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FROM THE DESK OF THE Chief Editor, 
Midwest Journal Press
Recently, I had an author return to my stable after a short dint in a "digital rehab". He was a bit more gaunt, a bit hollow-eyed, but calmer. He seemed to have lost a nervous "edge" that he'd always carried around - along with a sharply barbed wit that had a hair trigger.

His name is R. L. Saunders. Perhaps you've read some of his books. Maybe not.

He said he was back and he wanted to get back into writing. We both knew it wasn't going to be easy. That "addiction" he went off to cure was also his crutch - the one he leaned on to write his satire and parodies.

So I gave him a job. We had a bunch of works around that needed to be polished up and re-cataloged and so forth. I figured that by having to read our other author's works, maybe their style and approach would rub off on him. Maybe he'd be able to get some inspiration from their stories to build some new ones of his own.

He gave me a weak smile, a nod, and then found himself a desk in one of the back rooms.

Not too soon after, I got a note from one of my other authors, name of John Earl Stark. He asked if I knew any one to recommend - that could help him with his flagging sales.

A light bulb went off right then. I called up Saunders and told him that he needed to go out to interview this Stark fellow, that I'd be shipping a care package of materials out there with instructions on how to use them.

Of course, I had to "loan" Saunders gas money to make the trip, and the use of my "Triple A" card in case his "beater" truck didn't make it all the way.

Saunders was to write me a letter every week on their progress. And I sent an email to Stark saying that I was sending someone out - he just had to put the guy up and keep him fed.

By the time Stark replied, Saunders was well on his way.

Just yesterday, I got his the first report back.

Here it is below:
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HI-YA BOSS,

Thanks for this great assignment. Being able to work remotely is a blessing, especially for this project.

John Earl Stark (or "just John" as he would rather be called) has this spare cabin for any visitor, plus a third one between those like a library. That middle one was where we can discuss things, or just spread out papers and stuff.

John still prefers just to write at the small desk in his own cabin. And there's a small desk in his visitor cabin as well.

I just can't get used to these small spaces. Sure, there's lots of space outside to walk and so forth. And I can always dictate through my smartphone, but these smaller digs are where I can type reports and maybe some outlines or treatments.

And thanks for shipping all those references out. I had no clue there was so much you've shared with me - but also stuff that John or me has never seen.

So let me set the stage though:

John was waiting at the door to his cabin as I drove up those two narrow dirt-and-gravel tracks he calls a driveway. (Of course, he doesn't have to use them much, since his spirit-guides whisk him away when they go off to rescue a ghost or save the world.) The fact is that he spends most of his time writing and makes the trip to town every other week or so. A recluse-author. Works for him.

And in real life, just like his books, he does wear a red t-shirt stuffed into blue dungarees. I caught him in his sock feet, since he was writing or puttering around in that tiny cabin when I drove up.

Of course, he welcomed me and poured a mug of coffee for both of us - two dollops of honey in each. (And you really need to try his custom roast blend that way. Liquid Heaven. I'll see if I can come back with some.)

So, yeah, he wants to improve his sales. (Who doesn't - I mean he completely outsells me, always has.)

And I mentioned that fact. He only smiled. And told me about the box you'd shipped in.

No, of course he didn't open it. It was addressed to me. So it had his curiosity going. He'd put it in the center cabin.

So once he got his boots on, we went over there.

Nice box. Big and all. Packed so tight you didn't need any extra stuffing. And when we unpacked them, those books just kept coming and coming - like some sort of clown car at the circus.

Good thing he had a big-ish table in there. Still, the books almost filled it up, even when stacked.
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SO I KINDA GOT THE idea I was going to be here for awhile. And at the bottom of that box was a handful of jump-drives in their own tiny zippered pouch - about the size of a dimestore paperback.

That was a cute post-it taped to the top one: "Read Me First."

And a funny video on that jump drive, if terse.

(You know what it said. Very funny, boss.)

I chuckled for a bit. John was more shocked than anything else. And that surprised me - after what he's written about his "true" experiences, you'd think he was proofed up against everything.

But he also wasn't used to my brand of humor. We'd never co-authored. Sure, he'd borrowed my idea once and gave me credit. But didn't really ask me to side-check or even proof that book.

That "humor" of mine was why I had to take that sabbatical in a "digital rehab".

Now, that's a real hell for you. Or maybe not. Maybe it's just this "hell on earth" that we're addicted to.

Anyway, like I told John. Now I was worse off than ever before. Because I used to think I knew how to write - at least the weird, dark humor I could write.

With Facebook, Twitter, and the online media outlets off my back, I was a free man again. Free to write about anything I wanted.

I just didn't know how anymore.

That's where I got the punchline.

And started laughing all over again. John kinda chuckled along with me, but not sure if he really got the meaning.

So we sat, and got to work organizing all this stuff you sent.

We were both going to review and restudy from scratch.

Helluva game changer for both of us.
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