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THE NOUGHTS

I pretty much swore off short fiction during the noughts, but the insane post-40 productivity continued.

2000

I guess you could call this my Cemetery Dance year.

I started off writing the first two Sims novellas back to back, finished them, then sent them to Rich Chizmar. I wanted to keep rolling on the story but I was under contract to deliver the fifth Repairman Jack novel in the fall, so that took precedence. I decided to call it Hosts.

The Conspiracies trade edition was published in February and Dark Delicacies, the famous Burbank bookstore, flew me out for a signing. Afterward I sat down with Craig Spector and Richard Christian Matheson who convinced me to throw some of my backlist in with their new publishing venture, Stealth Press. It didn’t take much convincing: Pat LoBrutto was the editor and they wanted to put my old sf back into print. Pat was one of the editors with Doubleday back in the 1970s who first bought those novels for publication. (Amazing how the wheel turns.) What else did I have to hear?

On the movie front, Universal hired a guy named Scott Nimerfro to rewrite Craig Spector’s Repairman Jack script. I thought Craig’s was fine, but what do I know? Since things seemed to be flowing smoothly, I okayed another option renewal. By June the Nimerfro rewrite was “not quite there yet.” In October, while out in LA for an All the Rage signing at Dark Delicacies, I had breakfast with producers Barry Rosenbush and Bill Borden who told me that Nimerfro was out, Beacon had scrapped all scripts, and they were looking for a new writer. They eventually hired a guy named Trevor Sands. I didn’t know it then, but this was the beginning of a recurring scenario.

Sims-1 (“La Causa”) was published in July and quickly sold out. I finished a draft of Hosts in September and started in on Sims-3.

Here I ran into a bit of a problem. I hadn’t fully outlined the series (I’m one of those anal types who likes to travel with a map, but here I thought I’d indulge in a tightrope-without-a-safety-net approach), and now when I went back to the story I discovered things I wished I’d put in the first two novellas. But it was too late: “La Causa” was in print and the second, “The Portero Method,” was on its way.

So I adjusted. I finished the third, “Meerm,” by mid-October and “Zero” by early December. “The Portero Method” had yet to appear.

By now a number of the regulars on the repairmanjack.com Forum had become so close and were in contact so often in virtual space that they decided to get together in person (“meatspace,” as it’s now called). They chose the last weekend in October in Baltimore for what they called the “Grand Unification” (after the story cross-reference graphic on the website). I shocked them by driving down and joining them for dinner on Saturday night. (How could I not? One fellow had come all the way from England.) Great fun, great people. They love each other like family and I feel like a proud father for having brought them together. Years later, one of the organizers would ask me to give her away in marriage. The GU, as it’s called, became a (sort of) annual event, and each year it got a little bigger.

All the Rage was published in October, The Christmas Thingy from Cemetery dance in November, and the Stealth Press reprint of Healer in December.

Two new novels, a novella, and a Christmas story published, plus my first novel, Healer, resurrected. But no new short story.

2001

A nothing-special year.

Beacon wanted to extend the film option on The Tomb for eighteen months this time. I gathered that Trevor Sands was not wowing anyone with his rewrite. It occurred to me to say no. I’d signed the original option when there had been only one Repairman Jack novel. Now there were four and a fifth due soon. My agent was getting calls from one studio or production company after another asking about film rights to Jack. I could auction them for a tidy piece of change. And if not for Barry Rosenbush, a true believer since the 1980s in putting Jack on the screen, I would have. Instead we renegotiated a few points and I signed.

I finished the last Sims novella and handed in volumes 3, 4, and 5 to Cemetery Dance in a single package. Then I started Repairman Jack #6. The working title was Spirits which I later changed to The Haunted Air.

Sims-2 was being held up by delayed art but Rich assured me that all five parts would be published within the next twelve months.

I’d optioned the “Midnight Mass” novella to a local fellow named Tony Mandile who accomplished something I hadn’t thought possible at the time: He came up with half a million in financing and began shooting his film. (see Midnight Mass in Other Media below)

The paperback of All the Rage was a September release, followed by the Hosts hardcover in October. Both tanked for a devastating reason: I was in Nantucket, speeding through the last quarter of The Haunted Air, when Bin Laden’s Islamic goons destroyed the World Trade Towers. Like everyone else, I was a long, long time recovering from the shock (but not the rage—that’s a keeper). When I finally returned to The Haunted Air I found myself, for the first time in my life, unable to write. Thriller fiction seemed so… pointless. Who was I kidding? I was a piker. Nothing I put on paper could hold a candle to present-day reality. But I pushed into it. I wasn’t writing about the real world. In the novel I was in control. I could make sure the bad guys got what they deserved. I took some comfort from that.

2002

I finished The Haunted Air in January—two months late. I immediately started on the Midnight Mass novel.

Meanwhile my agent had found a publisher for The Fifth Harmonic.

On the movie front, I’d heard that studio head Army Bernstein had written his own Repairman Jack script and sent it out to a number of directors. Chuck Russell (The Scorpion King) and Jim Gillespie (I Know What You Did Last Summer) reportedly told him they were Repairman Jack fans and that the Jack in this script was not the guy they knew. Whatever. I was fed up. I let it be known that there’d be no new option for Beacon.

In May I was impaneled as a judge for the World Fantasy Award. More than two hundred books and magazines would arrive at my door over the next few months.

In July I finished Midnight Mass (the novel) and jumped into Gateways the following week. I didn’t want to deliver late again.

In the summer Beacon Films got a Repairman Jack script they loved from a writer named Chris Morgan (a longtime Jack fan). A day before the option ran out they triggered their right to buy. They now owned film rights to my guy. It was a bittersweet situation: I received a nice fat check but I’d lost control of my novel and my character. Repairman Jack now belonged to someone else.

Sims-3 (“Meerm”) was published in August, and The Haunted Air in October.

In November I was wined and dined by the Beacon folks, invited to the premiere of their latest film, The Emperor’s Club, and told that Touchstone’s projected budget for Repairman Jack was in the $70-80-million dollar range. Nothing but open road ahead, baby.

Yeah, right.

2003

Finally, a year with a short story—two, in fact.

I finished Gateways in mid-January—late again. Luckily David Hartwell wanted no significant changes.

I immediately began outlining Repairman Jack #8—I had no title yet.

In March I was approached by Tom and Elizabeth Monteleone about doing special limited, uniform editions of my six Adversary Cycle novels. I thought it was a great idea. We started with The Keep. They sent me the scans and I began to proof the pages. I was pleased to see how well the novel held up after more than two decades—much better than The Tomb. But I couldn’t help tweaking the prose.

Out in Hollywood Touchstone was looking for a guy to play Repairman Jack—a name who could “open” the film. They weren’t finding any. Hugh Jackman was everyone’s pick but between Van Helsing and his upcoming Broadway show, he was unavailable. Some folks talked about the Rock, others Vin Diesel. I damn near had a heart attack. Here’s this character who’s so average looking he can slip through a crowd completely unnoticed, and they wanted the Rock or Diesel? Come on!

Months passed and still no actor for Jack.

Sims the novel was published in April and went back to press for two more printings. The last two novellas still hadn’t appeared from Cemetery Dance.

In July, I was hanging at NECon with Tom and Elizabeth Monteleone and they were telling me about this Little Book series of one-author collections they’d started for their Borderlands Press. They’d already published The Little Red Book of Vampire Stories, but they needed more colors and descriptions. As a joke I looked at the beige ceiling and said, “Beige…The Little Beige Book of Nondescript Stories.” They said, “Great! And you’re doing it!”

Touchstone and Beacon appeared to be at an impasse. Touchstone wouldn’t go ahead with the big budget without an opener star and they couldn’t get one to fit the part. So Beacon brought Chris Morgan back to downsize the huge finish of the script and bring it closer to the book; this way they’d be able to lower the budget to where Touchstone would let them choose the right actor for Jack.

Meanwhile I was chugging away on the yet-to-be-titled Repairman Jack #8 and loving it. It became Crisscross. I finished it in October and immediately started in on a relatively gentle medical mystery—pretty much a cozy titled RXShock—starring a young female family practitioner in a small town. Crisscross had been so unrelentingly grim and dark that I needed a change of pace, something light and fluffy to clear the gloom. Writing that took me through the end of the year.

November saw the almost simultaneous publication of The Fifth Harmonic and Gateways.

Three new novels published in a single calendar year. A new record for me.

2004

With a draft of the cozy done (something was missing), I began outlining Repairman Jack #9. His time I had a title from the get-go: Infernal.

While signing at a Manhattan Barnes and Noble I was approached by a comic book artist named Matthew Dow Smith. He wanted to develop some of my work into graphic novels. I told him he could pitch around and see if anyone was interested. I never shrink from finding a new audience for my stories. By the end of the year we agreed with IDW to do The Keep as a five-issue series which would later be combined into a graphic novel: I would script and Matt would illustrate. I was looking forward to this. This graphic novel would show what the movie coulda-shoulda been.

Both Sims and Gateways were nominated for 2004 Prometheus Award. Sims won and I traveled to the World SF Convention in Boston to accept the award from the Libertarian Futurist Society. As glad as I was to see my novel recognized for its sense of life and defense of human dignity—and asking what exactly does “human” mean?—I experienced no thrill of victory. Maybe because at this stage in my career awards didn’t mean much. It’s an honor to be in the running, to have people who care about reading and writing find worth in my work, but the awards themselves… I’ll certainly accept them if offered, but I no longer see much point in them.

Midnight Mass was published in April but I put off my signing at Dark Delicacies until May, during the Electronic Entertainment Expo (E3) in LA. Beacon wanted to arrange a meeting between me and Hideo Kojima, the genius who created the Metal Gear Solid series of videogames. Hideo is a major Repairman Jack fan and wants to do a Jack videogame. Beacon owns the gaming rights, so Kojima-san has to go through them.

We had lunch at Ivy at the Shore in Santa Monica, one of those places where the elite meet to eat and greet. Saw lots of familiar faces from films and TV that I couldn’t put a name to. (I’m awful at names.)

Kojima and I have since become friends. He sends me his latest games as they come out. I’d send him books but he doesn’t speak English. We meet for dinner when he comes to New York.

Somewhere around midyear I did an extensive edit on The Tomb for the Borderlands Press limited edition—excised a lot of extraneous prose. They published the leaner, cleaner, meaner version under my original title, Rakoshi.

In November I returned to LA for another Dark Delicacies signing (Crisscross, this trip). While there I met with folks from Lionsgate TV who wanted to adapt Sims into a mini-series. Over the next few weeks the screenwriter, producer, and I discussed changes in the storyline to make Sims fit a four-hour, two-night format. I was okay with all of them. In fact, one of them struck me as brilliant.

So it was decided: Lionsgate would option Sims and pitch it to the networks come January. (The Sci-Fi Channel appeared to be the best fit.) LG-TV seemed sanguine about placing it but I wasn’t on the train yet. I’ve learned over the years to wait until the check clears, and even then don’t consider it a lock.

About that time Steve Spruill pointed out a major glitch in Infernal, so I went deep into revision mode.

Then I proofed Reborn for the Borderlands Press edition. I hadn’t read it since 1989 and had forgotten its wild finale. Wow. Some over-the-top scenes. I wonder if I’d do the same now.

For the few of you who haven’t heard my decades-long whine, listen: In 1983 Paramount released “The Keep,” a film by Michael Mann (yes, that Michael Mann) that happened to share a title and not much else with my novel. A dreadful movie. I learned from a number of sources that Paramount Home Entertainment planned to issue a DVD version late in November with no commentary track. To remedy that I took matters into my own hands by recording an unauthorized commentary track. Along for the ride were Douglas E. Winter (critic, biographer, novelist, columnist for Video Watchdog) and David J. Schow (novelist and screenwriter—e.g., “The Crow” and others), both acerbic wits with strong opinions about the film. We invited Mann’s input but he passed. (Heh.)

We didn’t exactly trash the film, but we were hard on it—justifiably so. We called the commentary The Keep Chronicle (Dude, Where’s My Book?) and planned to release it in a double CD package to be played along with the film. We even had a deal with Pascal Records in LA. Then we learned that the release was put off indefinitely. Some say Mann blocked it, some say there are rights problems with the Tangerine Dream soundtrack.

Well, they can run but they can’t hide. When Paramount does release it, we’ll be ready.

2005

Call this the Year of Hollywoodus Interruptus

It started off well enough. The chairwoman of the 2005 World Horror Convention called to inform me that I’d been elected this year’s Grand Master. That meant joining the likes of Bloch, Bradbury, Matheson, King, and Straub. Cool. Very cool.

Did my first weekend as an instructor at the Borderlands Boot Camp for Writers. Lots of work for all concerned, but apparently the grunts found it worthwhile. I certainly did. I’ve never taken a writing workshop let alone taught one, but when I returned to my own work in progress afterward I found myself guilty of many of the passive voice/constructions and pleonasms I’d been flagging in the grunts’ work. I learned a lot from Bootcamp.

IDW (the company doing The Keep graphic novel) was planning a new anthology comic modeled on the old Creepy and Eerie magazines of yore (“yore” being the Hindi word for mid-1960s). They were calling it Doomed and asked me to adapt one of my short stories for it. I chose my nasty, bitter Hollywood horror, “Cuts.” They liked it so much they asked me to adapt three more. Over the next few months I scripted “Slasher,” “Pelts,” and “Faces.” After they appear in Doomed, all four stories will be combined into a graphic mini-collection.

On the Hollywood front, Beacon hired Joel Fields to rework the Repairman Jack script. (He later went on to be writer/producer on Rizzoli & Isles, The Americans, and Fosse/Verdon.) I met with Joel in NYC and we talked character. He seemed to have a firm grasp on Jack and I had a good feeling about the work he’d do. After many meetings with the studio and a number of rewrites, he was able to deliver a new script by the end of the year.

Elsewhere in Hollywood, Lionsgate-TV pitched the Sims mini-series to the Sci-Fi Channel. After a four-week wait, they passed. Even so, I was told the project was still very much alive (everyone was still “very excited”—excited is a word you hear ad nauseam in Hollywood) but I wasn’t buying. No surprise: The Sims mini-series died with a whimper.

I got busy on Repairman Jack #10. The delivery date had been moved from December up to September. I had to start cranking. Once again, I was lost as to a title. With the deadline fast approaching, I was going to make the delivery date, but still had no title. I offered a few story points on the repairmanjack.com Forum and asked for suggestions. Lisa Krause came up with Harbingers, which I thought was perfect. She was honored in the acknowledgments. (See, it pays to hang out at the Forum.)

Then Hollywood came a-calling on two fronts.

First, an offer from Showtime’s Masters of Horror to adapt “Pelts” for its second season. A fellow named Matt Venne did a great script.

Next, an offer from Twentieth Century Fox TV to develop The Touch into a TV series. Kevin Falls (writer-producer of shows like Sports Night, Arliss, West Wing) would be the show runner.

Kevin and I had a lot of contact—calls, emails, dinner—over the next few months. We discussed the changes necessary to turn the book into a series and all were fine with me. ABC approved the outline for the pilot. The network was very “excited.” (The “e” word again.) He sent me the pilot script in December and I loved it. So did the development people at ABC. Now it went to the head honchos for the greenlight decision. We were competing against 90 pilot scripts, of which only 12 would be shot. We wouldn’t hear until sometime in January.

So the 2005 scorecard ran something like this: All writing obligations successfully completed; one TV mini-series shot down; a TV movie, a TV series, and a theatrical film still in the air.

And all I could do was wait.

2006

Finished my revision of Nightworld for the Borderlands limited edition. A dozen-plus years since I’d looked at it and I’d sort of forgotten all the horrors I piled on, one after another, all against the backdrop of the daylight’s ticking clock. Where do I come up with this stuff?

Kevin Falls emailed to say that ABC passed on his pilot script for The Touch. I asked if he could show it somewhere else, but apparently ABC must release the script and that’s unlikely. Years ago they passed on something called “CSI” and released the script to CBS (heh-heh); they haven’t released many scripts since. C’est la guerre. A week later—whiplash time—this from Kevin Falls: “ABC wants to meet again on The Touch. They like it a lot, want to discuss more obstacles.” (Yet another reason why writers die drunk or go mad.)

Started Repairman Jack #11 (Bloodline).

Word from Matt Venne that Dario Argento has signed on to direct “Pelts” for Showtime’s “Masters of Horror.”

Authors at Sea: Sent by my publisher on an extremely well-run cruise during which I put on six pounds. (With hot pastrami sandwiches every day to hold me over between lunch and dinner, what did I expect?) Mostly romance writers and readers with a smattering of us thriller types, but fun folks. I meet the amazingly talented and prolific Heather Graham and it’s the start of a long friendship.

I attend the inaugural Thrillerfest in Phoenix where Blake Crouch and I are both drummers for the “Killer Thriller Band” along with David Morrell, John Lescroart, Michael and Daniel Palmer, and Heather Graham. What a kick.

In September, Elstercon flies me to Leipzig, East Germany to be a writer guest along with Tim Powers, Joe, Lansdale, Brian Lumley, and John Clute. Great time. Still awestruck by the Völkerschlachtdenkmal.

Harbingers squeaks onto the NY Times extended bestseller list on Oct. 8. This is Jack’s first time on the list since The Tomb, and his very first time in hardcover (he tends to be a paperback favorite).

In October I speak to the writers’ group at CIA headquarters. It’s a pretty cool place. I can see why they call it The Company—it’s just like one. It has softball teams and a knitting club, and even a writers’ group. Spent about an hour doing Q&A on all sorts of topics. Nice people. I’d go again.

12/6—I enter NY-Presbyterian Hospital for open heart surgery to repair a leaking mitral valve. They tell me it’s probably been defective since I was born but made itself known only over the past few years. The surgery goes fine but my lung collapses after I get home and I have to go back so they can insert a chest tube (an experience that rockets to #1 on my Top Ten List of Things I Never Want To Do Again), and drain off a liter of bloody fluid.

I end the year at home, reasonably comfortable, writing, getting back into a little exercise, and hoping this chapter is permanently behind me.

2007

I start the first Repairman Jack young adult novel, Secret Histories. I’m psyched about this trilogy—lots of fun things planned, lots of cameos by characters from other books.

Tor flew me out to Chicago (actually a suburb called Romeoville) to sign paperbacks for Levy Home Entertainment, a major book distributor. I spent 2 days in their warehouse signing 1536 copies each of Hosts, Gateways, Crisscross and Infernal. A total of 6,144 in 9:15 hours.

At the NY ComiCon as a member of the “Masters of Horror” panel with Mick Garris, Stuart Gordon, Jeffrey Combs, Jon Landis, and Dennis Paoli. They asked me out to dinner with them afterward but I beg off—other plans.

With the subject line “Repaired Man Jack,” Chris Morgan sent me the latest script as I was leaving for Horrorfind. I read the script while in Baltimore and I love it. It’s the Jack we know and (I assume) love, folks. Barry Rosenbush (in Utah filming High School Musical 2) asked me to go through it and pick every nit I could find, so that’s what I did. Sent in 5 pages of nits (mostly nuances and gun stuff) and how I think they can be fixed.

Beacon’s happy with Chris’s script and are putting together a director-cast package to take it to a studio. They’ve been talking to Ryan Reynolds who read the script and wants to play Jack. Now to get a director.

Finished Secret Histories and sent it to Susan Chang. Her reaction: “I love this book!” I’ll take that as a positive response.

At Thrillerfest, a veteran reader named Tom O’Day was the winning bidder in the auction for the right to a horrible death in Repairman Jack #12 (working title: Cutting Edge).

In late July I’m off to San Diego for my guest stint at Comic-con. Panels, signings, meetings, and crowds-crowds-crowds. (110+K attendees, I’m told.) Love San Diego. Have a good sit-down with Chris Morgan; what a good guy. (see The Duad Novels below)

I’m invited to a 25th Anniversary screening of “The Keep” in London on December 8. I remind the inviter that it will also be the 25th anniversary of my incessant whining and bitching about the film.

Collectors had been bugging Gauntlet Press for years to do a limited edition of Legacies (the only RJ novel with no limited edition), and Barry asked me if he could publish a 10th anniversary edition. So I combed the ms for anachronisms. I made a few minor changes (VCRs became DVD players, etc.) but otherwise it held up pretty well.

I sign up for the Romantic Times Booklovers Convention next spring. Do I write romances? Yes, in the classic sense (as opposed to mimetic fiction). But the audiences on my last tour drove home an important fact to me: I have a hell of a lot of women readers. When I started the series I figured the readership would be 90% male, but at every stop at least half the crowd was female: teenagers, retirees, and every age between. Come WFC I’m hanging at one of the small press parties when Alexandra Sokoloff says, “You have got to go to RT. They’ll love you there.” That starts me thinking how RT is a major convention for women readers. Yes, romances are their fave, but they read everything. And with all those female fans at my signings… hmmm. I call Heather Graham (the author, not the actress) and she agrees with Alex: Go. So I’m going. I may wind up a fish out of water, or I may hook a whole new audience for Jack. We’ll see.

I collaborate with Joe Konrath (who writes the Jack Daniels thrillers as J. A. Konrath) on an insane short story for the comedic horror anthology Blood Lite. It’s called “The Sound of Blunder” and is full of idiotic adolescent humor that somehow manages to make adults laugh.

With the first Repairman Jack young adult novel done, I started writing the second. I finished a first draft of Secret Vengeance just before Christmas: 56k words in 6 weeks. I haven’t written anything this fast since Sibs. I’ll let it marinate for a week before I start revising.

2008

The year starts off with word from the publisher that the Harbingers paperback is going back to press. Always good news.

I’m guest speaker at The Freedom Project in NH and make a side trip to attend a breakfast meeting with Ron Paul in Nashua. I write about it on the Political Machine blog where it garners nearly 160 comments, some thanking me for an insightful post, others calling me an idiot and a dickweed. Ha!

Started the last book of the Repairman Jack young-adult trilogy. I’m calling it Secret Circles and hope it goes as quickly as #2.

I tell my publicist about going to Romantic Times and ask if she can send any books to give the ladies a taste of Jack. RT? Really? She thinks I’ve lost it but says she could ship out 500 or so copies of one of the novels to give away. Hosts has the most copies in the warehouse, so we go to go with that. This means lots of cases of books being shipped to the hotel. I hope they don’t all wind up in my room.

I give my keynote speech at the Jambalaya Jubilee Writers’ Conference in Houma. What a great time. Talk about Southern hospitality.

Then on to the Romantic Times Booklovers Convention in Pittsburgh. A wonderful bunch of people. Ya gotta love these women. So enthusiastic and accepting. They’re there to have a good time and they do. They cut loose, get dressed funny, dance, drink, and don’t have to worry about people judging them. They even made the elevator rides fun. I’m definitely going back next year. Barry Eisler and I got together and decided to keep RT a secret from the other thriller writers we know. As the only male writers there we figure this year’s female-male ratio is just about right.

In May I start RJ novel #13.

We hit an all-time record of activity at repairmanjack.com during April: 1,991,004 hits. This beats the previous high back in October when I was on tour (and October has an extra day). With an extra day in May, we should be able to top 2m. Why do I want to top 2m? I have no idea. I do not allow advertising on the site, so it’s not a money issue. Maybe because it’s such a nice round number.

I’m writing RJ-13 without an outline. Not because I want to but because the outline simply won’t come. I have a deadline and if I sit around refusing to start till I have a completed outline, I’ll never make it. And then David Hartwell calls in June saying the sales department wants to publish RJ-13 earlier next year - in September rather than November. Can I get it to him earlier—like October 1 instead of November 15? Yikes. By end of June I’ve hit the 40k-word mark, but I don’t know if I can have it finished by October 1.

Hideo Kojima sends me the deluxe version of his latest game, Metal Gear Solid 4, plus the soundtrack. I’ve got to get a copy of By the Sword to him—I named a character after him.

July brings a meeting with my YA editor, Susan Chang, who thinks the third book in the YA trilogy will work better as the second. She may have a point. I’m going to see if I can make it work.

I hand in Aftershock & Others. My short fiction output has fallen way off. It no longer appeals to me. Can’t tell you why because I don’t know. Just one of those things.

Somebody realizes that the sword on the original cover for By the Sword is not a katana, so two new covers are designed. I liked the first because it has better pop, but it appears too short to be a katana.

I think I have a title for RJ-13. It’s tentative, but I’m leaning toward Ground Zero.

In September I’m in NYC for a party for my agent, Al Zuckerman. He’s 77 today and in great mental and physical shape—still plays singles tennis, still can edit the hell out of a manuscript. We’ve been together for 30 years.

My second visit to the CIA writers group went pretty much as it did in ’06: talk to the writers in one of the conference rooms in the OHB (the Old Headquarters Building with the huge CIA seal on the floor of the lobby), then grab some food and check out the very cool museum. I’m thinking that if I knew back in my 20s what I know now about the CIA, I might have joined. Not for field work but for intelligence analysis (and planning black ops, of course). They’ve got an intriguing culture there.

In October I’m guest-of-honor at Arcana, a laid-back mini-con in Minneapolis with an emphasis this year on Lovecraft. I didn’t think I’d know anybody but I found a few familiar faces in the crowd. Good folks all, and a relaxing time.

A bottle of Veuve Clicquot and assorted chocolates arrive in an ice bucket (no ice) from the publisher. A little gift for By the Sword making the November 2nd NY Times extended hardcover bestseller list. Each book continues to sell better than the last, but true to the character’s blue-collar nature, the majority of Jack’s readers tend to wait for the paperback.

It’s November before I finish the YA revision.

Hits on the website total 2.85 million—a new record. What’s going on?

Word from Susan Chang that Jack: Secret Histories has been selected for VOYA’s Top Shelf Fiction for Middle School Readers list. A very nice surprise.

I end the year penning an intro to Henry Kuttner’s Robots Have No Tails and send it off to Pierce Watters.

2009

A call from HWA that they’ve chosen Chelsea Quinn Yarbro and me for this year’s Lifetime Achievement Awards. This means I join King and Straub and Joyce Carol Oates and other luminaries of the field. Good company, but I’d have preferred they’d waited until I was 90. I ain’t done yet.

Did my annual stint as instructor at the Borderlands Boot Camp for Writers. We had twenty talented grunts (they seem to be more talented every year) in the short-story track, and they all left as better writers. Every year people come from all over the country, but last year we had a fellow travel from England and figured he’d keep the long-distance record. But no, this year a young woman came all the way from the Philippines just to have us dismantle her prose.

The total website hits for January reach 3.8 million. The only explanation is all the new readers I touched at Romantic Times. That’s when the numbers started climbing.

Spent pretty much the whole day at the NY ComiCon. Had some meetings, signed copies of The Keep GN, and finished on a panel of writers who feature NYC in their work.

At the urging of people who should know about these things, I join Twitter. I hope I don’t regret this.

Word that Harbingers has gone back to print yet again. Nice to know the backlist keeps selling.

The publisher wants cover copy for the reissue of Reprisal which is being scheduled for winter 2010. Whoa! Reprisal must drop after RJ 14 and before 15, (the events of Reprisal feed into RJ 15—precipitate them, in fact) which means sometime in 2011. They get back to me that they’ll schedule it for winter or summer 2011, before RJ 15 comes out that fall.

I finish “Piney Power” for ITW’s YA thriller anthology. I’m happy with it, but with the 5k-word cap I’m wondering if I tried to squeeze too much into it.

I officially start the penultimate RJ novel (#14) on the Ides of March. No idea for a title, but it will include a reworking of “The Wringer” as a subplot.

In April the Romantic Times Booklovers Convention in Orlando awards Piers Anthony and me their Pioneer Awards; they call The Tomb the first urban fantasy. Is that true? I’ll have to look into that.

To Canada for my toastmaster stint at WHC in Winnipeg. A poorly attended convention but I enjoyed the folks who showed up and had a good time.

In San Antonio to sign books for wounded GIs at the Center for the Intrepid and Brooke Army Medical Center. We run out of books. Some horrendous injuries to these poor guys.

To the Stoker banquet in Burbank where I accept HWA’s Lifetime Achievement Award.

I join Facebook, mostly to see photos from the Stoker weekend posted on folks’ pages (you can’t view if you don’t belong). I haven’t regretted Twitter, so this should be okay. Everybody warns me that it will suck up my time. We’ll see.

I learn I’m Moby’s favorite author.

Repairmanjack.com is going crazy. We’ve passed 200k posts. That doesn’t count posts from the old board we abandoned or the posts we lost in the big software update a few years ago. What a gabby bunch.

Geekalicious mail from Japan: a 2-page letter from Hideo Kojima telling me how much he enjoyed the new Japanese edition of Crisscross, plus a tie-in T-shirt from his forthcoming Metal Gear Solid game, “Peace Keeper.”

I attend my first Murder & Mayhem in Muskego. What a great group of writers and readers, plus Ruth & Jon Jordan are the best hosts evah.

Although I’ve made “The Peabody-Ozymandias Traveling Circus & Oddity Emporium” available as a paperback, people are asking about an eBook. Why not? I start the process of Kindlizing it along with “The Last Rakosh.” They’re short and a good way to get my feet wet, I think.

The Author Is the Last to Know: a reader writes saying she’d like me to sign the copy of Ground Zero she wants to give her guy for Christmas (no problem), but can find only copies of the second printing. Where can she get a first printing? Huh? I didn’t know it had gone back to press. Author’s like to know these things. It makes them happy.

I hit the “Publish” button on Amazon’s Digital Text Publishing site and send “The Last Rakosh” and “The Peabody-Ozymandias Traveling Circus & Oddity Emporium” to the eBook Store. I end the year as a brand-new digital publisher.


NOVELS & NOVELLAS

All the Rage

Back in 1990 I was Guest of Honor at the 1990 World Fantasy Convention and wrote a “The Last Rakosh,” a Repairman Jack story, for the program book. It involved Scar-lip, the rakosh who slashed Jack’s chest in The Tomb and somehow survived the explosion of the freighter. It had an “Androcles and the Lion” vibe but I sensed more story there.

I started RJ #4, a medical thriller cum monster novel, in 1999. I’d done Legacies…Conspiracies… so let’s call this one Tendencies. (Yes, I know—truly awful, but my brain gravitates to plural nouns for titles.) The medical aspects arose because the linchpin of the plot is an illegal designer drug being clandestinely marketed by a legitimate drug firm. And that means dealing with pharmacologists, doctors, research scientists and so on. I’d developed the scenario for the follow-up to The Select. I’d called it No Harmful Drug then but it wasn’t working so I moved on to Implant. Seems it needed Repairman Jack and a rakosh.

The drug—one of its street names is “Berzerk” (spelled like the old shooter videogame)—heightens your natural aggressive tendencies. You can be fooled into thinking it’s going to give you an edge, but there’s such a fine line that if you cross it, all of a sudden you’re a maniac. Still people are willing to try it. Basically, the designer drug scene, ecstasy for instance, baffles me. Why people are willing to deplete the dopamine in their brainstems, risk permanently impairing their pleasure centers, for one night of feeling good, is beyond me. Because after a while it is going to be hard to feel anything.

When I finished a draft of Tendencies, I sent it to Steve Spruill for his input (he was seeing every novel first back then), with the added plea for a title. I couldn’t come up with anything I liked. After reading it Steve suggested All the Rage. Perfect.

A subtext of so many Repairman Jack stories, whether it’s a short story or a novel, is violence. Jack has a violent streak that he tries to channel, but he can lose control too. After someone slips him a dose of Berzerk, he does get out of control—bigtime. The ultimate road rage.

I should note that two of Jack’s fixes here against the Serb mobster—the tires and the crankcase oil—rank high among fan favorites.

The Christmas Thingy

Not a novel, just a short story, but in hardcover book format with illustrations by Alan Clark. Kids (and their parents) love this story. And so do I. It started out back in 1980 as an idea for a story to submit to Robert Aspirin for his Thieves’ World anthologies. I imagined a thief who steals from a sorceress who curses him: From this day foreward he can steal only from his friends—and he must steal from them. When you think about it, that’s a pretty awful curse. I decided his workaround would be to steal something they didn’t want or need, but I could never make it work to my satisfaction. About that time I decided I wanted to write a Christmas story for my daughters. I had the title—The Christmas Thingy—but little else. And then the thief idea jumped in and took over. We would read it together every Christmas until they got too old for it.

I retired it until 2000 when Rich Chizmar asked me if I had anything lying around that Cemetery Dance could publish. I said the only unpublished piece was this Christmas story I used to read to my daughters when they were young. I thought it was still somewhere on my hard drive. He wanted to see it so I sent him The Christmas Thingy. He called back the next day and said he wanted to publish it. In fact, he’d already lined up Alan Clark to do the art. How could I say no?

It’s gone through multiple printings and publishers and formats since then, and in 2020 was adapted to a YouTube video narrated by the wonderful Harley Jane Kozak.

Hosts

Hosts (that was the title from the get-go) was another entry with a medical-thriller vibe about a virus that creates a hive mentality among the infected. It’s an important entry in the series in that it introduces Jack’s sister (who happens to be gay) and the Lady. It’s also the first time we hear the ominous “A spear has no branches.”

The individual vs the collective theme is always running in the background of the Jack books, but here I bring it front and center. I often sneak in thinly veiled pop-culture references (e.g.: “They killed Kenny!” in Legacies) and readers usually spot them. But I had a direct Bugs Bunny quote in Hosts that only one person has recognized.

The COVID-19 plague had chilling parallels to the dream sequence in Hosts.

The Haunted Air

With this novel I realized I’d found the perfect solution for my genre hopping. I’d brought Repairman Jack back in 1998 with Legacies, a fairly straight thriller with a science-fictiony MacGuffin. Conspiracies was different, wild and very weird, dealing with conspiracy theories and finding the ultimate conspiracy at the heart of them all. In essence, All the Rage is a medical thriller but, with Jack there, it’s a Repairman Jack book. Here was the solution to my genre-hopping and genre-bending and genre-blending: make Jack the protagonist.

So now I was going to do a haunted house novel, and call it Spirits. But as far as the sales and marketing departments at the publisher are concerned, it’s a Repairman Jack novel. And that’s the way they sell it.

My premise: what if a scam-artist spiritualist encountered a genuinely supernatural entity? Along the way I manage to tie in The Keep and show why the last thing you ever want to do in this life is threaten Vicky.

The title wasn’t working so I found a passage from “Lamia” by John Keats:

“Philosophy will clip an Angel’s wings,

Conquer all mysteries by rule and line,

Empty the haunted air, and gnomèd mine.”

I started it in July of 2001 and it kept going—much longer than I’d anticipated (148K words). I was temporarily knocked off the rails by the Trade Tower atrocity—who can write a weird thriller when reality becomes so surreal?—and so I didn’t finish it until the end of January, two months late—and it was due to be published in October. (We made it.)

Sims

Sims is one of those stories where you know the exact moment it hit you. I’d seen this article in the New York Times in 1999 that had mentioned how chimps and humans share 98.4 percent of their DNA. It occurred to me: What if someone increased the share to, say, 99.3 percent? What would you have?

About that time Richard Chizmar asked me to do a story for the novella series Cemetery Dance was publishing. I thought of the transgenic chimps idea and began outlining. But the more I worked on it the larger it grew, until I told him no way I could squeeze it into 40,000 words. And I couldn’t commit to another major novel because of other books contracted. We talked about it and Rich suggested I do a series of novellas on the theme, and he’d publish them as they were written—no deadlines. Perfect.

In order to do Sims justice I had to go back and give myself a course in genetics. During my medical school days in the early ’70s we knew a tiny fraction of what we do now. What we’ve learned in thirty years blew me away and opened up worlds of fiction possibilities. Trouble is, science is moving so fast you’ve got to keep running to prevent the work from being obsolete by the time it’s published.

I wrote the Sims novellas with an eye to collecting them in one volume after CD published them. I handed in the fifth and final novella in April 2001. Chizmar said he expected them to see print within the next 12-18 months. With his okay, I sold the novelized version to Forge that summer. It wouldn’t appear until 2003, plenty of time for CD to get the novellas out. But problems with the art and other things led to long delays. As a result, the novel Sims was published in April 2003 by Forge while the fourth novella didn’t appear from CD until January of 2005; the fifth novella finally dropped in 2010—nine years after I’d submitted it!

Sims is a cautionary tale set in a world exactly like our own except for one thing: The science of genetics is decades ahead. In my scenario, most simple manual labor is done by sims—transgenic chimps with human genes swapped in—who occupy a gray zone between ape and human. Now, the first response I hear when I lay out this scenario is, “And the sims revolt, right?” Wrong. If you’re going to genetically engineer a worker species, you engineer revolt out of them. No, it’s the people I’m concerned with, the ones who created these creatures, and the secrets they keep.

Artifact (with Janet Berliner, Kevin Anderson & Matt Costello)

I don’t have much to say about this. Janet came up with the concept of the novel, Matt and I contributed pieces, it was published, and sort of disappeared into the ether.

I remember we handed in a draft in mid-2001. My part took place in Las Vegas and I designed a high-concept hotel inspired by Frye’s alien-invasion store in Burbank (look it up): a domino-shaped hotel pierced by a jet liner—the front half jutting from one side, the tail section sticking out the other. Then the Trade Tower attack took place and the editor suggested (well, insisted, with very good reason) that I should redesign the hotel.

Gateways

A fish-out-of-water tale in which I drag Jack from his beloved Manhattan and plunk him in the Florida Everglades to reconnect with his estranged father. Dad is hospitalized in a coma after a hit-and-run accident. Jack has to hang out at his place in a retirement community called Gateways.

One of my favorite Jack novels. I came away delighted with the ancillary characters I developed. Jack’s retired-accountant dad turns out to be a cool cat with a lot more to him than Jack ever imagined. Semelee and her clan… Carl the grounds man… the mysterious and wonderful chain-smoking, wine-guzzling Anya Mundy. And of course, Oyv.

The Fifth Harmonic

I started this in 1998 and finished it quickly. It virtually wrote itself. Maybe because it was so personal.

The inspiration came from an acquaintance (let’s call him Sal) who found a lump in his neck. Turned out he had a squamous cell carcinoma on his tongue. They cut out the tumor, removed lymph nodes and some muscle from his neck, and radiated him.

The result: Sal can talk fine but the surgery left him with a wry neck and the radiation did a number on his salivary glands, leaving him with a perpetually dry mouth. He has to keep a water bottle nearby at all times, but otherwise his life goes on.

It could have been so much worse.

What if the tumor had been more advanced and more aggressive? He might have had to have his larynx removed (which means he’d be talking through a squawk box or burping his words) along with part of his jaw and most of his tongue. The more intense radiation would leave him with no saliva, and no taste buds as well.

Then I thought: What if that were me? As far as I’m concerned, that’s not living. I’d rather be dead. But before I died I’d explore every other possible means of a cure.

And that’s how I came to The Fifth Harmonic (or T5A, for short). Once again I adopted the mindset I’d used in Midnight Mass and Virgin and accepted that a number of New Age healing concepts are true. The protagonist is a dyed-in-the-wool skeptic (like me) with terminal cancer (not like me). I drew on the experiences of a trip into southwest Mexico the year before, and began fabricating.

My agent sent out T5A but couldn’t get a nibble. No one had any idea how they’d market my New Age thriller / travelogue. It took him years and searching far afield, but he finally found a new-age imprint in Virginia called Hampton Roads. The money wasn’t much, but at least the novel would be available.

It finally saw print in 2003, almost simultaneously with Gateways.

Midnight Mass(the novel)

After seeing the micro-budget film based on the “Midnight Mass” novella, I started thinking about that whole scenario again. I’d long intended to blend it with “Good Friday” and “The Lord’s Work” and expand the combo to a novel. Now seemed like the time to do it.

Since a good portion of the novel had already been published elsewhere, I doubted a regular trade publisher would be interested. So on the way back from Baltimore one Sunday morning in October I had breakfast with Rich Chizmar and offered it to him. He wanted it.

Later on my agent reminded me that Forge had first look at my next novel—it was in all my contracts. Fine. I sent the stories and a treatment of how the rest of the novel would go to my editor, David Hartwell. I figured he’d pass. But no. He wanted it. So now I had to tell Rich the deal for a trade edition was off, but he did do a beautiful, Harry Morris-illustrated limited edition.

Crisscross

I began this with the thought: If you can’t bring a killer to justice for a murder he committed, frame him for one he didn’t commit.

Once again—no title, just RJ #8. I had two unrelated storylines: a blackmail plot and a ruthless big-money cult (à la Scientology). The novel also introduces The Compendium of Srem which will loom large in the Secret History.

But synching up the timelines of the two parallel plots and having them interact was turning out to be a more complex process than I’d anticipated. Finally I printed out the plotlines and cut them into discrete scenes. Then I laid them out on the floor side by side and mixed and matched scenes until they crisscrossed in a smooth flow to make the frame-up work.

Hey…crisscross.

I had my title.

Infernal

Hosts introduced us to Jack’s sister; we met his father in Gateways. Now it’s brother Tom’s turn. I decided to make Tom a reprobate, the moral mirror image of Jack. They’re brought together by a tragedy and must somehow get along. But Tom’s desperation to escape punishment for his crimes—he’s a crooked attorney with charges against him—lands first Vicky, then Gia, and finally Jack in life-threatening danger.

Infernal is much more character driven than the rest of the series. I had some difficulty with it since my stories tend to be plot driven but, using my favorite Dickens novel as a (very) rough template, I soldiered through.

Here, via The Compendium of Srem, is where I introduce the idea of the Seven Infernals.

The opening scenes hurt…excruciating to write.

Harbingers

The 10th RJ novel serves as a linchpin for the series. Everything changes here as Jack gets a clear idea of what he’s up against. The first nine novels can be read out of order (in order is better but they’re all relatively stand-alone). Harbingers changes all that and is loaded with spoilers for the front nine.

It’s got a lot of tragedy. I damn near broke my own heart writing it.

Once again I had no title, so I asked members of the RJ website’s Forum for help. Lisa Krause came up with this one. It’s a keeper.

Harbingers put Jack back on the NY Times Bestseller list.

Bloodline

I started with the title, and had the beginning but not the middle and end. The problem was that Harbingers tied up so many threads that I had to start from scratch in another pattern. I much prefer a full outline from the get go, but I was going to have to feel my way through the early stages of this one: outline a portion, then begin writing, extending the outline ahead of me as I go and as the story takes shape in my head.

A really complicated story. A lot of genetics in this one (fallout from all my research for Sims). Took me a while to work out the unfolding of the intricate mystery at its heart.

Jonah Stevens resurfaces from Reborn and we learn what he was up to between that novel and his tragic “accident” in the elevator shaft mentioned in Reprisal. Surprise! It’s nasty stuff.

I decided to call RJ-11 either Bloodline or Bloodlines. I posted the choice on the Forum and most folks preferred the singular. I agreed. So that became the title.

The Peabody-Ozymandias Traveling Circus & Oddity Emporium

I introduced Ozymandias Prather in the wraparound story of the HWA anthology Freak Show. Years later a small publisher called Necessary Evil Press asked if I had something for their novella series. I remembered all that story lying fallow in Freak Show and reworked it, adding new characters and situations until it reached novella length. In 2007 the 500-copy limited edition, illustrated by Caniglia, sold out on publication. That’s good… and not so good.

With no cheaper edition available, the after-market price of the limited edition zoomed to astronomical. Readers started petitioning me for an affordable edition.

With coaching from Joe Konrath, I decided to dip my big toe into the realm of self-publishing via Booksurge (which later became Createspace which later folded into Amazon’s KDP). It was something I’d wanted to try—just once in my life—and this seemed like a no-risk project. It would be a no-frills edition with simple cover art and no interior illos.

The Booksurge design team did most of the setup then emailed 2 jpegs of possible TPOTC&OE covers (why did I give it such a long title?)—one using an image I provided (an empty circus wagon) and a cover of their own design. Well… their design is so far ahead of mine (like, light years) in quality and creepiness that I tell them to forget mine and go with theirs.

The trade paperback goes on sale in 2009 and sells like crazy. Suddenly I’m a publisher.

By The Sword

The working title for RJ #12 was Cutting Edge (yeah, but you already know I’m lousy with titles). I see this one as a way to connect Black Wind to what I’m beginning to call the Secret History of the World.

As a title, Cutting Edge wasn’t, um, cutting it, so once again I asked the members of the repairmanjack.com Forum to help me out. Lisa Krause had named Harbingers two years before. This time Paul Ramplin came up with By the Sword, and it stuck. David Hartwell called after the pre Turkey-Day sales meeting to say that the sales force loved the title.

Brilliance Audio contracts to do Bloodline in both uncut and abridged editions. I receive the script for the abridged. I add 1400 words back into the text of the abridged edition. The first is a scene where Jack stomps a couple of obnoxious thugs bothering a pregnant woman on a subway. I crow-bar it into a different part of the book, but it’s self-contained so it still works. The second is a scene in a bar when he deflects a drunk looking for a fight. Again, I move it from its original spot, but it works in the new one. I think it’s important to keep these. I wrote them to illustrate two aspects of Jack’s character. The first: his capacity for quick, decisive violence when it’s called for. The second, conversely, to demonstrate his street cunning in avoiding a potentially violent situation. That’s Jack: quite willing to use violence when necessary but, when not, preferring to use his wits to avoid it.

I email it back and within hours Eileen Hutton of Brilliance Audio writes back (on a Saturday, no less) that the word count is strict on the abridged version. If I add 1400 words, I’ll have to cut 1400 words. I go through and cut about 1800—just to be sure.

By the Sword also made the NY Times bestseller list.

Ground Zero

I’m fascinated by conspiracy theories. I’ve long viewed fiction as a means of making sense of reality by imposing symmetry on its seeming chaos. Conspiracy theories are fictions that do the same. An awful event takes place—the Kennedy assassination, the Trade Tower attacks—and we say, “How could this happen?” The human mind abhors a vacuum, so conspiracy theories find a welcome mat when they rush in to fill the void.

I’d been peppered with conspiracy theories about the Trade Tower attacks and saw a way to play with them and weave them into my Secret History via a Repairman Jack novel. I worried that 2009 might be too soon for this, but the story took shape and became insistent. I plunged ahead.

I was also writing the teenage Jack stories during this period and became entranced with Jack’s friend, Weezy Connell. So much so that I brought the grown-up Weezy into Jack’s present life. I’d hinted she might be bipolar as a teen and here she definitely has issues, which makes her an even more fascinating character.

By now I figure I’ve got only three novels to go before Nightworld. The cosmic conflict between the Ally and the Otherness, which used to perk through the background, has taken over the story.

But that doesn’t mean I can’t have some fun along the way. At one point Jack has to go to Los Angeles to find and question a fugitive. I’d asked David Schow to suggest an interesting locale for the confrontation. I didn’t want a bar or a coffee shop (plenty of those in NYC); I wanted something uniquely LA. Knowing Jack’s movie mania, he suggested Bronson Caves. Perfect! So I did some research and wrote the scene with rough descriptions of the locale, but I wanted to be there.

So on my next LA trip I picked up David at his place in Beechwood Canyon in the Hollywood Hills (you can see both the big Hollywood sign and the Griffith Observatory from his back porch) and he guided me on my Hajj to the Bronson Caves. What a rush. So many familiar locations: from the Bat Cave in the Batman TV series to classics like The Searchers to class-Z horror films like Night of the Blood Beast, the infamous Robot Monster, and dozens and dozens more. Except it all looks bigger on the screen. It’s really a tunnel; they simply tarp off the other end when they shoot. I pocketed a baseball-size rock from inside as a souvenir. (Am I a geek or am I a geek?)


OTHER MEDIA

SYZYGY (with Matthew J. Costello)

This began in November, 1996. After a meeting with Lara Stein at MSN—they were looking for ongoing interactive projects for their online site—Matt and I grabbed lunch at nearby Charlie O’s and came up with a sci-fi/horror/mystery scenario we called “Elysium, NY: A weekly exploration of a town that is slowly mutating into the strangest place on planet Earth.” Weeks later we pitched it to Lara but Microsoft had already changed its focus. We tried a number of other interactive developers but got no bites. So in 1997 we transformed it into a stage play. I’d always wanted to do a locked-room murder mystery, and Matt and I layered a lot of weird SF atop it. Our ICM agent placed it with a stock theater company in Florida. Production was scheduled and postponed many times until finally it devolved to a community theater in St. Augustine. In March 2000, we traveled to Florida to see the opening of “Syzygy.” A modest production, to say the least, but an enthusiastic cast. And the audience screamed and laughed in all the right places.

 

Pelts

In August of 2005 Joe Lansdale called to say a screenwriter named Matt Venne wanted to talk to me about “Pelts.” He wants permission to pitch the story to the Masters of Horror series on Showtime. I say sure. A week or two later Matt’s back saying Masters wants to develop it. Cool. He sends me his treatment and I love it. The scenes he’s added in order to bring the adaptation to 1-hour length are right on the money and dovetail nicely with “The Barrens.” Mick Garris likes it, and now we wait. We need one of their stable of famous directors (the eponymous “Masters of Horror”) to choose it for filming. This was not a guarantee: MoH commissioned more scripts than it could use.

In March the following year Matt calls to say that Dario Argento has signed on to direct “Pelts.” He sends me the Argento-ized rewrite of the “Pelts” script. Most the events from the story are there, but a load of sex has been added and the tone darkened. The finale has been changed: It now has one of those It’s-not-over-yet endings (hmmm…where have I seen that before?) that warps the symmetry of the story and thus its point. Matt’s original version was much truer to the story; the rewrite reflects the director’s input and is much more typical “Masters of Horror” fare.

Am I upset? No. Happy? Well, I’m glad “Pelts” was picked up and I’m glad someone with Dario Argento’s cachet will be helming it. He’ll produce a brilliant piece of Grand Guignol. And though I wish it were closer to my original, I’ve been at this long enough to know you’ve got to be ready for this when you sign away those film rights. Maybe the DVD will include
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