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On Site Research

 

 

 

This last winter I took a road trip from my home on the Oregon Coast to Las Vegas, Nevada. Now that is not a short drive and even longer in the winter, so I hoped to do some writing along the way and maybe while in Las Vegas.

I managed to keep up my blog along the drive and talk about the idea of writing a novel while in Las Vegas while visiting with friends and playing some tournament poker.

It seemed like a fun idea at the time.

Turned out I was right.

So I checked myself into a very nice suite in the Golden Nugget Casino and Hotel in downtown Las Vegas, set up my writing computer on a nice desk in the suite, and then took a walk.

It was a crisp but clear night in Las Vegas, and the parties were going on as always. I left the Fremont Street Experience and headed up Ogden Street toward the Ogden Condos, a huge, block-wide building that towers over downtown Las Vegas. Two of my characters in my novel series Cold Poker Gang have penthouse apartments there.

I figured since I was in Las Vegas, I might as well write a Cold Poker Gang novel. I explored around the Ogden Condos, then walked toward the Strip through a pretty seedy part of town, especially at night.

About ten blocks toward the strip I stopped and looked up at the Stratosphere Casino. I was in such a position that it made me remember the old Landmark Hotel and Casino owned by Howard Hughes and if I had been standing on that corner back in the 1980s I would have been able to see it.

The Landmark used to tower in the air as the highest building in Las Vegas, a replica of the Space Needle in Seattle.

Now I am showing my age. I have been going to Las Vegas since 1972 to play cards, often professionally. And I love the city and I remember clearly exactly where the Landmark had stood.

Standing there on that street corner, I knew instantly I had to write something about the Landmark. So I turned around and headed back to my suite. I had no idea what the plot might be, but I knew it had to do with my two retired detectives who lived in the Ogden and the book would also have something to do with the old Landmark Hotel and Casino.

Now, here, in this issue, you can read Ace High: A Cold Poker Gang Mystery, the results of that walk that night, all written while in a wonderful suite in Las Vegas.

And you can read the entire book made up of all my blog posts about the writing of Ace High: A Cold Poker Gang Mystery.

I sure hope you enjoy the read as much as I did the writing.

—Dean Wesley Smith

May 28, 2017


[image: ]




 

 

Marble Grant, superhero, discovers a lot of training goes along with being dead.

But with the training, she felt like a kid again, only thankfully she didn’t have to start all the way back in diapers.

Just about the point she gets the hang of the basics of being a Ghost Agent, she meets her new partner, Sally Glass, Sim to her friends,

Two hot women ghosts with attitude. What could possibly be better?

 

 

That Old Tingling

 

A Marble Grant Story




 

 

One

 

Who knew that so much training went along with being dead. I felt like a kid again, only I didn’t have to start all the way back in diapers.

But I did have to learn how to use restrooms, since it seemed ghosts had to pee and eat and everything else and for a woman having the lid up on a toilet was a critical factor. I couldn’t lift a lid yet.

One of the very first lessons I learned was to check to see if some woman was in a stall before sticking my head through the stall door to see if the lid was up.

Learned that lesson the hard way. Ugly hard way. I’ll never get that sight or that smell out of my memory. Four hundred pounds, almost nude, and clearly the poor woman had eaten something very, very wrong.

Rotten fish and dead animal under a bridge kind of wrong.

Luckily the poor woman didn’t hear me gasp, cough disgustingly, and stumble back and through the wall and right into the men’s room. Let me tell you, that morning I heard noises from the stalls in that men’s room I didn’t know were possible for a human to make.

A girl could get real traumatized being dead, of that there was no doubt. Jewel said when I returned to the breakfast table that I was almost ghost white. Ghost-white skin didn’t match my purple hair or my bright yellow blouse no matter how dead I was.

I also had to figure out how to eat and start learning how to actually touch something physical and move it. You know, things like toilet lids. My trainers of the dead, Jewel and Tommy, said that would take me time.

As with everything else they taught me, they had been right.

After three months of training, I knew how to control live people, knew how to eat and dress with ghost food and clothing, and could get around pretty well by teleporting, just as I had as a superhero.

I was feeling pretty darned good about it all, actually.

I also had learned more about sex by being inside of people’s heads than I had learned dating men and women both for over a hundred years. Wow, some folks out there really were kinky. I mean I liked to experiment and I sure enjoyed sex, but some of the stuff I saw in people’s minds just made me look away.

Damn tough when you are in a person’s mind, let me tell you.

My best friend of the last hundred years, Patty, who was still alive and a superhero like I used to be before a bullet implanted itself into my forehead, helped me get a nifty and large two-bedroom condo in Las Vegas on the fifth floor of the Ogden Building downtown.

Her boyfriend, Poker Boy, seemed to have more money than Fort Knox and he bought the place and all the furniture and fixtures I wanted, as well as all my clothes.

I kissed him on the cheek and told him I doubted I would ever be able to pay him back. He had just laughed.

Patty told me later that was his embarrassed laugh. Then she told me he would never miss the money in the slightest. Seems Fort Knox couldn’t match his money. Playing poker and investing the money smartly over time had clearly been good for him. Besides, he figured the condo was an investment since I sure couldn’t own it or sell it.

Patty had helped me shop for clothes. Ghosts could take and wear the ghost part of any clothing. But if I actually had the physical clothes hanging in my closet, I could always wear the ghost part of the outfit any time I wanted.

And no damn laundry. I just tossed the dirty clothes in a basket and a day or so later the ghost clothes vanished. They went back and joined their real part in the closet, all neat and fresh just as I bought it for me to use again.

Didn’t get better than that.

So Poker Boy had given me and Patty an unlimited credit card and I now had my bedroom and a hall closet full of brand new clothes and shoes and sexy underwear, even though I doubted the sexy part of the underwear were going to get used any time soon.

The vibrator that Patty helped me buy got used regularly to cure that old tingling, especially when I happened to stumble into an attractive man or woman and read their thoughts and their likes and dislikes in the bedroom.

Those images from those people’s minds made for some good before-sleep fantasy workouts with that vibrator.

Yeah, kind of being a voyeur, I know, but a ghost does what a ghost can do.

I decided to not fill my extra bedroom closet with clothes just yet. Never knew when someone alive or dead would need a guest room. So Patty and I furnished it with a large bed, wooden dresser, and a reading chair with lamp.

One thing for certain, it was great to have rich live friends when a person was a ghost. Made living a ton more comfortable. I had had a nice place in Boise before I died, but nothing like this condo.

Everything in it was ultra modern and clean and the couch and chairs in the living room were actually comfortable. I had dozed off numbers of time already watching movies on that couch.

The kitchen was enough to make me want to learn how to cook, even though I lived in a city with some of the best restaurants in the world I could get food from at any moment.

I had gotten into a habit at night for dinner of going to a new restaurant and bringing back to my place one of their specialties. Something different every night sure kept things interesting in the food department.

The view of the condo was toward the Strip and the balcony had a glass table and five surprisingly comfortable chairs. On warm evenings I usually ate dinner out there, just enjoying the feel of being lucky.

Yeah, I know, I had been killed and I was now a ghost.

Still I felt damn lucky.




 

 

Two

 

I was enjoying one of the sweetest-tasting peach daiquiris on my balcony just before sunset four months after I had died when Jewel and Tommy appeared.

I had yet to jump to get dinner, but I had plans on trying a barbeque plate from a place in the MGM Grand where Patty worked. She said it was wonderful.

Jewel and Tommy both had on their normal jeans, expensive shirt and blouse, and tennis shoes. Together they were the most attractive couple I had ever met. Stunning model-like looks. Tommy had those wide shoulders of a cop and Jewel was thin and trim and always looked perfectly together.

Did I mention they were also two of the smartest people I had ever met as well. Both had higher degrees and Jewel had been a medical doctor. And on top of all that, they were just flat nice people. Go figure.

“Sorry to bother you without checking ahead,” Jewel said. “But we figured you would want to join us.”

I took a long drink of the daiquiri as I stood. “You know me. Always up for an adventure. Where are we headed?”

“Your partner is about to join us,” Jewel said.

“Damn right I want to be there,” I said, laughing.

I had been hearing since almost the moment I discovered I was a ghost that I would have a ghost partner at some point joining me. I knew nothing at all about this person. No one would say a word since the person was still alive. So it had sort of been one of those nagging events coming that I had mostly just put out of my mind.

Jewel smiled. “Then let’s go.”

And the next thing I knew I was standing in a hot, dry desert on the shoulder of a two-lane paved road. The sun looked exactly like it had from my condo balcony, so I figured I was somewhere in the desert southwest.

“We’re fifty miles to the north of Las Vegas,” Tommy said.

The two-lane highway stretched off into the distance in both directions. There was not a building or a soul in sight. A slight breeze was doing some wonderful things with my nipples through my thin blouse and my long purple hair was blowing slightly around my shoulders.

I had on my evening kick-around-the-condo sweat pants and tennis shoes. I certainly hadn’t dressed for this occasion.

We stood there on the edge of the road in the fading light for a good minute with nothing happening.

“We in the wrong place?” I finally asked.

Never was one for just standing and waiting. Another nice thing about being dead, I seldom had to stand and wait for anything.

Tommy pointed to the north. In the distance I could see a single light coming toward us. That would be the first car to pass us since we got here.

Only it became clear fairly quickly that it wasn’t a car, but a motorcycle. And it was moving at an insane speed.

As the motorcycle was about to flash past us, a coyote jumped up from the ditch beside the road and the motorcycle hit the creature square in the side. Neither the poor coyote, or the motorcyclist, had even an instant to react.

I watched as the motorcyclist in black leathers and black wrap-around helmet went sailing past us about thirty feet in the air over our heads.

The impact of the cyclist hitting the road was an awful sound.

The cyclist started doing uncontrolled cartwheels along the pavement.

To one side of us the remains of the coyote landed in two parts.

On the other side of the road the big black motorcycle was doing cartwheels out into the desert brush, flipping parts in all directions like a stripper shedding clothes.

I wanted to be sick.

That accident had to be one of the most horrid things I had ever witnessed.

Hands down the most violent.

Being a superhero in the real estate and hospitality areas didn’t much call for extreme violence.




 

 

Three

 

The three of us stood there on the side of the road without talking. I don’t think any of us had expected the intense violence of that accident. That cyclist must have been going well over a hundred miles per hour.

The body finally slid to a stop about a football field’s distance away from us and a moment later the cyclist in all black, still wearing a helmet, was sitting on a rock to the right of the road closer to us than the body.

“That’s our signal,” Jewel said and led the way as the three of us walked up the road toward the cyclist.

I was working on taking deep breaths, pushing the image of that accident out of my mind so that I could focus forward. This person was supposed to be my future partner. Certainly he or she was someone who liked to take risks.

If nothing else, that might get interesting at times.

The three of us stopped near the cyclist who looked up, face hidden by the black faceplate on the helmet. Then two gloved hands came up and took off the helmet, shaking loose long blonde hair.

Sitting there on the rock, newly dead, was one of the most attractive women I had ever seen. She had deep blue eyes, high cheekbones, and a short nose.

She looked completely stunned and even with that look she was beautiful.

“What happened?” she asked, looking at us.

“You had an accident,” Jewel said.

The woman shook her head and took off her gloves, tucking them into her helmet in a practiced move.

“Not likely. At that speed I would be dead. And I don’t even have a scratch on me.”

None of us said a word. We just let her slowly figure it out for herself.

Finally Jewel introduced the three of us.

“I’m Sally Glass,” the woman said.

“Where are you from?” Jewel asked.

I was impressed at how calm and level Jewel sounded. I was still having trouble getting my heart under control from the violence of that crash and also the beauty of the woman sitting on the rock in front of me.

I was attracted to women as much as I was to men. And clearly Sally was my type.

Also, her name sounded very, very familiar.

The more I looked at Sally under those motorcycle leathers, the more I realized she was about my size and shape at five-eight. That would be helpful in getting her some clothing.

The nagging feeling I knew her kept getting stronger like a bad itch in a place I couldn’t scratch.

“Boise,” Sally said, pointing back north. “Wanted to spend a few days in Vegas and clear my head a little.

“I was from Boise,” I said, working to keep my voice as calm as I could. “I worked real estate there among other things.”

Sally nodded. “Banks and construction, among other things. And you look very familiar.”

“I was thinking the same for you,” I said.

Jewel glanced at me and nodded. She was about to say something when Patty appeared.

I suddenly felt very relieved that a real live person was here.

“Patty,” Sally said, standing and sounding happy.

“Hi, Sim,” Patty said.

The two women stepped toward each other hugged on the edge of the road.

“I was hoping to get to see you on this trip,” Sim said.

The moment Patty said “Sim” I knew who this woman was. She was also a superhero in the banking side. Patty had always talked about getting the three of us together at some point, but it had never happened. Seems Sim and Patty had met about fifty years ago when Sim became a superhero.

But now we had finally met, in the middle of the desert, with Sim’s broken body crumpled in a pile beside the road about fifty steps away.

“So what is this all about?” Sim asked.

“You had an accident,” Patty said.

“That’s what they—Oh, crap, I’m a Ghost Agent.”

Sim suddenly looked like she needed to sit down again and Patty moved to Sim’s right and I went to her left side and we braced her.

“You are a Ghost Agent now,” Jewel said. “Tommy, Marble, and I are all three Ghost Agents. Marble is also a superhero like you.”

“I’m dead?” Sim asked. “Really dead?”

Jewel nodded and pointed to the body.

Sim looked around until she spotted her own body and then nodded. “I knew there was no way I could survive an accident at that speed. Did you see it? Must have been spectacular.”

“Violent,” I said, enjoying holding her up a little more than I probably should have at that moment. “And I’m afraid to say the coyote you hit didn’t make it either.”

Sim laughed and shook her head.

“So you hungry?” Jewel asked.

Sim frowned. “I was really hungry before all this. One of the reasons I was going so fast. And I still am. Do ghosts eat?”

“Take it from a newly-made Ghost Agent as well,” I said. “We do eat and everything tastes better than you can imagine.”

Jewel and Tommy both nodded to that.

Sim looked at me, then nodded. “You were killed in a double murder in an alley in Boise about four months ago. Right?”

I nodded.

“I remember when that happened and was surprised Patty wasn’t more upset than she was when I heard it was you.”

I laughed. “She’s been helping me. Wait until you see the condo she and Poker Boy got me to live in.”

“Can’t wait,” Sim said and smiled at me.

I damn near melted right there in the desert. Working with this woman was going to be heaven. And if she didn’t like women as a sexual partner, my poor vibrator would get a regular workout.

Patty looked at me. “All right if Sim borrows something to wear?”

I laughed. “Never a problem. I think we bought me more than enough.”

Patty turned to Jewel and Tommy. “How about the three of us meet you at the Golden Nugget buffet in fifteen minutes.”

“We’ll be there,” Jewel and Tommy said and vanished.

A moment later we were out of the slight wind of the desert and in my condo.

The idea of getting to help train Sim to be a Ghost Agent over the next months had me excited to say the least. But watching her strip naked in my bedroom topped any thought of that being the most exciting.

Her body was amazingly like mine. Thin hips and small breasts. Only she was a natural blonde where I was a complete brunette when I didn’t color my hair one color or another.

And we were almost exactly the same height.

I showed her how to turn on the water in the bathroom so she could take a quick shower. When she came out with wet hair and a towel around her, she looked even more stunning.

“Kind of strange how the towel still just stays on the rack in there while I dry off with this same towel.

“Everything has a ghost component,” I said. “Jewel and Tommy will explain everything.”

“Wait until you taste the ghost component of food,” I said. “Better than anything you have ever tasted.”

“I am so starved right now cardboard might taste good,” she said and dropped the towel to start to get dressed.

I had to turn away or simply melt into a puddle, she was that beautiful.

And I was that horny.

The only slight imperfection she had was a scar on one hip that someday I would ask her about, but not tonight.

Later that night, as Sim changed clothes once again to get ready for bed in my guestroom, I decided seeing her naked was by far the most exciting thing of the day.

By a long ways.

Two hours later, when she knocked on my bedroom door and came in and asked me to hold her, I knew from here the days would just get better.

I had considered myself lucky as it was.

But I remembered that first night after I had died being scared and uncertain about everything. I wish Sim had been there to hold me.

But now I could hold her.

And that was all that mattered.

I had just gotten factors luckier to have her as a partner.

We fell asleep in each other’s arms.

And she never used the guest bedroom again.

Dead or alive, that would have been just fine with me.

But honestly, being dead made it even better.
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Bradford Borne loved rainy, April nights.

He loved to move the body of his dead wife on rainy April nights every year.

He loved how the rain hid his work, covered his tracks, protected him.

But on Bryant Street, even a simple task like moving a body becomes twisted.

 

 

The Man Who Laughed on a Rainy Night

 

A Bryant Street Story




 

 

Bradford Borne stood in the Oregon rain in front of his three-bedroom ranch-style home in the suburbs of Portland. On his right was the flowering plum tree his wife Radella had planted fifteen years before, the year before she died.

Actually, he had planted it on her insistence. She had sat in a lawn chair eating chips while he had done the work.

But now, to protect against the rain, he wore his dark raincoat and a wide-brimmed rain hat, rain pants over his normal tan slacks, and shoe protectors over his brown leather dress shoes. The rain didn’t even touch his glasses. He was completely protected from the storm and the chill evening air of late April.

The homes along Bryant Street were silent in the late hours, the blinds pulled on every home, the televisions flickering light to dark and then light again, shadows projected against the windows indicating all his neighbors were in their normal evening zombie state.

The rain also made seeing very far difficult, so he was convinced no one would see him at all. And this time of night on a weeknight, most every one of his neighbors was home in routine. No chance a stray car would pass by tonight.

And the sound of the rain would cover and dampen any sounds he happened to make.

A perfect night to move his dead wife Radella.

Soft ground from the spring rains, no one to see him.

Perfect. Just perfect.

This would be the tenth or maybe eleventh time he had moved Radella in fifteen years. He sometimes couldn’t remember.

The first time was because of a sewer issue with the city. Two years after he had buried her the first time, the city needed to run a sewer line to get everyone in the subdivision off their septic tanks. To connect to his home, the new sewer line would run right through where he had buried Radella.

So he dug her up one rainy, muddy night, dealt with the mess, and moved her to the other side of the garage. It had been a long and horrid night.

But as the months went by after that night, he realized he had actually enjoyed the task. He had enjoyed the fear of getting caught, the physical stress and the labor. It had made him feel alive again, something he hadn’t felt since the first year of marriage to Radella.

And since the night he had buried her in the first place.

So the following year, again in April, he moved her again, this time to the back corner of his fenced-in backyard, making sure he left no signs at all of anything being disturbed.

He felt so alive after that second time that he ended up meeting a new love of his life.

The official story was that Radella had left, gone back east. He had filed for divorce and faked her signature and was free of her legally. No one really asked about her.

So he married Marilyn that fall and by April Marilyn was going the same way as Radella had gone. Eating, not interested in much of anything but television, yelling at him for every little slight or misstep.

In six months after their marriage, he had become her house slave, the short little man who went to work, earned the money, and then waited on her when he got home.

In late April of that first year of his marriage to Marilyn, she took a five-day trip back to Florida to visit family and he took the opportunity to move Radella again, giving himself that new feeling of life.

By the following April he was almost dead again, his emotions shut down, his caring for life gone.

So on a dark, rainy April night, as Marilyn slept, he smothered her with a plastic bag and buried her in the yard.

He didn’t bury her close to Radella. It was a very large backyard with a high wooden fence around it all. Lots and lots of room back there.

Then, when Marilyn’s family in Florida asked about her a month later, Bradford had said she had left him with a man named Roger and he knew she was planning on driving to Florida. They didn’t seem surprised and said they had never understood what he had seen in her.

He had filed divorce papers and forged her name and they never found her.

And again, no one really ever asked about her. He clearly made poor choices when it came to love.

Or maybe the choice was to marry someone just like that. He could never figure that out.

In late April of that same year, he moved Radella again, trying his best to get some feeling and zest back.

It worked.

So every April, like celebrating an anniversary, he moved Radella one rainy night and Marilyn another.

Neither Marilyn nor Radella had been a light woman on the days of their deaths. Radella had topped over three hundred pounds without clothes and Marilyn had been close to that. Now after all the years wrapped in plastic and tarps, neither woman had gotten lighter.

And Bradford hadn’t gotten any younger or stronger.

Bradford was a tiny man by anyone’s standards. He owned and ran his own small grocery store just one mile from his home and he had met both Radella and Marilyn when they were still thin.

Radella’s death had been different from Marilyn’s. He hadn’t actually killed her. Not exactly, anyway. One day, as he was serving Radella dinner, she choked on a large bite of steak, medium rare as she liked it, and he sat and watched her die. He didn’t feel guilty or sad or anything. In four years she had killed any part of him that showed that kind of emotion.

So he had wrapped her in a large plastic sheet, securing both ends completely. Then wrapped her in another plastic sheet and secured it solidly as well. That evening, actually, was the most he had touched her since their honeymoon.

He left her the next day in the pantry and bought a very heavy tarp and brought it home with him that night. He wrapped her in that and tied it securely with rope.

That night it rained and the digging was easy, and it made him feel alive but he didn’t notice until he had had to move her because of the sewer problem.

Now it was April again. It was a dark, rainy night. It was time.

He laughed and took one more look up and down the deserted street. Tonight he would move them both on the same night. How much fun would that be?

He got his shovel and went to where he had buried Radella last year and started to dig, carefully cutting away the sod so he could replace it later. His plan was to move Radella to the back side of the house near the back deck, then move Marilyn into the hole Radella had spent a year in.

He had a tarp beside the hole for the dirt and the rain splattering on the tarp was almost hypnotic.

He was paying no attention at all, just enjoying the feeling of the work and the rain when he suddenly realized he was too deep.

Radella wasn’t here.

He was sure he had buried her right there last April. But she wasn’t there and a very dead, very heavy woman wrapped in plastic and a tarp didn’t just vanish.

He stopped and walked around the large backyard. In fifteen years she had been in eleven places. Or was that just ten. He was getting confused clearly on where in the large backyard she was.

Ahh, well, he would at least move Marilyn tonight.

He finished preparing the hole he had dug, then went over to the end of the wooden fence to the left of his home, near his bedroom window, and started digging, again putting the sod carefully aside and the dirt on another tarp.

And again he got too deep.

Marilyn wasn’t there.

For a moment he felt panic, something he hadn’t felt in decades. How could he forget where he buried both of his wives?

He once again walked around the backyard trying to jog his memory from last April.

Or was that the April before?

All the Aprils seemed to run together. Had he not been able to find them last April either?

Finally he went and sat in the rain on his back step, letting the water running off his hat calm him.

Then, after a few minutes, he just started to laugh.

Both ex-wives lost. They were here somewhere, he was sure of that, but where was the question.

He sat and just laughed as the rain poured over him, clearing the air, softening the ground, making it a perfect night.

He honestly didn’t need to know this year where they were. Next April he would try again to see if he could find them.

Laughing to himself, he went back to work filling in both holes, patting down the sod, cleaning up what dirt had gotten off the tarp by hosing down the lawn in the rain.

When he was all done, you almost couldn’t tell any work had been done in those two areas and the rain was starting to ease just slightly.

He cleaned and put away his shovel, cleaned off the tarps and hung them to dry in his tool shed. Then he went in his back door and took off his rain gear.

He felt tired, but alive.

Very much alive.

Alive enough to get through another year.

He started a pot of coffee and stood in the window and watched the rain while it brewed, smiling to himself.

Next April he would find them.

And move them both.

They were out there somewhere.

He was sure of that.

And that was all that mattered.
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One of the most prolific writers in modern fiction writing shows you how he does it.

Author of over one-hundred-and-fifty novels, USA Today bestselling writer Dean Wesley Smith gives an intimate day-to-day, minute-by-minute account of how he wrote a full novel in five days while traveling.

From tips on how to prepare for the writing to what to do when the trip gets in the way, Dean deals with it all. A moment-by-moment account of what it feels like to write a novel in five days while traveling.

And yes, he wrote this book while writing the novel. A don’t-miss read into the mind of a prolific and bestselling fiction writer.

 

 

 

Writing a Novel in Five Days While Traveling




 

Author Note

These chapters, including the introduction were written as blog posts on my blog starting on January 9th and ending on January 16th, 2017, with an epilogue blog two days later.

Not only do I talk about the writing, but about the trip itself and the writing experience and my worries.

I hope that if you are thinking of trying to write while traveling that this book of blog posts will help you.

I sure had fun.




 

 

 

 

INTRODUCTION

Yup. A crazy idea. Especially considering I have not once been successful at writing while traveling.

How’s that for a negative start?

So I figured it was about time to teach myself how to do this and as I figure it out I might as well write this nonfiction book as well as the novel.

Win—win. If I pull it off.

Otherwise, it will be an entertaining failure for you all to watch right out here in public.

And what’s really silly is that I will be doing all my normal e-mail, normal workshop stuff, and still doing the CFO job for WMG while I am gone. I will be cutting nothing out.

Yup, nothing will seem different from your end except the content of these blogs.

So if you have questions or want to sign up for a workshop, feel free. I will be doing all my normal computer work every day, three times per day.

 

Some Considerations to Start

Today is Sunday and I will not start the novel until Wednesday. But I am doing these nonfiction introduction chapters each night ahead of that while traveling.

My first consideration in getting ready for something this crazy is that I do not have a laptop computer. I have an old iPad, but don’t use it much at all anymore.

I use massive Mac computers with second screens. I have three set-ups like that. One for my internet at home, one for my writing computer, and one in my WMG office.

So as this trip got near, I thought about buying myself a laptop and then carrying a second screen and keyboard with it. Good idea until I realized how silly that was. I would be carrying a second screen, so I could just carry my large Mac just as easily.

So this morning around 10 a.m. I put a pillow in the back seat of my car (a very smooth-riding Cadillac CTS), carried my big internet computer out and put it on the pillow, screen toward the seat. Put another pillow between the screen and the seat and then covered the entire thing with a blanket and strapped it in with a seat belt.

Easy and it rode like a charm.

The real advantage of driving: I can pack as much as I want. And I don’t much care for flying these days, so driving is more fun anyway.

So now I am sitting in front of my big internet computer in a really nice hotel suite somewhere south of Eureka, CA. I have just finished doing all the work for the coast anthology workshop and got out the next story for the writers to write.

And I have answered all my e-mail earlier and am now writing this introduction.

This desk and chair is actually as comfortable as my chair at home after I put two pillows under me to get me to the right height.

 

Why Do It This Way?

I think trick number one in trying to write while traveling is to be comfortable. If you normally write on a laptop, do that. I normally write on a big screen, so I am doing that.

Again, many writers have learned how to do this. I have never done any writing while traveling. So some of this stuff I am discovering might seem logical if you write and travel. I am always up for tips in the comments. (grin)

If I had to fly, I never would have considered doing this.

 

What to Prepare?

Since I am doing this blog every night on how to do this (or how to fail at it in spectacular fashion) I had Allyson at WMG mock-up a cover for this nonfiction book. That is for decoration here and also to keep me motivated.

Second, since I never write with any outline or anything, I figured I would at least pick a title and a series to write in to give myself a jump. And since all five days of writing this will be while I am hanging around with friends and playing poker in Las Vegas, I might as well pick a series set in Vegas.

I have two series that are set in Vegas: Poker Boy and the Cold Poker Gang mysteries. Poker Boy is in the book I stopped writing to do this, so that left the Cold Poker Gang mystery novels. (Couldn’t make it easy on myself, could I?)

The two characters in the last novel live about three blocks from where I will be staying, so that will be fun. I came up with a title for the novel and Allyson did a mock-up cover for me which I really, really love.

I have no plot or even idea for the book and won’t until I sit down to write. Not even going to give it a thought. But if you are trying something like this, it might be an idea to plan ahead a little or work on a project you have already started.

So now, after nine hours of driving today, I have another nine hours tomorrow and then a bunch of assignments for workshops to do.

 

The Traveling Three Days Before Starting a Novel

Since this is a book about travel, I figure I had better detail out each day a little.

I left Lincoln City on the Oregon Coast about 10:30 a.m.

Storms were burying Portland and the I-5 corridor in ice and I-84 was shut down. So my only safe choice was to hug the coast going south to stay out of most of the mountains.

I learned today that my memory of making that drive twenty years ago wasn’t accurate. Going down the Redwood Highway (101) in torrential rains was not fun in the slightest. The weather people called it an “atmospheric river of moisture” and it was. Wow.

I stopped four times along the way, once in Newport, once in Florence, once in Coos Bay, and once in Eureka. Took about nine hours.

In the summer that would be a two-day drive because of traffic, but thankfully I had none today. No one was stupid enough to be on the roads today but me, I guess.

The drive down the Oregon Coast was stunningly beautiful, even in the winter and pouring rain. I forgot how really beautifully alien and remote this part of this country is. If you have time, worth seeing, folks. But caution, this is a long, long ways from anywhere.

Checked in, got my computer set up, got some snacks to eat, did my e-mail, and then watched television for a while until it was time to do workshop stuff and then write this.

So tomorrow another nine hours of driving.

I will have chapter one of this nonfiction book tomorrow night from farther south on this crazy trip.

Onward.




 

CHAPTER ONE

Second day of traveling and I will be starting the novel in two days. So doing introduction and preparation chapters first for the nonfiction book as I go along.

A sort of writing travel book.

Sort of.

Besides the cover and the series the novel will be in, do I have anything plotted out for the novel? Nope.

Not a thing and I’m not going to, actually. I didn’t even think about it once today.

But I have done a few basic preparations besides making sure I had a computer with me that I could write on.

But before I get to those helpful hints, let me tell you about my second day of travel. After all, that’s part of this book, how travel influences the writing of two books.

Yes, that’s right, I am writing two books. These chapters will become the nonfiction book and then I will also write a novel in five days if all things work out.

And yes, we will also bundle both the nonfiction book and the novel together at some point and have them both in Smith’s Monthly, of course. I suppose that will make it a third book. (grin)

 

The Second Day

Today started off with a panic, actually.

I got up early, ahead of my alarm and glanced out the window to see if it was still raining. I had spent the night on the third floor in a nice suite hotel to the south of Eureka, CA. I intended to go back to bed for another hour or so.
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