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the  things—not just  for  reading purposes ,  but  as  sor t s  of 
objet s  d ‘ar t !  A s tagger ing reve lat ion.

In 1976 at  the  World Sc ience  Fict ion Convent ion in  Kan-
sas  City  I  had met  Tim Underwood (of  Underwood/Mil ler 
Publishing).  He and Chuck Mil ler  had just  published their 
f i r s t  book ,  a  hardcover  repr in t  o f  Jack  Vance ‘s  s ca rce  pb 
original,  The Dying Earth,  and I remember being impressed 
t h a t  t h e y  c o u l d  d o  s u c h  a  t h i n g  s o  we l l  f o r  v e r y  l i t t l e 
capi ta l .

Af te r  I  dropped out  o f  the  Univer s i ty  o f  Flor ida ‘s  Ph .D. 
p rog r am in  Pha rmaco logy  and  moved  t o  San  Fr anc i s co 
with the  idea  that  I  would get  into a  more  interes t ing and 
wor thwh i l e  p rog r am in  Mol e cu l a r  Gene t i c s  a t  the  Un i -
ve r s i t y  o f  Ca l i f o rn i a  Med i ca l  Cen t e r,  i n  the  summer  o f 
1982 I  found the  copy of  The House  o f  Cain .  It  occurred 
to  me that  I  might  poss ib ly  fo l low in the  foots teps  of  Un-
der wood/Mi l l e r,  who  were  by  tha t  t ime  f a i r l y  succe s s fu l 
sma l l  pub l i sher s  o f  (main ly )  s c i ence  f i c t ion .  I  would  t r y 
to  do the  same type  of  „genre“  publ i sh ing  for  co l l ec tors , 
concentrat ing on obscure  and sought-af ter  mystery  mate-
r ia l ,  which by that  t ime had replaced sc ience f ict ion as  my 
main reading and book col lecting interest .  I  contacted Tim 
and he to ld me how to go about  i t .

By  the  t ime  UCSF  re j e c t ed  my  by -now- l a ckada i s i c a l l y -
pursued appl icat ion,  I  had a l ready publ i shed The House  o f 
Cain and The Brazi l ian Guitar (with my fr iend jazz guitar-
i s t  Br ian Hodel) ,  and any return to  academia had become 
a  moot  point .  The res t ,  a s  they say,  i s  h i s tory.

Rep r in t ing  sma l l  t r ade  ed i t i on s  o f  s c a r c e  and  de s i r ab l e 
myster ies  and publ ishing smal l  pr int  runs of  true f i rs t  edi-
t ions  of  wr i ter s  I  admire  has  a l lowed me to  l ive  wherever 
I ‘ve  wanted and has  brought  me into contact  with an eru-

di te  and good-hear ted group of  people  t r y ing to  commu-
nicate with their  fe l lowes—to give their  readers  some ease, 
en joyment ,  so l ace ,  o r  conso la t ion  through the i r  c rea t ive 
ar t i f ice ,  wrought  f rom a  common pain.

After  a  four-and-a-ha l f  year  h ia tus  (dur ing which I  made 
bo th  a  1930 ‘s - s t y l e  Hawa i i an  sh i r t  and  s eve r a l  t ype s  o f 
hand-embroidered classic Western shirts and fai led to reach 
my audience—if  in  fact  one  ex i s ted ! )  I  moved to  Tucson, 
AZ, and returned to publ ishing in mid-1995 with the l im-
i ted f i r s t  edi t ion of  Jon Jackson‘s  Dead Folk. 

In November 1995 the „second incarnation“ of my publish-
ing venture  got  into fu l l  swing with the  appearance  of  an 
unusua l  shor t  s tory  co l lec t ion by my good f r iend Janwi l -
lem Van de  Weter ing:  my f i r s t  t rade  hardcover,  Mangrove 
Mama & Other Tropical  Tales  of  Terror  (the „terror“ referred 
t o  b e ing  o f  t h e  me t aphy s i c a l  r a th e r  th an  th e  co rpo re a l 
va r i e t y ) .  Soon  a f t e r  tha t ,  I  pub l i shed  a  coup l e  o f  t i t l e s 
that  wel l - jus t i fy  the  „outré“  l i terature  des ignat ion on my 
masthead:  Si l ent  by  famed sc ience  f ic t ion wri ter  A.A.  At-
tanas io (a  very lyr ica l ly  wri t ten out law biker  vs .  the Mafia 
nove l  based on the  l i fe  of  one of  h i s  f r iends  who had been 
a biker and heroin addict in Boston in the late 60s—ending 
up a booksel ler  in Hawaii ! )  and Rude Awakening  by Purnel l 
Christ ian (text)  and Joe Servel lo (graphics) ,  a  col lect ion of 
scathing socia l  sat i re  that  can best  be descr ibed as  what  an 
unholy  marr iage  of  Char les  Bukowski  and Rober t  Crumb 
would be  l ike  sans  the  typica l  sugar-coat ing  of  the  l a t te r 
two wri ters ‘  b i t ter  e f for t s .

Books  came  f a s t  and  fu r ious ly  a f t e r  my  reent r y  in to  the 
f i e ld ,  and  I  was  fo r tuna te  to  be  ab l e  to  do  both  l imi t ed 
edit ions  and modest  t rade pr int  runs of  some of  my favor-
i t e  wr i t e r s  ( and  peop l e ) :  James  Crumley  (Borde r snake s ) , 
Howard  Browne  (o f  h i s  co l l e c t ed  pu lp  de tec t i ve  f i c t ion , 

Incredible  Ink,  in honor of his  90th bir thday in 1997), 
Kent  Ander son ( the  br i l l i ant  and agoniz ing ly  t ruth-
ful  nove l  Night  Dogs  and Liquor,  Guns  & Ammo ) ,  Jon 
Jackson (Go By Go, the story of  the murder in 1917 by 
Pinker ton agents  of  I .W.W. organizer  Frank Li t t le  in 
Butte ,  Montana) ,  Kent  Harr ington (Día de  lo s  Muer-
t o s ,  a  book  tha t  was  re j e c t ed  by  many  pub l i she r s  in 
NY as  „ too b lack  & t ruthfu l“  to  be  commerc ia l ,  one 
of the most outstanding noir  novels ever written),  Don 
Herron (Wil l e fo rd ,  h i s  memoir  cum  b iography of  my 
favor i te  author  and person of  a l l  t ime—as James  Lee 
Burke  once  s a id :  „A  t ru ly  ch iva l r i c  man.“ ) ,  Michae l 
Connelly (Blood Work) ,  George P. Pelecanos (The Sweet 
Forever) ,  and Leigh Brackett  (her col lected pulp cr ime 
f ic t ion,  No Good f rom a Corpse ) .

I  fee l  l ike  Lono Waiwaiole’s  Dark Paradi s e  i s  the  s tar t 
o f  my  „ th i rd  inca rna t ion“  a s  a  sma l l  pub l i she r,  i t ’s 
been almost a  year  s ince I  published The Good Physian 
by  Ken t  Har r ing ton ,  and ,  much  more  impor t an t l y, 
I ’ve  lo s t  two of  my ver y  bes t  f r i ends :  Janwi l l em Van 
de Water ing and James  Crumley.

If  you’re not familiar with Lono Waiwaiole,  you should 
t r a c k  d ow n  h i s  f i r s t  t h r e e  n ov e l s :  Wi l e y’ s  L a m e n t , 
Wiley’s  Shuf f l e ,  and Wiley’s  Re f ra in,  and read them ( in 
the  order  in  which  they  were  pub l i shed ,  a s  there’s  a 
s tory- l ine  throughout)  without  fa i l ,  a s  they are  three 
of  the best  „s treet  cr ime“ novels  publ i shed in the past 
25 years.  They are al l  set  in Portland, OR, where Lono 
now l ive s ,  and where  he  (main ly )  g rew up,  and they 
a re  a l l  th ree  „k i l l e r “  reads .  They  were  a l l  pub l i shed 
by St .  Mart in’s ,  s tar t ing in 2003,  and ending in 2005, 
when St .Mart in’s  l e t  go the  only  edi tor  le f t  there  who had 
any intel l igence,  apparently,  which screwed not only Lono, 
but  s evera l  o ther  ve r y  good wr i t e r s  I ’ve  never  even  read , 
I ’ve  been  to ld  by  a  bookse l l e r  who  knows  the  s to r y.  Ah , 
New York  publ i sh ing :  the  l a s t  re fuge  o f  .  .  . ?  I ’ l l  l e t  you 
f i l l  in  the  idea ;  i t ’s  not  di f f icul t .

Dark  Paradi s e  i s  a  s t and-a lone ,  a s  they  say,  and,  in  com-
par i son  to  the  o the r s ,  l i k e  an  app l e  to  o r ange s  because , 
1)  Dark Paradi s e  i s t  to ld  f rom pobably  10 di f ferent  f i r s t -
pe r son  per spec t i ve s ,  and  the  Wi ley  nove l s  a re  f rom on ly 
hi s  perspect ive ,  and 2)  Dark Paradi s e  i s  the  observat ion of 
a  semi-outs ider  of  Hawaiian society,  that  society being the 
resul t  of  what  I  ca l l  „ internal  colonia l i sm,“ with which no 
person who hasn’t  l ived there  as  par t  of  i t  wi l l  be  famil iar, 
whereas  a lmost  al l  readers  wi l l  be quite  famil iar  with their 
own version of the „Portland, Oregon“ of the Wiley novels , 
even i f  they l ive  in  a  fa i r ly  smal l  Mainland town.

„As a publisher, Dennis McMillan is no stranger to risk, 
and does not care to be. Risk is a factor, of course, but 
it does not rule his taste. More generally, we might bor-
row a phrase from Jean Genet and put it at the head of 
the bibliography of D-Ray McMillan: If I examine my 
work, I now perceive in it, patiently pursued, a will to 
rehabilitate persons, objects and feelings reputedly vile.“
—Jim Nisbet

The  re c en t  poo r  e conomy  ha s  p re t t y  much  reduced  the 
number  o f  peop le  who can  a f fo rd  my $250 l imi ted- s ta t e 
morocco -bound  ed s .  t o  about  40 -50  ind iv idua l s ,  wh i ch 

number is  too few for me to „make it“ any longer as a small 
publ i sher,  because  the phys ica l  qual i ty  of  the books I  pro-
duce cost s  a t  l eas t  f ive  t imes  what  a  NY publ i shing house 
pays ,  PER BOOK, and I  HAVE to se l l  out  a  concomitant 
104-copy morocco-s tate  in  order  to  pay about  85% of  the 
tota l  product ion costs  for  those  104 books  plus ,  typica l ly, 
a  1,000-copy „trade“ edit ion,  at  least  hal f  of  which i s  usu-
a l ly  purchased by l ibrar ies .

Star t ing  wi th  Dead Hor s e  by  Wal te r  Sa t te r thwai t ,  a  book 
that  got  good,  but not s tarred reviews,  and which,  because 
ever y  l ibrar y  in  the  Uni ted  Sta te s  has  a l l  o f  h i s  o ther  15 
or  so  novel s ,  I  expected to  se l l ,  oh,  probably  2 ,000 copies 
of,  TO LIBRARIES. But I  sold only 425 copies ,  exact ly,  to 
l ibrar ies .  Why?  By that  t ime,  the  Iraq War had dra ined so 
much money out of the public sector that the l ibraries (and 
I ‘ve been told this  by several  dif ferent l ibrarians,  in dif fer-
ent  par ts  of  the country)  no longer  had monies  to  buy any 
but the best-sel ler  authors that the public  „expected“ them 
to buy, such as James Patterson or Clancy or Grisham. And 
f rom then on,  my l ibrar y  sa l e s  have  been  anywhere  f rom 
40% to   80% „of f“  of  what  I  would have  expected,  g iven 
a  cer ta in author  and his  past  sa les  record to  l ibrar ies .  So, 
in  tha t  nar row sense ,  the  l a rge ,  corpora te  NY publ i sher s 
d idn ‘t  su f f e r  a l l  tha t  much—the i r  „mid l i s t “  wr i t e r s  were 
the  ones  who no longer  even GOT publ i shed.  I  heard on 
NPR that  the publishing industry was down 18% last  year, 
and to  me that  means  they were  REALLY down,  probably, 
about  30-35%,  s ince  they  l i e  a s  much  i f  not  more ,  than 
other  corporat ions  about  how they ‘ re  do ing ,  f inanc ia l ly -
speaking,  and sa les -wise .
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In  the  „o ld  days , “  and I ‘m now ta lk ing  about  the  per iod 
before  2000,  and probably  pret ty  much before  1997 even, 
i f  a  book received a starred-review in either PUBLISHER‘S 
WEEKLY and/or  BOOKLIST ( the  o f f i c i a l  journa l  o f  the 
Amer i c an  L ib r a r y  As soc i a t i on ) ,  and  wa s  pub l i shed  by  a 
„house“  a s  sma l l  a s  mine ,  then  a t  l e a s t  SOME corpora te 
New York publishing houses would be interested in at  least 
SEEING the  book,  and determining i f  they  thought  they 
could  repr int  i t  and se l l  enough copie s  to  make  i t  wor th 
their while.  This only happened with ONE SINGLE BOOK 
t h a t  I  p u b l i s h e d ,  e v e r — Ni g h t  Do g s  by  Ke n t  A n d e r s o n , 
which was  repr inted in  hardcover  (and,  of  course ,  la ter  in 
paperback)  by Bantam Books .

In  summar y,  a s  to  where  Denni s  McMi l l an  Pub l i ca t ions 
s tands  these  days :  on the  prec ipice  of  non-exi s tence .  It’s  a 
sad,  sordid hi s tory  of  beat ing my head aga inst  the  wal l  of 
corporate NY publishing indifference,  no matter how many 
s tar red-rev iews  the  authors  I  publ i shed p i l ed  up.  90% of 
the  books  I ’ve  pub l i shed  s ince  my  „ s econd  inca rna t ion“ 
a s  a  pub l i she r  have  rece i ved  s t a r red  rev i ews .  So  he re  we 
go.  I  mean ,  i t ’s  no t  a  consp i r a cy  o r  i t ’s  no t  a  b l a ck l i s t . 
It ’s  s imply  i f  they do not  or ig inate  or  d i scover  the  author 
they  are  not  intere s ted .  It  doesn’t  mat ter  who i t  i s .  They 
do not  g ive  a  shi t .

„Needless to say, I am very proud to be in the McMillan 
stable.“
—George Pelecanos

The b igges t  achievement  for  me,  so  fa r,  i s  the  repr int ing 
o f  The  Given  Day  by  Rober t  Hans  van Gul ik .  As  Char le s 
Wil le ford commented,  a f ter  reading the  book for  the  f i r s t 
t ime ( s ince  van Gul ik  pr ivate ly  pr inted i t  in  Kuala  Lum-
pur,  Malay s i a ,  back  in  1963 ,  i t  had  no  d i s t r ibut ion ,  ex -
c ep t  amongs t  h i s  f r i end s  and  a cqua in t ance s ,  b e fo re  my 
hardcover  repr int  edi t ion back in  1983;  then,  I  d id 5,000 
paperbacks  of  the  novel  in  1986) :  „It ‘s  a  le s son in  how to 
wri te  a  masterpiece  in only 133 pages .“  This  book i s  a l l  of 
l i f e  and jus t  about  ever y  major  „cu l ture“  ever  c reated  on 
thi s  p lanet  by human beings  ro l led up into one day in  the 
l i f e  o f  a  former  Dutch co lonia l  c iv i l  s e r vant ,  who‘d  been 
interred and tor tured by  the  Japanese  dur ing  WWII,  and 
is  now l iv ing back in Amsterdam, working as  a  bookkeeper 
a t  a  deptar tment  s tore ,  l i v ing  an  unobtrus ive ,  qu ie t  l i f e , 
un t i l .  .  .  .  We l l ,  you ‘ l l  j u s t  have  to  ge t  aho ld  o f  a  copy 
and read i t !
I  suppose  I  must  put  Night  Dog s  a s  „ s econd“  on  my l i s t , 
a lthough several  of  Kent Harrington‘s  novels ,  Jim Nisbet‘s , 
Scott  Phi l l ips ‘ ,  Rick DeMarinis ‘ ,  Bob Truluck‘s  The  Ar t  o f 
Redemption ,  Lono Waiwaiole ‘s ,  James Crumley‘s  The Final 
Count r y ,  s eve ra l  o f  bo th  George  Pe l ecanos ‘  and  Michae l 
Conne l l y ‘s  nove l s  shou ld  a l so  be  on  i t  ( I  WAS l imi t ing 
myself  to books where I was the sole publisher,  and not just 
doing a l imited first  ed.,  but I real ly should include George 
and Mike and Scott  Phi l l ips  (who reads l ike a  combination 
be tween  Char l e s  Wi l l e fo rd  and  Dan J  Mar lowe) ,  a s  they 
a re  some  o f  on ly  a  f ew  „corpora t e  New York-pub l i shed“ 
wr i ter s  that  I  f ee l  a re  in  the  same league  wi th  the  above-
ment ioned novel i s t s ) .

„Without Dennis Ray McMillan I would never have 
published a goddamn word of fiction.“
—Scott Phillips

„I was introduced to Dennis McMillan, and I designed 
my first jacket. [Kent Anderson‘s Night Dogs.] It won a 
design award, of all things.“
—Michael Kellner

Michae l  Ke l lne r  i s  f ina l l y  s t a r t ing  to  g e t  h i s  due ,  o r  a t 
l e a s t  „ some“  recogn i t ion  in  the  l a rge r  wor ld ,  o ther  than 
from just those people who know him as the designer/artist 
who’s  done a l l  these  great  dust jackets  for  me.  Way back I 
s tar ted out  with my brother  Wil l iam,  and af ter  he  died,  I 
was  looking around for  somebody e l se .  I  haven’t  used that 
many di f ferent  ar t i s t s :  Joe  Serve l lo ,  S .  Clay  Wilson,  Scott 
Musgrove ,  Carol  Col l ier.

„Dennis has an encyclopedic love of noir and damn 
near  exqui s i t e  t a s t e  mixed  wi th  a  so l id  s ense  o f 
what should be preserved. These books,  his  publi-
cations, are a truly unique and magnificent achiev-
ment.  Nobody has ever done it  better.  In fact ,  no-
body but Dennis McMillan has ever done it .“
—James Crumley

Some wri ters  that  AREN‘T wel l  known in the  hard-boi led 
g en re ,  o r  a r e  l e s s  we l l  known  than  Hammet t ,  wou ld  b e 
Ben j amin  Appe l  (Bra in  Guy ;  i n  f a c t ,  p robab l y  anybody 
pub l i shed  by  Knopf,  when i t  was  s t i l l  RUN by  Al f red  A . 
Knopf ,  you  wou ldn ‘t  go  wrong  in  check ing  out ) ,  and  o f 
c o u r s e ,  R a y m o n d  C h a n d l e r.  Bu t ,  s o m e b o d y  l i k e  L e i g h 
Bra cke t t ,  whos e  No Good  f r om  a  Co rp s e  wa s  a  Chand l e r 
past iche,  was  actual ly  AS GOOD AS Chandler  himsel f  (on 
the  bas i s  o f  that  1943 nove l—her  f i r s t ,  a l though she  la ter 
b e c a m e  m o re  we l l  k n ow n  f o r  h e r  s c i e n c e  f i c t i o n  w o rk , 
and  the  ve r y  l a s t  th ing  she  eve r  wrote  was  the  s c reenp lay 
f o r  The  Emp i re  St r i k e s  Ba ck ,  i n  1977—Howard  Hawke s 
s a id ,  „Get  me  th i s  GUY Bracke t t—he ‘d  be  good to  wr i t e 
the  s c reenp lay  o f  The  Big  Sl e ep  w i th  Bi l l  Fau lkner, “  and , 
when i t  turned out that  the „guy“ was a  26-year-old young 
woman ,  Hawke s  wen t  ahead  and  h i r ed  he r  anyway,  and 
t h e  r e s t  i s  Ho l l y w o o d  h i s t o r y,  a s  s h e  we n t  o n  t o  w r i t e 
Westerns ,  sc i - f i ,  adventure  movies ,  e tc . ,  that  he  d i rec ted , 
a s  w e l l  a s  a  p r e t t y  l a r g e  b o d y  o f  s u p e r b  f i c t i o n  i n  e v -
e r y  „ g e n r e “  t h a t  e x i s t s .  How a rd  Brow n e ,  o f  c o u r s e ,  i n 
the  1940s  and  1950s .  Many  a f i c i onado s  th ink  tha t  The 
Ta s t e  o f  A sh e s  i s  THE be s t  ha rd -bo i l ed  nove l  wr i t t en  by 
anybody  in  the  de c ade  o f  th e  1950 s ,  i n  f a c t .  I  r e c en t l y 
b e c a m e  a w a re  o f  Wi l l i a m  Fr a n c i s ,  w h o  w ro t e  Ro u g h  o n 
Rat s ,  pub l i shed  in  hardcover  by  Morrow in  1942:  a  book 
dea l e r  whose  op in ion  I  h igh ly  re spec t  to ld  me  tha t  tha t 
book  was  a s  good  a s  any th ing  Hammet t  eve r  wrote ,  and 
h e  w a s  r i g h t .  Fr a n c i s  a l s o  w r o t e  a  n u m b e r  o f  i n t e r r a -
c i a l  love /c r ime  nove l s  a s  „Cur t i s  Lucas , “  many  o f  which 
were  pub l i shed  a s  L ion  or ig ina l  paperbacks .  Going  back 
to  the  1940s  aga in  fo r  a  minut e ,  Robe r t  Reeve s ,  t o  MY 
mind,  would  undoubted ly  have  become one  o f  the  heavy-
we i gh t s  i n  th e  h a rd -bo i l ed  g en re ,  and  in  f a c t ,  I S ,  w i th 
ju s t  th ree  nove l s :  No Love  Lo s t ,  Dead  and  Done  For ,  and 
Cel l in i  Smi th ,  De t e c t i ve ,  but  he  was  k i l l ed  in  ea r ly  1945, 
in  WWII ,  so  tha t ‘s  wha t  we ‘ re  l e f t  w i th ,  p lu s  a  handfu l 
o f  shor t  s tor ie s  that  appeared  in  the  Black  Mask  de tec t ive 
pulp during the 1940s.  I  can see  that  this  would turn into 
an  e s s ay  in  i t s e l f ,  so  I ‘ l l  s top  he re ,  bu t  I  WILL s ay  tha t 
Dia  de s  l o s  Muer to s  i s  a  l andmark  in  the  hard-boi l ed/noi r 
genre—and „ ins tant  c l a s s i c , “  rea l l y.

„That house is so full of cool  pieces of art… Anyway, 

the best thing about going down there was just talk-
ing to Dennis about everything from Nazi war history 
to quantum physics, and learning what he taught me 
about music, all kinds of music.“
—Kent Anderson

As  I ‘ve  p robab ly  r aved  about  be fo re ,  i t ‘s  my  cons ide red 
op in ion  tha t ,  i f  a  pe r son ,  e i ther  ma le  o r  f ema le ,  doesn ‘t 
„get  into“  or  „ learn“ to  read for  p leasure  (and,  admitted-
ly,  jus t  as  some people  can‘t  l earn,  for  example ,  ca lculus , 
the re  a re ,  indeed ,  a  number  o f  peop l e  who  s imply  can ‘t 
turn  those  words-on-the-page  into  images - in- the i r -heads 
i n  ANY WAY AT ALL ,  and  henc e ,  c an  NEVER „ l e a rn“ 
to  r e ad  fo r  p l e a su re ;  a g a in ,  j u s t  a s  s ome  peop l e  a re  t o -
ta l l y  tone-dea f ,  and  can ‘t  en joy  mus ic ,  AT ALL;  i t ‘s  ju s t 
„no i se“  to  them:  but ,  those  people  a s ide—and I  have  no 
idea  exact ly  what  PERCENTAGE of  the  human race  th i s 
i s ,  but  perhaps ,  a s  a  guess ,  a s  h igh as  20-25%, ser ious ly) 
somet ime be tween  the  age s  o f ,  s ay,  5  and  12  or  13 ,  they 
NEVER wi l l .  Unless ,  a s  i s  the  case  with a  VERY few men 
that  I ‘ve  met  (and no women) they „get  into“  reading for 
p leasure  whi le  incarcerated for  a  long term,  or  terms,  de-
pending on the extent of their recidivism(!) .  Nylander hath 
spake,  and truer words were never uttered, I ‘m sorry to say. 
What  thi s  means ,  e s sent ia l ly,  i s  that ,  s tar t ing back in  the 
mid-1970s ,  when the  ave rage  househo ld  in  the  U.S .  was 
gett ing hooked up to cable TV, and kids star ted fanatical ly 
watching movies  on sa id  cable  TV instead of,  say,  reading 
even a  COMIC book for  enter ta inment:  SINCE that  t ime, 
moving on a long through a l l  the  other  technologica l  „ad-
vances“  (and I  suppose  I  shouldn‘t  rea l ly  put  the  sarcas t ic 
quotat ion marks  around the  term,  because  what  ELSE are 
we  go ing  to  ca l l  them?) ,  such  a s  the  advent  o f  the  home 
computer and playing games on it ,  r ight on up through the 
present  era  where  people  spend a l l  the i r  f ree  t ime „soc ia l 

networking“—twittering,  tweeting,  face-booking,  sex-t ing, 
and whatever  other  ways  they can jack-of f  e i ther  menta l ly 
or  phys ica l ly  or  BOTH, us ing a l l  the  new communicat ion 
technolog ie s  that  seem to  come onl ine  ever y  few months 
l i k e  c l o ckwork .  I  c anno t  p red i c t  whe re  i t  w i l l  l e ad ,  i n 
t e rms  o f  whe the r  ANYBODY wi l l  s t i l l  be  read ing  books 
for  pleasure (they‘ l l  a lways be reading books,  in some way, 
shape, or form—Kindle being only the latest  incarnation—
but mainly  for  information content  a lone,  and not  for  the 
PLEASURE ITSELF of  reading br i l l i ant ly  cra f ted s tor ies , 
novels ,  sentences,  ideas,  new ways in which to put old and/
or  newly  coined words  together,  e tc .  I  DO know that  the 
core  populat ion of  what  I  would ca l l  „ser ious  book col lec-
tor s“  has  shrunken by  more  than  ha l f  in  the  pas t  couple 
years alone, partly due to simple economics,  and partly due 
to  people  spending  the i r  f ree  t ime in  more  o f  these  new, 
„ soc i a l  ne twork ing“  ways .  I f  I  qu i t  pub l i sh ing ,  a s  I  now 
am about  95% cer ta in  tha t  I  wi l l ,  and  l iqu idate  my own 
book and pulp and ar t ,  etc . ,  col lect ions,  I ,  too,  wi l l  have a 
Kindle  (or  whichever  of  i t  or  i t s  compet i tors  seem to g ive 
the  mos t  bang  fo r  my  buck  a t  the  t ime  I  end  up  buy ing 
one)  to  read on,  as  I  s imply  won‘t  be  ABLE,  i f  I ‘m l iv ing 
a s  an  i t inerant  f l amenco gui ta r i s t ,  p lay ing  in  ca fe s ,  e tc . , 
fo r  my  da i l y  b read ,  to  hau l  a round  a  book/pu lp/a r t / e t c . 
col lect ion with me: these are sedentary pursuits ,  and I  may 
not BE sedentary for several  years in the foreseeable future. 
Whe n  you  g e t  a lm os t  t o  t h e  a g e  o f  60 ,  a nd  HAVE N‘ T 
found the r ight  mate ,  and are  not  even l iv ing in a  country 
you can STAND anymore ,  we l l ,  you rea l i ze  that  the  next 
10 years  are probably „it“ as  far  as  real ly doing anything in 
the  way of  t rave l ing around,  see ing di f ferent  cul tures  and 
places that you may have always thought about seeing and/
or  exper iencing,  and you‘d bet ter  do i t  NOW, i f  poss ib le , 
and quit  k idding yourse l f  that  you‘ l l  be  ABLE to do i t  a f -
ter  the  age  of  70,  even i f ,  g iven your  genet ic  composi t ion 
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( judging f rom your  re la t ives ,  e tc . ) ,  you‘ re  probably  good 
for  another  30 years ,  at  least .  But now I ‘ve  veered into the 
„too personal“-type of  answer to your genera l  quest ion,  so 
ignore  the  above las t  few sentences ,  eh?
I f  yo u  d o  w a n t  a  p r e d i c t i o n ,  a l l  I  c a n  s a y  i s  t h a t ,  j u s t 
because  a  k id  reads  Harry  Potter  doesn‘t  mean that  he  or 
she wi l l  „get  into“ reading from that  experience:  „reading“ 
Har r y  Pot t e r  i s ,  a s  f a r  a s  I  c an  t e l l ,  u sua l l y  done  by  the 
kid/chi ld  for  the  same reason that  he  or  she  would go to  a 
footba l l  game,  even though they  might  not  have  any rea l 
in te re s t  in  footba l l  a t  ALL—simply  because ,  a t  tha t  age , 
the  k id wants  to  „be long“ to  hi s /her  k id-community,  and 
wi l l  do  jus t  about  anything,  up to  and inc luding reading 
a  book( !—or PRETENDING to have  read a  book!)  that  i s 
required,  because „everybody‘s  doing i t ,“  the same old saw 
as  a lways.  Then,  later-on,  the given l i t t le  man/woman may 
complete ly  re ject  and even thr ive  on the  fee l ing of  „ant i -“ 
whatever  the  preva i l ing  t rends/popular  cu l ture  throws  in 
the i r  f ace s  ever y  day.  But ,  o f  course ,  i f  they  d idn ‘t  l ea rn 
to  en joy  read ing  fo r  p l ea sure  dur ing  tha t  c r i t i ca l  pe r iod 
of  5  to  12  or  13  (aga in ,  jus t  my per sona l  op in ion,  based 
on observat ions  of  some of  the  k ids  of  people  I ‘ve  known 
for  a  long t ime) ,  they wi l l  „ rebe l“  in  some other  way,  and 
not by seeking out LITERATURE that  concerns their  fee l-
ing s ,  whateve r  they  may  be .  I  don ‘t  know i f  th i s  i s  a l l  a 
ga rb led  p iece  o f  sh i t ,  o r  makes  s ense  to  you :  you ‘ l l  have 
to  te l l  ME that ! ! ! 
ENOUGH! I ‘m of f  to  Nogales !  Play ing f lamenco! ! !

HASTA LUMBAGO,

 Hor s t  von  Ny l ande r,  K ing  o f  The  Se a  o f  Rage 
( that  we‘re  a l l  f loat ing upon—I just  to ld  Jim Nisbet  what 
my brother ‘s  bes t  f r iend,  Russe l l  Michae l sen,  to ld  me las t 
year :  „Dennis ,  a f ter  cons ider ing i t  for  a  very  long t ime,  i t 
seems to me that Life is  just  a thin surface-tension of civi l-

i ty  f loa t ing  on  a  bot tomles s  s ea  o f  r age ,“  which  i s  about 
the  be s t  one - s entence  summat ion  tha t  I ‘ve  eve r  hea rd ,  I 
th ink.  Nisbet  i s  go ing to  use  that  quote  for  the  epigraph 
fo r  h i s  fo r thcoming  717-page  nove l  f rom The  Over look 
Press ,  Windward Pas sage ,  out  next  June.

„. . . one day this dark time in America will end. When 
that day comes, and we get our culture back from the 
corporations that stole it, there will be an accounting. 
There will be honors for those who didn’t collaborate 
with evil. On a wall somewhere in the hall dedicated 
to American literature they will put up a picture of 
Dennis McMillan.“
—Kent Harrington

PS: I  rea l ly  would l ike to keep on publ ishing books unti l  I 
d ie ,  and my mother  wi l l  soon be  97,  so  I  could be  around 
for a while,  you know? I ’d real ly hate to have to learn auto-
mechanic-ing or some other „useful“ occupation at this late 
da te .  .  .  .  Of  course ,  there’s  a lways  „wa lk ing  the  Ear th ,“ 
and play ing f lamenco gui tar  on the  s t reet .  .  .  .

Tit les from the Dennis McMillan Publications are avai lable 
a t  Squidink Books  (Bob Maddox) : 
www.squidinkbooks .com
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DUNKLER GEFÄHRTE 
Jim Nisbet

Der indisch-s tämmige Akademiker  Baner jhee  Rol f,  g lück-
l ich verheiratet ,  hat  es  in Kal i fornien zu einem schmucken 
Eigenheim gebracht ;  in der  Biotech-Branche scheinen ihm 
d i e  Türen  o f f en  zu  s t ehen .  Doch  d i e  Idy l l e  t r üg t :  E ine 
f e ind l i che  Übernahme se iner  Fi rma kos te t  n icht  nur  Job 
und Karr iere ,  auch im pr ivaten Umfeld gehen ihm gese l l -
schaft l iche Verfal lserscheinungen in Person seines mit Dro-
gen  dea l enden  Nachbarn  an  d i e  Nie ren .  Toby  Pr i c e ,  e in 
paranoider Kiffer  und Tunichtgut,  i st  merkwürdig kommu-
nikat iv,  se i t  i rgendjemand unpatr iot i sche Videopamphlete 
in  se inen Pay-TV-Pornokanal  e inspei s t .  Rol f,   der  in  s ich 
ruht  und s i ch  von den Ver lockungen der  Wel t  nur  wenig 
re i zen  l ä s s t ,  be f re i t  s i ch  aus  d ie sem Trümmerhaufen  und 
schre i te t—in s to i scher  Ruhe—dem unvermeidl ichen Ende 
entgegen…

»Diesmal sind zweiundachtzig Millionen Schleifen im 
Jackpot.« Pride schnippte mit einem Fingernagel gegen 
die Scheine. »Da musst du einsteigen.«
In puncto Geldgewinn unterschied sich Banerjhees Hal-
tung von der von Toby Prides. Benerjhees Meinung nach 
hatte man größere Chancen, wenn man zwei Millionen 
Dollar in eine Kiste legte und die, in der Hoffnung, 
die Scheine mögen sich paaren, in eine feuchte Ecke 
stellte, anstatt auf den Jackpot zu spekulieren, den 
Millionen von Menschen mit einer Kombination aus sechs 
Zahlen knacken wollten. Die Chance, die Zahlenkombi-
nation exakt zu treffen, liegt genau bei 1 zu 10¹² 
oder anders gesagt, eins zu einer Billion. Das ist 
eine sehr geringe Wahrscheinlichkeit. Egal, wie auch 
immer, wer hörte schon auf Benerjhee Rolf? Gab es denn 
irgendeinen Zweifel, dass selbst Kaliforniens aller-
letzter Smiley-Magnet mindestens einen Lottoschein an 
einer Kühlschranktür fi xierte?
Banerjhee wusste, dass Pride in Sachen Spiel einer 
eigenen Maxime folgte, und die war simpel. Jede Woche 
erstand er zwei Lottoscheine. Stieg der Jackpot auf 
über zehn Millionen, kaufte Pride zwei Scheine mehr. 
Bei zwanzig Millionen erhöhte er um zwei weitere, 
bei dreißig war er dann bei sechs angelangt und so 
weiter.
Nach Banerjhees Dafürhalten bestand das Ironische da-
rin, dass Toy Pride in gewisser Hinsicht bereits im 
Lotto gewonnen hatte. Der Junge arbeitete nicht, hatte 
rund um die Uhr Besuch und jede Menge Geld. Seiner 
hübschen Freundin gefi el es, sich nahezu unbekleidet 
hinter dem Haus zu sonnen...

In  dem für  den  Hammet t -Pre i s  2006  nomin ie r t en  Noi r -
Thri l ler—eine phi losophische Tragikomödie—dominieren 
unberechenbare Zufäl le  und Chaostheorie.  In Nisbets  Welt 
schützen weder intel lektuel le  Überlegenheit  noch Gutmen-
schentum vor  Kol la tera l schäden.

JIM NISBET, Jahrgang 1947,  s tammt aus  North Carol ina, 
w o  e r  d i e  Un i ve r s i t ä t  i n  C h a p e l  Hi l l  b e s u c h t e .  E r  w a r 
Tanks t e l l enpächte r  und  führ t e  e in  Warenhaus ,  a rbe i t e t e 
a l s  Geometer,  a l s  Nuklea r -  und Tontechniker.  Er  i s t  Au-
tor  von neun Romanen und mehreren Lyr ik-Bänden.  1989 
erschien Tödl i che  Injekt ion  a l s  deutsche Ers taugabe.  Se ine 

Arbeiten wurden in acht Sprachen übersetzt .  In den letzten 
40 Jahren veröf fent l i chte  e r  darüber  h inaus  d iver se  Ar t i -
ke l ,  Essays  und Shor t  Stor ie s  in  Zei tungen,  Zei t schr i f ten 
und Anthologien sowie e in Sachbuch über Bau und Design 
retro- futur i s t i scher  Möbel .  Er  lebt  mit  se iner  Frau in  San 
Francisco.
      
� e Damned Dont Die (aka � e Gourmet, Black Lizard, 1981)
Lethal Injection (Black Lizard, 1987. Reprint: � e Overlook Press, March 2010. 
Deutsche Ausgabe: Tödliche Injektion, Pulp Master 00, 1989)
Death Puppet (Black Lizard, 1989)
Across the Tasman Sea (Small Pr Distribution, 1997)
Prelude to a Scream (Carroll & Graf Pub, 1997)
� e Price of the Ticket (Dennis McMillan, 2003)
� e Syracuse Codex (Dennis McMillan, 2005)
Dark Companion (Dennis McMillan, 2006)
� e Octopus On My Head (Dennis McMillan, 2007)
Windward Passage (� e Overlook Press, June 2010)

J im  Ni sbe t  i s t  e i n  übe r au s  wo r t g e wa l t i g e r  l i t e r a r i s che r 
Noi r -Autor  für  e ine  ausgewähl te  Lese r scha f t .  E in  ewiger 
Gehe imt ipp.  In  Rev i ews  zu  Le tha l  In j e c t i on  wurden  s e i -
nerze i t  Para l le len zu Truman Capote  und Norman Mai ler 
gesehen.  Bei  dem hervorragenden Thri l l e r  Syracuse  Codex 
hat te  ich wegen des  Umfangs—469 Sei ten—noch gezuckt , 
bei  Dark Companion  musste  ich wieder  zugrei fen.  —Frank 
Nowatzki ,  Hrsg .  PULP MASTER

Mehr über  Frank Nowatzki  und Pulp Master  in  der  nächs-
ten Ausgabe von Rokko’s  Adventures .  OUT NOW: Pulp Mas-
t e r  Band  29  NAZI  PARADISE  –  Ange lo  Pe t re l l a  (www.
pulpmaster.de)

***

A mail and skype-conversation between Dennis McMillan (Tuscon, Arizona) and Michael Grimm (Vienna, Austria) took place in October 2009
Excerpts from Dennis McMillan by Don Herron on www.donherron.com/dennis_mcmillan.html 

Citations from Fighting the good fight for 25 years in Noircon (Dennis McMillan Publications 2008) 

 „He—he w-wanted....“ The girl reached through the 
window with both hands and clung to his neck. „Oh, 
Mr. BJ. He watches those porn-movies. He—he....“ She 
dissolved into snobs, her head on his shoulder.
 Banerjhee wasn’t particularly taken aback at this 
small revelation, but he was pretty sure it wasn’t any 
of his business. „Certainly if ...“ he began tenta-
tively. „Have you been ...? I mean ... against your 
...?
 „We were just about to get in the hot tub,“ she 
whimpered. „And he—he is like totally out of cont-
rol.“
 „Who, Toby? Out of control? Let me out of the car.“ 
But the girl wouldn’t turn him loose. Her hair smelled 
of suntan oil and marijuana and cigarettes and other 
things he only involuntarily recognized.

The San Francisco Chronicle almost fired Eddie Muller [The Czar of Noir!] when 
they found out that he and Jim Nisbet were long-time-friends, after his review 
of Dark Companion, which, since it was one of the five Hammett Prize finalists 
for 2006, I think shows anybody that Eddie wasn’t „fudging“ his review because 
he knew Nisbet, but the powers that be at the newspaper think that things like 
that are a no-no, and put him on notice that if he ever reviewed another friend’s 
book, he would be fired: so you see, the world continues in its „tempest-in-a-
teapot“ stupidity, even when it comes to book reviewing (!).

Holding a grudge is like letting somebody 
live rent-free in your head.


