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As many believe, there is a place above and a place
below. But there are also places in between. Some not
quite awfully perfect and others not quite perfectly
awful.

Building infinite eternities is a costly endeavor,
even for the Galactic Order Department. That’s why
the Powers That Be (and any of  its associated or sub-
sidiary enterprises, including—but not limited to—
the Powers That Be Evil) have to be resourceful,
stitching together spaces between spaces, places be-
tween places.

They are all around you and go by many names.
Some feel like eternity. And some of  them actually are
eternity . . . at least for a little while . . .

FOREWORD



In Generica, Kansas, Christmas wasn’t something you
felt in the chill of  the winter air or the warmth of  a
generous smile. It was announced by the sixteen-foot
tower of  crystal angels at Grizzly Mall—the Mall of
Generica.

And this year was no different—at first. Exhausted
shoppers filed by, momentarily entranced by the shim-
mering, heart-faced, bare-bottomed cupids. That is,
until Marlo Fauster smashed them to bits with the oar
she’d stolen from Spoiled Sports Sporting Goods.

“Let’s go!” shrieked Marlo, a blue-haired, thirteen-
going-on-thirty-year-old girl, to her gangly younger
brother, Milton. Shards of  shining wings and harps
rained down around them.

The two children bounded across the showroom
floor, Marlo running with a look of  fierce determination 
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and Milton running out of  pure fear. Unbeknownst to
both of  them, they were also running out of  time.

Milton had spent most of  his young life avoiding
trouble: staring at his shoes, shuffling along unnoticed,
ducking away from tense—or even remotely interesting—
situations for fear of  their potentially dangerous poten-
tial. He only felt truly safe when tucked between the
covers of  a book, experiencing life secondhand.

Marlo, however, was a different story.
Too far was where Marlo lived. If  something didn’t

involve petty (and not-so-petty) crime, it just wasn’t
worth doing.

Maybe it was all just a cry for attention. Unfortu-
nately, Marlo’s latest acts of  thievery and vandalism
were drawing far too much attention. At least that’s how
Milton saw it through his thick, Coke-bottle glasses as
his sister dragged him toward his untimely demise.

They ran past stunned shoppers into the mall con-
course, Marlo waving her oar as if  rowing furiously
through a human sea. Milton fought to keep up.

“That should buy us some time from security!”
Marlo squealed with manic glee. It was at times like
this, Milton thought, that he was in the presence of—
and grudgingly related to—a new kind of  evil.

“And you should have bought that stupid oar!” Mil-
ton replied, panting.

“Why would I buy an oar?” she asked, giving Mil-
ton’s arm a sadistic twist. “We live in Kansas, short bus.”
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The two siblings darted around a corner and burst
into the Grizzly Mall food court.

“Then why . . . ?” Milton stammered in front of
Tongue Thaied.

“For the sport of  it,” Marlo said with pride. “If  I
pull this off—the most conspicuous holiday heist in
Grizzly Mall history—I’ll be a modern-day Kleptopa-
tra.” She paused dramatically, her dark eyes twinkling
with reflected Christmas lights. “The stuff  of  shoplifting
legend. And all that expensive makeup is just icing on
the cake.”

Milton stared at the pink Goodbye Puppy bag
underneath his arm as he trotted onward.

“So all this makeup . . . you didn’t need me to just
hold it for you back at the cosmetics counter . . . I . . . I
just stole . . . lip gloss?”

“And Suburban Blight cheek bronzer with free-
radical scavengers and lipid-rich amino moisturizers,”
Marlo said while descending an ascending escalator.
She grinned. “Welcome to the life, my gullible little
apprentice. You are but putty in my skillful hands.”

Behind them, a full-bodied mall security guard
lumbered in hot pursuit. Another chunky-style de-
fender of  mall law soon joined him, slurping down a
smoothie.

Milton looked behind him. Despite their weight
being nearly double their IQ, the guards were closing in.

“I can’t believe you tricked me into stealing for
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you!” Milton barked in his squeaky, just-turned-eleven
voice.

Marlo snickered. The fact that she could run clad in
several layers of  black thrift-store dresses, holding an
eight-foot oar, and still manage to maintain a superior
attitude was impressive.

“You might get all the A’s in the family, but I cer-
tainly aced you,” she snorted, her black lips catching on
a fang.

Milton and Marlo rushed into the mall’s massive
atrium, joining a crowd gathered around a white,
globby sculpture. A fierce marshmallow bear, frozen in
mid-attack, loomed over the horde of  gawking Generi-
cans. Below the twenty-foot-tall sugary bruin was a
banner declaring “Welcome to Grizzly Mall: Home of
the State’s Second-Largest Bear-Themed Marshmallow
Statue!”

Marlo’s oar sliced through the mass of  shoppers like
a thin, wooden shark fin.

“Try to blend,” she whispered to her trembling
brother.

Milton squished the pink bag of  lipstick, fruit-
scented creams, and vials of  pricey gosh-knows-whats
under his armpit. Despite the heat radiating from the
mob, Milton shivered. Something—or someone—was
near, something so cold that it robbed the heat from his
very bones. He squinted through his thick glasses and
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noticed a dark smudge. He wiped his lenses, but the
stubborn smudge was still there, hovering on the edge
of  the crowd that filled the atrium. The dark smudge
was a boy.

A hulking boy. A cruel boy. A boy all too familiar to
Milton. A boy who, in many ways, resembled a
smudge. A boy whose eyes were dull, dark, wicked slits.
A boy whose skin was like puffy, freckled dough that
gave off  a sickly sweet smell like rotting fruit. A boy
named Damian.

Damian sneered at Milton and ran his grubby finger
across his throat as he lurched from the mall commons
into the heart of  the mall. Milton gulped and shut his
eyes. On the insides of  his eyelids, however, he replayed
scenes of  Damian’s notorious cruelty, all of  which—
unfortunately—starred Milton.

Scene One: The boys’ locker room just after gym class.
Damian, clad in stained, crunchy underwear, flicks a towel at
Milton. It slices through the air like a terry-cloth snake, hiss-
ing and snapping, stinging Milton’s scrawny body.

Scene Two: The school hallway. Milton runs, wheezing.
Damian rushes up behind him. He thrusts his hands deep
into Milton’s baggy corduroys and emerges with Milton’s
Stargate: Atlantis underwear. He yanks them up to Milton’s
neck. The pain is enough to postpone puberty for a year.

Scene Three: Mid-Kansas Junior Science Championship. 
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Milton stands proud by his science project: a generator pow-
ered by two ferrets on twin wheels. Milton’s braces gleam as
he smiles for the teacher’s camera. A flashbulb goes off. His
project explodes. Bits of  burning metal fly into the air. Chil-
dren shriek. Singed ferrets shriek. Damian shrieks with
laughter as he stuffs several fat firecrackers back into the
pocket of  his filthy jeans.

Milton opened his eyes. What upset Milton wasn’t
necessarily that Damian was here in Grizzly Mall. It
was that he actually looked guilty. It was a look Milton
had never seen on the front of  Damian’s great, lumpy
head before. What this meant to Milton was that
Damian was up to something that scared even him,
something unequaled in his reign of  thuggery. The
thought made Milton’s head hurt.

“Oww!” he yelped as Marlo whacked him in the
back of  his head with her stolen oar.

“Wake up, runt. We’ve got company.”
A fresh quartet of  security guards lurched out of  the

food court, sloshing Huge Gulps and munching curly
fries, to aid their winded comrades. One of  them
jabbed a fry toward Milton and Marlo. The guards
broke into pairs and approached the shoplifting duo
from either side.

In the blink of  her eye, Marlo seized Milton by the
arm and dragged him into the center of  the crowd.

“W-what the . . . ?” Milton stammered.
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“I’ve got it under control,” she replied.
“I’m doomed . . . ,” Milton mumbled under his breath.
Marlo stopped just in front of  the marshmallow

bear and shoved the oar under her brother’s neck.
“Don’t come any closer!” she shouted, her nostrils

flaring. “I mean it!”
The crowd froze. The plump security guards, how-

ever, continued their approach.
Marlo grabbed a small pot of  sickly blue makeup

from the stolen cosmetics bag and held it up to Milton’s
clammy, pale face. “So help me, I will apply this eye
shadow that so clearly doesn’t complement his com-
plexion!”

Milton’s pet ferret, Lucky, chose this moment to
pop his fuzzy white head out of  Milton’s backpack,
where he often hid, fell asleep, and awakened in strange
new places. Lucky considered the crowd with his bright
pink eyes and gave his opinion of  the situation with a
dry hiss.

The crowd backed away as one, like a giant creature
with a hundred heads. Even the security guards stopped
insecurely in their tracks. Everyone was taken aback by
the sudden, inexplicable appearance of  the twitchy
white weasel-like animal—except for the Fausters, who
were unaware that they were harboring a stowaway.

“Wow,” Marlo whispered as she scanned the scene
with awe. “I had no idea how style conscious our
town was.”
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Milton heard a faint sizzling sound coming from be-
hind the bear. Curious, he turned his head—as much as
he could with an oar wedged beneath his neck—and
saw Damian smirking from the balcony, just above the
bear. Milton followed Damian’s gaze down toward a
thin plume of  smoke snaking out of  the bear’s white
glob of  a tail.

Damian had lodged a stick of  dynamite in a place no
real grizzly would tolerate. The violated sculpture gave
off  the smell of  a roasting s’more.

Milton’s eyes bugged out. He broke free of  his sis-
ter’s clutches and ran.

“Hey!” Marlo tried to chase after her brother. Un-
fortunately, the hem of  her dress stuck fast to the
marshmallow grizzly’s gummy paw. She pulled at claw-
like strings of  gooey taffy but couldn’t get away. Milton
looked back and saw his sister struggling.

“Leave the dress!” he shouted.
“Are you kidding?” Marlo sneered. “This is vintage.

One of  a kind.”
Milton ran back and tugged her sleeve. “C’mon!

The bear’s gonna blow!”
Marlo’s face looked like a bowl of  sour milk with

makeup. “I’d sooner die than leave this—”
The sputtering fuse disappeared into the bear’s bot-

tom and the massive marshmallow monument exploded.
Grown men screamed. Women wept. Marlo and Milton,
hand in hand, were instantly engulfed in flaming goo.
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Smoke, noise, and burning marshmallow fused to-
gether to create a sickeningly sweet moment, one that
was both ridiculously tragic and tragically ridiculous. It
was a moment that Generica would talk about for years
to come. Yet for Marlo and Milton, it was the last mo-
ment that they would ever share. On earth, anyway.
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Milton felt like someone had ripped a full-body Band-
Aid off  him, one that covered both sides of  his skin,
outside and in. Sure, you’d expect a fiery end at least to
sting, but this sensation didn’t exactly feel “physical.” It
made Milton feel like a weird echo of  himself.

Milton had—at first—felt as if  he was floating up-
ward through clouds of  fragrant mist, accompanied by
a choir of  angelic voices and the gorgeous swipes of  a
harp, with his sister uncharacteristically mute and still
by his side. The sights and sounds were heavenly—like
paradise—until Milton sensed a hesitation, a peculiar
scrutiny. It was kind of  like when he went to the dentist
and they had to take X-rays. The assistant with her big
lead apron aimed the gun-thing at your “full of  bitter
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cardboard” cheek, then went away to flick on a secret
switch. You didn’t exactly feel the X-rays, but you kind
of  did. You knew that you were being analyzed in a
deep way, like a thousand microscopic eyes were sifting
through your every cell.

After that initial invasive tingle, there was the
briefest of  pauses. But then his ascension screeched to a
jolting halt, like someone (or something) had changed
his/her/its mind. Snippets of  a conversation streamed
into his head, as if  he were a radio tuning into a faraway
frequency.

“No . . . wait . . . him . . . perfect for the job . . .” After
this snap judgment snapped, Milton pitched abruptly
downward, due south, at a jillion miles an hour.

Marlo and Milton shrieked as they tumbled down a
coiled slide enveloped in clouds of  vapor. They glided
for miles—thousands of  miles, actually—screeching,
their terrified faces still spotted with blobs of  smolder-
ing marshmallow.

With each twist of  the slide, the white clouds of
mist gradually darkened, at first to an ash gray, then fi-
nally a sooty black. The divine chorus of  angelic har-
monies grew fainter. In its place was the sound of
mocking laughter.

After what seemed like hours but was actually no
time whatsoever, since time holds no dominion over
this particular place (though the Time Institute of
Chronometry, Tabulation, and Order Know-how—
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TIC-TOK—is making significant advances by the
minute), they landed, whimpering, in a semi-deflated,
Olympic-sized kiddie pool full of  red Ping-Pong balls
and rotting garbage.

Marlo rose unsteadily and wiped fresh trails of  mas-
cara tears off  her pale cheeks. Milton moaned and
straightened his glasses. One of  the lenses was broken.
He squinted out of  the good lens, looking like a runtish,
well-read Cyclops.

They cautiously stepped out of  the garbage pool
into a small, sweltering cavern filled with thick, greasy
smoke—a cross between a giant’s fireplace and the
worst Upchucky Cheez restaurant ever. Above them,
housing the spiral slide, was a towering stone chimney
with no visible beginning. It was as if  they had tumbled
down a gargantuan garbage chute. Marlo wiped coffee
grounds and moldy cottage-cheese clots off  her dress
in disgust.

To their left was a plastic cartoonish devil brandish-
ing a large . . . spork, by the looks of  it. Just above the
demon was a creepy sign made of  doll parts. Plastic
arms and legs spelled out UNWELCOME AREA.

Just beyond the kiddie pool landing pad was a little
wooden stage, above which hung a sign that said aban-

don all hope, ye who enter here (as well as all cam-

eras and electronic recording devices). As Milton
and Marlo watched, several lizards in gold lamé suits
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slithered onto the stage. They crawled over busted toy
pianos, horns, drums, and guitars and began to plunk,
blow, pound, and strum, respectively. Milton rubbed his
eyes in disbelief. A longer-than-average lizard sporting
Ray-Bans slinked into the spotlight and tapped a tiny
microphone.

“Hello? HELLO? Is this thing on? Wow, the sound
here is terrible . . . too much gecko! I kid . . . A one, two,
three, FOUR!”

The band attacked their instruments—twanging,
plunking, and bashing out fractured jazz. The lead
lizard swung his microphone like a lasso, then brought
it to his mouth.

“ If  you’ve lived a life so bad 
that you drove your parents and teachers mad, 
one day then, perhaps your last, 
you’ll have to pay for every disrupted class. 
Deep down beneath your feet where only bad kids go 
is a place where it’s always hot weather, 
and you learn that a demon’s forever.”

The horn players formed a reptilian conga line. The
drummer spun his sticks over his head. One stick flew
into the air, hitting Milton in the shin. Without missing a
beat the lizard pulled off  the tail of  the nearest saxophone
player and used it to perform an explosive drum solo.
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“ Yes, you guessed, you’re down in Heck. 
Here all the brats are nervous wrecks. 
Nothing to do to save their necks. 
It’s always detention down in Heck. 
Where all the bad kids go . . .”

The band paused briefly, as if  musically leaping off  a
diving board. Then, with a chaotic splash of  sound, the
lizards attacked their instruments with reptilian fury.

“Down!!”

The lizards bowed to imaginary applause. Milton, a
nice boy even when deceased, started to clap. Marlo el-
bowed him in the ribs.

Suddenly the dense black smoke cleared in one
great whoosh. A terrible, grating metal squeak sliced
through the cavern as an ornate iron gate decorated
with sugared spikes, candied skulls, and barbed licorice
labored open roughly forty feet behind the stage. Be-
yond it were patches of  fluorescent light, winking in
nervous flickers through the haze from some vast plaza
beyond. Even worse than the metal-on-metal screech
was the deathly quiet that followed.

A listless group of  grubby children gathered inside
the gates, gawking mutely at the new arrivals. They
scattered in terror as a sharp clack of  hooves broke the 
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silence. A squat, puffy old creature strutted toward Mil-
ton and Marlo.

The creature’s feet were shiny cloven hooves with
gleaming, diamond-studded buckles. The legs atop
these fancy hooves were like those of  a fat, scabby goat.
Above, mounds of  scaly flesh were stuffed inside a filthy
muumuu, cinched tight by a slithering snakeskin belt—
with the snake still inside. Worst of  all was its face—her
face—a lumpy leather avalanche with a mouth rimmed
in blood-red lipstick and fiendish scratches that served as
eyes. She looked kind of  like one of  those bullfrogs that
swells up, except this particular one had forgotten to
swell down.

She stopped just inside the gates, her gruesome face
impossible to read. Between her hooves poked the
nose—three, actually—of  an overly groomed Peking ese
with a little something extra in the head department.
Three pink bows encircled its three necks. It sniffed the
air and growled a malicious three-part harmony.

Milton gulped hard. Even the impossible-to-faze
Marlo fidgeted in her vintage granny boots. Marlo
looked at her trembling brother. “I don’t think we’re in
Kansas anymore.”

The female creature beckoned the children forward
with a curl of  her long, manicured claws. Marlo and
Milton traded anxious glances, then marched beneath
the arm of  another red plastic devil. Above the devil
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was a sign that read YOU MUST BE THIS SHORT TO ENTER

HECK.
They stepped through the open gates and into a

sprawling warehouse of  sorts with a low, oppressive
ceiling and dirty beige walls. The floor of  the ware-
house was covered with stained gray carpet that
smelled like cat pee and instant soup mix. The carpet
was striped with clear plastic runners, apparently to
keep the floor from getting any dirtier, though Milton
couldn’t see how that was possible. Scattered piles of
broken toys, broken bottles, and sniveling children with
broken spirits were strewn across the facility with no
rhyme or reason. The whole place was like a drab, end-
less day-care center. It oozed tedium and cold despair.

The woman/creature/whatever smiled sweetly,
showing several rows of  rotten yellow fangs. Behind
her the gates began to squeal to a close.

“I am Bea ‘Elsa’ Bubb. Welcome to Heck,” she
hissed. “Population: Infinity . . .”

Two bells tolled loudly as the gate clanged shut.
“. . . plus two.”
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Heck is a school in the afterlife 
where bad kids go for all eternity, 

or until they turn eighteen, 
whichever comes first. . . .

Some kids move on to Rapacia, 
the Second Circle of Heck, 
where the greedy kids go.

Turn the Page for 
All Nine Circles of Heck with 

Marlo and Milton . . . 
Íf You Dare!

WELCOME TO  



HECK: 
Where the Bad Kids Go 

In Limbo, the first circle of  Heck, the recently departed bad kids
are greeted by hideously cute demons with pitchsporks and Bea
“Elsa” Bubb, the Principal of  Darkness, with her tri-headed hound
(or, rather, Pekingese) of  Heck, Cerberus. There, the kids discover
they’ve been darned to Heck for all eternity, or until they turn
eighteen, whichever comes first. In Limbo, the souls of  the darned
are weighed, and the bad kids wait . . . and wait . . . and wait . . .
until they are sentenced to one of  the other eight circles. And that
can take an eternity—or, since time never passes in Limbo, no time
at all.
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RAPACIA: 
Where the Greedy Kids Go 

In Rapacia, covetous students are tantalized by glimpses of  Mall-
vana, a glittering shopper’s paradise in Cloud One, Heaven, that is
always out of  reach. All of  the classes begin with commercials for
stores in Mallvana, just to make the torment even . . . tormentier.
The vice principal of  Rapacia is the Grabbit, a giant, grinning
metal rabbit. Nobody is quite sure if  the Grabbit is a he or a she, and
nobody knows where it came from or how it got in charge.
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BLIMPO: 
Where the Hungry Kids Go

Every classroom in Blimpo has a huge TV screen showing happy
thin people who taunt students with a perfection they will never 
attain. Overweight dead kids are forced to run on giant human
hamster wheels called DREADmills that detect and exploit their
deepest fears. And as for what Chef  Boyareyookrazee has cooking
in the Lose-Your-Lunchroom—well, trust us: you don’t want 
to know.
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FIBBLE: 
Where the Lying Kids Go 

Fibble is full of  little shrimp demons in rainbow-colored fright
wigs. It’s a circus, a three-ring media circus, and it stands on stilts
forty feet above the ground. There, the lying kids learn how to lie
professionally, by working in advertising and by writing not-so-
truthful newspaper stories. The whole show is run by the greatest
showman—and liar—of  them all, P. T. Barnum, with his pants per-
petually on fire.
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SNIVEL: 
Where the Whiny Kids Go 

Snivel is a camp—a bummer camp—a dismal place where it’s 
always raining, and Unhappy Campers are besieged by swarms of
strange mosquitoes that suck the color right out of  them. The
whole place is an upside-down teardrop suspended over all of  the
garbage in the underworld. Snivel is protected by the slowest of
guards—demon sloths and demon snails—because everyone feels
too heavy and sad to even think about escape. Sniff.
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PRECOCIA: 
Where the Smartypants 

Kids Go
These are the kids who grow up too fast, kids who are like back-
packs with legs, rushing from one activity to the next without any
break to just enjoy being young. In Precocia, class is a job, and if
students don’t punch in on time, the time clock punches back. And
at the end of  the busy day, Mayfly demons put the Precocia 
students to bed in their not-so-cozy filing cabinets. Nighty-night, 
Junior Executives.

LIPPTOR: 
Where the Sassy Kids Go  

Lipptor sits atop a mound of  shredded paper. There, the dead kids
hone their sass by doing tongue laps in the gym and competing in
spelling wasps—much worse than spelling bees. After classes on
how to be the cleverest, most satirical writers in the underworld,
the Lipptor students snack on grammar crackers and sour grapes.
But, sassy students, just try to complain. The faculty will have none
of  your lip!

Coming 
November

2013!

Coming 
February

2013!



SADIA:  
Where the Really, Really 

Mean Kids Go
Imagine the worst (and deadest) bullies in the world all gathered
together to learn to how to be the worst bullies in the underworld.
Sadia is the circle where the real punishment happens, a place
where the end always justifies the mean. Here, you’ve got to be
cruel to be a kid, because the golden rule is an iron fist. And, in the
immortal (literally) words of  Bea “Elsa” Bubb, the children there
“have such lovely bruises.”

DUPLI-CITY:  
Where Two-Faced Kids Go  

It’s a treacherous place where the dirty snitches of  the underworld
unite—or seem to unite. . . . It’s hard to tell since manipulation and
betrayal are always in fashion. Weasels maraud the halls and snakes
hide in the grass. All of  the teachers wear double-crosses. And
everything happens—you guessed it—two-times. While you’re
here, you’d better watch your back, because there’s always some-
one ready to stab you in it. Friend or faux? No one knows. But after
an eternity spent in Dupli-City, you just may find out that your
own worst frenemy is yourself.

Coming 
August 
2014!

Coming 
May 

2015! 



A Conversation with 
the diabolical Dale E. Basye

What has been your favorite circle of Heck that the characters
visited so far?

My favorite book is always the one I’m about to write: so full of
promise, so perfect in its not-even-started state. That, currently,
would be Lipptor: The Seventh Circle of  Heck. Of  the books currently
out in the world, I would have to say my favorite is Snivel: The Fifth
Circle of  Heck. It’s definitely the most exciting, and I enjoy the indi-
vidual journeys that Milton and Marlo experience and how they
braid together. The book covers a lot of  territory, has loads of  crea-
tures, and takes you places you’ve never been before. It expands the



(under)world of  Heck nicely. The book that I’m usually least ex-
cited about tends to be the one that I am currently writing, as I
never seem to achieve the dizzying literary heights as outlined in
my fantasies when actually rolling up my sleeves—which is rather
ridiculous when I’m wearing a T-shirt—and get to the messy work
of  actually committing words to the page. As I speculate on the
books ahead, I’m particularly intrigued by what I have planned for
Sadia: The Eighth Circle of  Heck and Dupli-City: The Ninth (and Last)
Circle of  Heck.

What made you want to become a writer?

I kind of  fell into writing. It happened when I was accidentally
pulled into a printing press. But before that I wanted to be a musi-
cian. I worked at the San Francisco Chronicle to save money for a
bass amp. Along the way, I reviewed some clubs and books so that
I could get into clubs free and get books for free (my, my . . . now
the circle is complete). It was fun and people seemed to like the
weird things I wrote: basically using whatever I was reviewing as a
launching pad for where I really wanted to go. When I was laid
off—which I am really good at after four times—I moved to Port-
land and started my own newspaper. That’s where I really learned
about writing, having to do it all the time whether you felt you had
it in you or not. Writing fiction is actually new to me, though hav-
ing worked in advertising, I guess I honed my truth-stretching
skills. It’s satisfying to see your books in a store—especially a book
store—but it still feels a little unreal to me. Like it’s happening to
someone else, which it kind of  is considering that books take so
much time to get published, that I was someone else when I wrote
the books that have come out. Hopefully I’ll be someone else by
the time the series ends in 2015. Ideally Jamaican.
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What advice would you give to kids who are aspiring writers?

Please wait until I am dead. With book sales in the state they’re in
I really don’t need the competition. 

In terms of  practical advice, my advice for young writers would be
this: write. Oh, and finish what you write. Stay with it like a rodeo
clown on a bucking bronco. There are millions of  people who
write. But there are far fewer people who finish what they write,
subject themselves to criticism, edit or completely rework what
they’ve written, and incorporate the opinions of  those you respect
while abandoning the opinions of  those you don’t. This elite group
are called writers. Write a page a day and put it away. After a year
you’ll have 365 pages (maybe one extra if  it’s a leap year). This is
how it’s really done: not waiting for inspiration to come, but sitting
in that chair everyday and putting something on that page. 

Also, be sure to fill your head up with great books. All those words
rattling around between your ears will, one day, try to find their
way out. 

What has been the most challenging part of writing such a 
long series?

It is indeed a marathon race! 

I’ve been lucky. Ideas will just sort of  pop into my head, crying like
babies until I do something about it. Belaboring this metaphor,
there is something especially cruel about not rushing to an idea
after it has been crying. It’s tragic, really. It will just sort of  stop cry-
ing and just sort of  whine, then you realize that the next idea 
doesn’t cry quite as loud. 

So normally, something funny or weird or whatever will just sort
of  strike me about the head, and I’ll curse a bit, then write it down.
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Sometimes I’ll just sort of  think about it or file it in the back of  my
head and it will reemerge slightly more formed, with a face, hair,
and distinct personality. Sometimes I’m inspired by the work of
others, usually in the form of  intense jealousy, that will force me to
try to conjure something nearly as good, which almost never hap-
pens, but I often come up with something different that will end up
being just fine. Mostly I just hire interns to do all of  my work for
me, and give it a quick glance before sending it off  to my editor.
Kind of  like Shakespeare.  

What are some of your favorite books for kids?

Any book taken from a kid is a great book, in my opinion. It 
doesn’t really matter what book it is. It’s worth it for that look of
shock, sadness, and simmering betrayal. As far as particular books
go, perhaps my favorites are the His Dark Materials trilogy, the
Harry Potter books (sorry to be so bourgeois). . . . I always found
Roald Dahl books wickedly funny. Conversely, I was a big fan of
the Little House books, which are neither wicked nor funny. I was
way into science fiction, and would read a lot of  Isaac Asimov and
Ray Bradbury, as well as the Star Trek and Star Wars novels. I re-
member reading Moby Dick in fourth grade, though I think I just
liked carrying it around, and probably thought that it was about a
big white whale. To be honest, I’m still not completely clear on
what it means. In high school, I got way into Russian literature:
Tolstoy, Dostoyevsky, and Chekhov (perhaps I thought that he was
part of  the original Star Trek crew . . .). I loved how dense and bleak
the stories were. Richard Bach’s Jonathan Livingston Seagull and 
Illusions were also favorites, and—I’m only realizing now—had
planted seeds in my concepts of  spirituality and human potential. 
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