entire support structure. The roof on this would never survive even one winter of snow.

He turned and went back outside and around to the back. There was no stable there in the hillside.

Nothing. 

No one had built this cabin to live in.

Bonnie came up beside him, glanced at where a stable should be and where a food storage area should have been dug into the hillside. 

“No one was ever going to live here,” she said.

Duster nodded and turned back to the front of the cabin so he could see the road below. 

“Someone knew I would be coming along this road in May of this year,” Duster said, “in this timeline and they built this for me to see.”

Bonnie nodded. 

“And they made it clear enough that a traveler had built it,” Duster said, “that I had to tell you and Parks and then investigate. Why is the question?”

Bonnie stared at the road below in silence for a moment, then turned and said, “What were your plans in this timeline before you saw this?”

“I was going to spend a week at the lodge, then head back to Boise,” Duster said, starting to see where she was going with the question.

“And instead you came straight back, right?” Bonnie said.

Duster nodded. “Forming an infinite number of timelines where this wasn’t here and I didn’t go straight back.”

Bonnie nodded. “And every decision we made and Parks made and is making in the future is splitting timelines because you saw this cabin.”

“I’ll be go to hell,” Duster said, looking back at the fake cabin. “This is an experiment.”

“A timeline experiment,” Bonnie said, nodding.

“I’ll bet that someone at some point in the future is trying to track timeline creation,” Duster said. 

He shook his head and looked around at the peaceful valley below the fake cabin. “I am in awe of the attempt.”

“It’s going to take some real computing power,” Bonnie said, “even beyond our capabilities of 2320.” 

“You think we built this cabin?” Duster asked, glancing at his partner. “You think we are going to do this experiment?”

She shook her head. “We have far too many smart people working for us and along the same lines of math we started. One or two of them will do this at some point in the future.”

Duster laughed. “Damn, those results are going to be interesting to see. How many numbers of timelines did my seeing this one fake cabin create?”

“How many timelines were created and then went back into a main timeline?” Bonnie asked. “That will be fun information as well.”

“How many alternate timelines is Parks creating by investigating this instead of doing what he would have done?” Duster asked.

This excited him more than he wanted to admit. A real math challenge.

“And how many timelines are we creating,” Duster said, working through more, “by taking this trip back here together instead of doing what we would have been doing in other timelines?”

“Infinite numbers of futures changed because someone came back here and built a fake log cabin,” Bonnie said. “What a brilliant idea.”

Duster actually felt charged up for the first time in a long time about math, his and Bonnie’s first real passion. Math was how they discovered that going to another timeline was even possible.

“Let’s go back and see if Parks can figure out who did this,” Duster said.

Bonnie leaned into him and kissed him. “You know he won’t find out.”

Duster looked up into Bonnie’s wonderful brown eyes and knew she was right.

“He won’t know yet,” Duster said, nodding, completely understanding what she was saying, “but as the Institute moves more into the future, at some point we will all know.”

“And when that happens,” Bonnie said, “we might actually know how many seemingly unlimited timelines you created by seeing this fake cabin here in 1905.”

Duster nodded. “That will be fun.

They took their horses and walked back down to the main road and then saddled up and headed back up the valley toward the Monumental Summit Lodge.

That night Duster knew that they would have a wonderful venison steak dinner with fresh potatoes and sautéed mushrooms and talk about all this with Dawn and Madison. 

And then in a few days they would head for Boise to see what Parks had found, even though they both knew it would be nothing.

And Duster had no doubt that by the time he and Bonnie reached Boise, that fake cabin would be torn down by the travelers who built it and no sign that it had ever been there would remain. 

The fake cabin was the control point. 

The fake cabin was the stone tossed into the calm pound of time in an experiment to calculate the ripples created over time, no matter how small or large.

What a fun experiment. He couldn’t wait until the mathematician who would do that experiment was born. He knew it had to be sometime after 2320.

And now he would be watching for that person and waiting for the time when computing power caught up with this experiment.

And more than anything, he would be waiting for the results of how much he had changed all of history because one day he happened to pass by a fake cabin. 




 

Bryant Street exists in that subdivision where reality tips over into the absurd.

Accountant Frank Filby and his one special skill live on Bryant Street. He knows everything about everyone in the entire subdivision. Keeps track.

Frank thinks of himself as the god of the subdivision. 

Another twisted Bryant Street story where reality sometimes means little. 

 

 

 

The Man Who Used Shrill Whispers

 

A Bryant Street Story




 

 

Frank Filby had a talent.

Or a skill. 

Or maybe it could be called a gift. He didn’t know. Early in life he had considered his talent, his gift, a curse and his mother had tried to cure him of it by first beating him and then taking him to doctors for drugs.

All it cured him of was talking about what he could do. 

Frank Filby could hear the thoughts of someone in emotional pain. That was his gift. 

It seemed everyone had emotional pain. 

He called what he heard a shrill whisper.

Shrill because emotional pain always seemed shrill to Frank. Whisper because that was what the thoughts from others sounded like to him inside his own head. 

Now, at the age of thirty-five, Frank lived alone in a three-bedroom ranch on a suburban street smack in the middle of a subdivision with exactly one thousand, two hundred and seven homes, his home not included.

Simply driving out of the subdivision to get to a local grocery store took him numbers of twists and turns that confused many, but that he knew by heart.

For a living, Frank worked alone, in an office in his home, doing online accounting. He was good at it and had steady clients that kept his bills paid and extra legal, taxable money building up in his many bank accounts.

During week-day business hours, even at home, Frank wore a dress shirt with a blue bowtie, brown slacks and comfortable loafers. His hair was thin and he kept it trimmed close to his head. He stood five-ten and was very thin, even though he ate three meals a day.

After hours and on weekends he wore a darker blue long-sleeved dress shirt and darker slacks and tennis shoes. 

To a stranger coming in, Frank’s home looked perfectly maintained and cleaned and he never left dishes out in the sink or clothes anywhere but in his walk-in closet where he dressed every day.

Strangers never came into Frank’s house. In fact, since he had bought the house ten years earlier with an inheritance from his mother’s estate, no one had ever been inside his home.

His business office was in a small bedroom to the right of the simple living room. The office had a simple wooden desk, a simple chair, and a computer with a printer and scanner.

A few accounting and business and tax books filled a small bookcase under the room’s only window.

The living room had a reading chair, a long brown cloth couch, and a large-screen television facing the couch. 

He watched news every night from three channels and nothing else. He loved the news for all the stories about all the ugly things humans were capable of doing.

He read only books about human nature, human psychology, and human feelings. Those books were his passion because they helped him understand his gift better. The few hundred books that he owned on that topic were arranged neatly on a large bookshelf unit on one wall behind his reading chair.

Every night, just after the sun had set, Frank went for a walk.

The subdivision had wonderful sidewalks and Frank made sure to smile at anyone he saw during his nightly walk. Neighbors even waved at him. He found that ironic.

Over the course of two weeks, he walked in front of every home in the subdivision. Then he would start the pattern over.

He had been doing this for ten years. 

He had never missed a night no matter the temperature or weather.

In what would have been a family room in his house, behind a locked door, Frank had a large map of the subdivision on a wall.

Every house was numbered and in a large file cabinet beside the map was a numbered folder for every house. 

A massive oak desk sat in the middle of the room facing the map and two large-screen computers sat on the desk. A high-backed leather office chair sat behind the desk. 

Here, at this desk, after he came home from his walk, Frank recorded the information his gift had brought to him.

The file on each home in the subdivision contained exact information about each resident in the home. Names, likes, dislikes, birthdays, social security numbers, bank account numbers.

Everything.

And most importantly what each person in each home liked, hated, was feeling, and wanting. 

And all the misdeeds of each person as well in the house, from the petty to the large.

His gift allowed him to listen to the close emotional thoughts of a person inside a house as he walked by. 

He could listen to their shrill whispers and learn everything about them. 

And sometimes he did something about what he heard. Mostly he just listened and recorded in the files.

Mostly.

At least at first.

As the years had gone by, Frank found himself thinking he was like a god of the subdivision, an all-powerful, all-seeing entity that knew every secret, every lie, every small detail of every person who lived in his subdivision world.

And over the last few years he had started to use that information in various ways, often to solve a problem which created more emotional stress that then allowed him to enjoy his gift better. This week he had sent blackmail e-mails to five husbands and six wives in the subdivision. 

Those e-mails were what he called his “monthly affair tax” for those having an affair and living in his subdivision. He considered an affair a petty crime, so he charged them accordingly.

Each e-mail had been from an untraceable address, even by the best hacker, and he told each person to give exactly three thousand dollars to a charity account of their choice and send him a copy of the receipt. Otherwise he would tell the partner or spouse of the affair.

He never kept the “monthly affair tax” for himself. 

But he did enjoy the extreme emotional turmoil the letters always caused, which made his walks past that house even more enjoyable for a few months. 

Extreme emotional stress made a person’s thoughts clear as a bell to him. Their whispers almost became like clear conversations over a phone.

Every night after his walk, he came back refreshed, feeling charged as he recorded every detail in the files.

Twice in the last year he had managed to stop a wife beater and once two years before he had stopped a wife from killing her husband. Both times he had done it through very detailed, anonymous tips to the police.

Six times in the last year he had stopped child abuse. He loved bathing in the emotional torture of an adult, but children were off limits as far as he was concerned. His mother had done enough damage to him.

For the child abusers in the family, the worst crime there was as far as he was concerned, he had a very simple solution. He killed them, just as he had killed his mother. Not in exactly the same way, of course, but in creative ways for each one.

Last month, for the abuser named Harry three streets over at 2910 Harper, Frank had simply hacked into his computer and put on his screen a subliminal flashing image that repeated to Harry that he was a worthless human being over and over and should take the gun in his closet and blow his brains out.

It took two weeks, but finally Harry did, leaving child porn up on his computer for everyone to see.

For the white-collar criminals who cheated at their work, Frank simply took their money, moving it from their bank accounts to his when it was the most incriminating for them. 

And what Frank found most interesting is that by all national statistics, this subdivision had no higher or lower crime rate than any other. Frank often wondered if there were others like him, gods of neighborhoods, keeping the world a better place to live.

He hoped so. But he had no desire to meet any of them.

But as with many gods, Frank had a weakness. 

He didn’t know he did until four months after Johnny Aimes moved into a house five doors down from Frank.

Johnny’s house, also on Bryant Street as was Frank’s home, was along Frank’s walking route to get to a larger part of the subdivision.

So Frank walked past Johnny’s home five nights per week.

Johnny was also an accountant, a man with serious computer skills and very, very little emotional issues. Johnny was two inches taller than Frank and had short hair. He kept his new home looking perfect from the outside, as Frank did with his.

Frank had very, very little information on Johnny since the man seemed to just be serene. Without emotional distress, Frank could not get any shrill whispers from Johnny. 

Then four months in, Frank got a sense that something was causing Johnny some distress.

And it took Frank two nights of walking past Johnny’s home to discover from the whispers that the cause of the distress was Frank himself.

Johnny was in lust with Frank. 

Johnny had seen Frank on his nightly walks, waved at Frank a few times and Frank had smiled at him. And now Johnny was working to stop himself from imagining Frank without clothes on.

And fighting to keep himself from going to the window to watch Frank walk past.

At first, Frank had laughed that off, but as Johnny’s emotional distress got stronger over the lust, Frank could read his mind and see the images very clearly.

Disturbing images, yet erotic images. Frank had never felt that directed at him and he honestly didn’t know what to do.

Johnny had investigated Frank, knew that he was single, that he worked at home, and that he had never been married.

Those details had excited Johnny even more and now he was working on a way to actually meet Frank and talk with him.

Until Frank had discovered that Johnny’s imaginations were erotic, Frank had never considered himself a sexual being in any way. But clearly if he leaned at all, it was toward another man.

And Johnny’s mind was giving Frank a clear roadmap of what that kind of relationship would be like.

Then one fine evening, in the middle of one of Johnny’s elaborate fantasies about himself and Frank, Johnny slipped. He dropped his mental guard slightly, just enough to let Frank catch a glimpse in Johnny’s mind of the real intent. 

Johnny had the same talent as Frank. 

Exactly.

The sex stuff had all been a ruse to try to disrupt Frank.

And Frank had been an open book to Johnny with each night’s walk. Frank being conflicted on the sexual interest had allowed Johnny to get into Frank’s mind.

Frank continued on his walk as if nothing was wrong, blocking Johnny from any access besides the surface of Frank’s brain. Once Frank was back at home, he checked all his computers.

Only his accounting office computer had been compromised. More than likely Johnny hadn’t got deep enough yet in Frank’s mind to see his real office in the old family room.

But Frank checked every detail just in case. 

Clean.

Then, carefully, very carefully, he explored into Johnny’s computer, and found fairly quickly that Johnny had a second computer as well. 

And that was when Frank got the shock of his life. Johnny had been in contact with an organization of others like Frank, others who could read minds, who controlled areas like this subdivision all over the world.

They controlled massive corporations and governments as well.

Actually, from everything Frank could tell with careful searches over a few days, the main corporation behind everything called itself Deep Water Lives, Inc. It was a huge corporation and they had noticed that the normal crime rates were slightly off in this subdivision. 

Frank had started involving himself in other people’s lives instead of just watching. That had been his mistake.

They had discovered Frank ten months earlier, which shocked Frank more than he wanted to admit. He had been so very, very careful.

But not careful enough and that was why Johnny was here. They had sent Johnny to either bring Frank into the organization or to deal with him. 

Frank was not a joiner. He was a god of his own world and that was exactly how he wanted to remain. 

He had no desire to be some corporate lackey standing where he was told and doing what he was told.

So making sure to keep his mind blocked completely, he stayed in his routine for the next week while planning his next move. Turned out his move was simple.

He sent an e-mail to the president of Deep Water Lives, Inc., and the chairman of the board. If they did not back away and pull Johnny from the subdivision, Frank would ignite every gas line in the entire subdivision and blow the entire place off the map. 

Frank could do that. Easily. 

From his laptop while sitting two miles away.

And the people in charge of Deep Water Lives knew Frank could do that.

Johnny was loading things into an SUV the next evening when Frank walked past. 

Johnny nodded to Frank.

Frank smiled and waved back. 

Frank’s problem was solved. 

He was again the god of his own world. All powerful.

Six nights later, what appeared to be a stray bullet from a nearby robbery gone bad, struck Frank between the eyes while he was on his walk.

When the police went into Frank’s home the next day, they found only a regular family room where Frank’s planning room used to be. 

Frank was buried without anyone attending his funeral under the conditions of his will and his money went to charities. 

A god had died, but no one on Bryant Street knew it or cared.

Two weeks later Johnny moved back into the house he had just left and a month later started regular exercise runs around the Bryant Street subdivision.

And the balance in the subdivision remained. 




 

 

 

 

Killing the Top Ten Sacred Cows of Publishing

Subtitle: A WMG Writer’s Guide

 

 

The publishing world continues to evolve, but myths about who can make a living as a fiction writer maintain a life of their own. Whether you pursue traditional or indie publishing success, you need to know the pitfalls and traps that undermine many writers’ careers.

 

In this WMG Writer’s Guide, USA Today bestselling author and former publisher Dean Wesley Smith addresses the ten most damaging myths that writers believe in modern publishing.
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INTRODUCTION

 

 

In 2010 I started doing short blog posts about the myths that hurt fiction writers that I had seen over my forty years in publishing. I honestly have no idea why I started these articles, but right from the start I called the myths of publishing “Sacred Cows.”

Over the next few years I wrote upwards of 50 “Sacred Cows” knocking down one myth or another, or at least attempting to. And then two years ago I went back and updated some of the myths as indie publishing started to take hold.

Then, over the last two months of 2013, I updated these ten again, picking what I thought were the ten most damaging myths that writers believe in modern publishing.

 

 

An Important Note About This Book

 

In this book, I am only talking about commercial fiction. Nonfiction often has similar problems, and fiction written as a hobby has yet a different set of problems and myths.

But for this book, I am talking to writers who want to make a living with their fiction and sell a lot of copies, either through traditional publishers or through their own indie press.

 

 

So Who Am I to Try to Kill These Myths?

 

I think at one point or another since 1974, I fell into one or more of these myths, sometimes more than one at a time. Before I fell for the rewriting and writing slow myth, I wrote and sold two short stories and a lot of poetry in 1974 and 1975. Then I went down into the myths taught by college classes and didn’t sell a thing for the next seven years.

Once I finally got out of those myths in 1982, I sold professionally over 200 short stories and wrote far more, and I have sold traditionally over 100 novels and written even more. I am considered one of the most prolific authors working at the moment.

During the years I was also an editor, starting as the first reader and publisher for Pulphouse Publishing in 1987, then staying a publisher as well as editing some lines for Pulphouse. I also helped my wife, Kristine Kathryn Rusch, at times as a first reader for The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction.

In 1995 I started an almost three-year run as the fiction editor for VB Tech Magazine. Then in the late 1990s I also went to work for Pocket Books as the fiction editor for Star Trek: Strange New Worlds. I did that for ten years. Now I am one of the executive editors for Fiction River and often edit a volume myself. I was nominated five times for the Hugo Award for my editing.

And during all those years being a publisher and editor, I got to talk a lot with writers coming into the business. And all of them were dealing with one myth or another. Often a myth had them stopped cold.

In the late 1990s, Kris and I also started to teach, trying to help professional writers who were stuck to move forward in their careers. We’ve been doing that, as well as teaching online, since. Many, many of the writers we’ve helped were stuck in the myths.

So I hope this book helps you with your writing. I’ll be happy to answer questions on my website at www.deanwesleysmith.com. And I am writing more Killing the Sacred Cows chapters there, so stop by and join in the fun.

 

 

Two Important Points

 

I will repeat this over and over throughout this book. But I want to be clear right up front here.

1… Every writer is different. 

2… And if you can’t enjoy your writing, what is the point?

Now off into the myths of fiction writing. There are a lot of them. 

In this book I’ve tried to take a pretty good shot at the top ten.

Enjoy.

 

—Dean Wesley Smith

January 5, 2014

Lincoln City, Oregon




 

 

 

 

Sacred Cow #1

THERE IS ONLY ONE RIGHT WAY

TO DO ANYTHING IN PUBLISHING

 

 

“That is the only way to do it.”

How often do writers in this business hear that phrase? Some writer or editor or agent telling the young writer to do something as if that something was set in stone. Nope.

The truth is that nothing in this business is set in stone.

Nothing.

And everything is changing so fast, what might have been true three years ago is very bad advice now.

For example, three years or so ago a wonderful new professional writer in one of the workshops here e-mailed a well-written query with ten sample pages and a synopsis of the novel off to an editor in New York from the workshop. The next morning she came out of her room smiling. Overnight, the editor had asked to see the entire book. So being am imp, I went to that publisher’s website and printed off the guidelines, which said in huge letters ”No electronic submissions and absolutely no unagented submissions.”
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