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From the Editor
What are you doing? Yeah, you, I’m talking to
you right now. I can’t believe that you are actually
reading this magazine.
Don’t you know that if you keep turning the
pages something is going to happen? There is no
way I would keep turning pages of this magazine.
It could be our scariest magazine to date. Did you
even look at the cover? There is no way I would
even be opening this magazine, but hey, it is your
life.
Don’t say I didn’t warn you when you reach
the end of the magazine, if you wind up in the fetal
position in the corner saying, “Help me, please.” So, don’t send me e-mails saying that we
scared you to death. Well, if you died and e-mailed me, that would be a story. Anyway
this is the season to be thankful and I’m very thankful that you guys keep reading our
magazine, because we have a lot of fun putting it together.
Last month, I told all of you that I was going to give you the best damn letter from
the editor of all time. Well, I lied. Surprise! I didn’t have a letter, and hopefully you
realized that when you kept reading.
I was only doing what Congress does and just keep talking without saying anything.
If you didn’t get that, well there is nothing I can do about it. Just like in the beginning of
this letter, I’ve warned you that if you keep reading, whatever happens to you wouldn’t
be my fault.
The good news is that once we get past this very scary issue, next month will bring
our Best of 2011 awards. It’s is our biggest issue, but also the most stressful to put together.
I will however, let you know and give you some insight into what the conversations will
be in the “war room” during this time.
We all get together and have our notes in front of us. We draw straws to see who is
going to go first and give their picks, taken from all of you and sprinkled in with love
from the person talking. That person then gets hit with tomatoes. If they can take that,
we then put their picks on the board.
After everyone gets done and we have made tomato soup in the office, we have our
list of books. Now that list is hundreds of books long and we have to pare it down even
more. This is where the fun begins and the I.V. injections of caffeine kick in. We stay in
that room, locked in, no showers or deodorant; you can imagine that scene…and the
odor. Phew!
Finally, we decide on all those award winners and then it is time to announce them
to the winners. This year we are going to try and get all of the winners to give us a couple
of quick answers to questions that we have prepared. I’m sure some authors will be out
of touch, but we will surely try.
Well there you go: the inside scoop into one of the many facets of Suspense Magazine.
Does that excite you? It is actually the prelude to the rest of the magazine and should
scare you. I mean, are you kidding me? A bunch of people sitting around in a room with
tomatoes, no shower, no deodorant, all yelling at each other, wow!
You know what it really sounds like? My family’s Thanksgiving dinner. And that
is really what this is all about! Grab your family members and give them a hug. Kiss
your neighbor and tell them it is okay that today their dog can bark ‘til midnight, but
then they have to shut up. Go outside and tell your paperboy that it’s okay that today he
throws the paper, etc. and without a cover, in the middle of the yard.
Happy Thanksgiving everyone, eat some good food and have a wonderful holiday
season! The best time of the year has just started, especially if you live in Southern
California, because it is seventy-two degrees and sunny!
John Raab
CEO/Publisher
Suspense Magazine 
“Reviews within this magazine are the opinions of the individual reviewers and are provided solely to provide readers assistance in determining another's thoughts on the book under discussion and shall not be interpreted as professional advice
or the opinion of any other than the individual reviewer. The following reviewers who may appear in this magazine are also
individual clients of Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine: Mark P. Sadler, Starr Gardinier Reina, Ashley
Dawn (Wintters), DJ Weaver, CK Webb, Elliott Capon, J.M. LeDuc, and Terri Ann Armstrong.”
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Five

Minutes
of Work
Special excerpt from “In Transit”

By Kathleen Gerard

T

he headlights cut parallel swaths down along the ramp from the West Side Highway that curved onto 125th street.
There it was all lit up - The Cotton Club. The long, white building looked silvery tucked amid the shadows from the
highway overpass. Spotlights shined upon the pristine-looking facade that was capped by a tidy black awning and a circular
sign that sported the name of the club in stark black and white letting in art deco style. A slew of polished old cars and
limousines were angled in front of the place and patrons, dressed to the nines in ball gowns and tuxedos, cluttered the street.
“Well, what do we have here?” Trapped in a blaze of floating brake lights, Sergeant Dirty Roy McSweeney inched the
unmarked car in front of the club. The nickname Dirty Roy was bestowed upon McSweeney years before, back when he
walked a beat through the city and had a penchant for flipping through porn magazines at newsstands.
“What we've got is a sea of Bentleys and Rolls Royces,” chimed Sergeant Tony Sanducci. The baby-faced officer cast wide
eyes though the back seat window. “Look at how everybody's all dressed up. Like a throwback to the heyday of this place in
the thirties—”
“—Well, it's the 21st Century, bro. To me, it looks like big doings at the gateway to hell.”
Sergeant Billy Quinn's tone made it clear that he was unimpressed by all the
fanfare as he rode shotgun alongside Dirty Roy. “Hey, The Cotton Club isn't the
only place in Harlem putting on a big show tonight. Right, fellas?”
The three cops shared a laugh as the car idled at the traffic light beneath
the elevated subway tracks at 125th and Broadway. As the roar of the train
approached overhead, the ground beneath the steel belted radials began to
quiver. Sparks from the rails sprinkled down like fireflies onto the street and the
blighted little shops and bodegas below.
When the traffic signal changed from red to green, Dirty Roy hung a left
onto Amsterdam Avenue and headed the car north in the direction of Hamilton
Heights.
It was easy for these three officers to fall back in step with their old banter.
Under the new mayoral administration, it took the city three months to recreate and reform a Special Gun and Drug Task Force that had finally reunited
this decorated trio of police sergeants: Dirty Roy McSweeney, Tony Sanducci
and Billy Quinn.
“How long has it been since we prowled about this hell hole?” Quinn asked.
“Too long. I'm broke,” said Dirty Roy.
“Still a pitiful sight for sore eyes, isn't it?” Billy Quinn gazed through the
passenger's side window at the poverty-infested neighborhoods that seemed
to change from bad to worse, block by city block. The deeper they drove into
Harlem, the more the place seemed hemmed in on all sides by public housing,
the projects and tumbledown tenements. “These folks have always made their
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own damn problems. Look over there.” Billy pointed to a garbage-strewn vacant lot. It was studded with junked appliances,
ransacked automobiles and old mattresses. “We’re not the ones dumping this crap. Look at all this junk. Just because these
folks are piss-poor doesn’t mean they have to live in a sewer. They take pride in nothing.”
“Well, listen to him, Ducci.” Dirty Roy raised his sights to the rearview mirror and shot Tony Sanducci an incredulous
look. “Our buddy-boy here sounds like he's running for mayor.”
“Well, he'd sure as hell get my vote,” said Sanducci.
“Na, don't need it. Wouldn't want the job,” Quinn told him. “Besides, there's a lot more money to be made outside of
politics.”
The three cops cruised past gangs huddled on street corners - kids wearing baggy pants, thick gold chains and medallions
glistening around their necks. They chugged forty ounce bottles of King Cobra. Frenetic rap music served as a soundtrack
while they hurled verbal insults like rocks toward the unmarked car.
“Hey, don't forget,” Sanducci said, leaning toward the front seat. “We've gotta get over to Frederick Douglass Boulevard
before Strivers' Row.”
“Yeah, yeah. I know,” Dirty Roy told him. “First the Mayor and now I've got a backseat GPS, in 3-D? You guys are killing
me!”
Dirty Roy made a right then took a quick left down a dark, one way street. A coned beam of light from a streetlamp
widened upon a shiny car parked below. The three officers oohed and aahed when they were close enough to spot Nick “the
Spic” Zapato's souped up, black Monte Carlo. It was vintage 1986, parked right where they were told it would be - outside a
boarded up social club and tenement house.
“I don't know about you guys, but I'd take Nicky's car any day over those Bentleys and Royces over at The Cotton Club,”
said Quinn.
Dirty Roy slowed the car and glanced up at a square of light blazing from a window on the third floor. “Looks like Nicky's
already upstairs, counting and cutting his loot.”
Billy Quinn pummeled his fist into his palm. He craned his neck and followed the trail where Dirty Roy was looking.
“Tonight's the night that poor bastard's gonna regret he didn't cut a deal with us before he got back into town.”
“You sure we've got the right time?” Dirty Roy asked.
Sanducci unwrapped two long pieces of chewing gum. He folded them in half and in half again then shoved them into
his mouth. His jaw was getting some work-out since he quit smoking. “Yeah, I heard Nicky's girl say that he opens the safe
and starts to cut the new stuff around seven o'clock. So we're right on schedule.”
Dirty Roy pulled the car as close as he could to Nicky's totally refurbished Monte Carlo. Those who knew Nick the Spic
Zapato knew his car was his pride and joy. His baby.
With a grimace, Dirty Roy said, “Nicky boy's gonna have a coronary when he gets a load of what we've got planned.”
Tony Sanducci cackled as he pushed open the car door and slipped out from the backseat. He grabbed a dented metal lid
off a nearby trash can. Then he turned back and asked, “Okay, Quinn. You going up?”
Billy Quinn stepped gallantly from the car. “Pleasure's all mine.”
“We'll meet you upstairs,” Dirty Roy told Billy Quinn.
Quinn drew his weapon as he neared the dilapidated tenement house. Before he entered, he turned to his cohorts and
mouthed in a whisper, “Have fun. And don't you guys miss me too much while I'm gone.”
It was a cinch for Quinn to jimmy the door lock. Once he had it opened, he tiptoed up the creaky front stairway. The walls
were so thin that when he hit the third floor landing, Billy heard Nicky counting out loud.
“I'm surprised that bastard can spout off numbers that high,” Quinn mumbled under his breath. He looked at his watch
- 6:56. With his body tucked into the shadows filling a nearby alcove in the hallway, Billy Quinn pictured Dirty Roy and
Sanducci on the front sidewalk, also eyeing their watches and giving a go-ahead nod to each other. Quinn firmed his fingers
around his gun. He braced himself, waiting for Sanducci to pull his night stick off his belt and whack it as hard as he could
against the metal garbage lid.
CRASH!
The impact of the sound clamored right on schedule. It was loud enough to hear even inside the building. Then Dirty
Roy screamed, his voice lighting up the quiet with, “Jesus Christmas, dawg! What the hell's wrong with you? Why don't you
friggin' watch where you're going?”
It didn't take long for Dirty Roy and Tony Sanducci to start their noisy pseudo-brawl before Billy, from inside the alcove,
saw Nick the Spic rush into the hallway and hurry down the stairs. With Nicky gone, Billy slipped into the vacant apartment.
In his haste, the Spic had left his weapon behind and the safe wide open. Quinn wasn't surprised to find drugs and stacks of
crumpled green bills covering the kitchen table. In the safe, hidden behind a makeshift cupboard, was a gym bag bulging with
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money. The zipper was undone, revealing bricks of cash inside along with an oozing stash of loose dollars.
Billy Quinn yanked the bag from the safe. As he headed back toward the door, he lifted a few baggies filled
with Quaaludes and piles of C-notes from the kitchen table and stuffed as many as would fit inside his
pockets.
*****
Nick the Spic was breathless by the time he flung open the door of the building and burst onto
the front stoop. Leaning against his Monte Carlo were two familiar faces.
“Hey there, Nick,” Sanducci greeted.
“What up, bro?” asked McSweeney.
At the sight of the two smiling officers, the Spic did an immediate about-face. He turned on his heels and
charged back into the building. Taking two steps at a time, he flew up the three long flights.
Nicky, a middle-aged convicted drug runner who had recently been released from prison and just returned to his old
neighborhood, bolted through the door to his apartment. In a fury, he swept the drugs and money off the table and tried to
cram everything into the safe. But Nick didn't get very far. When he heard a creaking sound, as if from hinges in need of oil,
he turned and froze. Emerging from the shadow behind the opened door inside the apartment was Sergeant Billy Quinn.
With his revolver already aimed, the officer took a step toward Nicky and put a bullet into the Spic's ankle with one perfectly
placed shot.
“Nothing like falling for the oldest trick in the book,” Billy Quinn said as Nick dropped to the floor. “It's a damn shame
you didn't cut a deal with us while you had the chance. It's hell living without police protection, isn't it?” Quinn slipped the
gun into his holster while Dirty Roy and Tony Sanducci strode into the apartment, weapons drawn.
“What've we here?” Dirty Roy asked, first eyeing the Spic curled into the fetal position then making a visual sweep of the
drugs and money scattered on the kitchen table.
“This suspect was trying to flee the scene. He left me no other choice,” Billy announced, looking on as Nick moaned, a
growing pool of blood encircling his leg. When the three cops nodded in agreement to the facts of the story, Billy tossed the
over-stuffed gym bag he'd lifted from the safe Sanducci's way. “Critical piece of evidence for the Gun and Drug Task Force.
Get this down to the car, ASAP.”
“Will do.” Sanducci cradled the bag like a precious newborn. On his way out of the room, he chomped on his wad of gum
and said, “I'll give you guys a few minutes to finish up here, then I'll radio for an ambulance and some back up.”
“10-4, good buddy,” Dirty Roy mocked.
“Someday, I'm gonna do all you dirty mothers in,” Nick the Spic shouted, blood oozing through his fingertips while he
clung in desperation to his ankle. “Especially you, Quinn.”
“Do that, and I'll come back and take target practice on your other foot.” Billy Quinn kicked the steel toe of his police
boot into the Spic's stomach. From down on the floor, Nicky let out a gut-wrenching groan.
“How much you think is in the bag?” Dirty Roy asked Quinn.
“A few grand apiece. Ten, maybe.”
“I'll take it. Perfect for my kid's college fund.”
“Yeah, not bad for five minutes of work.” Billy Quinn put up a hand in Dirty Roy's direction. The two officers' clapped
their palms together in a high-five gesture over Nick the Spic who was twisting himself up as tight as a pretzel on the floor.
Dirty Roy asked Billy, “So do you want to do the honors or should I?”
Together, the two officers started to recite the memorized litany as if in harmony. “You've got the right to remain silent.
You have the right to an attorney . . .” 
Kathleen Gerard's writing has been awarded The Perillo Prize, The Eric Hoffer Prose Award and nominated for Best New
American Voices, all national prizes in literature. Gerard writes across genres. Her short prose and poetry have been widely
published in literary journals, magazines and anthologies, as well as broadcast on National Public Radio (NPR). Kathleen's
novel, “In Transit,” won “Best Romantic Fiction” at The New York Book Festival 2011. Kathleen is a member of the writing
organizations Sisters in Crime and New York Sisters in Crime, Romance Writers of America and Romance Writers of New Jersey.
“Five Minutes of Work” is an excerpt from “In Transit,” a NYC-centric novel of romantic suspense that centers around the NYPD
Transit Squad. The novel was released in May 2011 and is available in hardcover from Five Star (Gale-Cengage-Thorndike
Press).
To learn more about “In Transit” and author Kathleen Gerard, visit http://intransit-thenovel.blogspot.com.
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The

Haunted Maze
Sarah Winchester’s Feat
Fueled by Fear

By Amy Lignor
Photo Credit: Suspense Magazine

There is a very real story of a very real house that many believe was actually responsible for stealing a woman’s mind.
Her name was Sarah Lockwood Pardee, a young, vibrant East Coast girl who many would call a member of the “upper
crust” of society. She had not a care in the world as she enjoyed her youth in Connecticut, and was eager to live a fabulous life.
Falling in love with a highly intelligent man, Sarah became the wife of William Wirt Winchester, who was famous for being
the creator and owner of the Winchester Repeating Arms Company. Guns and weaponry were his focus, a focus that would
one day cost a woman her sanity.
Sarah Winchester was a young mother and a good wife, yet the curse of the ghostly spirits who had been killed and
tortured at the end of a Winchester rifle began to slowly take their revenge. After the sudden death of her child, Annie (who
survived only a few weeks after her birth), and the loss of her husband to tuberculosis, Sarah began to see the bloody path
that lay in front of her. Seeking out a psychic for help, Sarah was allegedly told that the curse of the Winchester family would
continue. This “odd” medium—whose name is still unknown to history—told Sarah she would need to find a house where
the spirits of the “victims” could reside. But if construction on the house ever stopped, Sarah would be taken by the ghosts
and sent straight to the depths of Hades where she would pay for all eternity.
Sarah’s mind was slowly falling into a rotted state of confusion. In 1884, she traveled to California and purchased an
eight-room farmhouse that was already under construction. Located in San Jose, Sarah enclosed herself within the walls of
what would become her inner sanctum, and began to listen to the ghosts and goblins that followed her there. The largest
construction project ever to be taken on began, as Sarah used her incredible $20 million fortune to continue the round-theclock building, trying to calm the monsters that were calling out to her morning, noon, and night.
The Winchester Mystery House is an authentic realm that defies explanation. In the very depths of the monstrosity is
a séance room, a room where the ghostly talks and visits would occur on a nightly basis. At midnight, every night of Sarah
Winchester’s life, the bell in the clock tower of her mansion would ring out (although no one was ever at the very top to

6

Suspense Magazine November 2011/vol. 028

make this happen manually.) But when the bell struck midnight, Sarah would make her way through the maze of rooms,
staircases, and hallways to sit at the small table with one chair as she spoke, listening and begging the spirits to forgive her
for what happened to them. Across the hallway from the séance room was the grand ballroom—one of the most beautiful
and expensive rooms ever created.
Through this door, as she looked up from her table, it was said that Sarah saw the spirits walk past, sneering and
screaming, demanding that she do more for them. Music could be heard coming from the antique organ in the ballroom, as
the chandelier (with thirteen candles) hanging from above highlighted the bright, transparent orbs that always seemed to
float in the air. According to Sarah (and the many tourists who have viewed the orbs on their cameras and cell phones) inside
each one of these orbs is a spirit, a ghost that will stay in the house forever in order to make sure Sarah continues to pay for
her family’s mistakes.
No one knows where Sarah’s other obsession came from. Perhaps it was the spirits themselves who spoke to Sarah about
the power that the number thirteen carried. Whether it came from the “other side” or simply ingrained in Sarah from the
talks she had with the medium, she was absolutely fascinated with the number thirteen. The diagrams and architectural plans
Sarah would draw while sitting at the séance table every night, always included that powerful numeral. As she created the
next room, the next window, or the next staircase in her mind, Sarah made sure that each new building project was somehow
an ‘ode to thirteen.’ The house has thirteen bathrooms, thirteen bedrooms, and thirteen hooks in the closets, windows that
have thirteen panes of glass, thirteen chandeliers, thirteen drains in the sink, as well as thirteen steps in as many staircases
as she could build.
There is a creation in the Winchester House, however, that is barely spoken about: a stained-glass window that is one of
the most powerful and haunting creations a person could ever lay their eyes on. Twilight turns to daylight in this magical
scene created in a myriad of colors that, unexplainably, makes ones own mind begin to spin. Many tourists will simply stare
into the window and think about the past, wondering what Sarah Winchester was pondering when it was created. In this
window there are thirteen orbs, orbs that seem to represent the celestial bodies in the sky. Here perhaps, is a “shout out” to
the original thirteen signs that once made up the horoscope charts, before the Pope threw out the 13th sign as being pure
and utter evil.
In 1906, the San Francisco Earthquake hit and trapped Sarah in her bedroom. The 13th bedroom in the house. When she
was finally pulled out of the ruins and rose from the ashes of her monstrous home, she told the construction crews to stop
working on the nearly completed front part of the house. Immediately it was boarded up. According to legend, Sarah believed
that the sprits were angry with her for working on the front rooms and not the ones they wanted to live in that were located
in the interior of the Winchester Mansion.
But as with all ghostly tales, Sarah’s finally came to an end. In 1922, the hammers stopped pounding and the rooms were
left unfinished, as the construction workers—after thirty-eight years—finally called it a day. Sarah Winchester passed away in
her bed, leaving a will that was written in thirteen sections, which she signed thirteen times. The belongings were auctioned
and the house was sold to the highest bidder, who then turned it into a place that would be forever known as the “House That
Fear Built.”
There are many legends, such as a visit from the President that went awry, as well as a tour taken by Harry Houdini in his
heyday, and many fictional accounts of the mighty Winchester Mansion. Included in these fictional tales is a lesser-known
story regarding a treasure that is buried inside the Winchester House. It is told that one night while Sarah Winchester lay
in her bed sleeping, yet another predator entered the infamous home. This man was very real: the self-proclaimed Devil,
Aleister Crowley. Crowley walked the halls of the Winchester Mansion on his own mission to hide two very specific orbs,
orbs that played a part in the 13th sign that Sarah Winchester was so intrigued with. Here, in a staircase that was built directly
across the hallway from that mind-bending stained-glass window, Crowley buried his ‘package’ in the 13th stair.
Is Sarah Winchester still in that house? Is she still trapped in the world that she simply could not depart from during
life? There are many such sightings inside the Winchester Mystery House every year. Orbs that simply hang in the air and
are caught on camera, as well as sightings of a small woman dressed in white vintage clothing sleeping on Sarah Winchester’s
bed. Perhaps the spirits allowed her to become a part of their group. Perhaps Sarah is simply tied to that house because of
all that happened to her inside of it for so many years, an albatross around her neck that she simply can’t rid herself of. The
final sighting that many visitors have documented is within the small séance room. This is the room where a purely cold,
frightening feeling comes over people. Perhaps because this was the room where the evil magic happened—where a poor
woman was drained of her sanity.
For believers, thrill-seekers, and historians, this 160-room Victorian mansion seems to hold many unexplained feelings,
sightings, and emotions. Over time, the Winchester House has proven to all naysayers that the “other side” really exists.
Perhaps Sarah Winchester truly created a gate between Heaven and Hell! 
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In 2023, ex-detective Lara Evans

just wants to win the Gauntlet, a
national endurance competition, but
a mysterious assailant wants her dead.
Can she stop the killer and survive
long enough to claim victory?
“L. J. Sellers is again in top storytelling
form with twists and turns you won’t see
coming.” -OverMyDeadBody.com
“Another great read from one of my
favorite authors.” -Bookbitch.com
“L.J. Sellers weaves an intricate web of
action, intrigue, and romance in this nearfuture thriller.” -Scott Nicholson, Liquid Fear

Sula overhears
Jenna just

wanted a baby,
but her doctor
had other ideas.
The doctor
and her lover
conspire to
kidnap Jenna and
steal one of her
eggs. But from
the beginning,
things go terribly
wrong.

a shocking
discovery at the
drug company she
works for. She tries
to find missing
data that will
save thousands of
patients, but soon
she’s running for
her life.

Available as
$2.99 ebooks and in print.

http://ljsellers.com

By Mark P. Sadler

My latest journey to the hustle and bustle of a re-emerging downtown
revealed a multitude of tattoo parlors, busy sidewalk cafes, and homeless
men wrapped in blankets and street performers. Throw into the mix pushcart
vendors dispersing Sonoran-style hot dogs, a smattering of college students
and a hippie granny wearing dreadlocks. This evening also happened to be
the night of the fabled Zombie Walk and it helped round off the little bit of
the unease you feel wandering around the mildly inebriated, street dwelling
inhabitants of downtown on a weekend evening. It ain’t Tinseltown, honey,
it’s Tucson!
Tucson’s downtown has hosted indie movie festivals for over two
decades. The largest show of the year is the April festival known as the
Arizona International Film Festival. With an audience always willing to
give indie films an opportunity, local writer/director David Pike decided
to introduce a new festival to fans of cult cinema, horror, and their ilk by
staging Tucson Terrorfest just in time for Halloween 2011.
Pike has a film short, Red Door that has played at several festivals, and
has another horror short in pre-production right now. He is influenced by
directors such as Mario Bava, Dario Argento, Tobe Hooper, Lucio Fulci,
and Alfred Hitchcock. Having been involved in programming horror
films for the Arizona Underground Film Festival, Pike felt his interest
in horror films would help showcase films that break boundaries in
filmmaking. Obviously others felt he was on to something and a
stage was presented to him through the Screening Room on historic
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Congress Street in Tucson’s thriving downtown, a stretch that sees a throng of
nightlife with music spilling out on to the street from neighborhood nightclubs
as cars constantly stream past and out into the night.
Others also support Pike’s ambitions. Horror maven Mark Headley, producer
of numerous horror shows was there Friday night for the inaugural showing.
He is involved with filming an all-zombie version of The Shootout at OK
Corral, Zombie Billy which is scheduled for shooting the trailer this November
in nearby Tombstone. Friday’s showing was attended by Snuf Leamon, a local
Tucson filmmaker whose short, No Such Thing as Monsters was screened prior
to the evening’s offerings. A treat in shorts on Saturday evening was Bugbaby,
featuring Mink Stole, veteran of John Waters movies. It was the winner of Best
Horror Short, 2011 Phoenix Film Festival.
Information on who is showing their work this year—Pike selected six
offerings from over a hundred entries—including the various shorts that
preclude each movie, and how you can enter your movie for consideration. All
are available at the Festival’s web site, www.tucsonterrorfest.com.
Now I have watched my fair share of movies. The last count at movies I had
rated on Netflix is well over the four thousand mark. I’ve watched everything
from early black and white silents to the latest on the screen today. I’ve seen a
few horror movies, with the Pin-head series and Phantasm among my favorites.
I have usually stuck with traditional movies, though some of the duds I have
found on Netflix boggle the mind. The point is I have never been an art-house,
David Pike Photo Credit:
cult-movie fan, so I am opening new horizons for myself and perhaps for you
Wendy Van Leuveren-Alvarez
as I present to you the following movies. Now I offer not just a review of the
movies here but I rank them too. The ranking is based on how close I think this particular movie is to being mainstream, and
the movies are offered in the order they were shown.

The Millennium Bug:

Directed by Kenneth Cran, this was an Arizona premiere for a film that initially I found
unoriginal and myopic in its depiction of Appalachian hillbillies. We have all seen movies about inbreed hill people that take
strangers to propagate their family clan without having more deformed births. The three unsuspecting people driving their
car into the hills to camp were easy pickings. What made it intriguing, even though the initial dialogue in close quarters
of the automobile was a little stilted, was the premise that it was December 31, 1999. So many rumors had surfaced about
terrible things that might go wrong with computers at the start of 2000, the Y2K glitches that where expected, gave this an air
of possibility. If one can forgive the story involving the deviant deformed hill-dwellers, then there is a chance that the actual
genius of this film can be appreciated. Also deep in the hills is a scientist documenting his own film as he follows up on a
lead about a Jurassic-style monster, a dinosaur of sorts, that is rumored to come out of hibernation every thousand years, and
this is the real-life Y2K problem that all participants in this film are about to encounter. The special effects on this gruesome
creature and her spawn are noteworthy on their own and make this film worth watching.

Crawl: This was the jewel of the festival for me. The score was great, special effects worked without being over the top,

the scare factor was ratcheted way up, and the acting was top-notch. The gore was prolific, but realistic and not over the top.
No blood just for blood’s sake. The protagonist (Georgina Haig) was as pretty as any Hollywood starlet. This was actually an
Australian offering directed by Paul China in only its second screening ever—and it was disturbingly erotic. It was a welldone story regarding an automobile accident involving a Serbian hit-man that leads to a home invasion where the heroine
waits for help that we know is never coming. Can she get the bad guy before he gets her? Lots of tension-filled moments of
heart-stopping terror.

Wound: This dark movie from New Zealand, directed by David Blyth, is a little hard to take at times. Blood and gore
I can take. Severing penises however, took this one to a new level for me. The movie offers a disturbing glance into the mind
of a mentally ill woman. Treated with all manners of depravity in her formative years, forced to give up a child that was the
spawn of her pedophiliac father, this movie delves into the controversial subjects of incest and mental illness. Shockingly
10
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direct in its depiction of a sexually submissive female, Wound leaves you bleeding mentally well after the movie has ended.

I Didn’t Come Here to Die: This titillating tease of a movie by Bradley Scott Sullivan left me wanting more. The

documentary-styled beginning that led to flashbacks to enlighten us was very effective. It was filmed as if with a hand-held
camera, jumpy and grainy. The premise of a group of young people camping in the wilderness is well-used in the horror genre
and as soon as they start swinging axes and power saws you know that you’re in for a bloodbath. Sullivan doesn’t disappoint.
Campfires and the promise of sex in a tent all build the tension, and you just know that when they all sit to introduce
themselves to each other that someone is hiding a secret past, but who and why keep you guessing. I missed a strong lead,
wanting one of the characters to grab the film and lead it. But the team leader, the strongest of the group, is removed for
a large chunk of the film, leaving the weaker cast to carry the show and here was its failing. I wanted more buildup to the
inevitable deaths and felt cheated by the film’s length. It needed just a little more depth.

The Dead: A well-promoted, critically acclaimed film with a large cult audience, the Ford brother’s classic zombie
flick The Dead doesn’t disappoint. It is the first zombie picture to use the backdrop of West Africa for this setting as it vividly
portrays the Dark Continent, with shooting being done in Burkina Faso, French-speaking West Africa, and Ghana, including
the Sahara Desert. On an evacuation flight out of what has deteriorated into a dead zone, an American plane crashes, leaving
a single survivor to fight his way through throngs of zombies. His paths cross with several unaffected humans on the way
north, and he tries to portray a sense of hope in a country turned into a war zone. But let’s face it, we came to see zombies.
This is a first-rate zombie film, lots of severed heads and limbs strewn around, white-eyed, staring killing machines zoning
in on our hero at every step he takes. I was hoping for a little wild animal action to threaten; it is, after all, Africa and bloody
body parts might have attracted hyenas or lions. Still, the action is nonstop, and the videography well-done. An awesome
zombie flick.


THE SECOND NOVEL IN
THE 911 ABDUCTON SERIES

“A harrowing, edge of your seat thriller, the frightening premise sucks you in, while the twists and
turns will keep you guessing to the last breathtaking word.”
—Richard Doetsch, bestselling author of HALF-PAST DAWN
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Life
Parts of

By Casey McKenna
he felt dizzy. Her legs ached with cramps. Her swollen tongue pleaded for water and a stitch burned a hole in her side.
The hot African sun was starting to rise and she worried for her skin which deplored its harsh rays. She had been
running for what seemed like forever, but she dared not stop. To stop was to surrender to death, and welcome an even worse
fate.

S

A ghost like her was invisible to most, scorned by others, but limitlessly valuable to the medicine men. Witch-doctors, was
the term she heard white men call them; not pale men like her, but real white men with blue eyes and yellow hair. They also
seemed to be skeptical of the doctors who used bones of people like her for potions. Yet the villagers were not. The villagers
grew up at the feet of the medicine men, often at their very mercy, and they knew the bones and parts of pale ghosts could be
used to make people better, to cure.
They were following her in their old jeep. She could hear it rattling along the jungle roads, keeping up to her no matter
how hard she tried to escape. She was weakening and the medicine men were experienced poachers who were skilled at
tracking—an unfair fight.
She was fading, feeling herself falling away and wishing to lie down and catch her breath. From behind they descended
upon her. She screamed and fought with all her might, her instinct to survive stronger even than her fear. She turned her head
to face her attacker and saw not magic men, but uniforms—the police! She heard that the local authorities had been forced
by the UN workers to stop the medicine men’s hunting of her kind. At first she hadn’t believed the report, but perhaps it was
true. Suddenly she was overcome with relief and gratitude for the blue-hatted UN workers and the men before her.

T

***

he child looked up at him with wide pleading eyes. Her pale skin shone oddly in the sun, sores dotting it in numerous
locations. People said the ghosts were lucky, but it didn’t seem that way to Objewi. They might be lucky for the ailing,
but their own lives seemed so painful, such a burden.
Objewi bent down to get a closer look at the panting child. His brass buttons reflected the sun making the exhausted girl
squint. He smiled at her. He figured she was about nine, maybe a little younger. She stared at him, more wary than a child
her age ever should be.
“Are you lost, little one?” he asked in what he hoped was a smoothing tone.
Gaining her trust meant everything to him.
She had no idea where she was. She had simply been running in blind panic since the magic men broke into her house
before dawn, searching for her. She worried for her family—especially her protective mother who pushed her out the back
window in hopes of escape. She wanted to know what happened to her relatives, but she was too scared to speak. She nodded

2011 Short Story Contest Submission
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at the uniformed man, wanting to trust him. What other choice did she have?
“You’re found now, we’ll help,” he reassured, taking her small hand. “Let’s go find your family.”

S

***

he rode with the policemen to the hospital in their dust-coated car. She had rarely been in cars and was fascinated
by the journey. She drank cool, bottled water and watched the plants and villages and other scenes slide by. When
she was protected by the cover of a car she could view the world without having to worry about it looking back and chasing
her—the ghost, both scorned and desired. In a car she could relax and dream of seeing her mother again. Her mother was
good to her, unmindful of her condition. Her mother lathered her sore skin and told her she was God’s gift. Her mother was
her only real friend now, and probably forever.
When the car pulled up in front of the worn hospital, her mother was not waiting for her, but several people in white
uniforms were. The doctors smiled at her as they took her from the police car and led her into the drab healing center. She
glanced back nervously at Objewi who smiled and waved goodbye one last time.
“You’ve had a hard day,” a doctor told her once he got her into an examining room. “Rest now.”
She looked away as he put the needle in her arm.

A

***

s Objewi watched the child descend into the hospital a pang of pity overtook him. She had been so trusting, poor
ghost. The doctors would make it fast for her—the parts would go to those who needed them the most. Albinos like
her were known to possess healing powers. The General’s wife was having terrible headaches, the girls’ bones grounded into
a necklace would be sure to cure the woman almost instantly. The sick would heal, the ghost was at peace, it all balanced out.
Objewi counted the cash he had been given by the General as a reward for finding, capturing, and delivering a ghost.
Soon Objewi’s own son would be allowed a ghost part to cure his lame leg. Ghosts were the living dead, but they carried the
parts of life. 
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“

For years, I’d crossed my fingers, toes, and
Eyes in the hopes of being published.

Laura Alden

“

Reasons or Results?

Interview by Suspense Magazine

Laura Alden grew up in a part of Michigan where the prime agricultural
products are blueberries and Christmas trees. Back in the day, kids could work
in the fields picking berries at age twelve, so the day after she turned twelve, her
fingers got busy.
Picking berries gave her an education beyond the picking itself. She realized
sitting in a classroom isn’t so bad when stacked up against standing in the blazing
hot sun for eight hours. She also learned was that while Nancy Drew and Trixie
Belden were fun, there was a whole world out there filled with books by authors
like Dick Francis, Josephine Tey, Ellis Peters, and John D. MacDonald.
In the late Nineties, after a number of years in management, Laura felt the
need to move on and took a job with fewer responsibilities. A month later, she
was dead bored and began to consider writing as a way to wake up her brain. She
started reading a lot of books on writing and came across a particular sentence
that grabbed her: “What’s it going to be, reasons or results?”
The phrase practically stuck Laura in the eye. She printed it out, framed it,
and put it next to her computer. “Reasons or results?” At the end of her life, was
she going to have a pile of reasons for not having done anything, or was she going to sit down and write a book? A short
thirteen years later, her first book was published.
Laura and her husband share their house with two very strange cats. Thanks to her maternal grandparents, Laura and
her husband (and the cats) have the great good fortune to live on a lake in the northern end of Lower Michigan. They spend
summers entertaining weekend guests and winters guessing which day the lake is going to freeze over. They tolerate mud
season by tapping maple trees and cooking the syrup, which they serve to their summer guests on fluffy pancakes with
chopped pecans along-side maple syrup-glazed bacon.
When Laura isn’t writing her next book, she’s working, reading, yanking weeds out of her garden, singing in the church
choir or doing some variety of skiing. She also maintains the local chamber of commerce website, writes press releases for a
local breast cancer awareness group, and dabbles in photography.
“Foul Play at the PTA,” released in July 2011, is Laura’s second mystery. Laura’s debut novel, “Murder
at the PTA” was an Agatha Award finalist, and its Best First Novel of 2010.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): We assume, since you grew up picking
blueberries, you’ve eaten your fair share. So it begs the question, do you still
like them? Or have you had your fill?
Laura Alden (LA): I love the little buggers! I have them on my oatmeal almost
every morning—and a big bowl of fresh blueberries is one of my favorite food
groups.
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S. MAG.: What was it like for you to have your first novel accepted for publication?
LA: To say it was a dream come true is the clichést of all clichés, but that’s what it
was. For years, I’d crossed my fingers, toes, and eyes in the hopes of being published.
Getting “The Call” will always be on my list of Top Ten Life Events.
S. MAG.: Was your love of reading the sole reason you decided to begin doing
reviews?
LA: It was a big reason, sure. Another is that I wanted to see if I could do it!
S. MAG: Writing is a very satisfying thing to do when you have stories inside to
tell. Can you describe the feeling you get knowing your story is finally done and
it’s down on paper ready to be seen by the world?
LA: Half of me is thrilled, the other half is struck dumb with terror. What if
everyone hates it? What if it’s so stupid that not even my best girlfriend will find
any redeeming qualities? Did if I remember to fix that scene in the bookstore? Did
I follow up on that email exchange? Did I…?
S. MAG.: Tell us about your absolute favorite childhood memory growing up in
Michigan.
LA: It’s hard to top how my family celebrated the Bicentennial. I was thirteen at the
time and my parents took me and my two brothers to Mackinac Island. The island is a primo tourist destination and has been
for well over a hundred years. No motorized vehicles are allowed except for emergency vehicles (well, there are snowmobiles in
winter, but we won’t talk about that) and people get around by bicycle, by foot, or by horse. We stayed in a hotel right on the main
street and fell asleep to the sound of horses clip-clopping past.
The Bicentennial events included fireworks, a stone skipping contest, and a torch-lit parade with people in period dress. I also
remember standing next to my dad, listening to church bells all over town ring in
sparkling celebration of our nation’s 200th anniversary. Even then, I knew the trip
would be something I’d have the rest of my life. Thanks, Mom! Thanks, Dad!
S. MAG.: What is your idea of the perfect way to spend a day?
LA: Funny you should ask; my husband and I were just talking about this. It would
probably be a summer Saturday. I’d wake up at dawn and go for nice long run,
which would end with a jump into the lake. My husband would serve breakfast on
the porch—crepes with fresh strawberries—and I wouldn’t have to do the dishes.
Then I’d write for a few hours out on the patio. For lunch, we’d ride our bicycles
into town and eat at the local diner. All afternoon I’d read, water ski, read, and
water ski some more. We’d have dinner with some friends and end the evening
watching the Northern Lights.
Alternatively, it’d be a clear winter day of about twenty degrees, no wind. We’d ski
all morning and I’d read and nap all afternoon. Evening, same as above.
Suspense Magazine is thrilled to have Laura as a monthly contributor to its
publication. We look forward to a long and happy relationship and wish Laura
the very best in her writing, reviewing, weeding, singing and even her skiing.
Thank you, Laura. 
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Special Preview from Skye Savoy

Waking
By Skye Savoy

Up

DEAD

Chapter One
“What in the Sam hell,” I muttered
in confusion as I stood over what was
without a doubt my body in bed clad
in a ratty, hot pink, Put Some South in
Your Mouth, over-sized T-shirt. Paula Deen wiped her hands on it at her
cooking demo for the Europe Tennessee Convention Center’s Tenth Anniversary where I prepped all the food.
This has got to be a dream. I leaned
in and looked closer at my sleeping
body twisted in the sheets. Good Lord!
I had no idea there was so much cellulite
on the back of my legs.
Boy, did I have things bass-ackwards. Three years of freedom from my
philandering ex- husband, Craig and I
let myself go to pot. I kept everything
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plucked and dimple-free during my
thirty-two years of indentured servitude to the fool who left me for a phone
book rep half his age.
That’s it. I’m making an appointment for a body wrap and mani-pedi at
Beverly’s Salon and Bargain Boutique as
soon as I wake up.
I sat down beside myself on the
bed. Who’d a thought that finishing off
those leftovers from the party last night
would lead to an out-of-body experience? It must have been those shitake
mushrooms. I knew better than to cook
something everybody at Senator Bubba
Thorsen’s re-election campaign fundraiser would joke about! ‘Shit’- this,
‘Shit’- that. Those people had all the
money in town, but, like Big Mama always said, money can’t buy manners.
A horrible thought jolted me off
the bed and sent me pacing around the
room. What if all the people who ate
the meal I catered were having the same
disembodied experience?
Reverend Jeremiah Warren is going
to personally erase my name from the
First Baptist Church Charter Member
Roster.
I expected Senator Thorsen’s campaign fundraiser to elevate me from my
six-year career of catering small family
reunions and children’s birthday parties. A mind-altering mushroom did
not figure into my plans. The shitake’s
sure to hit the fan when my competition, the surgically-enhanced Nina
Blackstone, gets wind of it, and blackballs me out of the catering business.
Damage control starts with getting
back into my body right now. I inhaled
a deep, cleansing breath.
Where’s my Third Eye when I need
it? At least I remembered a couple of
things from those yoga classes my sister forced me to take when I wanted to
wallow in post-divorce depression.
Relax and hurry up about it. Ticktock. Tick-tock. Rrr. Why do I keep seeing myself in those stupid yoga pants
Kitty found and made me wear? I can’t
visualize floating back into my body very
well in those things. Minutes trudged by.
I opened one eye and realized I sat in
the very same spot.
Damn. I’m too fat to levitate. I
sighed and turned to study my body

more closely. Hunh. Why is there a pillow over my face? The only time I ever
slept with a pillow over my head was
when Craig snored louder than a chain
saw after a drunken bender.
Dread bubbled up. I slammed a
lid on it. Any minute now I am going to
wake-up, completely skip Beverly’s salon,
and immediately make an appointment
with a plastic surgeon for liposuction
and treatment for those new spider veins
on the back of my lower legs.
I gingerly reached and poked at
one of the veins on my body. Icy flesh
met my touch. I drew my hand away
instantly. Oh, Jesus! There’s no way I
can be…
Somewhere between denial and
disgust, I gathered enough courage to
snatch the pillow off my head. I stifled a
scream with my hands.
Blood shot eyes peered at me from
a purplish-black face enlarged to grotesque proportions. Even through my
worst hangover or bought with the flu,
I never looked this bad.
Dry heaves racked my ethereal
body. I didn’t throw-up like I really
wanted. I screamed and propelled myself away from the horrible sight of my
undeniably dead body.
A man materialized right before my
eyes and directly in my path. I couldn’t
stop the momentum. I ran right into
him, knocking both of us onto the floor
with a giant thud.
I sort of remembered straddling a
man. It was like riding a bike, only most
bicycles hurt after a while. In this case,
some very physical feelings erupted in
an area conditioned to respond to battery-operated stimulation.
“Never, in centuries of collecting
souls have I been mowed down by one,”
he said with his head cocked to the side,
“and a very unhappy one at that.”
“Didn’t anybody ever teach you to
knock? What the hell are you doing in
my house?”
He wiggled to get out from under
my weight. “Why are you so solid? You
are supposed to be dead.”
“Solid? You never, ever tell a woman she’s solid!” I pushed him into the
carpet as I tried to hoist myself up without doing what I really wanted to do—
grind my knee into his groin.
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“Wait. What do you mean I’m supposed to be dead?”
The answer slapped me right between the eyes. He killed me and returned to make sure he hadn’t left anything behind. I screamed loud enough
for the folks in the next county to hear
and threw myself away from him.
“You humans are all alike, dead or
alive.” He jumped to his feet. “Look, if
you do not stop screeching, the devil
himself is going to come looking for
you.”
I screamed some more as I crawled
to the far corner of the room, hesitating
as I fumbled over clothing and miscellaneous items strewn on the floor.
I looked behind me to see the
stranger’s hands pressed firmly against
his ears and a menacing glare in his
black eyes.
“Devil himself? You…you…murderer. You are the devil.”
He dropped his hands and stared at
me. A smile crossed his dark face. My
heart hammered loudly in my ears.
“Astonishing. You think I killed
you?”
I jumped up from my crouching
position by the dresser and scrounged
through its open drawers for the Glock
Kitty gave me when Craig moved out.
It probably helped someone rob a convenience store since it came from a
dumpster.
My fingers wrapped around something cool and cylindrical. I slid the
safety off. Zzz. My hand and the contents of the drawer vibrated. My “Battery Operated Boyfriend” buzzed away
on its highest setting. Can you vibrate
someone to death? Nah. I didn’t bother
to turn it off and kept on hunting.
I finally found the handle of the
gun, plucked off the big white pair of
underwear snagged on the barrel and
aimed it at the mystery man. “B-bback off, buddy! I know how to use this
thing!”
His lips twitched in what I assumed
to be an attempt to squelch his laughter. He pointed his finger at the gun as I
squeezed the trigger.
I expected a backlash like I felt at
the city dump where Kitty took me to
practice before she got distracted by
some metal clothing racks she jammed
in her SUV. My nails dug into my skin.
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“Where the hell did the gun go!”
“You really didn’t want to shoot
me,” he said in a smug tone, his tight,
sculpted body against the bedpost.
“It would take your small town sheriff years to figure out what really happened to you.”
He reached into his pocket, and I
ran for the bedroom door. A rush of air
slammed into my face as the door shut
with a bang. The force almost knocked
me on my butt. My patience snapped.
I whirled to face my evil captor and
found him calmly typing away on one
of those Smart phones.
“Look here, mister,” I said and
shook my finger at him. “Didn’t your
mother ever tell you it’s just plain rude
to make things disappear then slam the
door in someone’s face? If you aren’t the
one who killed me, for no good reason I
might add, then you’d better have a hell
of a good reason for being here.”
“I am not the person who killed
you,” he said without looking up from
his phone. “I am here to collect you.”
“Collect me for what? Are you an
alien? Is this one of those alien abductions? Because if it is, I’m allergic to
latex and have a very low tolerance for
pain. Oh, and I can’t have children even
though I’m only forty-three.”
“You are Ava Berry are you not?”
“Yeah. So?”
“You are fifty-one.”
“How did you know-”
“One hundred and eighty-five
pounds.”
“The hell I am! I’m one hundred
and seventy-two pounds. I’ve been dieting.” A lady never reveals her age or
her weight.
“Not according to our records.”
He continued in a matter-of-fact tone.
“This is 120 Greenfield Place.”
“Yeah.” I sounded like a deflated
balloon.
“You expired at two-eleven a.m.
due to suffocation.”
“Okay, Matlock. If you know so
much about me, then tell me who did
this to me and why?” I crossed my arms
over my boobs, which only made me
self-conscious of the ratty T-shirt and
white mamaw drawers I sported.
“They did not tell me. I am just here
to collect,” he stopped short and shot
me a pained look. “Take you to await

the decision on where you’ll spend your
afterlife.”
“Afterlife?” I said and stomped over
to the bed. “I haven’t had much of a
current life up to now! It is just wrong,
wrong, wrong for someone to smother
me when my career is taking off!” The
mattress protested loudly as I flopped
down. My hand hit the cold leg of my
former self on the bed. I jerked it away,
repulsed.
“Would you just look at me? This is
not how I pictured I’d go. I mean I’m
wearing a ratty T-shirt. My hair looks
like it got licked by a cow on one side.
I’ve got cellulite spreading like kudzu
on the backside of my legs and spider
veins on the front.”
Mr. Silence just stood there, a
brick wall with a bored look painted on
like graffiti. “Are you through? I have a
schedule to keep.”
“Let me tell you what you can do
with your schedule!” I picked up one of
the hands on my lifeless body and let
it fall to the bed with a thunk. “I have
dishpan hands. What’s more, I have no
idea why anybody would want to kill
me.”
“I have to keep my schedule because I am one of the fallen angels,” he
said impatiently. “It is what I do.”
“You don’t look like any kind of angel to me.”
There was no time to see if my jibe
damaged his pride. He grabbed my
arm and yanked me off the bed with so
much force my head spun.
“I doubt someone like you would
be able to discern between an angel and
a demon.”
Only a few short inches separated
our faces. My hackles rose in response
to the power in his curt words. A sensible person would be terrified, but
‘stubborn’ and ‘opinionated’ typically
described me. People rarely said, “That
Ava Berry is a sensible person.”
“I refuse to let you do a beam-meup-Scotty with me if it’s the last thing I
do!” With my free hand, I reached for
the post by the headboard and hung on
with all my might. “No sir-ee. I’m not
going anywhere with…whatever you
call yourself, period!”
Disbelief flitted across the angel’s
face. He let my arm fall from his grasp. I
quickly attached it to the flimsy, particle
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board bedpost.
“As I said before,” he said as he
slicked back a strand of wavy, dark hair
escaping from the gold tieback, “I have
a schedule to keep. You cannot stay
here.”
“You can shove your schedule. I’m
not going.” The last part of my sentence
turned into the singsong tone of a sixyear-old daring someone to make me.
“Why not,” he asked, sounding like
an exasperated parent. “You said earlier
that your life had not been all that great.
Do you not want to see what the afterlife has in store for you?”
“Nope. Not today, thank you.” I
sing-songed again, and hugged the bedpost tighter.
“Oh, come on woman! For thousands of years, I have carried out my
sentence to escort mortal souls to their
ultimate end, and never have I left one
behind much less messed up my schedule until you.”
The walls shook. I buried my head
into my arms and prayed. Wait? Do
dead people pray? I let go of the pole
and whirled to face him.
“I am not going anywhere until
I find out who murdered me,” I said
through gritted teeth. “And you can’t
make me,” I said and poked him in the
chest with every word.
He batted my finger away. “I have
never had to make anyone come with
me before. Of course, you are not just
anyone, are you? I am beginning to
think you might be one of the fallen
angels.”
“What are you talking about? I’m
not a saint but I’m not a fallen woman
either.”
“Angel,” he corrected. “As for a ‘fallen woman,’ that is a matter of opinion.”
“Angel or not, how dare you judge
me!” My hand connected soundly with
the side of his face, his smooth strong
jaw threatening to throw me off guard.
I quickly tucked the offending
hand behind my back and waited for
him to give me the whammy.
Instead, he worked his jaw back
and forth his brooding eyes locked on
me as if I’d morphed into the Incredible
Hulk. He gathered the wits I slapped
out of him and said, “You are right. It
is not my job to judge you. That is why
you need to come with me and let a
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greater power decide.”
He reached for my elbow. Long fingers gently latched on. My chest did a
few romance novel heroine heaves at
the thought of what those fingers might
do to the soft folds of my most feminine
flesh.
We drew near to each other, close
enough for me to see sweat beads on his
forehead. I raised my free hand to his
jaw to smooth away the red marks my
slap left. He jerked his face away
“And I told you I’m not going,” I
snapped and jerked my elbow from his
warm, secure hold.
“I…am…well…aware…of…that.”
The room rumbled with each word like
an approaching avalanche. His eyes
glowed a fiery gold.
“Why are you mad at me? You’re
not dead or totally humiliated. What
have you got against mature women in
Paula Deen shirts, anyway?”
“I-I have every right to be mad at
you,” he sputtered. “I have been trying
to send you into the afterlife and you
will not go. That is what I have against
you!” The angel emitted a very un-angelic howl.
“Hon, you have got to stop getting
all riled-up. If heaven offers an anger
management course, you need to enroll.”
A ceramic duck from the Peabody
Hotel and an Elvis coffee cup from
Graceland rested in a pile of clothes on
the floor. They weren’t much, but they
were all I had of my less than glamorous life, life without travel, without
kids, without event at least until I died,
anyway. Tears leaked from my eyes as I
returned the items to the dresser.
“I have never met anyone with such
resistance to my power. The only explanation I have is the fallen angel lineage
you possess is stronger than that of
most other mortals.”
“Let me see if I understand. You
are a ‘fallen angel.’ If I remember my
Sunday school lessons right, you guys
wanted to have wild orgies and enjoy
the pleasures of the flesh on Earth.
So you left heaven to be like a mortal,
right?”
“We were sent to educate and protect humans not to have orgies,” he
said shaking his head in consternation.
“And, I doubt they taught you about or-

gies in Sunday school.”
I picked up some of the clothes on
the floor and continued to rationalize
this crazy train of thought. “You’re saying that one of these fallen angels—not
you, came down from heaven did the
wild thing with one of my ancestors
who got pregnant. Now, there’s a whole
line of half fallen angel–half mortal
people who happen to be my relatives?”
My voice sounded a little hysterical on
the last word.
“I would not put it so crassly, but
yes. And, that is why I cannot send you
to eternity,” he narrowed his eyes at me,
“as much as I would love to, until you
decide you want to go.”
A weird sense of triumph filled me.
Little old me, a mere mortal defeated
the Angel of Death. I watched him tuck
his hair in the clip for the third time. I
wanted to untie it and let him run the
thick mass over my naked body. My
core started to pulse in time with my
heart. I counted three years, forty days
and six hours since I had been alone
with a man. Jimbo, the florist I usually
partnered with, didn’t count. Our relationship was strictly professional since
he preferred to partner with men in his
personal life.
The voice of my dearly departed
mother, Big Mama, pierced the hormone induced fog in my brain. “Simmer down now. There’s no get outta hell
card for fornicating with any kind of
angel.”
“Which one are you,” I asked to
distract myself from my riotous hormones.
“Which what?”
“Which angel are you?”
“My name is Suriyel. I, along with
Raphael, Gabriel and Samael are the
four Angels of Death.”
“Only four of you? I mean with
people dying every second all over the
world, I just thought there would be…
more.”
“There are more. But they are not
the original fallen angels.”
“Don’t tell me, I bet the other ‘reapers’ are all the descendents of the original fallen angels—right?”
“No. Not all the descendants end
up that way. Some are taken too fast.
Others don’t realize they have an option
to not come along quietly.” He glared at
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me with an air of haughtiness I found
attractive in a sick sort of way.
Thunder rolled. I jumped a mile.
Perfect. Now God’s chariot is rounding the corner on its way to get me for
being so obstinate. The heralding noise
stopped when Suriyel whipped out his
phone. Great. I got saddled with a sadistic fallen angel who uses phone chimes
to scare his unwilling collections.
He punched some buttons on the
device, and walked to me. “In five seconds, I have to escort the next person
to the afterlife, a person who, hopefully,
will be a lot more cooperative than you
are. Now that you know the truth about
me and your lineage, would you not
rather come with me to another plane
of existence?”
“For the last time, I am not going
with you until I find out who murdered
me.” I slammed my hands on my hips
for emphasis.
A shrewd look crossed his face. “So
if I help you find your killer, you will
come with me without a fight?”
“Why is it so damn important to
send me into the afterlife, anyway?”
“I have never been late, never missed a collection,” he said in a
strained tone, reminding me of a pressure cooker about to blow. “And, never,
ever let one get away.”
His eyelids lowered halfway, and
he scanned the room. The action reminded me of a human with a secret
he didn’t know whether he’d trust me to
keep. “I have been told that the archangel Michael is considering allowing me
to return to my position as a warrior in
his legion because of my performance.
And, that is why you are not going to
ruin my record.”
“I don’t know why I thought I
wouldn’t have to meet deadlines or
quotas in Heaven!” I laughed, bitterly at
the irony of it all.
The heat of his anger radiated like
the hot sun on asphalt, and I wasn’t
wearing any shoes.
“You have no idea, none whatsoever! I spent eternity paying for a few
years of happiness. It is time I stopped
paying for something I have paid for
many, many times over.”
“It is time for me to resume my
place in Heaven, fighting against the
evil caused by Lucifer.”
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My heart went out to him then
screeched to a halt. Stop right there,
missy. Your sympathy is going to be
empathy. I’d rather be a ghost for all
eternity than chance not ending up
in Heaven for the time I made Kitty
sick for a week from eating yellow
soap I told her was lemon candy. I
side-swiped Craig’s floozy’s car in the
Dollar General parking lot. And, one
July, I threw crayons in each box of
clothing Craig packed for his move
into his new woman’s condo. “Ava’s
List of Things to Atone For” filled a
small VW Bug.
“All right. Find my killer, and I’ll
do what you want.” I crossed my fingers behind my back.
Relief flooded his face. “Good.
We have a bargain then.” He placed
his hand on my elbow as if I was an
old lady who needed help across the
street. “Let’s go collect the next soul.
Then, we will figure out how to catch
your killer so I can get you where you
belong.” 
Skye Savoy began writing at an
early age in her hometown of Pensacola,
Florida. Her first published story about a
klutzy Driver’s Ed student appeared in an
issue of the evening newspaper. After college, her writing style temporarily transformed into something more professional.
Pregnancy ignited a passion for writing
what she calls “southern fried” romantic
comedy.
Skye lives just outside of Jackson,
Mississippi. She spends her time making
up stories about fairies for her daughter
and stories about where those new shoes
came from for her husband. Occasionally,
she enjoys being stereotyped as a dumb
blonde in a murder mystery dinner theatre troupe for which she’s written several
plays.
Half-way into writing, “Waking Up
Dead,” Savoy lost the use of her dominant
hand due to complications from elbow
surgery. Writing her second novel turned
into a rehabilitative process.
Now, Savoy now takes special interest in working with the handicapped and
encourages them to follow their dreams.
She invites opportunities to present her
testimony in hopes that it will inspire others to overcome disabilities.
Learn more at: www.skyesavoy.com.

Suspense Magazine
Review of “Waking up Dead”
by Skye Savoy:

Suriyel is a “fallen” angel because
of how he chose to live on Earth. His
punishment? He is destined to be a
collector of souls. Ava Berry, an ordinary
woman with an extraordinary situation…
she wakes up dead…murdered actually.
Ava’s lineage is unique. One of her
relatives did the wild thing with an angel,
so she is now a half-fallen angel/halfmortal who cannot be made to go to the
hereafter until she’s good and ready. Ava
wastes no time and makes a deal, she’ll
help Suriyel collect souls, if he helps
her find who killed her. Then she’ll go
quietly—maybe.
Soon after they start out, it’s
discovered that her beloved niece Stacey
has been killed in a car “accident.” Since
Ava is a dybbuk (a wandering soul
doomed to travel the Earth until it finds
a body to inhabit), she quickly makes the
choice to live inside Stacy’s body. Another
angel, Samael helps them by giving Ava a
Sesen, (a talisman symbolizing rebirth).
She must wear it. The only way for the
soul to leave the body after that is to
remove the amulet or have a very strong
demon cast her out. So you already know
there will be problems.
If all that’s not bad enough, Ava’s sister
Kitty seems to be a target of someone or
something that wants her dead too! Are
there dark forces out to “get” Ava’s family?
Ava’s most complex problem? Suriyel
is more than just slightly sexy and her
newfound, young body has no trouble
responding to her lust for him, distracting
her from the task at hand. What’s a sort
of dead, kind of alive, fifty-something/
teenage murder victim supposed to do?
Can a dead woman have sex with an angel
and build on that? Will they find a killer?
When Ava found her “batteryoperated boyfriend” while trying to find
her gun, I almost fell over! Very funny
stuff! This book was more than a little
exciting and definitely a whole lot of fun!
Reviewed by Terri Ann Armstrong,
author of “Maternal Menace” published
by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine 
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Geek's-Eye

VIEW

By Kevin James Breaux

I have a ghost story.

Well, a few actually, and in different places, but the best one is from where I used to work. I worked at a school/college/
town/museum/place. Yep, an all-in-one deal. It was a town called **** (name withheld to protect the innocent) in the great
state of Pennsylvania. It was a pretty little spot filled with super-friendly people and I worked there for many years as an IT
guy.
Not you, Kevin! A computer geek? For real? Oh, don’t let the bad-boy looks fool you, I’m a total geek, but that’s beside
the point. You came for my ghost story and here it is.
One day I was in one of the old mansions that are being used for offices, off in a secluded spot that was
once a bedroom long, long ago. I was installing or reinstalling software…come to think of it, it was
probably anti-virus software. Oh, don’t get me started on that mess. Migrating from the old software
to the new software on crusty old Windows 98 machines was a nightmare. Boy, I could tell tales.
What? Oh, right, sorry, ghost story, my bad that time.
So there I was, sitting at this long table with my messenger bag, which was filled with
software and books to my left. I had been working on this one PC for a while, maybe an hour,
and was at a stage of the install where I just had to sit there and stare at a progress bar slowly
ticking away. Fifty percent…minutes later, fifty-one percent…and on and on.
Out of the corner of my eye, I spotted movement near my bag. So I turned my head
and looked right at it in time to see the strap lift up, hover a moment above the thing,
and then drop down to the opposite side of where it had originally sat. That’s right,
true believers, the strap moved by itself from the left to the right side, and it did not
just slip over. It was hanging in midair for a moment. I saw it. Really I did!
So, funny thing is, I was not scared. I remember thinking, Wow. Holy crap. That
thing just moved. I got all excited and stood up to touch the messenger bag. I had
to make physical contact with it to make sure it was really real. I could not see any
reason how the thing moved on its own, especially float. So I sat back down with
a big smile on my face. I was thrilled that I witnessed such a thing and wanted to tell
someone. Instead, I finished with the installation and my day, and then went home. I finally told my wife a few days later, but
a week or so passed and I was back in the building, and was being told a story about a man who died there.
Maybe it was that guy who lifted the strap of my messenger bag. Maybe he was telling me to get out of his bedroom. Well,
either that, or I passed out from boredom in front of the PC I was installing anti-virus software on and imagined the whole
thing.
Yeah, like that would ever happen… 
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Thrilling new novels that
will grab you by the throat
MIRACLE CURE
A Harlan Coben classic—now back in print! A doctor has dedicated his life
to eradicating a devastating disease. One by one, his patients are getting well—
and one by one, they’re being targeted by a serial killer.
“Frightening.”

—Chicago Tribune

CEMETERY GIRL
A missing teenager is found alive four years after vanishing from her home. When
she refuses to testify against the man connected to her disappearance, her father takes
up his own investigation—but nothing can prepare him for what he discovers.
“An intense, unrelenting powerhouse of a book, and the work of a master.”
—John Lescroart

BALLISTIC
Ex-CIA assassin Court Gentry thought he could find refuge living in the Amazon
rain forest. But his bloody past finds him when a vengeful Russian crime lord forces
him to go on the run once again...
“Bourne for the new millennium.”

—James Rollins

S E C R E T S T O T H E G R AV E
Marissa Fordham is found dead, and as detectives begin to peel back the layers of
her life, the shocking truth they discover puts them directly in the sights of a killer—
because Marissa Fordham never existed.
“One of the hottest names in the suspense game.”

—People

AT T H E E N D O F T H E R O A D
The critically-acclaimed author of A Very Simple Crime delivers this
chilling novel of a young boy coming to grips with genuine evil.
“Grant Jerkins’s stylish prose and rich characters set him apart.”
—Ridley Pearson

Penguin Group (USA) Companies
penguin.com
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Monsters, & Mythical Creatures

The Basilisk & Leviathan
By CK Webb

Sometimes magic, monsters and myth collide. The end result is something far more elusive and
harrowing than we care to believe. Whether they are fiction or real, the Basilisk and Leviathan are creatures
that will not be denied their rightful place in our worlds. Ever-present not only in literature, but in film,
they have woven themselves into the fabric of some cultures and are truly the stuff that nightmares are
made of. Though similar in some ways, their traits vary and give each creature its own unique flair and killing style.
In some European legends, a Basilisk is a legendary reptile reputed to be king of serpents due to the crownshaped crest upon its head. Alleged to be hatched by a cockerel from the egg of a serpent or toad, the Basilisk
is rumored to cause death to anyone who locks eyes with the beast. One of the earliest accounts of the Basilisk
comes from Pliny the Elder's Natural History, written in 79 AD. In it, he describes a monstrous, cow-like creature
of which “all who behold its eyes fall dead upon the spot.” It is also believed that the venom of the Basilisk is so
destructive that the creature leaves behind a scorched earth as it slithers across the landscape.
Many writers have been seduced by this legendary monster and brought forth their own ideas and slight
variations of the beast. Geoffrey Chaucer featured a “Basilicok” in his famous “Canterbury Tales.” He made use of
the legend which states that basilisks can be killed by hearing the crow of a rooster or gazing at themselves through
mirrors. Chaucer would incorporate one of these killing methods in the legend of the basilisk of Warsaw. This tale
would see the Basilisk killed by a man carrying a set of mirrors.
More and more stories added to the enormity of the Basilisk’s reputation and gradually added to the Basilisk's
killing powers as well. Some began to describe it as a large beast capable of breathing fire and killing with only
the sound of its voice. Some writers would even claim that the Basilisk could kill by touch and
could even kill by touching something that a poor soul was touching. So, a sword held in the
hand of a great warrior would yield almost certain death the very moment the hero struck
the killing blow into the creature. All of this death came from a beast that would become the
guardian and traditional symbol of strength for the city of Basel in Switzerland.
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Many other writers would toy with the idea of this mythical monster and introduce
it to millions of readers in the process. William Shakespeare, Samuel Richardson,
Alexander Pope, Voltaire and even Charles Dickens dipped their quills into the world
of this mythical monster and referenced it and its killing power in their work. Of course, the
most famous telling of a Basilisk tale today is most likely J.K. Rowling’s Harry Potter and
the Chamber of Secrets. In this novel, the Basilisk, an enormous, snake-like creature with
monstrous fangs, almost kills Harry with its deadly venom. He is saved by the tears of a
phoenix.
Artists would also put forth their renditions of the Basilisk. Leonardo da Vinci included a Basilisk in his
Bestiary. He describes it as so utterly cruel that when it cannot kill animals or humans by its baleful gaze, it turns
upon the earth and withers everything in its path.
Unlike the Basilisk, Leviathan is widely claimed as a sea creature. In demonology, Leviathan is hailed as one of
the seven princes of Hell and known as its gatekeeper.
Mentioned several times throughout biblical text, Leviathan finds its history deeply rooted in the traditions of
Near Eastern Mythology and dates back as far as the third century B.C.
In the Canaanite myth, “Liviathan” was considered an interpretation of the chaos that spilled forth at the
beginning of the Universe’s creation. From this chaos, a seven headed, fire-breathing crocodile-like dragon was
formed. He lurked in the depths of the sea and waited for an opportune moment so he could rise up and steal away
unsuspecting victims. A great warrior named Anat fought Leviathan and bound him in chains, bringing order to
the universe. Though the tale ended there, it is believed that Leviathan is not dead, but simply waiting for the day
when he will again rise up from the depths and destroy us all.
Beliefs about Leviathan and its origins vary greatly from one culture and religious background to another. If
you are a Christian, Leviathan is a bringer of death sent forth by Satan himself. On the other hand, according to
Anton Szandor LaVey, the author of “The Satanic Bible,” Leviathan represents the element of Water. The element
of Water in Satanism is associated with life and creation. In “The Satanic Bible,” Leviathan is known as one of the
Four Crown Princes of Hell.
We see two different takes on a mythical monster that looks the same to both groups and yet, is so very
different in its intentions.
Other variations of this monstrous creature would show up in great literary works and the name Leviathan
would become synonymous with any large creature living in the ocean. One in particular would become an instant
classic and introduce us to a new spin on the Leviathan tale.
In 1851 Herman Melville published Moby Dick. The story tells the adventures of a wandering sailor named
Ishmael and his voyage with Captain Ahab. The captain has but one purpose, to seek out a specific whale: Moby
Dick. The whale is described as a ferocious and elusive white sperm whale that, in a previous encounter, destroyed
Ahab's boat and bit off his leg. Ahab becomes consumed with bitter anger and longs to seek his revenge by killing
the beast.
Leviathan would also gather some film credits when, in 1989, a movie of the same name was released. Often
compared to Alien and The Thing, Leviathan’s storyline focused on underwater deep-sea miners. After finding
some Soviet wreckage, the crew brings back deadly cargo to their base on the ocean floor with horrifying results.
The crew must then fight to survive against a genetic mutation as they are hunted down and killed one by one by
LEVIATHAN!
Though their similarities are unmistakable, the tales behind the Basilisk and Leviathan could not be farther
apart. Whether you are a fan of the classic tales or have only recently been introduced through Harry Potter,
chances are you will not soon forget these monstrous and mythical creatures. Steeped in magical folklore and
transported through time by literature, paintings and film, the Basilisk and Leviathan will surely be with us for
hundreds maybe even thousands of years. I cannot tell you whether these creatures exist or if they are merely a
figment of a most active imagination. The question still remains: Are they magic, monsters or mythical creatures?
Only you can decide. 
SuspenseMagazine.com
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Success
With Rochelle Staab

Interview by Suspense Magazine

Rochelle Staab is a Los Angeles mystery writer who can
be found most afternoons at her computer, working on her
next novel. Seems like a logical progression for someone who,
early on, showed a penchant for the dramatic. Growing up in
Milwaukee, she used a hairbrush as a microphone to sing pop
music, and made herself a library filled with a large selection
of titles, including comic books and Nancy Drew mysteries.
She respected the degree and influence of television.
Unlike most children, she admitted that she loved school:
her front row desk…a stage, the textbooks…her script. She
quoted each line exactly. However, saying the words that
someone else wrote simply wasn’t enough for Staab. She
wanted to be a writer and told anyone who would listen that
one day she would do just that. However, all creative types
realize, sometimes there’s other things to do first. Staab was
no exception.
Staab loves pop music, mystery, and is interested by
the supernatural. One of her first jobs was as Programming
Department secretary for a Top Forty radio station, giving her
a real taste of entertainment. Experience and hard work led
her to a promotion and a move to the station’s headquarters in
New York. Within four years, Staab was named national music
director and then became vice-president of programming
for the group of top forty radio stations, making her the first
woman and youngest person to earn the title.
Her fascination with the mystical world was ignited as
a child. She heard her mother and aunts whisper behind
closed doors about trips to a fortune teller, which wasn’t
something you ever heard around staunch Catholic families
like hers. Once, as a teenager, she and her friends sat down
on a rainy afternoon and played with a Ouija board. It scared
them straight! After Hurricane Katrina, Staab had a tour of
the New Orleans French Quarter with a voodoo priestess and it
motivated her to put pieces of the supernatural into her writing.
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Staab gave herself the “do it or
quit talking about it” challenge at the
UCLA Writers’ Program. While there,
she started her first novel, a mystery
titled, “Who Do, Voodoo?” After her
novel was written, it won a Conference
Choice Award at the San Diego State
University 2010 Writers’ Conference. It
was also a finalist of the contemporary
series for the Romance Writers of
America Golden Heart award in the
mystery/adventure/suspense category.
Sold to Berkley Prime Crime, “Who Do,
Voodoo?” is coming out this month.
Staab is a member of Sisters in
Crime, ITW, Mystery Writers of
America, Mensa, and NARAS. Suspense
Magazine in honored to have someone
of such talent to grace the pages of this
month’s issue.

speakers. I didn’t know a soul at my first
conference, but over time—by attending
panels, chatting with strangers in the
lobby, and making friends at awards
banquet tables—faces became familiar.
One of my closest writer pals is an
author I saw on a panel at one of the
first conferences I attended. I thanked
her after the panel and the next time we
saw each other, we began to chat. Now
we communicate weekly, sometimes
daily. I have other friends I only see
at conferences. After a few years of
complaining over banquet chicken,
sharing rides to the airport, and sitting
next to each other to hear a favorite

Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Being
involved with so many writers groups,
what do you get out of them and what
advice would you tell a new author to
do in the group?
Rochelle Staab (RS): First, join a group
representing the genre you write in or
want to write in. Attend local meetings
and get to know the members—
new writers, veterans, self-pubbed,
unpubbed, or traditionally pubbed—
they’re all there. Be visible. Let them
know you. Although writing is a solitary
business, there is a huge community of
like-minded people out there who, for
a change, enjoy engaging with real live
people instead of their characters.
Organizations like ITW, MWA, SinC,
and RWA post industry updates and
author interviews on their websites. The
sites are filled with calendars, events,
and helpful tips. Subscribe to Yahoo
online groups. Online groups are the
daily water cooler break where writers
gather to share news, talk, bitch, or cheer.
Take a break. Join in.
If you can, attend conferences for a real
creative boost. Introduce yourself to the
person next to you in the audience, ask
questions, and thank the panelists and
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S. MAG.: Is the mystical the only genre
you will write in? Or do you plan on
trying your hand at many genres?
RS: My Mind for Murder mystery series
has a supernatural bent, but complex
characters really fascinate me. When
I begin plotting a new story, I create a
“character profile” for each major and
secondary character. I delve deep into
their backgrounds for information
that will never appear in the story. The
exercise always gives me ideas for other
stories. While I enjoy the mystical, I
adore a good mystery or thriller. I have
a few ideas in mind for other, nonparanormal mysteries, but right now my
focus is locked on putting Liz and Nick
into mystically charged situations neither

“My favorite
word is “Yes.” Yes
I can, yes I will,
yes I did.”
can explain. Mystical secrets have existed
for millennia. There is plenty of material
to draw from.
author speak, it’s great to know I’ll see
a familiar, friendly face in the next
crowded lobby or meeting room.
Monthly meetings for local groups
carry a strong sense of community and
another chance to share ideas. And let’s
face it: there are some topics only writers
can relate to. You know, the subjects that
make family and non-writer friends
glaze over after sixty seconds? The
people who stifle yawns as you relate
your second-act angst? Meeting magic
begins with showing up and grows with
participation.

S. MAG.: The occult is for some, taboo.
Where did the Mind for Murder mystery
series come from? Were you fearful of
any sort of backlash? If so, did you ever
consider dropping the idea?
RS: I live in Los Angeles, a city with
psychic readers and nail parlors along
every mile. Nail parlors don’t excite me
beyond picking this month’s pedicure
color. But the psychic shops, some in
very high-rent districts, do interest me. I
can honestly state, I have never seen one
customer enter or leave a psychic reader
storefront, yet they stay in business
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while shops on both sides come and go.
A few years ago I began to wonder what
transactions occurred inside. Who were
the clientele? Where was the clientele?
Were the psychics gifted or charlatans?
And who exposed frauds preying on
naive or gullible patrons?
Although LAPD has a fraud division,
Los Angeles is the second biggest city in
the nation with the third largest police
force. The odds don’t favor busting shady
palm reading parlors on misdemeanors.
I wondered—what if an independent, an
expert in the occult, maybe a professor
of the occult, investigated crimes with a
supernatural twist as a sideline? Enter
the character of Nick Garfield, a religious
philosophy professor who takes an
interest in dangerous cults and victims of
supernatural fraud.
Because I’m not an occult expert (or a
guy), I opted to write the story from the
viewpoint of a female doubter, someone
who has no interest in the supernatural
and would question Nick’s moves. And
so I created my protagonist Liz Cooper,
the pragmatic, logical psychologist who
approaches Nick with an occult-related
dilemma, and then follows him through
the supernatural subculture of Los
Angeles.
Soon after I developed the characters
of Liz and Nick, I took a trip to New
Orleans and toured the French Quarter
with a voodoo priestess. The trip shifted
my plot focus from phony psychics to the
dark side of voodoo.
Belief systems and mysticism are
polarizing topics, but once I developed
the story, I didn’t look back. No regrets.
My goal was to present occult theories in
a believe-what-you-will manner, leaving
the reader to decide who is right, who is
wrong, and what is real.
S. MAG.: Your characters Liz, Robin,
and Nick are sitting in front of you and
the question you asked them is “What
annoys you about each other?” How
would they answer that?
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RS: Liz, Robin, and Nick would smile
at each other and answer “nothing.” I’d
have to get each of them drunk, alone,
and sworn to secrecy. These characters
like each other.
However, when I got her alone, Liz
might say Nick is sometimes didactic
and overly intellectual. The guy loves
to lecture about topics he knows and
loves, no matter how archaic they
sound. And, even though Robin is her
oldest and dearest friend, the girl can be
overprotective and secretive.
Robin, in a whisper, wishes Liz could
lighten up and be more open to the
supernatural. After all, there are things
in the universe that cannot be explained.
And Nick? Nice guy, but why didn’t he
ever get married? Who is he waiting for?
Nick has nothing bad to say about
Liz. Well, maybe her poor taste in exhusbands and a tendency to work outside
the justice system. Liz’s friend Robin? He
doesn’t know Robin well enough to judge
her, but he knows she managed to piss
someone off royally.
S. MAG.: Your allure to the mystical
world began when you were a child.
What do you attribute it to?
RS: Every child participates in magical
thinking. We learn from fairy tales and
cartoons about wizards, wands, and
wishes. As soon as the fairy godmother
used her magic wand to whoosh up a
ball gown for Cinderella, I was in. My
brother can take credit for at least part
of my fascination with the darker side
of the supernatural. He’s twelve years
older than I am, so imagine a four-yearold girl babysat by her sixteen-year-old
brother. Ken would sit me down in front
of the TV on Friday nights when the
local station ran The Mummy, Dracula,
Frankenstein, The Wolfman, and all
the other supernatural or horror flicks
in their library. He would turn off the
lights, leave me alone on the couch, and
then sneak back in to scare me out of my
Mickey Mouse jammies. I was four. My

shock and fear always ended in giggles.
Halloween was fun. Even the ghost I
hallucinated when I had the measles was
fun.
S. MAG.: You’ve been in the
entertainment business for years, but
publishing is brand new to you. How
has the experience been for you? What
myth was busted once you actually got
in the business?
RS: I feel fortunate. My experience in
the music industry gave me a good
perspective on publishing because of
the parallels between the two. Both
industries are filled with passionate
and creative people. The marketing and
distribution process is similar, same
basic marketing theories, same type of
production deadlines, and in the case of
Amazon and Barnes & Noble—the same
sales outlets. Experiencing the digital
transition in the music industry gave me
a good frame of reference for the digital
revolution in publishing.
I didn’t come into publishing coddling
any myths. I understand it’s a tough
business and the goal is to make money.
However, working from the creative end
this time, my biggest revelation was
the time demands put on authors (and
looking back, on recording artists.) Our
job doesn’t end when the book is bought,
edited, and accepted. A large portion of
the day is dedicated to marketing and
promotion. What happened to that
dream of me eating bonbons (calorie
free) and writing at my leisure? But I
have no complaints—the feelings of selfaccomplishment are worth the time and
effort spent.
S. MAG.: Author and New York Times
bestseller Lesley Kagen said, “Didn’t
need my crystal ball to see into the
future of this wonderful debut. A sexy,
funny, and engaging whodunit set in
Tinsel Town, “Who Do, Voodoo?” is a
winner.” What does that do to you as an
author? Does make you strive to reach
even higher?
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RS: Lesley was very kind. I am deeply
grateful for her support. No one warns
us about the self-doubt inherent in the
job. Her words made me want to work
harder, write stronger, reach deeper,
and take more risks. My goal is to
become a better writer every day and,
more than anything else, continue to
produce novels I am proud of.
S. MAG.: What is your favorite word?
And your least favorite?
RS: My favorite word is “Yes.” Yes
I can, yes I will, yes I did. Recently
edging out “no” in the least favorite
word derby is “walk.” I have nothing
against walking. I love to walk, I’m
grateful I can walk. As an exercise
or means of travel, walking is an
excellent activity. However, in a novel
of more or less one hundred thousand
words, characters go places. They
cross rooms, exit scenes, move around
cities. My characters aren’t runners or
hoppers, they don’t fly or swim—they
walk. Mssrs. Merriam, Webster, and
Roget do not have enough synonyms
to satisfy my need for a creative
alternate description of the mundane
but necessary, location-shifting act of
walking. Ask almost any writer. I’m
pretty certain I could make big bucks
writing a pocket book of synonyms
for walk. And don’t get me started on
look.
S. MAG.: If you could interview one
person for one hour, anyone, living
or dead, who would it be and why?
What one question would you be
sure to ask?
RS: I really wanted to answer with
someone like Oscar Wilde for his wit,
or J. Edgar Hoover to get all the dirt,
personal and political. But my answer
is: my great-great-grandfather. I
would love to hear about the origins
of my family. Where he came from,
where his parents came from. His
past, his hopes and dreams when he
was young. I would ask for greatgreat-granddad’s address so I could
visit the site of our family home. I’m
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intrigued by origins.
S. MAG.: Who do you read? If we
were to look at your bookshelf, who
would be there?
RS: Okay, but I won’t promise any
kind of logic in the selections. You’d
probably skim over my row of writing
books (I read pages from a writing
book every day, currently rereading
Anne Lamott’s “Bird By Bird”). You
can gloss over the rows of research
texts on the occult, the music industry,
philosophy, history, religion, and
psychology. My vintage Nancy Drew
collection stands next to my stack of
Tarot books.
Fiction, you ask? Dorothy Parker, Sarah
Vowell, Tina Fey, P.G. Wodehouse,
Dashiell Hammett, Elizabeth Peters,
Cleo Coyle, Ayelet Waldman, Lesley
Kagen, Lynn Sheene, Avery Aames,
Michael Connelly, Laura Lippman,
Janet Evanovich, Richard Castle (yes,
I do), Harlan Coben, Hank Phillippi
Ryan, Nancy Atherton, and Louise
Penny. Those are some of the books left
on my shelf since my last donating trip
to the library. My next read is Barbara
Michaels’ 1968 novel, “Ammie, Come
Home.”
S. MAG.: What can we expect to see
from you in the future?
RS: “Bruja Brouhaha,” the second
novel in the Mind for Murder mystery
series, is coming summer of 2012. I’m
writing the third novel now for release
in 2013.
Suspense Magazine had a great
time getting to know Rochelle Staab
(even the cool fact that she reads
Richard Castle—a fictitious author
for those who don’t know—from
the television series Castle) a little
bit better. We hope you did too. To
learn more, please visit her website at
http://rochellestaab.com/. 
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Feature
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Artist

Kristy
Doherty
Working From Within
Love

Photograph by Cristina Otero Pascual

Kristy Doherty is twenty-two
years old. Born and raised in the
small seaside town of Portrush in
Northern Ireland, she now lives
in Coleraine.
She first discovered her
love for art in secondary school,
working hard at her craft for
five years. When she applied
to Limavady College, she had a great interview, was
commended on her portfolio, and offered a place. Limavady
offered more independence and more encouragement than
in previous schools.
The first year of college was hard for Kristy. She claims
that anyone who says art is easy…is wrong! In that first year
she learned different techniques: ceramics, textiles, fine art,
wood carving, etc. However, she also had to write essays.
Those she didn’t enjoy because, after taking a test at college,
she found she had a learning disability.
In December 2008, Kristy graduated with a BTEC
Foundation Diploma in Art and Design.
Kristy feels she’s learned that a good artist’s work
comes from within. Having always enjoyed Photoshop and
deciding that she wanted to create on this medium, she
was inspired by artists on DeviantArt and online tutorials.
Kristy says there are many different messages in her art:
love, hate, death, etc. Those who look at it though, might
feel something different compared to what she does.
Her first piece—published for a front cover—was a
photograph taken by her in Mountsandel forest in Coleraine
and she was thrilled someone wanted to use the image. It
was used by Penguin Books and now, Kristy is currently
part of Penguin’s book design department as a book cover
supplier.
For Kristy, the most challenging part is coming up with
new ideas. Seeing people’s reaction to a finished piece is the
most rewarding part of being an artist. Whether they like it
or not, she prefers they speak their mind. In the near future,
Kristy would love for her work to be viewed in galleries
around the world.
Suspense Magazine finds her artwork interesting and
lovely. We are thrilled to bring you this exclusive interview
with artist Kristy Doherty.

Ruby

Photograph by Nicole Sumpter

Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): When you applied to
Limavady College, you said you were commended on your
portfolio. Did that give you a sense of validation? Like you
were on the right track for your career choice?
Kristy Doherty (KD): I always knew I wanted to do art,
but never thought I was good enough to be accepted into
Limavady. I felt uplifted and exciting when the head of the
department commented on my work. I also was looking
forward to see the different aspects of art I could learn during
those years.
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Thirst

Photograph by Jeanette Ardley
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I Can't Stop Feeling This Way
Photographer / Model by Janna Prosvirina
Background by Lady Sonata

Vandela

Model by Delphine Ayache
Background by Karla Triselle

Sparta

Model Jason Aaron Baca

Catherine

Model / Photographer by Delphine Ayache
Background by Ashlie & Sean Nelson
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S. MAG.: Are there any other art forms you’re interested in like, writing or music, etc.?
KD: I love listening to music when creating a piece of artwork, for me music brings out a lot of emotions and that helps me bring
out the emotions in my art pieces. My favorite pieces of music to listen to are things from Nirvana, Pearl Jam, Foo Fighters, Adele,
Kings of Leon, and many more.
S. MAG.: Do your artistic dreams include traveling to find new inspirations and opportunities or are you an Ireland homebody?
KD: I am not so great on traveling, but I would love to visit Italy to see the Sistine Chapel, the national gallery in London, the
Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York, and the Tate Modern in London. Hopefully I’ll get to see these in the near future.
S. MAG.: When you first realized your learning issue, did it temporarily divert your dreams? Of were you determined from
the start to let nothing stand in the way of what you wanted for yourself?
KD: It was a shock, but a relief as well, because being a bit slower in some subjects than other people were, can get you down with
not understanding why. Thankfully the tutors at college helped me along the way with my essays. It did not get in the way of my
art. It never interfered with it at all.
S. MAG.: Tell us something about yourself that our readers and your fans might not know and find interesting or surprising
to find out.
KD: When I was just twenty, I had one of my pictures used for a book cover in America‑ “A Fantasy Medley,” a collection of
short stories by different writers. That in itself was something I never though would happen so soon in my career. Then, a few
years later, I was asked by Penguin Books in Australia if they too could use another piece for a cover on a novel called “Saltwater
Vampires” by Kirsty Eager. The “Fantasy Medley” cover was from a photo I took while out walking…a good reason to always take
your camera.
S. MAG.: Who is your favorite artist?
KD: I have many favorite artists. Dali and Picasso are my favorite painters. Then, I have many favorite digital artists, too many
to mention. Some are young like myself, others are older in their years, but do the same line of work as I do.
S. MAG.: Authors sometimes co-write a book. Do artists co-create works of art? If so, who would you like to co-create
something with and why?
KD: Yes, artists do co-create pieces of art if they wish. I myself have yet to do so, but I would absolutely pick an artist named
Consuelo Parra Pérez, who is a digital artist on DeviantArt as well. I love her style and creativity which she produces in her work.
S. MAG.: Do you have a particular piece you can’t part with? Perhaps something extra-special you will keep for yourself?
KD: No, because to be honest, when you put a piece of yourself as well as the time and effort into each piece, it makes each one
special to me.
S. MAG.: When is your favorite time of day to create? Why?
KD: I don’t have a favorite time of the day like any artist. It’s when that little feeling comes into my creative thought when I put
it down on paper or canvas. I may see a model or landscape that I know will go well together. I may sit for hours or even days
creating something I think people will love as much as I do.
S. MAG.: What do you do to relax during those times when inspiration is fleeting?
KD: I tend to escape into the fantasy world of film. I love a good girly movie or a good, scary horror flick. I also take long walks
as well which helps clear my mind.
Thank you, Kristy for your time. We can certainly appreciate the depth of passion you have for your work. You can check
out all Kristy’s work at http://www.redbubble.com/people/1chick1. 
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Anonymous

MOVIES

2011

Genre – Thriller (PG-13)
“What's in a name? That which we call a rose, by any other name would smell as
sweet.”
In Anonymous, this very question posed by Juliet, may be answered.
Anonymous provides one theory on the debate surrounding the belief that William
Shakespeare was not the author of the 37 plays and 154 sonnets credited to him. Mark
Twain even commented that in Shakespeare’s will there was “Not a play, not a poem, not
an unfinished literary work, not a scrap of manuscript of any kind.”
The film is complex, centering on Edward De Vere’s, the Earl of Oxford’s (Rhys Ifans)
initial use of the playwright Ben Johnson (Sebastian Armesto) as the front man for his
work, which as a nobleman, he was not permitted to publish. Enter William Shakespeare
(Rafe Spall), a drunkard actor, who grasps the money-making opportunity by signing
his name to the increasingly more popular plays. Alongside this is the other story of De
Vere’s love affair with Elizabeth 1 (Vanessa Redgrave & Joely Richardson—as the younger
Elizabeth), creating its own political dramas, with later shocking ramifications.
Anonymous moves alternately between the earlier lives of De Vere, Elizabeth 1 and
her confidante the powerful William Cecil (David Thewlis) to their present day lives, filled with political manipulation,
jealousy, and betrayal. It’s almost a ‘thinking man’s’ soap opera.
It’s an unexpected project for Roland Emmerich, director of the blockbusters, Independence Day, The Day After
Tomorrow, and 2012. Emmerich became fascinated with the Shakespeare authorship question after a conversation with
screenwriter John Orloff. He believes the film will open up the subject to wider discussion.
The actor’s performances are compelling, the storyline well-crafted and the computerized visualization of London
beautifully evoked. You cannot help pondering the ideas presented in Anonymous long after the movie is over.
Shakespeare may have been talking about himself when he wrote,
“All the world's a stage, and all the men and women merely players. They have their exits and their entrances, and one
man in his time plays many parts.” But he could have also been talking about the film, Anonymous. Whoever Shakespeare
was, I think he would have applauded.
Reviewed by Susan May for Suspense Magazine 
We Need to Talk About Kevin should be
called, “We will think about Kevin for a long
time.” Since watching this disturbing movie,
scenes from it keep flashing through my
2011
mind.
Genre – Thriller (R)
Somehow, I arrived at the preview
without seeing a trailer nor reading anything on the book. As the story unfolded, each moment was
a revelation. This is the best way to see this film, so this review is intentionally vague in plot outline.
I will say one thing; this movie is a horror story.
We Need to Talk About Kevin is a dramatic thriller based on the award winning 2003 novel by
Lionel Shriver. It follows the relationship conflict from birth between Eva Khatchadourian (Tilda
Swinton) and her son, Kevin, played by three different actors Ezra Miller, Jasper Newell as six-eightyear-old Kevin, Rocky Duer as infant Kevin. The older Kevins’ portrayals are remarkable. Eva must also deal with her
husband Franklin’s (John C. Reilly) unsympathetic views of her difficulties with Kevin. When Celia (Ashley Gerasimovich)
is born, she adds another nail in the family’s relationship coffin.
From the beginning scenes we realize something terrible has happened, over which Eva, now without family and living
a struggling isolated life, is guilt-ridden. Her acceptance of her guilt is heart-wrenching. Through well-handled flashbacks,
we watch as Eva painfully remembers the key moments which have brought her to this disastrous point in her life.
Eva is a role few actresses could play. Tilda Swinton, gaunt and finely controlled in her emotions, will win awards for
her role of the mother attempting to understand how to love a child who is so unlovable.
This is dark and gut-wrenching subject matter. As a parent, I felt every moment of Eva’s confusion and desire to
connect with her son, and protect her family. You need to see this movie because it is a masterpiece of filmmaking and
storytelling.
However, there is a price to pay. It will haunt you and unsettle you, just as Sophie’s Choice sometimes still crosses my
mind thirty years later. For a little while, I don’t think I will want to talk about Kevin.
Reviewed by Susan May for Suspense Magazine 

We Need to Talk
About Kevin
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Murder Unleashed

Why Didn't You Come
For Me?
By Diana Janes

On the surface, Jo has it all: a country
house in England’s Lake District, a rewarding
career as a partner in an historic tour business,
and a handsome husband. What more could she
want?
Scratch down through the veneer of
perfection however, and a tragic truth is revealed.
Jo is enduring the years-old guilt of stepping
away from her toddler daughter’s stroller for a
moment, then turning around to find that her
baby vanished.
Now she’s suddenly saddled with a teenaged
stepson. The simple fact of his presence unsettles
her deeply. But things get worse when Jo receives
yet another of the pictures mailed to her over the
years: her daughter’s face accompanied by four
shattering words, “I still have her.”
Jo clings to the belief that her daughter is
alive, but no one shares her conviction. For years
the police have assumed the pictures are a cruel
hoax. Though she tries to tuck it all in the back
of her mind, she’s rocked when another photo
appears.
Jo’s life, and subsequently her career,
falters. She’s told by her partners—one of whom
is her husband—to take some time off. Feeling
betrayed, Jo drifts through the country house.
With only her wary stepson to help ward off
loneliness, she seeks companionship with their
few neighbors.
But she finds complications there, too.
A new neighbor is an old schoolmate who
remembers the past Jo has tried hard to forget. Is
it coincidence that brought them back together?
The woman’s taunt, that perhaps Jo’s missing
daughter wouldn’t want to come home, shakes
Jo deeply and she questions everything.
She begins to see danger lurking in every
corner that she alone sees. She finds she can no
longer trust her husband, and worse, she can no
longer trust her own memories.
And still the photos keep coming.
A dark psychological thriller by a skilled
writer, “Why Didn’t you Come for Me?” is
a book you don’t want to read when alone.
Someone might be watching. And who will hear
your screams?
Reviewed by Laura Alden, author of “Foul Play
at the PTA” for Suspense Magazine 
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By Rita Mae Brown

Due to hard financial times and hard nosed bankers, realtor Babs Gallagher makes a
saddening discovery when checking on one of her properties. She finds a whole community
of people living in vacant houses, most without water and electricity! She tells friends
Mags and Jeep. The three women decide to make it their mission to get these people better
living conditions.
Mags has moved from her Wall Street career to her Aunt Jeep’s Nevada ranch and doesn’t miss the
cut-throat business. Her boyfriend, Deputy Pete Meadows and his partner are investigating a murder
that happened in an abandoned house. Running for congress, Patrick Wentworth’s platform is ‘Clean up
Reno.’ He is no help to the police investigating crimes, but is more than happy to point out when, where
and his theory of why they happen.
For the three ladies on the crusade, violence soon strikes close to home and an investigation is
underway. Helping them, are their canine friends who converse with each other and contribute more
than the humans understand!
This book will keep your attention riveted to see what happens next. From murder to loveable
canines, this book has it all!
Reviewed by Ashley Wintters for Suspense Magazine 

London Calling
By James Craig

Sex, lies, corruption, and political scandal—British style. Enough of American politics, let’s check
in with the old country and see how they handle murder, cover ups, and snobbish aristocracy. You won’t
need too long to figure out there are many similarities between the two countries and when power
corrupts, it doesn’t matter where you hail from.
Election time is fast approaching and Edgar Carlton, upper class success story is a shoe-in for the
position of Prime Minister. Along with his twin brother, Xavier, shadow foreign minister, they are ready
to take the country by storm. Inspector John Carlyle of the London Metropolitan police is an officer
with a rough-edged reputation, but an excellent track record. He’s investigating a series of gruesome
murders. He soon discovers a connection between the victims, the Carlton brothers, and their buddy,
London’s mayor. All were former members of an aristocratic laws-are-for-the-common-folk ‘club’ back
in their university days. What secret has come back to haunt them after twenty-five years?
This is definitely not one to read to the children for a bedtime story. Craig doesn’t
hold back on the adult subject matter and graphic depictions of the murder scenes. With
a fair dose of back story, well defined characters, and a nice tour of England’s capital city,
you’ll be calling your friends about this once best selling e-Book.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine 

The Baby Thief
By L.J. Sellers

Dr. Elizabeth Demauer works at the Assisted Reproduction Clinic and desperately wants to have
a baby.
Restaurant manager, Jenna McClure is single and wants a baby. A plan is set into motion with
Elizabeth and her lover, Reverend David Carmichael. Elizabeth wants to steal Jenna’s eggs and fertilize
them for implantation into her own womb. Jenna is the perfect candidate to “help” Elizabeth have her
“genetically related” baby—she is her sister.
A series of horrible events brings reporter Eric Troutman into Jenna’s life and after what turns out
to be one of the most upsetting days of her life, Eric offers to drive her home. They fall into bed, and
whether it’s from fear or lust, really doesn’t matter, feelings evolve quickly.
Carmichael and Zeke—his little lap dog—set out to help Elizabeth while helping their “church.”
Zeke soon finds Carmichael is no more a man of his word than he is a man of God. Criminals, you can
never trust ‘em.
Eric knows something’s not right and enlists the help of his detective friend, Jackson Schakowski.
Will time run out for Jenna before she’s found? How will she respond to a sister she didn’t know she had
and who’s trying to steal her eggs? Sellers has a great plot and definitely a story unlike anything I’ve ever
read.
Reviewed by Terri Ann Armstrong, author of “Medieval Menace” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine 
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Lassiter
By Paul Levine

Paul Levine adds the eighth
novel in the Jake Lassiter series with
“Lassiter.” The lawyer that doesn’t
care if his clients are innocent or
guilty returns to try and discover the
solution to a mystery buried nearly
two decades in his own past.
Levine doesn’t write books for
those that are easily turned off by rough
language and rougher characters. In
his latest, the story revolves around
a missing sister who may or may not
have been murdered after falling in
with a pornographer. The twist is
that the girl’s twin sister has learned
that Lassiter was the last person seen
with her, and is determined to see him
brought to justice for her assumed
murder. The violence within the story
is tinted in a sexy tone that Levine’s
fans have come to expect and the
central story arc provided a strong and
compelling basis for that.
As the story unfolds, more
and more information is gathered
that paints a picture of the missing
woman and Lassiter himself. Levine
doesn’t stray far from the character
development and edge-of-your-seat
tension that has made his series a hit.
For instance, an aloof district attorney
that may have more knowledge than
he is letting on is a striking character
study that leaves the reader both
horrified and drawn in.
The final resolution is a swift
departure from the expected, but
thoroughly enjoyable. A combination
of shock for both the reader and a
courtroom filled with people, reminds
us of the best crime dramas of the
past. New fans however, would do well
to go through the back catalog first
to fully understand the motivations
of the somewhat off-putting titular
“hero.” Lassiter’s skirting of the legal
and ethical boundaries feel realistic
in relation to his own proximity to
the missing girl. However new readers
may not fully support his actions
without understanding what brought
him to this place.
Overall, Paul Levine’s latest,
“Lassiter” hits the mark with noholds-barred action, suspense, and
over the top drama.
Reviewed by Luke
Henderson for Suspense
Magazine 
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Under the Skin
By Vicki Lane

Vicki Lane’s fourth book in the Full Circle Farm Mystery series, “In a Dark Season,” was picked by
Romantic Times as a best mystery and suspense novel for 2008, and it was an Anthony Award nominee.
The novel’s ending left its readers hanging over the proverbial cliff for three years. Now Lane has
hauled them back from the precipice with “Under the Skin.” It was worth the strained fingers.
Elizabeth Goodweather’s wedding to Deputy Phil Hawkins is on hold because of a cryptic warning she
received that Hawkins might have had something to do with her first husband Sam’s death. Then without warning,
Elizabeth’s sister Gloria arrives for an extended visit. The two are polar opposites. Gloria is a rich, pampered
woman, while Elizabeth is grounded in the North Carolina Appalachian soil. Gloria believes her current husband
has asked a shadowy “business associate” to kill her, but Elizabeth wonders if the threat is all in her sister’s mind.
Gloria drags Elizabeth to a spiritualist retreat in Hot Springs, NC, where she’s hoping to connect to a lost soul
from her past. Elizabeth’s skeptical, but she’s seen enough backwoods magic to keep an open mind. Gloria does
make contact in an unexpected way, one that puts both her and Elizabeth in peril.
In counterpoint to Elizabeth’s story, Lane tells a tale from 1880s Hot Springs, when a pair of beautiful sisters
running a spiritualist con come into conflict with a true Appalachian witchy-woman and a fearless reporter by the
name of Nelly Bly.
Lane’s imagery thrusts you into the mountain world, filling your nostrils with fresh lavender and rosemary,
and your mind with healers who can talk away a burn. If you like your romance with a twist of mystery and a dash
of the metaphysical, you’ll find “Under the Skin” a very pleasant brew.
Reviewed by David Ingram for Suspense Magazine 

Full Black
By Brad Thor

The ultimate terrorist plot is on the move and it will bring down not only the United States, but
inevitably, every nation in the world. Where did this plot originate? Is the threat from the Middle
East, the Western Republics or right here in the United States? This is the question Scot Harvath
has to find out as he travels across the globe, hunting for the root of the largest take-over plot ever
devised. He will have to put together the frightening clues and strange occurrences and figure out
who is behind the most devastating plot ever devised.
New York Times bestselling author Brad Thor has written an intense novel of power gone mad. The scenario
is so ominously realistic that the reader can feel every bit of the life-threatening urgency and pulse-pounding fear
portrayed in the story. The players range from heads of state to prominent movie producers to Russian Special
Forces and they all have a part in a deadly power move with the highest stakes ever.
This addition to Brad Thor’s ‘Scot Harvath’ series will put you in fear for your way of life and make you think
about what’s really going on in the world, one terrifying page at a time. A fabulously intriguing tale from beginning
to end and another absolute must-read for thriller fans. Do not miss it!
Reviewed by DJ Weaver, co-author of “Collecting Innocents” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine 

Wicked Lies

By Lisa Jackson and Nancy Bush

This suspense thriller, written by sisters Lisa Jackson and Nancy Bush, is the fourth in their series
dealing with The Colony. Called Siren Song by the Oregon locals, or sometimes just “the cult,” The
Colony is a fortified compound where a group of half-sisters live under the strict rule of Catherine,
their aunt. Some of the sisters have escaped into the real world.
Among them is Laura Adderly. She’s gone through nursing school and married a doctor. She would be a
success story, except she’s divorced from Byron, the doctor, and has just found out she’s pregnant by her ex as
a result of a last minute reconciliation attempt. She’s also finding out that her demented half-brother, Justice
Turnbull, who wants to kill all the sisters, is now able to smell her. It seems he can easily detect the presence of
pregnant relatives. Laura has immediately grown attached to the small life inside her and is determined to defend
herself and her baby.
Laura is armed with something more than her determination. All the sisters have been born with different
“gifts” and Laura has two. When Justice’s thoughts invade her mind, she can put up a mental wall and block him
out, but she can also send her thoughts into his mind. Her second gift occurs sporadically. Sometimes she can
touch a person and diagnose medical disorders, even predict fatal conditions.
Justice is incarcerated for brutal murders from twenty years ago, but his ego-maniac, know-it-all psychiatrist is
tricked by the wily killer and allows Justice to escape prison. Now Justice is free to rampage through the Deception
Bay area, killing as he goes, and threatening to annihilate every relative. A disgraced reporter, Harrison Frost, bent
on redeeming himself by getting the story on Justice, through Laura, gets more involved with her than he intends.
This excellent tale will keep you reading on the very edge of your seat. Be prepared for some late nights since it’s
over five hundred pages long.
Reviewed by Kaye George, author of “Choke” for Suspense Magazine 
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Already Gone
By John Rector

Walking into a restaurant parking lot to get his car and having two thugs jump him and cut
off his ring finger is not Jake Reese’s idea of a good night. Having his quiet life escalate out of
control and his wife disappear is not his idea of fun either…but then, what could a former bad
guy expect to come from his not-so-distant past. What do these people want from him and why
are they doing this? Questions Jake needs to find the answers to and he’ll do whatever it takes to
find them. Even if it means going to the one man who can help—a former mob boss and murderer who Jake has
known all his life and worked with for part of it.
Jake Reese’s life will never be the same and the reader will get a suspenseful look at how things are done on
the wrong side of the law. This novel will leave you breathless and have you speed-reading to the twisting end.
Another great read from John Rector, who really knows how to pour on the intensity and leave his readers with a
smile on their faces.
Rector has written a fast-moving thriller that will take you on a trip through the life of a man who, in his
youth, became a mob associate, inflicting pain and suffering, only to give it all up for a quiet life. Now his past has
come back to haunt him and he’s paying a big price.
Reviewed by DJ Weaver, co-author of “Cruelty to Innocents” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine 

A Spark of Death
By Bernadette Pajer

In my opinion, Bernadette Pajer knocked this book out of the ballpark. I picked the book up not knowing
what to expect from this debut novel and was instantly drawn in to the story finding myself unable to put the book
down which resulted in my reading it in two sittings.
Benjamin Bradshaw, Professor of Electric Engineering, having experienced a fluctuation in the University’s
power strong enough to burn the filaments in the overhead lights, rushes to the Electricity Lab where he finds
Professor Oglethorpe dead in the Faraday Cage of the newly constructed Electric Machine.
Being an arrogant man, Oglethorpe was not well liked by Bradshaw and the student body alike. Having
many disagreements with Oglethorpe in the past, Bradshaw finds himself arrested as the prime suspect in the
murder. During an intensive investigation by Professor Bradshaw and Police Detective O’Brien, many interesting
characters become involved in the circle of suspects. Thrown into the mix during this turmoil is the niece of
Bradshaw’s best friend and boarder whom Bradshaw finds himself increasingly drawn to, and in the process brings
up painful memories from the past.
With three murders and the attempted murder of Professor Bradshaw at Snoqualmie Falls it becomes a
race to find the killer or killers before they strike again. During the ensuing investigation, Bradshaw uncovers
an assassination plot by the Anarchists to kill President McKinley. It seems the President was due to visit the
Electrical Lab at the University of Washington to see the Electric Machine and then onto Snoqualmie Falls Power
Plant for a tour. After an exciting chase, the suspect is identified and finally brought to justice.
This mystery has the reader engaged and drawn into the twists, turns, and clues to find the murderer. The
story leaves you looking forward to the clumsy, amateur sleuth Bradshaw’s continued foray into detective work.
Definitely a must read for the mystery lover.
Reviewed by Jodi Hanson for Suspense Magazine 

Red Herring
By Archer Mayor

“Red Herring” is one of the latest entries in the exploits of Vermont Bureau of Investigation
detective Joe Gunther. I am amazed to admit I had never read any of these before, but after reading
“Red Herring” I will certainly be picking them up to read.
“Red Herring” begins with three totally unrelated murders; all staged to look like something
other than what they were. One odd fact stands out at each scene: a single drop of blood that
belongs to someone other than the victim. What follows is a carefully constructed hunt through a maze of clues
about three murders.
While in a couple of areas it does bog down in the sexy new science of light cyclotrons or something like
that, the clues that the new science reveals put the team on the trail of the killer. With a clock ticking as Joe’s ex
is making a run for governor and political pressure to solve the murders mounting, Joe Gunther and his team
uncover the missing link between the victims and that puts them on the trail of the killer.
While the killer’s identity is peeled away like the layers of an onion, they are soon on the trail, but not before
he makes one last strike that hits the very heart of the VBI team and leaves them in a state of shock and despair.
“Red Herring” was a great read and one that I got through in a couple of days. Archer Mayor has established
an entertaining group of characters that leaves me wanting more. He is a great addition to the ranks of New
England Mystery writers!
Review by Bill Craig, author of “Decker P.I. Smugglers’ Blues” for Suspense Magazine 
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Dead Mann
Walking
By Stefan Petrucha

Hessius Mann is a zombie
private detective. You read that right.
Now, does that mean he investigates
zombies, or is he a zombie that
investigates live bloods? Yes and yes.
Brought back from the dead by the
judicial system to correct executions
based on wrongful convictions,
Hessius Mann is one of the ‘lucky
ones’. Now he exists in a plane between
the living and the dead, a gray area that
society barely recognizes as relevant.
Mann would fight to clear his name
and find his wife’s real killer, if only he
could remember.
Stefan Petrucha’s newest offering,
“Dead Mann Walking,” is a different
take on the zombie genre. Instead of
a virus or secret government testing
being responsible for the reanimation
of the dead, it is capitalism. Loved
ones that were lost too early are
brought back, thanks to the miracle
of science. To atone for their own
mistakes, the courts also call upon
this new technology. For the zombies,
or “chaks”—as they are affectionately
called—their second chance at living
is no life at all. Trapped in limbo with
no rights or prospects, caring for a
body that can no longer heal itself and
looking for a man with a penchant for
decapitating chaks, Mann is in a race
against his very being, desperately
trying to make sense of his life before
all that he was slips away forever.
Not only is this an entertaining
look into the daily struggles of the
undead, but it is also an interesting
look at society as a whole and how
individuals are treated differently,
not merely by the color of their skin,
but by the life contained within. It is
a stark reminder of our own history.
Mann probes the underbelly of this
society, safe inside its walls and barbed
wire, inside parties where chaks are
playthings and where re-given life
has no value. This book is more than
a zombie ‘who-done-it,’ it is a hard
question about not
when life begins, but
when it ends.
Reviewed by Brian
Blocker for Suspense
Magazine 
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Defensive Wounds

In Malice, Quite Close

This is the fourth incredible novel
in the Lisa Black suspense series that
features Theresa MacLean, a forensic
investigator (CSI) in Cleveland. And,
as always with this bestselling author,
the plot is so well-done that readers
will remain on the edge of their seats
for the whole thrilling ride.
A convention of defense
attorneys is taking place in the
extremely posh hotel, the RitzCarlton, when one of the attorneys,
Marie Corrigan, turns up dead in
the Presidential Suite. Bound up and
beaten to death, this much maligned
lawyer worked hard for her clients by
using all different practices including,
falsifying evidence and making
policemen and CSIs look absolutely
foolish on the witness stand. So as you
can imagine, there are a great deal of
suspects who may have finally gotten
together to bring Marie down.
Theresa MacLean is called to the
scene by her daughter Rachael, who
works at the front desk of the stunning
hotel. When Theresa walks into the
crime scene, she finds a real mess. All
types of evidence is scattered around
that may or may not pertain to the
victim and the crime. The ‘whispers’
among the convention members
are that Marie and some ‘unnamed
gentleman’ rented the room for a
little romance between convention
speeches, but the only three keys that
offer entry into the room have all been
accounted for.
The bodies start piling up, as two
more lawyers are killed and left in the
same shape that Marie was. Each one
had something to do with Marie in
the past, and Theresa and her cohorts
seem to think they are dealing with a
vengeful serial killer; a killer who truly
believes that all lawyers should be at
the bottom of the ocean.
This is a truly ‘edge-of-your-seat’
mystery with scenes that are full of
action and suspense. The characters
run the gambit from snooty to
sleazy, and the passion of this famous
detective knows no bounds. As with
all Lisa Black’s suspense novels,
readers will find this to be a one-day
read that they cannot put down.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of
“Talent & Lowery-13” for Suspense
Magazine 

In a modern day scenario lifted straight from Nabakov’s “Lolita,” we are transported to New England where
Frenchman Tristan Mouralt has installed his new love, Gisele, a fifteen-year old teenager with stars in her eyes
and adventure in her heart. As in the aforementioned novel, a young girl is seduced and plied with sexual favors,
had her name changed and poses as the daughter rather than the lover of a man much too old for her amorous
attention.
Not an original plot line and one that Europeans are supposed to take as matter-of-fact, as they are deemed
to be more opened-minded their counterparts in the States. It is however, here that Ryder—in her debut novel—
takes us down new found paths in this uniquely told, if somewhat awkwardly titled, mystery.
Settling into the new town, making friends in the art world, one that is familiar to Tristan who is rumored to
have a world-renowned collection of impressionist masterpieces, the two make a life for themselves for the next
fifteen years. Tristan is surrounded by artists and flim-flam men, rogues and curators and he foists a husband on to
Gisele, formerly Karen Miller of San Francisco, an aspiring artist Luke who helps keep up appearances, especially
now that Gisele has a daughter of her own, Nicola.
The plan seems to work until Luke has an extra-marital fling while on the West coast on business, with
Amanda, a young blonde student. When she follows him, after he tried to break-up, and discovers his real wife
is the sister she thought was dead years ago, the drama is ratcheted up a notch as Ryder takes us on a closely
contained edgy ride atop a powder keg. When Gisele’s body is discovered, you decide if this is a murder or a
suicide and which of the culprits just lit the match. BANG!
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler, author of “Blood on his Hands” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine 

By Lisa Black
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By Brandi Lynn Ryder

City of Whispers
By Marcia Muller

San Francisco PI Sharon McCone does not suffer from a lack of family as do so many
detectives in mystery novels. Not for her, the lonely sleuth dining alone in a cheap, all-night greasy
spoon, McCone suffers from more family than anyone ought to. Two sets of parents (birth and
adopted) with siblings to match, in-laws, ex-in-laws, and a husband who keeps a spare private jet
for those times when his regular jet is being cleaned.
But don’t get the idea that “City of Whispers” is a cute, fluffy bunny of a novel. It is anything
but. Sharon McCone’s world is a gritty one, a world where junkies dig through dirt for a fix, city streets are dark
and dangerous, life is cheap and dying is easy.
This latest novel, the twenty-ninth by Marcia Muller featuring Sharon McCone, begins when McCone
receives a cryptic email from her drug-addled half-brother, Darcy Blackhawk sent from a public access terminal
somewhere in the city. Overcoming her misgivings and distrust, she puts the resources of her detective agency to
work in finding Darcy and in doing so finds herself enmeshed in the cold-case murder of a wealthy young woman.
What possible connection could Darcy have to the case and who is killing, one-by-one, the Four Musketeers, a
disparate foursome that is McCone’s only link to the puzzle?
Complicating matters is Sharon’s year-long recovery from a bullet to the head. McCone is tough and as this
story takes place she has mostly recovered, but she is also learning that no one ever fully recovers from such
trauma and that she will be living with the repercussions of the shooting the rest of her life. In retrospect, this
is the theme of this novel—how some adapt to the changes and challenges life throws at them and how some,
tragically, cannot.
Reviewed by Andrew MacRae for Suspense Magazine 

Guilt by association
By Marcia Clark

In Marcia Clark’s first attempt at fiction, she has produced a well-crafted legal mystery set in the Los Angeles
district attorney’s office, a setting Ms. Clark knows well. Protagonist Rachel Knight must deal with her assigned
cases as a member of the DA’s Special Trials Unit, which handles high profile cases, as well as the murder of her
friend and co-worker, a case she has been specifically told to stay away from.
Although this novel contains all the tension and grittiness one would expect in a story that takes the reader
from sleazy motel rooms, to the wealthy Palisades neighborhood, to the turf of rival gangs, I was impressed that
Ms. Clark has chosen to make her three main characters female. The women work together, or not, depending on
the roles of each, with a smoothness that seems to say, “This is just the way it is.”
The case to which Rachel is officially assigned involves the rape of the fifteen-year-old daughter of a prominent
pediatrician, who just happens to have political connections to the chief DA. As she interviews the family, she
discovers discrepancies in their stories as well as prejudices that could lead to the conviction of the wrong person.
Rachel balances on the edge between the expectations of her boss and her own hunches as she uses all her skills
to get to the bottom of both cases and still keep her job.
Clark has created a character who hurts, celebrates, loves, hates, and upsets her superiors and her friends. She
breaks rules and asks for favors. But ultimately she puts the pieces together, even as she risks her own life.
Rachel Knight’s appeal is not so much that she is a super crime solver, which she is, but she is so very human. I
look forward to more of Rachel Knight in future novels by Marcia Clark.
Reviewed by Kathleen Heady, author of “The Gate House” for Suspense Magazine 

37

Them or Us

Fly By Night

By David Moody

“Them or Us” brings David Moody’s grim “Hater” trilogy to an end. As in the first two books, “Hater” and
“Dog Blood,” we follow Danny McCoyne as he tries to stay alive following an unexplained transformation of the
human race. A small percentage of humans have become vicious uncontrollable killers, the “Haters,” compelled
beyond reason to murder the normal majority. The attacks are merciless, and Haters even kill their loved ones if
they remained “Unchanged.” Whether armed or fighting hand to hand, the bloodthirsty Haters are unrelenting.
By the opening of the final book, there are few Unchanged left alive and small groups of Haters compete
for dwindling food supplies and other resources. McCoyne, a Hater who has the peculiar talent of being able to
control his rage, is spying out pockets of Unchanged. The consensus among Haters is that the only way to stop the
war among humans is the complete elimination of the Unchanged. The Unchanged, of course, feel much the same
way about the Haters, but they’re simply no match for the Haters’ brutality.
It’s all rather bleak, obviously. Even among themselves many of the Haters can barely contain their rage,
although some are attempting to restore some sort of civil order. What makes the story compelling, instead of
simply depressing, is the journey of McCoyne, who has grown weary of the violence. His slow awakening to the
idea that all the fighting is pointless drives the narrative forward.
A couple of plot points stumble over horror movie clichés such as the old “the bad guy isn’t
really dead yet and now he’s back” moment—but in the main Moody keeps the story on track. He
resists imposing unbelievable happy endings; if there is a faint stirring of hope, it takes place within
heart-wrenching moments of loss and the senseless bloodshed of the Haters. Although reading
about this despairing future won’t appeal to everyone, those who don’t mind such dark storytelling
will find it an engrossing and evocative, if desolate, tale of the human will to survive.
Reviewed by Scott Pearson, author of “Star Trek: Honor in the Night” for Suspense Magazine 

Deviant

By Adrian McKinty

Danny Lopez and his family moved to Cobalt, Colorado for his mother’s job at a new casino that belongs to
the Ute and Cherokee Nations.
His step-father Walt works at LRFCF, a minimum security prison. Danny’s only friend is his cat Jeff, until he
meets his neighbor Tony, and a few kids at school who make up a group called “The Watchers.” The group is very
small consisting of Olivia, Cooper, Tony, Tom, and now Danny. Carol did belong, but she and Tom had a falling
out.
The Watchers do just that, they watch. Particularly another group of kids: Charlie, Hector, Todd and Rebecca,
who call themselves the “Secret Scripture Union” (SSU). They are a secret Bible study group believed to have a
religious agenda because there is no religion allowed in school. Curiously enough, neither is talking nor is there
communication of any kind between anyone in the school, not even at recess.
Each child in both groups has something a little off kilter psychologically, and someone has been “sacrificing”
cats all around town. The citizens believe it’s the work of coyotes…well, almost all of them do. There is definitely
a deviant roaming around Cobalt, Colorado, but who is it?
Maybe someone from the SSU? What about Tony’s father who held a gun at Danny when he stepped inside
their home to visit her? What about Danny’s own step-father Walt, who’s strange in his own way? Or what about
the hundreds of convicts he works with who are allowed out on job furloughs and are not shackled because it
makes it harder for them to work? What about Carol, the girl who left “The Watchers”? The choices are endless.
If you like YA mysteries and enjoy having lots of choices when it comes to finding the bad guy, this book is
for you. There is a deviant in Cobalt. Can you figure out who it is?
Reviewed by Terri Ann Armstrong, author of “Medieval Menace” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine 

Deadlock

By Robert Liparulo

As a reader, there is something special when you read an author for the first time and think, why haven’t I
read his books before this? That’s the feeling I had from page one of “Deadlock.” Although it is not the first book
involving these characters, Robert Liparulo seamlessly brings you up to date.
“Deadlock” will have you turning the pages as if starved for food, each one a delicacy in its own right. John
Hutchinson, “Hutch,” a reporter for a Denver newspaper, can’t stop investigating Brendon Page, a former Special
Forces veteran, now billionaire even though there appears to be no evidence against him. His company, Outis, has
made a fortune transforming video gamers into the best trained mercenaries in the world. Hutch knows in his gut
this guy is guilty of the vilest of crimes, but he covers his tracks so well, he can’t be touched.
Things start to crumble around Outis when missions start going wrong. The soldiers, barely out of their
teens are not sure what is real and what is part of the game. One error leads to another, and soon, Page takes it
personal. With Hutch’s family in jeopardy, he takes to the offense. In a great game of cat and mouse, he heads for
a showdown with Page and the huge organization that protects him. The one thing he has on his side is the truth.
The climax of “Deadlock” will have you sweating in a meat locker. Grab the book, strap up, and get ready for
a wild ride! Robert Liparulo is now on my short list of must read novelists.
Reviewed by J.M. LeDuc, author of “Cursed Blessing” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine 
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By Ward Larsen

Jammer Davis is just an
investigator with the NTSB, but
you wouldn’t know it. Once again,
he finds himself up to his eyeballs in
another fine mess somewhere remote,
the Sudanese desert. When the call
comes from a two-star general at
the Pentagon, he finds himself on
a mission sponsored by the CIA in
an attempt to recover a UAV, the
unmanned drone Blackstar that is
believed to have fallen into the hands
of unscrupulous, private parties at
an airport in Khartoum. A Moslem
cleric, Rafiq Khoury supposedly has
the drone squirreled away in a hangar
belonging to his recently formed
transportation airline FBN Aviation.
Under the guise of investigating
a plane belonging to FBN Aviation
reported to have gone down in a
recent flight over the Red Sea, Davis
is sent to find out the truth. The chief
pilot at this airline is an old nemesis
from his military days, a fellow pilot
he helped drum out of the air force on
corruption charges, Bob Schmitt. On
his arrival in Sudan, Davis is greeted
with threats of death from the get go,
almost as if his cover has been blown
before he even starts. By the time he
discovers the two pilots from the
‘crashed’ plane in a shallow grave with
bullet holes in their skulls, he knows
he is up against the odds.
He’s surprised with help from
three unlikely sources: the cleric’s own
followers, a ‘mystery’ CIA contact, and
the beautiful Italian doctor, Regina
Antonelli who is on a volunteer mercy
mission in the desert region. Davis is
able to unearth the dastardly plans to
assassinate an Arab leader at a national
conference and deflect all blame being
fabricated against the US government,
meanwhile ridding the world of
another set of bad guys.
In
a
James
Bondesque
performance, Davis charges on ahead,
no cavalry in sight, on a thrilling
journey of espionage at its finest—
where the guy in the white hat wins
again.
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler, author of
“Blood on his Hands”
published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine
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The Last
Kashmiri Rose
By Barbara Cleverly

Five women have died in
unusual circumstances over the
past twelve years, each the wife of
a British Army officer and living
with her husband in the remote
Indian outpost station of Panikhat,
and all having died in the month
of March. Tragic coincidence
or is each death a thread woven
into a fiendish plot? The dashing
and resourceful Commander Joe
Sandilands of Scotland Yard must
unravel this colorful and complex
tapestry of death and intrigue.
The year is 1922. All over
the world the sun is setting on the
British Empire and yet English life
at this small outpost clings with
desperate resolve to their dying
traditions. Afternoon tea is still
served on verandahs as servants
waft fans, officers and their ladies
dress for dinner and sip champagne
by candlelight, and little notice is
taken of their Indian servants or
the undercurrents of change that
are building across the land.
Commander Sandilands has
a formidable ally in the person of
Nancy Drummond, a good friend
of the most recent woman to die
and an army nurse in the recent
war in Europe. Nancy is smart,
beautiful, flirtatious, and the wife
of the judicial administrator for the
district. Nancy’s help in solving the
mystery comes with complications.
In the sultry and steamy tropic
atmosphere that pervades the
days and nights of Panikhat, Joe
finds himself increasingly attracted
to Nancy and perceives that the
feeling is mutual.
Also of invaluable help to
Joe is Sergeant Naurung Singh,
twenty-five years old, following in
his father’s footsteps in police work
and assigned to work on the case
by District Police Superintendent
Bulstrode, a man who is not above
suspicion himself.
Death by cobra bite, by fire,
by drowning; there are many ways
to die in Panikhat and for every
method there is a motive and for
every motive there is a suspect.
Joe, Nancy, and Naurung find
themselves in a race against time to
discover the killer before another
victim is claimed.
Reviewed by Andrew MacRae for
Suspense Magazine 
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The Death of An Ambitious Woman
By Barbara Ross

It’s been a long time since I’ve enjoyed a book as much as “The Death of an Ambitious Woman,” the debut
mystery by Barbara Ross. It could be termed a police procedural, but with a twist. The opening scene in chapter one
grabs the reader instantly, and Ross doesn’t let up until the very last scene in the book. In the process, she takes us on
a hair-raising ride (both literally and figuratively).
Acting Police Chief Ruth Murphy is a shoe-in to be named the permanent chief in the small Massachusetts town
of New Derby, even though she’s had her ups and downs with the local district attorney. Until she’s called upon to
investigate the death of Tracey Kendall, a prominent businesswoman who inexplicably slammed her luxury SUV into
a stone wall while talking on her cell phone to her four-year-old son’s nanny. A tragic accident? Ruth doesn’t believe it.
Then, the handsome mechanic who recently worked on Tracey’s car disappears. And Ross tosses in a few more
suspects to keep the reader guessing: an unfaithful artist husband, a greedy business partner, a jealous best friend,
and the husband’s desperate art dealer. The prominence of the suspect list inflames the strained relationship between
Ruth and the district attorney, who urges her to term the death an accident or else he’ll do everything he can to stop
her promotion.
Excellent writing, believable characters, and terrific plotting make “The Death of an Ambitious Woman” a mustread for all lovers of good mysteries.
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author “Moving Can Be Murder” for Suspense Magazine 

I am Half-Sick of Shadows
By Alan Bradley

In “I Am Half-Sick of Shadows,” Bradley brings us on a journey with eleven-year-old, junior sleuth/chemist
and baby sister of Daffy and Feely, Flavia de Luce. She’s bound and determined to prove that Father Christmas is
real despite what her mean-spirited sisters are attempting to make her believe through their thoughtless comments.
When her father, the Colonel, decides it’s time to make some much-needed money, he allows their house to be
used by an acting company with two of England’s most beloved actors, Phyllis Wyvern and Desmond Diamond. After
a short piece from Romeo and Juliet is performed by the actors during a snowstorm that holds the audience captive in
the de Luce mansion, Flavia is tossed into her own real-life whodunit. She discovers Ms. Wyvern dead in Flavia’s own
deceased mother’s bedroom.
Always a thorn in Inspector Hewitt’s side, Flavia does her best to collect information to figure out who killed the
beloved Ms. Wyvern. Finding clues almost from the beginning, Flavia moves through her investigation with seasoned
ease and feels the Inspector has missed many obvious clues. A major one being that Ms. Wyvern’s “mandibular
displacement had been as easy to spot as a horse in a birdbath.”
As you read “I Am Half-Sick of Shadows,” Bradley will capture you in his story almost immediately with Flavia’s
youthful humor and senior intelligence. This girl has it all together and with dogged determination, she will not only
attempt to find Phyllis Wyvern’s killer, she will in fact prove once and for all if Father Christmas does indeed exist no
matter what her hateful sisters say. And she may even teach them a lesson or two in the process.
This was a fantastic book. If you’re looking for something to curl up next to a roaring fire with—mug of hot
chocolate and all—this book is definitely for you.
Reviewed by Terri Ann Armstrong, author of “Medieval Menace” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine 

The Magdalena Curse
By F.G. Cottam

Imagine that your son has been the
victim of a horrible curse that is the result of
your actions in a military operation. He is now
possessed and suffering and you know there is
only one person that may be able to help him,
now you must go in search of her to beg her to
save your son.
I loved this book and the author’s writing style. It is
spooky and creepy and keeps you turning pages. It is not the
blood and guts gore that other books have. Instead, they're the
subtle things that scare you and get your mind flying in creepy
directions!
Cottam sets the tone on page one and continues building
the intensity with every page. The atmosphere is definitely a
creepy Gothic kind and it’s a tale of good versus evil, Nazis,
witchcraft, and a trip that takes us from the Amazon to the
Scottish Highlands with never ending suspense.
With characters that you really care about, “The
Magdalena Curse” is a spooky and thrilling read for a dark
winter’s night. Just keep your lights on.
Reviewed by Kendall Gutierrez for Suspense Magazine 

South of Salem
By Janni Nell

A delightful story involving strange happenings
that are disturbing to all involved. But Allegra
Fairweather, paranormal investigator, seems to
thrive on issues of oddity. Except when her family
is involved. After Allegra’s real father went missing
many years earlier and was considered dead, her
mother remarried Steven Richard Hampton, XXXII.
Her sister Lily married Steven Junior. The Hamptons
seem to be targets of the supernatural and Allegra
must figure who and why and then try and stop them
before all the Hamptons end up dead.
On more than one occasion, Allegra required
the help of her guardian angel, Casper. While the
name seems a trifle immature, the novel sizzles with
action as Allegra races to stop a witch who is hellbent on getting revenge on the Hampton family.
Well written and an enjoyable story. This is a
great read for the upcoming stormy nights.
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina, author of
“Deadly Decisions” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine 
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When Elves Attack
By Tim Dorsey

The cover of Dorsey’s book boasts, “A JOYOUS CHRISTMAS GREETING FROM THE CRIMINAL
NUTBARS OF THE SUNSHINE STATE” and I must say…it’s all that and so much more.
Jim Davenport has a strange job: he is called in to large companies for mere moments to either hire or fire
employees, period. He understandably makes a few enemies. He has however, also made friends in Serge and his
buddy Coleman.
These two have convinced themselves that the atrocious acts and various murders they commit—all while
they’re dressed in elf costumes—are done for the greater good. I suppose they have the best of intentions in their
own twisted way. They want to ‘take back Christmas’ as they put it. However, among many other things, they both
desperately need an etiquette lesson…or two.
If that’s not bad enough, Jim’s wife Martha—who despises Serge and is unafraid to speak her mind—has to
deal with the very painful bane of her existence, Rita Davenport, Jim’s mother. She constantly looks for things to
fault Martha on and it’s a constant chuckle fest when these two women are in the same room, although not for Jim.
Add their daughter Nicole, a Goth girl who does all she can to irritate her “boring” parents,
a few colorful characters from a local retirement home, and a couple of female friends of Serge’s
accused of murder and on the run, and you have one hilarious tale that will hold you captive until
the last word is read!
This is my first book of Dorsey’s and I have to say he has a talent that’s worth checking out and
I’m really looking forward to reading him again.
Reviewed by Terri Ann Armstrong, author of “Medieval Menace” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine 

Ready Player One
By Ernest Cline

James Halliday, the genius who created OASIS, the virtual reality that occupies the lives of most people in the
dreary world of 2044, has just died. He left his fortune to whoever can follow his clues through his virtual world
and find “the egg.”
Several years have passed and no one has even found the first “key” in the treasure hunt, when a geeky
eighteen-year-old boy in a trailer park on the outskirts of Oklahoma City finds it, and his avatar name “Parzival”
appears on the scoreboard.
Even for someone as ignorant of video game culture as I am, this novel pulled me in. Cline has not only
written a gripping story, with good guys pitted against bad guys, but he has done it all in the context of avatars,
virtual reality, and an obsession with 1980s pop culture. In order to reach “the egg,” players must be familiar with
the Rubik’s Cube, the Walkman, and movies such as War Games and Monty Python’s Search for the Grail.
The details of life in this future world, where the majority of the population spend their time wearing
visors and haptic suits that allow them to experience an alternate reality, are nothing short of amazing. “Parzival”
even attends a virtual high school. Cline creates layers upon layers of virtual experiences with his knowledge of
everything from Pac Man to prizes in Cap’n Crunch cereal. And his heroes must also possess this knowledge to
reach the “egg” before the “Sixers” do, which means they have spent most of their lives watching ‘80s TV and
movies and playing video games.
This book is beautifully written and the humanity of the characters wonderfully portrayed with all their
genuine emotions. It doesn’t matter that most of the story is told through their avatars. This is an unusual work
that deserves a place among the best of innovative novels.
Reviewed by Kathleen Heady, author of “The Gate House” for Suspense Magazine 

Half-Past Dawn
By Richard Doetsch

What if you woke one morning and discovered you couldn’t remember the previous
evening? What if your life, your wife’s life, and by extension, your children’s lives depended on
your remembering. This is the scenario facing our hero in Doetsch’s new thriller. This novel is
chock full of action-packed mystery which raises more questions with each chapter.
Jack Keeler, New York City District Attorney, is in that situation. Awakening one Friday
morning, he finds multiple injuries on his person and a strange tattoo on his left arm. He also sees
the morning headline announcing…his and his wife’s deaths. Calling on his best friend and former mentor from
his time on the police force for assistance, Jack’s memory slowly returns, providing him with clues to events from
not only the previous evening, but from a few days past.
Jack begins a search for his wife, an agent for the FBI, while a foreign assassin demands the return of a box of
evidence Jack helped his wife hide. After a day of not knowing who to trust, avoiding death and capture at every
turn, and fighting his sporadic memory, Jack finally thinks he solves the mystery to save his wife only to have the
shock of his life revealed to him.
Doetsch does an excellent job of rewriting the theme from a short story you probably read in high school.
No, revealing the title would ruin “Half-Past Dawn,” but you’ll remember after the last page. A lot of lengthy back
story throughout, but most of it is important for events later in the story. This one will keep you guessing to the
end and maybe leave you with a lingering question.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine 
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The Traitor's
Emblem
By Juan Gomez-Jurado

Gomez-Jurado brings us a
ripping good yarn that thrusts in the
streets of Munich as Hitler and the
Nazis come to power. Lines are drawn
and crossed, not just by tradesmen
and racial divisions, but in families
and lies their feuds uncover.
We are introduced to a less
familiar field than many have
discovered previously. As well
documented as the crimes of terror
imposed on Jews, homosexuals
and the mentally impaired, less was
known, or at least to me anyway, about
the Nazi’s pursuits of the Free Masons.
The emblem that is in the title of this
spell-binding thriller is a Masonic
one, and it is the one connection that
fifteen-year-old Paul Reiner has with
the father he never knew. Was he the
traitor he had been led to believe sold
out the Masons to Hitler?
The night Paul’s war-wounded,
veteran cousin commits suicide, the
secret of what really happened to
Paul’s father is revealed and Paul and
his mother find themselves cast out
from the nobility that have known
to become street urchins on the run
from the wrath of the family that never
quite accepted them in the first place.
As war in Europe threatens again,
Paul grows in to a young man in the
school of hard-knocks. He strikes
back at his reluctant family to avenge
both his parents' death, impersonates
an SS officer in a bold move to release
his true love, Alys, from the clutches
of Dachau and as he reunites with the
family he never knew he had, he faces
the inevitable conclusion that he has
spent his whole adult life searching
for his father’s real murderer and the
reason he was killed, a map detailing
the treasure that awaits them in the
Dark Continent.
With Nazis at their heels they
must get out of pre-war Germany and
to a neutral country such as Portugal.
Perhaps they can survive but as the
war reaches South Africa and touches
them they will need more than good
luck to survive, they’ll need diamonds.
Reviewed by Mark
P. Sadler, author
“Blood
on
his
Hands” published by
Suspense Publishing,
an imprint of Suspense
Magazine 
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Love Lies
Bleeding

By Jess McConkey
Trying to recuperate from
a major head injury she received
after a mugging, Samantha finds
herself installed in a house out
in the country far away for her
job as an advertising executive at
her fathers firm in the city. Her
parents’ life doesn’t give them
time to be embarrassed by her
accident—they can’t call it an
attack—Sam feels shuffled out of
the way and unable to decide what
is good for her, held at the mercy
of her surgeon fiancé Jackson and
parents.
Determined to take her life
back she fights tooth and nail at
every decision they make on her
behalf until she realizes that she has
an ally in the physical therapist her
father hired, Anne, a local single
mom. Stuck out in a small country
town far from Minneapolis, Sam
finds that not only does she have
to fight the family’s desires, but the
small town crowd.
Someone wants her out of
the cottage, or so it seems, but is
it pranks by local youths or is she
haunted by the ghostly visions she
sees at night, that of the missing
Blanche who used to live in the
same home? Are the headaches
she gets causing her to have
nightmares and is she being slowly
driven crazy by those closest to her
and for what reason?
McConkey weaves a family
drama, allowing her readers to
learn the truths at the same time
as Sam. Along with her new
found friends, Sam peels back the
layers from the buried past as the
truth unravels, threatening her
engagement and past life as she
knew it. The story reminded me
of a similarly titled debut novel,
“When Dreams Bleed” by Robin
Cain, an apt comparison in the vein
of self-solving mystery romance,
female protagonist genre. Part
thriller, part ghost story “Love Lies
Bleeding” unearths
just what lengths
some people will
go to keep the past
buried.

Moonlight Mile
By Dennis Lehane

Patrick Kenzie’s life has settled down in the past few years. He married his long time love, Angie
Gennaro and is now working as a freelance investigator trying to get on full-time with a mainly white
collar investigation firm. Angie is going back to school so she can help children and they have a young
daughter. This new life is completely changed when an old case comes back.
Twelve years ago, they made a decision about an abducted little girl—they gave her back to an
unfit mother and took her away from loving kidnappers. Now, the girl Amanda, is sixteen and she’s gone
again. Patrick agrees to take the case and try to find her again. The couple feels they have to know what happened to
that long ago little girl whose case has haunted them.
The search brings in a lot of characters from Russian Mobsters to Bubba, the couple’s monster of a friend!
Searching for Amanda leads them down a path that may just cost them more than they are willing to pay.
Fast-paced, intriguing plot, and interesting characters make this book a thrilling mystery.
Reviewed by Ashley Wintters for Suspense Magazine 

Threat Warning
By John Gilstrap

There’s no need to wonder how Gilstrap gets the rave reviews and best-selling status that he gets.
Just start reading and it all becomes clear.
A bizarre group calling themselves “The Army of God,” and calling each other Brother-This and
Sister-That, have a secret goal so lofty it’s worth killing for. At least in their minds it is. The story opens
with young Colleen Devlin preparing to mow down motorists on the Woodrow Wilson Bridge over
the Potomac during the afternoon rush hour. She’s at one end of the bridge and Brother Stephen is
at the other end.
Jonathan Grave is driving across the bridge at the moment they open fire, stuck in traffic, chatting with his
friend and passenger, Father Dom D’Angelo. Jonathan instantly recognizes the sound of an automatic weapon, creeps
out of his car, and whips out his Colt .45. Although he hits the shooter in the chest, she runs away just as he realizes
she’s a female and not a young man. A misguided Secret Service agent gets the drop on Jonathan, thinking he’s the
perpetrator, and both shooters escape detection.
Colleen commandeers a minivan for her getaway and, in the process, takes the driver and her teenage son hostage
to a mountain hideout. The Army of God is well-organized and supremely motivated, but their captives, the wife, and
son of a deployed Delta force operative, and their opponent, Jonathan Grave himself, are formidable. Grave and his
team watch as other fatal mass attacks are carried out across America. They struggle to get to the people behind the
carnage that continues splashing blood and leaving bodies across the country before even greater havoc ensues.
Hang on, it’s a wild ride!
Reviewed by Kaye George, author of “Choke” for Suspense Magazine 

Thick as Thieves
By Peter Spiegelman

Carr, the leader of a gang of thieves,
blames himself for the botched job that
got his mentor killed. His abettors keep
assuring him that nobody thinks it was
his fault, but aspects of the robbery
keep preying on his mind. However,
the four men and Valerie carry on. Their policy is to steal
only from lowlifes, drug runners, gunrunners, whore
runners, human smugglers, and kidnappers—the worst
of the rich people.
Flashbacks show us the mentor, Declan, and
expose Carr’s insecurities, taking over after such an
accomplished leader. Meanwhile, the thieves start
an elaborate plan in action. This is to be their last job,
and will net them enough to retire. Bits of the plan are
exposed at a time as the reader figures out what the real
aim is to be.
But Carr suspects his crew might not be wholly
behind
him. Is there a double-cross in the future? Can
Reviewed by Mark
he count on honor among thieves? The story skips
P. Sadler, author
around to some exotic spots on the globe as the plot
of “Blood on his
unfolds and we see into the lives of these interesting
Hands” published
by Suspense Publishing, an imprint characters. A fun read!
of Suspense Magazine 
Reviewed by Kaye George, author of “Choke” for
Suspense Magazine 
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Aloha From Hell
By Richard Kadrey

The title alone makes you speculate about what in the
hell this book is about. It’s a Sandman Slim novel that takes
you from Earth to Hell to Heaven and back around again.
Sandman Slim is half mortal, half something. Some
say monster, others say angel. I’ll let you be the judge. The
major players are Sandman Slim, of course, Lucifer, God
and many other evil beings all trying to make Heaven into
Hell and vice versa or just eradicate everything. Sandman
Slim has his own agenda. First, save his ex-lover Alice
from Hell. She was brought there from Heaven by a villain
named Mason to entice Sandman Slim to go to Hell to
get her. And he does more than just save Alice. That’s the
second part. For me to simply say he wants to kill Mason is
not nearly adequate. There are no words for what Sandman
Slim goes through to accomplish his objections. You really
need to read the book in order to understand.
Full of action, wit, and suspense, this grabbed a hold
of me and wouldn’t let go. Kadrey is a master storyteller
(overused, I know, but very apt) and he
will have you rooting for him in Hell and
on Earth.
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina,
author of “Deadly Decisions” published
by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine 
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Nothing is ever quite at peace on Scotland’s Black Isle—
the Traveling people are forever at odds with the locals,
as are the fishermen and farmers. But when two murders
occur on the same day, the Black Isle seems as forbidding
as its name.
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Simone is an eccentric American woman who has run
away from her professional and personal life, living as
“the goat woman” in a small Jamaican village. But who
could possibly want to kill her—and why?
“A first class detective story…the thing that makes this book
impossible to put down is the author’s amazing eye for the
details of life in this tiny Jamaican town.”
—Pearle Cleage, author of Just Wanna Testify
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By Donald Allen Kirch

Beyond the Veil

Jack the Ripper

Ripper Cartoon Circa 1888

“Jack the Ripper is
dead! He’s lying in his
bed.
He slit his throat, with
one swift stroke!
Jack the Ripper is
dead! Jack the Ripper is
dead!”
(A traditional children’s “skip-rope” song in Great Britain)

N

ext to Charles Manson or Lee Harvey Oswald, the name of Jack the Ripper is one of the most infamous in human
history. That in itself is quite ironic, considering, unlike the other two mentioned, he has no name. He is a shadow,
wrapped inside a blind spot, shining within an abyss.
“Jack the Ripper” is quite possibly the most famous nickname given to an unknown killer. There is not a place upon the
globe where people have not heard of him or of the crimes his infamous name has been forever attached with. Mainly, he
attacked in the impoverished districts in and around Whitechapel, London, in 1888. The infamous name itself wasn’t even
the invention of the killer, but is considered the brainchild of an ambitious news reporter who hoped to create newspaper
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sales. He did, and the name stuck.
The Ripper’s victims were all prostitutes from the slums.
All had their throats savagely cut and some had abdominal
mutilations. In three killings, internal organs were taken
and displayed amongst the remains, leading investigators of
the time to believe the killer had some, if rough, anatomical
knowledge of the human body. Fears rose slightly higher, when
in October 1888, George Lusk, Leader of the Whitechapel
Vigilance Committee, received the famous “From Hell” letter
with half of a human kidney. Note: Of all the letters, this one
did not have the famous “Jack the Ripper” signature upon
it. Could it have been possible that the real murderer never
approved of his associated nom de plume?
In this article, we shall go over some otherwise “slanted”
approaches to the famous case, hopefully doing our part to
glimpse beyond the veil.

The “canonical five” Ripper victims were Mary Ann
Nichols, Annie Chapman, Elizabeth Stride, Catherine
Eddowes, and Mary Jane Kelly.
On Friday, August 31, 1888, at about 3:40 a.m., “Jack the
Ripper” was born.
Jack’s first victim was discovered in the middle of Buck’s
Row (now renamed Durward Street), Whitechapel. Mary
Ann Nichols was found with her abdomen torn partly open,
several other incisions to her stomach, and her neck severed
deeply by two cuts.
On or about 6 a.m., on Saturday, September 8, 1888,
in a doorway of the backyard of 29 Hanbury Street,
Spitalfields, Annie Chapman met her fate. Like Nichols,
Chapman’s throat was served by two deep cuts. Upon further
investigations, it was discovered that her stomach had also

The City of Whitechapel

Early art of Jack the Ripper

Like in the United States today, England
of the mid-19th century saw its fair share of
immigration problems. The East End of London
was cursed with a flood of Irish to England’s huge
cities. The crimes of Tsarist Russia also brought
an enormous rise in Jewish refugees. In time, as
with all such events, housing conditions became
worse, scarce and abominable. Making a decent
living in these cities became a workman’s fairy
tale. Jobs were rare. Given the level of economic
desperation, it did not take too long before the
women of the area, if not married or otherwise
involved, to fall into the dead-end trap of
prostitution. Alcoholism, robbery, rape, and
murder were all commonplace in Whitechapel.
In fact, London’s Metropolitan Police suggested
that before the Ripper Murders, there were an
estimated twelve hundred prostitutes and about
sixty-two brothels in Whitechapel at the time.
Like a spider eagerly awaiting his first fly,
our killer walked into this hell. With a single knife he cut
himself into the jugular vein of human commentary.

The Murders

Officially, in the police dockets of the time, the “Ripper
Murders” were listed as the “Whitechapel Murders.” These
cases spread from eleven killings between April 3, 1888 and
February 13, 1891, although it is believed by most that Jack
the Ripper can be attached to only five. These five killings
are known to “Ripperologists” as “The Canonical Five.” Only
these unfortunate five seem to follow the killer’s modus
operandi of throat cuts, abdominal slashing, removal of
internal organs and genital-area mutilations.
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been ripped open and that her uterus was missing—a source
of curiosity to all “Ripperologists” today. Several theories
have evolved pertaining to the fact that the Ripper’s attacks
from behind—and with a knife—represented the mental
rages of an impotent man, using the knife itself as a phallic
symbol. Perhaps, taking a theoretical step into this popular
theory, the woman’s uterus could have been obtained in an
early attempt to prove a sense of manhood by the killer. In
any case, this last remains a curious puzzle.
Then came the night of “The Double Event.”
“The Double Event” took place on the night of Sunday,
September 30, 1888. The two unfortunate victims involved
were Elizabeth Stride and Catherine Eddowes. In some
argumentative sense, one could almost disqualify Stride’s
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Jack the Ripper, whoever he was, was nothing
more than a homicidal maniac, who was both
ahead of his time and extremely lucky.
hacked off the surface of the planet. Her internal organs were
completely removed from her body, her face was erased from
existence, her neck was cut down to her spine, and her heart
was removed through the base of her throat—missing from
the scene of the crime.

The Investigation

Since Jack the Ripper was never caught or identified, it
is assumed that the police force of London, the surrounding
areas involved and Scotland Yard were either naive, or
grossly incompetent. They were neither. Remember, this was
the time before fingerprints were used as a form of criminal
identification or evidence. This was a time where luck had to
be on the side of the investigating officer. In order to catch
a criminal, he had to attempt to capture him while in the
act of the crime, have a witness who could identify him, or
obtain a confession. These were the cornerstones of British
law. If Jack were standing among the crowd of onlookers,
sharpening his knife for all to see and covered in blood, the
average inspector could not place him at the murder unless
all of the mentioned above fell into place. That was just the
“machine” they worked with.
Still the surviving police records of the time showed that
none rested upon their laurels. They took their duty seriously,
and if one were to study the files, they were all textbook
examples and skilled studies of those involved during the
Victorian Age. Over two thousand people were interviewed,
four hundred people investigated and over eighty people

Site of all the Ripper Murders

murder as an official “Ripper” victim due to the fact that her
death, compared to the other four, was so tame. Her body was
discovered around 1 a.m., in Dutfield’s Yard, off Berner Street
(now renamed Henriques Street) in Whitechapel. Her death
was caused by only one deep cut to the left side of her neck,
severing her main artery. The only suggestion to the contrary
that Stride was a “Ripper” victim, was in the possibility that
he had been interrupted during the killing, which would also
explain the lack of mutilations upon Stride’s remains.
Catherine Eddowes was not so lucky.
Eddowes’ body had been discovered in Mitre Square,
in London—indeed, she had been the only “Ripper” victim
killed within the city limit. The other slayings took place
within the authority of the Whitechapel districts. She had
been found only forty-five minutes after Stride’s murder.
Eddowes’ neck had been deeply cut, her abdomen ripped
open, her left kidney and uterus were removed, and her face
had been savagely brutalized.
It was thought that the Ripper left important evidence
down the street from this crime. Part of Eddowes’ apron was
discovered, bloodied, against a brick wall containing graffito.
This graffito was later destroyed by Police Commissioner
Charles Warren to protect the Jewish community from
violence and outrage, or so he stated for the record. Many
a modern detective has condemned this act. Even in 1888
it would have been quite easy to take a simple picture of the
message, and then destroy it. This, alas, was never done and
the message itself is held in debate—did “Jack” really write it?
The graffito stated...
“THE JUWES ARE NOT THE MEN TO BE
BLAMED FOR NOTHING.”
There is supposed to be some sort of “Masonic”
jibber-jabber connected with this graffito, but will not
be mentioned by this author. Sometimes a spade is
just a spade, and a “misspelling” is just a misspelling.
In short, Commissioner Warren was justified within
the limits of his fears, but not by his actions.
Then, there was the grisly murder of Mary Jane
Kelly.
At 10:45 a.m., Friday, November 9, 1888, her
body was discovered haphazardly lying upon a
small bed in her single-room apartment off Dorset
Street, at 13 Miller’s Court. Her body was literally
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detained. Perhaps Jack was within all those numbers,
smirking inside and thinking of the next unfortunate
woman to be slain by his hungry knife?
Of the many detectives involved in the Ripper
Murders, one, due to some modern press, deserves
mention: Detective Inspector Fredrick Abberline.
Although one among many involved from London’s
Central Scotland Yard Office, Mr. Abberline’s name
should be “familiar” to those reading this article. His
fictionalized name and character was played by actor
Hugo Weaving in the Universal Pictures remake of “The
Wolf Man.” Also worth mentioning, actor Johnny Depp
used some of Abberline’s profiling methods in the cult
classic “From Hell.”
Speaking of profiling, Scotland Yard has on file,
perhaps, one of the first examples of criminal profiling
in the world—all on Jack the Ripper.
At the end of October 1888, Police Surgeon Thomas Bond
was asked to write a “brief ” about his thoughts, regarding the
actions of the Whitechapel Killer. Mr. Bond’s theories were
solely based upon the investigations of Jack’s last murder, and
of the notes compiled by his fellow medical examiners.
He wrote:
“...All five murders no doubt were committed by the same
hand. In the first four the throats appear to have been cut from
left to right, in the last case owing to the extensive mutilation
it is impossible to say in what direction the fatal cut was made,
but arterial blood was found on the wall in splashes close to
where the woman’s head must have been lying.
“All the circumstances surrounding the murders lead me to
form the opinion that the women must have been lying down
when murdered and in every case the throat was first cut...”
Although there was never any evidence that any of the
victims were sexually assaulted, Dr. Bond did theorize that
the level of violence used upon each woman, their wounds
and the nature of their remains being displayed in rather
degrading positions pointed to the fact that Jack the Ripper
could have been a religious fanatic suffering from “satyriasis.”
Dr. Bond did not, however, hold to the popular belief and
myth of the time, that Jack had been a doctor, butcher or that
he had any anatomical knowledge other than that commonly
known by any other killer—Jack was just “lucky” in his
slaughtering.
Like Queen Victoria’s personal theory (which was never
taken seriously), Dr. Bond suggested that since most of the
murders took place during the weekend nights, and within
a few streets of each other, that Jack the Ripper had been
a Whitechapel local, and that he was gainfully employed
during the week. This author tends to agree, despite all the
“whodunit?” theories that abound. Jack the Ripper, whoever
he was, was nothing more than a homicidal maniac, who was
both ahead of his time and extremely lucky.

Official Police Photograph of Mary Kelly's Murder Scene

Jack’s Legacy

To date, there are over one hundred fictional novels and
motion pictures depicting every conceivable angle of the
Ripper Murders. Suspects abound. Almost anyone living,
breathing, or moving within the time period of the killings
seems to be suspect. This author’s waiting for the time when
Colonel Sanders is listed as “The Ripper.”  Seriously, “Jack”
seems to be a great bogeyman to place all blame upon.
Scotland Yard is given a personal homage here, for
inventing a new type of shoe used in the murder investigations.
Upon their leather soles, a thin sheet of rubber had been
applied so that each officer on the beat could “sneak” up upon
their suspected murderer, thereby catching him in the act.
Anyone ever wonder why certain shoes are called “sneakers”
today?
Despite all the media frenzy, the investigations and
the terrible murders of all those unfortunate women, Jack
the Ripper did cause one good thing from the wake of his
actions: attention was drawn to the poor living conditions
of London’s East End. This attention caused public opinion
to move against the overpopulation. Twenty years after
the Whitechapel Murders, most of the slums and boarding
houses had been evacuated and torn down. Some still survive
to this day and are included in a walking tour, showing off the
ancient murder sites of the world’s most famous “unknown”
killer.
From out of the shadows he came. Into the shadows he
disappeared. Who was Jack the Ripper? If anyone of us, at
any time has thought, “I’d like to kill him!” or “I’d love to slice
her throat!” we learn to understand who and what Jack stood
for. He lives in the heart of the human monster waiting to
come out and evoke his black magic. Who is Jack the Ripper?
He is us.
To learn more about this author and his work go to: www.
donaldallenkirch.com. Send comments about “Stranger than
Fiction” to: Storywriter1967@yahoo.com. 

IrisJohansen

I

Doesn't Pamper her Creative Flow

Interview by Suspense Magazine

f you haven’t already, meet New York Times
bestselling author Iris Johansen. She has
countless novels to her credit, including her
famous Eve Duncan series. She has thrilled, excited and
kept us all entertained for years and is continuing to do
so.

Iris is what you would call a genre-skipper and, if
I say so myself, a very successful one. Not all authors
are able to switch genres, keeping voice and tone
different in each. In the early 1980s, she began with
category romances and switched to suspense historical
romance in 1991. The “Wind Dancer” series was one of
her accomplishments during this period. In 1996, she
altered her voice and style yet again when she began
writing crime fiction.
She is obviously very talented and we are pleased to
have been able to delve into her world just a bit more.
Here’s what she has to say:
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): In six months you
put out your entire trilogy: “Eve,” “Quinn,” and now
“Bonnie” in October. Which, if any, was your favorite
to write and why?
Iris Johansen (IJ): Which was my favorite book in the Eve
Duncan trilogy? There’s no way that I could possibly tell
you. Writing this trilogy was such an intense experience
that each book taught me a hundred things that I didn’t
know about the characters I thought I already knew so
well. Let’s go through each one and I’ll show you what I
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loved “Bonnie” because she simply struck me to the heart.”
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mean. In “Eve,” I went back in time to the girl she was before she was touched by tragedy
and delved into the relationship with John Gallo that produced her beloved daughter
Bonnie. I suppose I always knew what kind of strength of character and passion our Eve
would have even as a sixteen-year-old growing up in the slums, but all the facets didn’t
become clear until I started writing the book. It was as if she was writing the story for
me. In “Quinn,” I met Eve’s lover, Joe Quinn, at the same time that she did after she lost
her Bonnie. I got to explore his point of view and the development of his relationship
with Eve during those early years. That was extremely important to me. Their love had
endured and grown stronger through each book and many times it came under heavy
emotional fire. It was essential that Joe come into his own in this final search for Bonnie
and her killer. Finally. “Bonnie,” an emotional rollercoaster ride that tore me apart and
then miraculously put me back together. The final hunt, the resolution, the end that was
no end. I have no idea how I managed to get through this book. Over the years I learned
to love Bonnie as much as Eve did and to have her moving through these pages and
leading us closer and closer was an experience I’ll never forget. So don’t ask me which
story is my favorite. It’s a tapestry and the emotion and the stories are interwoven in both
my mind and heart.
S. MAG.: How did you fashion John Gallo? Did you have an inspiration to draw from
or did he fully form from your active imagination?
IJ: I created John Gallo from the plot of the Eve series itself. I knew that Eve Duncan
had given birth to an illegitimate child when she was only sixteen, but I also knew that
a mistake of that magnitude would be unlikely for a strong, determined person like Eve.
Therefore she must have had an extremely powerful, driving reason that had drawn her
into that web. I had to make John Gallo so sexual and charismatic that he would lure Eve
into forgetting everything but her passion for him. He also had to be intelligent and very
tough because she would only respond to the complete package. As for inspiration, John
Gallo was easy when I only had to imagine what kind of man would stir and appeal to
most women…including me.
S. MAG.: Publisher’s Weekly called “Bonnie” a “riveting conclusion” to the trilogy and
that it is “A stunning finale will move series fans and newcomers alike.” You’re often
heralded as a gifted writer. Do the accolades stir you to reach for a closer view of
perfection?
IJ: I’m always happy with any praise about my work. I’ve been lucky in that my books
usually receive critical as well as popular acclaim. That doesn’t mean that everyone loves
what I do. Writing is an art form and art is always in the eye of the beholder whether
it be a critic or a reader. Everyone has opinions, likes, dislikes, elements that strike
notes, elements that completely turn a person off because of individual experiences. As a
storyteller, I can’t let this affect me. If I did, I’d be a raving maniac in no time. My job is
to create a world, develop characters I care about (as well as a few I hate), then dive in
and tell the story. I don’t think about perfection. I try to make each book stand alone as
an original work and be as good as I can make it at that particular time. That’s all I can
do. Most of the time it works out pretty well for me.
S. MAG.: Eve Duncan’s been around for years. Where did she come from and what do
you attribute to her staying power?
IJ: I never dreamed that the character Eve Duncan would catch the imagination of so
many readers. For that matter, I never dreamed that I’d develop a series around her
when I wrote “Face of Deception” all those years ago. It was going to be just a single
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novel about a woman whose tragic loss of her seven-year-old daughter changed her life and led her to become a forensic sculptor.
The profession itself opened many doors and involved her in chilling mysteries and adventures. Solving the mystery in “Face of
Deception” was supposed to be the end of the story. It didn’t turn out that way. I was caught. I became emotionally involved with
Eve Duncan and her entire world. I knew at the finish there would have to be one more book. I didn’t know enough, there were
so many hints, promises, about what could be on the horizon for Eve. That next book was “Killing Game” and I loved writing it.
But, as we know, that story wasn’t enough either. So I wrote book after book and I never grew tired because the characters were
alive to me and they changed and grew with each story. I believe that’s probably why Eve also continued to grow in popularity
over the years. She was larger than life, but she was very, very human and vulnerable.
S. MAG.: It’s been said, every story has a bit of the truth. Considering all of your books, has any one mirrored something
that’s happened to you or someone you knew where you simply embellished and made an entire story from perhaps a small,
simple nugget of reality?
IJ: I never wrote a book mirrored on personal experience. Of course, my characters feel and react the way I might on occasion.
How could they not? But most of my stories are larger than life and I’m very boring in comparison. It’s much more interesting
creating an entire world and events that might shake that world than trying to transform a small real incident into a story. The
closest I come is challenging myself by twisting and weaving history to suit my story. But that’s also larger than life, isn’t it?
S. MAG.: For those who don’t know, what is a forensic sculptor? And why that specific job for Eve?
IJ: A forensic sculptor has the training and capability of taking a skull and reconstructing a likeness of the original face. It’s part
scientific measurements and knowledge wedded to the skill and instinct of a sculptor. Many murder victims are only skeletons
by the time the police locate them and in some instances they have no way of identifying them. If a likeness can be created,
photographed and checked against data bases or sent to a newspaper for ID, it can sometimes help solve the crime. It seemed the
perfect career for Eve after her daughter, Bonnie, was kidnapped and presumed murdered by a serial killer. She had an obsession
to find the body of her own lost child and finding and bringing home other victims was a way of coping with that terrible burden.
S. MAG.: Do you need certain things when you write, i.e. music playing, complete silence, etc. to allow your creativity to flow
at its peek?
IJ: I don’t pamper my so-called creative flow. I have music, but most of the time it’s to drown out vacuums or conversation around
me. I learned a long time ago when I held a full-time airline position and wrote on the side that you have to consider writing a
job just like any other as far as professionalism is concerned. You block out distractions and just let the characters tell
their tales.
S. MAG.: This has not been your first trilogy. What draws you to them? Do you prefer writing series/
trilogies or stand alones?
IJ: When you’re as prolific as I am it’s always interesting to change the pace occasionally. It keeps you fresh and the
barnacles off your brain. I like trilogies because they’re hard and there’s usually a common thread that binds the
books and offers you the opportunity to build something deeper, grander. Again, it’s like weaving a tapestry that’s
only completed when you reach the ending of the last book. Series are just as difficult in their way because they
have to be kept fresh and yet never lose the sense of spending time with a character you know and care about.
Standalone books are easier because you create an entirely new story with no dominos and you can do anything
you wish with your characters because they have no past in another book. But standalone books often become
series or trilogies as I’ve said before. You get caught. You’re out having a good time and all of a sudden they have
you and you’re on to the next book. Or maybe I just let myself be caught because I love a challenge. I always swear
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never wrote a book mirrored on personal experience.”
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that my next book isn’t going to be complicated. I dream of slower pacing, even humor. But it never happens. Now everyone
just shakes their heads and ignores me when I say it, which is probably what they should do. If I didn’t like complications they
wouldn’t pop up in the manuscript since they’re certainly not planned.
S. MAG.: In the more than twenty-five years that your writing career has spanned, do you have a favorite book? The one that
you’re most proud to have your name on?
IJ: I’m proud of all my books because they were all the best I could do at that particular time. It’s difficult to name just one. Some
books like “Face of Deception” I love because of the difficult and extensive research that I found particularly fascinating. I loved
“The Wind Dancer,” the lead off for a historical trilogy because the characters and story swept me away every day I sat down at
the computer. I loved “Bonnie” because she simply struck me to the heart. There’s no other way to describe it.
S. MAG.: What’s on the horizon? What do your fans have to look forward to?
IJ: Who knows what’s ahead in the distant future? I can only tell you what’s on the immediate agenda. “Killing Game,” the
second Eve Duncan book, is now a Lifetime Movie starring Laura Prepon and Naomi Judd. It’s scheduled to air on October
31(Halloween!) and I hope you get a chance to watch it. It’s very good. As far as any new books on the horizon, that goes without
saying. Because I love creating interesting secondary characters they almost always demand their own book down the road. You’ll
notice that I was fascinated by the relationship between Catherine Ling, the CIA agent, and John Gallo in the trilogy. I couldn’t
let her go after Bonnie. She was too colorful and her past offered me too many opportunities to explore her character. I just
finished writing “What Doesn’t Kill You,” and I absolutely loved the interaction between Catherine and both John Gallo and the
mysterious Hu Chang. By the end of the book I knew that she was going to be around for a long while. The next Catherine Ling
is already a kernel in my mind waiting to spring forward. But the next Eve Duncan book is next on the agenda and it’s nearly
finished complete with two new characters. I won’t tell you about Beth Avery; she will remain a surprise. Kendra Michaels is
the second new addition to my cast of characters and I predict she’s going to stun and fascinate you as much as she did me. She’s
already creating intense excitement from New York to Hollywood. Only once in a great while does a Kendra come along who stirs
the intellect as well as the emotions and I welcome her with all my heart. I hope that everyone will feel the same way because I’m
not going to be able to let her go after she leaves the Eve book. So watch out for Kendra Michaels. She may be around for a long,
long, time.
Here’s another tidbit we’ll share about Iris just in case you haven’t already gathered that from her books: she’s a dog lover. You
can see pictures of her own furry, four-legged friends on her website. Jerry is my favorite, especially when he’s out fighting
fires. Visit www.irisjohansen.com to see what we’re alluding to and to read more about Iris and her books.
Thank you, Iris, for taking the time to speak to Suspense Magazine. We are as thrilled to have gotten this opportunity
to get to know you a little more as we’re sure your readers and fans are. 
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Image
The

By Laura Kathryn Rogers
It may have been his best friend as
often as he directed long, loving looks
at it. And it never disappointed him.
It was always there, always the same,
always yielding a pleasant result.
Yes, Spencer Hawthorne and his
dressing room mirror were pretty tight.
Awake. Two cups coffee, black.
Meticulous shower. Shaving. Each use
of the razor like the stroke of a lover.
Care to combing and styling of hair to
reflect a look suggesting that God just
kept it in a tumbled mass of ebony curls.
Clothes, last. Clothes to accentuate
bodily perfection. A strong, well
developed chest from years of careful
diet and exercise. An almost girlishly
slender waist. Trim hips. Bow-shaped
legs of a runner. All hinted at through
clothing, yet still decently displayed. He
preferred bright colors which brought
out the velvet darkness of his eyes, and

the olive color of his skin. His shirts
always pressed, open just enough to
show female passersby a tantalizing
bit of curly black chest hair escaping
over an impeccable white undershirt.
Tailored pants, patterned socks, brown
leather loafers, just old enough, and
always immaculate.
If he was always conscious of eyes
upon him, it was because, generally,
they always were. It made him weary
sometimes, but he learned to cope with
it. He’d been an almost seraphically
beautiful child, and now, as a man in
his early forties, he could still be called
‘beautiful’ without it sounding foolish.
The rosebud had simply turned to a
mature and ripened flower.
If weather required, there was
a Burberry trench coat of a warm
chocolate color. Suitable to go with
all that Spencer owned. He was never

caught in the rain. No one had
ever seen him look flushed, or
even perspiring.
He grabbed a slice of whole
wheat toast and devoured it
plain. Scrubbed his perfectly
aligned teeth mercilessly and
sweetened his breath. Grooming
complete, Spencer Hawthorne
stepped out to head to his office
where he was a publishing
executive, and had been for nearly
seven years.
On the walk over, he allowed
himself some time to brood. The
last week had been very unpleasant.
For the first time in his career with
Byron and Bryon Publishing, he’d
had a disagreeable encounter with
someone. He’d always been able to get
along with anyone. Now, it happened.
And, amazingly enough, it was with
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someone he normally would not even
notice.
He thought of how it all started the
Monday prior. He’d gone for a cup of
coffee at the downstairs lounge when
he heard the office manager, Betty
Alberta and another woman, with a
disturbing, high pitched voice talking.
Something made him stop and listen.
To his surprise and shock, they were
discussing him.
“Does he even like women?” the
squeaky voice asked.
“Oh, yes: socialites, famous
beauties, starlets, and models. That
type,” he heard Mrs. Alberta say.
“Oh well, what a relief for us
girls then. I mean it would be such
a waste…”
“Well,
don’t
let
Mr.
Hawthorne hear you discussing
his looks, Kyra. He gets furious if
you compliment him. Or do more
than give him an admiring glance.”
“Why ever for?” Kyra, the
owner of the high pitched voice,
seemed almost miffed in tone. “It’s
obvious he puts huge effort into his
looks. Does he just like to tease us
poor girls?”
“He gets the notice of the one who
means the most to him, Kyra.” Mrs.
Alberta said patiently. “You’ll soon
see what I mean.”
Just then, steps coming close
to the door made him back
up and feign innocence of the
conversation. Mrs. Alberta greeted
him, in a way that suddenly struck
him as superficial. The same as
always, though—why hadn’t he
noticed it before?
Kyra looked much like her
voice suggested. Dull and limp
ash-brown hair, grey eyes, tiny
and shiny like lumps of polished lead.
No attempt at make up. A hopelessly
out of date horror of a pink lacy shirt
and grey skirt that showed how little
nature had shown grace to her
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almost boyish figure and sensible black
shoes that seemed to shout to the world
her seeming intent to be as plain as
humanly possible.
Judgment passed, he gave her a
brief and curt nod and went to the
communal coffee pot.
That week, each time he had reason
to be in the reception area, Kyra seemed
to be overly aware of his presence. She
would stop whatever she was doing,
and stare admiringly at him. No one
else seemed to notice but him. Spencer
found it appallingly impertinent.
Probably, he told himself with disgust,
one of those ‘new women’ who felt free
to be mannish and aggressive under all
the frills and flounces that seemed to
get more hideous with each day’s new
outfit.
Normally, he paid little attention
to people around him unless they were
right in front of him, talking to him, or
meeting with him. But this dull drab of a
secretary, this Kyra, made it impossible
not to notice her with all her gaping
and voyeuristic interest. Once, when he
met her eyes, he thought he did know
her from somewhere, and indeed,
it seemed that she might have been
waiting for him to remember, where,
but how would he have forgotten such a
rude and presumptuous creature?
He was curious the early part of
the week, and gave it some thought.
But by Thursday, he found himself
more irritated than curious. By Friday
morning, he’d had enough. She’d taken
to getting up and being in the coffee
lounge at the time he always went for
coffee, and standing there, just looking
at him. It was time to stop this obsessive
interest, or whatever it was, Spencer
thought firmly. Stop it in its cradle
before it truly got bizarre.
He went to her desk that Friday
morning, quite aware of the discreet but
admiring looks that Kyra’s coworkers
gave him as he passed. Kyra looked
at him steadily as he neared her. She

never averted her eyes. So bold. With
something like amusement on her lack
luster, thin lips. Could she find him
amusing? The mere possibility of this
threw him into a passion.
“Ma’am, I must ask you to confine
your attentions to the work you have
at hand,” he said, more sharply than he
intended to.
“What?” The squeak seemed more
pronounced in Kyra’s surprised voice.
“Your attentions. You seem
fascinated with me. Please direct
that fascination elsewhere. It is not
welcomed.”
“Is there
Hawthorne?”

a

problem,

Mr.

Mrs. Alberta was on the spot, her
face all seeming concern, but her eyes
full of curiosity…or…amusement…her
too? Whatever could the joke be?
“No, Mrs. Alberta. I think I’ve
made myself very clear to Kyra.”
He turned on a finely leathered heel
and went toward the glass walls and
doors that surrounded the reception
area. He noted as he drew near that the
highly polished glass showed that his
color was high, even for his olive skin.
It was agreeable, although he didn’t
approve of the means causing it.
The rest of the day passed without
incident. As he was preparing for home
that evening, he heard a girlish giggle
from the hallway, and an answering
chuckle from a man.
“Narcissus, you say?”
“Yes. One of my favorite stories.”
“I’ll have to watch what I do, Kyra.
You’re quite insightful after only a few
days observation.”
Spencer heard the giggle again.
“Thank you, Mr. Phillips. I never
mean it for harm, only a chance for the
person to learn, if they can. But it looks
like I have my work cut out for me with
him.”
By the time, Spencer got to his door
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the two were on the elevator. Suddenly
the bit of conversation came together
for him. Narcissus. Of course! A man
in love with his image, in an ancient
Greek pool. A quaint, cautionary tale
about vanity. She was mocking him to
Mr. Phillips, Spencer’s supervisor! All
because he’d calmly set some ground
rules with her, an impertinent mouse of
a secretary!
He fumed most of the weekend, but
managed to be calm by Monday. Maybe
he’d misunderstood. Maybe he was
wrong. Surely, he had to be. He would
just go back in, do his job impeccably,
as he had done for years. And if Kyra
continued to be insolent, he’d discuss
it with Mrs. Alberta, her boss. It was
just that simple. Surely job security was
more important to the young woman
than indulging a curiosity that was
almost…indecent.
With hope for a peaceful week,
Spencer walked to his job. It was his
habit each day to stop, chat a few
moments with Connor, the ancient
doorman who’d dutifully opened his
doors for him each day of the sevenplus years that he worked for the
publishing company. This day was like
every other. Today’s topic: the gray
weather, the smell of thunder in the
distance, lighting bolts dropping from
the sky, unusual for April, and this day,
Spencer left his umbrella. Perhaps the
storm would pass by the time work was
done.
In the secretarial pool, he stopped,
went to look at the appointment book
Mrs. Alberta kept for him and other
account executives. Nothing unusual:
a ten, a twelve, a late lunch with a new
client, and a four o’clock staff meeting.
He glanced over to where the plain Kyra
usually sat. She wasn’t there. Someone
else was.
And what a person. A vision of an
angel. Mrs. Alberta was talking to her,
apparently explaining the contents of a
manila file. The woman looked up and
made eye contact with Spencer. He was
freshly amazed by what he saw. Long,
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thick blond curls. Large, doe-like eyes
that were a heavenly shade of blue.
She wore what appeared to be a smart,
tailored violet dress/suit. She was petite,
yet womanly. All this could be summed
up quickly in one, awe-filled glance. He
heard her answer Mrs. Alberta, and his
heart began to pound. Her voice was
like one long, joyful song. Something
exotic about it, a trace of an accent…so
familiar. Where had he heard it before?
Spencer knew he was staring at this
ethereal goddess, but he didn’t care. He
glanced at his reflection in the glass
wall, and satisfied, stepped up closer,
gaining the attention of the two women.
Suddenly her sapphire eyes met his.
Narcissus. The word hung in the air,
like a child’s whisper.
He swore he’d heard it, but her lips
hadn’t moved.
Narcissus…
Again, that lilting, musical voice
dragging the name out a bit longer this
time. Still, her mouth didn’t move. Was
it some intricate practical joke?
Where was the girl from Friday?
The obnoxious mouse who couldn’t
keep her eyes to herself?
“Where is Kyra, Mrs. Alberta?” He
demanded, louder and more strongly
than he meant to do.
Mrs. Alberta raised overly tweezed
eyebrows in apparent confusion.
“This, Mr. Hawthorne, is Kyra. Kyra
Theodoridis. Have you met before?
This is her first day here. She wasn’t
here Friday.”
“How ridiculous!” Spencer snorted,
aware that he was attracting a lot of
attention to himself. “They can’t be
the same person! The other was…” He
almost said ‘ugly,’ but managed to stop
himself, “not at all professional, I was
going to say something to you, today
about the matter.”
“I’m sorry, Mr. Hawthorne. I’m
mystified. But Kyra, here, is assigned
to be your personal secretary. She will

manage your appointment
book,
and
take
your
messages. She comes highly
recommended.”
Narcissus…
Again the voice, without
lips…could she be a ventriloquist?
If so, why play such a childish
trick? How could someone so
beautiful be so mean-spirited?
Narcissus…now, the voice
came from behind him.
Narcissus…now, it was
to both sides of him. Then,
like a chorus of rippling
drops of rain, the name was
pronounced, again and
again.
“This is insane!”
Spencer clapped his
hands over his ears and fled,
nearly running from the
reception room. He didn’t
need to look at the reflecting
glass to know what he looked
like. It was the image of a very
frightened man.
He took the rest of the day off,
a request easily granted because in
seven years, he’d never asked for a
single vacation or sick day. He found
an isolated bar and drank until he didn’t
think about Kyra or the multitude of
voices. He fell into his bed and slept
until late the next morning. Called
in sick. Another request granted,
seemingly without concern. He
nursed a savage hangover throughout
the day, slept more. Felt well again on
Wednesday.
This day, he prepared himself for
another typical work day. It would be
embarrassing, he thought, seeing Kyra
and Mrs. Alberta today, but he was
a professional: cool, immaculate and
never letting anyone see him ruffled.
He’d just been over-tired. It was simply
explained if need be, but best to act as if
nothing happened.
He walked up to Connor, the
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doorman, ready to banter
as he’d done every day for
the past seven years. This
time, he was astounded. The
old man not only cut him
cold with no greeting, he
seemed to look through him
and refused to even open the
door for him. Puzzled and
offended, Spencer opened
his own door, and went to
the coffee room. A woman
he knew slightly from the
mail room was there. She
walked right past him.
As if he wasn’t…
there.
He swallowed this
irrational
thought
and
headed for the mail room.
He always prided himself on
picking up his own mail.
His name was no longer on
the box.
He’d gotten his mail at the
same place everyday for seven
years. In place of his name he saw
Kyra Theodoridis, Sr. Account Exec.
The name was stenciled in hard plastic
and showed signs of wear as if it had
always been there.
Always.
In a fright, he looked at all the
mailboxes. All names he knew. His
was the only one, gone. He heard a
rustle behind him. Mrs. Alberta–calm,
unflappable, coming in to do whatever
she did first thing in the morning.
“Mrs.
Alberta!”
he
said,
commandingly, “Something odd…can
you explain why?”
She went past him as if alone in the
room, or more aptly, she went through
him.
Panic began to tickle at his
measured calmness. He called her
again. She went out, a package in hand,
no sign that she’d heard.
“Mrs. Alberta!”
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The voice was not his, but he knew
it to be his. It sounded, however more
like a high-pitched, squeaky scream.
He bolted down the hall. Running
into and past, countless co-workers
he’d known for years. Yet, he seemed
feather-light. No one was so much as
jarred by his actions. It frightened him
even more. He began to weep, tears that
were not unlike that of a lost or terrified
child.
He got to his office and ran inside.
Slammed the door shut. Relief surged
through him. All was as he left it
Monday. All except one thing…
There was a large book, open,
weathered with age, yet still readable. It
appeared to be a book of stories, more
accurately, myths. Greek myths. Yet,
as Spencer neared the book, he saw
something was wrong. A large picture
should have been on the page of the first
tale. Yet, the picture was blank. Odd.
He looked at the story’s words. It
was familiar. A beautiful young man
saw his image in a quiet pool. He was
bewitched and couldn’t look away. A
nearby wood nymph Kyrissisa, fell in
love with the youth, and longing to
love him, was unable to leave his side.
She pined away. The gods in their
unpredictable and capricious judgment
condemned the youth to be an image
for all time…all time…
“I’ve never been real?” Spencer
asked out loud, his head and heart full
of what he now knew to be the horrible
truth.
“Once.”
It was the voice: silvery, like bells.
Kyra…Kyrissisa. Spencer turned to her.
Eons rushed backwards. She looked
again as she did then, in flowing gowns
befitting a wood nymph. He saw that
he now wore the robes he’d worn then.
White with silver trim.
“You knew it was me, didn’t you,
my love?” she asked.
“Yes.”

like days. Faces, identities swam
before him. Achilles, Solomon, Arthur,
Casanova. He lived all these lives…
and more. Yet, always the same result.
Always, Kryissisa found him.
“There was quite a wager going on
this time,” she said, gently, a hint of sad
amusement in her ageless eyes of blue.
“A wager?” he asked, confused.
“At Olympus. Hera knew I could
find you. Bring you back. Father
Zeus, not so sure. Especially when
you seemed to notice me as a plain,
unlovely secretary. We all wondered:
could you finally love someone other
than yourself?”
“More time. I could have, with
more time.”
“No, Narcissus. Only when you
saw me as someone close to your equal
in beauty, and then, only as a possible
ornament. Through the ages, you’ve
chosen only beautiful ornaments for
yourself. Only to use and abandon for
something more beautiful.”
The harsh truth of it hit him at a
deep gut level.
“You’ll have another chance, in a
few centuries, to redeem yourself…
if possible. But now it's time to come
home with me. I’ve missed you.”
“Home.”
“You know where we’re going.”
The room was suddenly empty of
people. Perhaps, no one had ever been
there. On the desk, the aged book lay
open to an old tale of eons before.
In a once empty space was a
stunningly lovely picture: if a wood
nymph looking longingly into a pool at
an image of a man of seraphic beauty.
Next to his image, her own…for
eternity.
If the curious had looked closely,
the pond seemed to ripple once, as if
touched by a slowly falling teardrop of
regret. 

Suddenly, he did know. Centuries
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STARR GARDINIER
REINA
Introduces Book Two in the
Thrilling Ivanovich Series

Trouble and misery can be part of life's
ordeals, but for Ivanovich and Mancini
they are everyday concerns. After his
debacle of a life in "In the Name of Revenge", Pavel Ivanovich tries to ﬁnd a new
direction. Instead, his days are upended
with the constant turmoil of drama with
Teresa Mancini—the spoiled daughter of
a mob boss, wanna-be agent and Pavel's
girlfriend—thrown in the mix. Bullets
ﬂy, bombs explode and people get hurt.
Ivanovich's existence is an entire commotion of murder and mayhem, including
a near-death experience and many other,
narrow escapes while Mancini tries to
become involved waist-deep in every one
of Pavel’s cases.

Deciphering What Works
An Interview with

Kathy Reichs
Interview by Suspense Magazine
Photo Credit: Marie-Reine Mattera

A

rguably one of the foremost experts on forensics, Kathy Reichs’s first novel “Déjà Dead” catapulted her to fame
when it became a New York Times bestseller and won the 1997 Ellis Award for Best First Novel. Her Temperance
Brennan novels include “Death du Jour,” “Deadly Decisions,” “Fatal Voyage,” “Grave Secrets,” “Bare Bones,”
“Monday Mourning,” “Cross Bones,” “Break no Bones,” “Bones to Ashes,” “Devil Bones,” “206 Bones,” and “Spider Bones”
(August, 2010).
She’s taught FBI agents how to distinguish and salvage
human remains and sorted out commingled body parts in
her Montreal lab. As a forensic anthropologist, Reichs has
transported her own impressive experience to her gripping
forensic thrillers. For years she conferred with the Office of
the Chief Medical Examiner in North Carolina, and does
the same for the Laboratoire de Sciences Judiciaires et de
Médecine Légale in Québec.
Reichs is one of only eighty-two forensic
anthropologists ever certified by the American Board of
Forensic Anthropology. She has served on the Board of
Directors and as VP of both the American Academy of
Forensic Sciences and the American Board of Forensic
Anthropology. She is now a member of the National Police
Services Advisory Council in Canada. She is a professor in
the Department of Anthropology at the University of North
Carolina-Charlotte.
She is one of the producers of the hit Fox TV series,
Bones, which is based on her work and her novels. What a
life this forensic expert has experienced. We are pretty sure
she’s far from done. Dr. Reichs is a native of Chicago, where
she received her Ph.D. at Northwestern. She now divides
her time between Charlotte, N.C. and Montreal, Québec.
Suspense Magazine is more than honored to bring you a
little inside information on such a popular author. We had a
blast speaking to her and feel confident you will come away
feeling rather amazed. Enjoy!
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Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): You have led quite a busy
life. You have probably been asked this question a thousand
times, but we’re going to ask anyway. Did you expect, “Déjà
Dead,” your very first book to be the success it was? Did
you know what a gift you had in your hands when you held
that first copy?
Kathy Reichs (KR): Never. When I finished “Déjà Dead”
I was just hoping that someone might publish it. From the
beginning I felt that my professional experiences had the
potential to translate into interesting fiction, but I was never
certain I’d be the one to do it. It’s been quite a wild ride.
S. MAG.: Tell us where Temperance Brennan came from.
KR: Professionally, Tempe Brennan is my alter ego. We have
identical qualifications, hold similar positions, and have
the same level of expertise. Personally, we’re miles apart.
Tempe is divorced, a recovering alcoholic, and has a single
daughter, while I’m married with three kids, and definitely
have a drink now and then. Tempe is a stylized version
of me. In a way, I get to live out some of my daydreams
through her, and can write her into situations I would
never put myself.
It’s a special relationship. Tempe is a part of me that never
was, and she feels very real. I’ve lived with her for over
fifteen years, and I can now predict how Tempe would
think, react, or speak without conscious effort. She’s
become a close friend that I enjoy spending time with
each time I sit down to write. I don’t know how I will feel
when she’s gone, but it will certainly be a sad day.
S. MAG.: What exactly is a forensic anthropologist
and how did it fascinate you enough for you to make it your career?
KR: As a forensic anthropologist, I am responsible for identifying the deceased by deciphering the scientific indicators
found on their bodies or their bones. Often I must also determine how the person died, and how long ago. My job requires
me to conduct autopsies on partially or completely decomposed remains to tease out information about the person’s physical
characteristics and to determine cause of death.
I’ve always found forensic anthropology fascinating. Since I was a young girl I’ve loved both scientific experimentation and
solving puzzles. In this job, I get to do both. I enjoy the work because I’m responsible for determining who the deceased was and
what happened to that person. In a way, I’m responsible for giving answers to the family members left behind, to help them better
understand what happened to their loved one and perhaps make it slightly easier for them to deal with their loss.
S. MAG.: How did you go from living the job to creating a series of books surrounding it? Do you know the moment in life
where that decision was made?
KR: In the mid-1990s, I was asked to consult on the case of a serial killer operating in Montreal. By studying the bones of a victim,
I was able to help the authorities develop a profile of the murderer, who was later caught. It occurred to me that the case would
make a great story. That experience made up the basis of my first novel, “Déjà Dead.” The rest is history.
S. MAG.: With the Fox TV series, Bones, being done based on your books, do you have any input to make sure the details are
done correctly? Or does Hollywood take poetic license with some of them?
KR: I’m a producer for the TV show and consult on every script. I pay special attention to the technical jargon and scientific
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theories proposed in the episodes, and try to keep the action as grounded in “real” science
as possible. While there certainly is some poetic license taken to move the plot, we strive to
keep the show firmly anchored to realistic scientific principles as they exist today,
or as they could exist in the near future.
S. MAG.: This is a rather loaded, long question, but you’ve done so much.
What’s it like to be asked to do things like, travel to Rwanda to testify at the U.N.
Tribunal on genocide, or helping to exhume a mass grave in Guatemala or aiding
in the identification of people from World War II, Korea, and Southeast
Asia?
KR: It’s very humbling. Working on cases involving genocide or mass
terrorism reminds you that there is still evil in the world. I feel honored
when I can bring peace to families and loved ones left behind by such
disasters. If I can bring solace to a single person by identifying the remains of
a loved one, I’ve done a service of which I can be proud.
S. MAG.: Having to go to help identify remains from the terrorist attacks of
9/11 had to be such a surreal experience and one we would imagine has stayed
with you. When you got the call to assist, did you hesitate, were you afraid?
What went through your mind? How did it change you as a person and as a
writer?
KR: Working on the D-MORT team that helped identify victims of the 9/11 World
Trade Center attacks was an honor. I felt the apprehension many shared in the fall of
2001, but I didn’t hesitate to accept the job. Putting names to remains was a heartbreaking
job that needed to be done. It was a physically and psychologically grueling task.
Thankfully, our efforts were supported by the tireless efforts of all involved. I’ not sure
anyone who worked on that could go through the experience unchanged. I empathize
with the victims. I held their bones.
S. MAG.: On to lighter, more fun things. What do you do to enjoy your free time?
Maybe you can share a favorite vacation spot.
KR: I’m a beach nut. I have a house in the Charleston area and try to get down there every
chance possible. Beach, sun, fun. That’s me.
S. MAG.: If you could interview one person, alive or dead, who would that be and why?
KR: Lee Harvey Oswald. I’d like some answers.
S. MAG.: What’s on the horizon for Dr. Kathy Reichs? What can we look forward to?
KR: I’m dutifully working on the next Tempe Brennan book, which will be set in the town of Yellowknife, deep in the Northwest
Territories of Canada. Tempe will face a whole new set of challenges that I think my readers will enjoy. “Seizure,” the second book
in my new young adult series, “Virals,” released Oct. 18. The series follows Tempe’s grand-niece, Tory Brennan and her group
of sci-phile friends living on a remote island off the coast of Charleston, S.C. When an illegal medical experiment gone wrong
infects them with a mutated form of canine parvovirus, Tory and friends develop extra sensory capabilities. I co-author the series
with my son, Brendan Reichs, and have really enjoyed writing a younger character. I think my adult readers will find the series
right up their alley, too. The first book, “Virals,” is currently out in paperback, and the third book in the series will release next
fall. Check them out!
How fascinating is this woman? She has led, and continues to lead an amazing life. We are thankful there are people
like Dr. Reichs in the world and equally as thrilled to have had this opportunity to give you a peek inside the life of one of
the foremost forensic experts in the US today. If you’d like to learn more about Dr. Reichs, check out her website at http://
kathyreichs.com/. 
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of the pile

By Brandon McNulty
The days only got quieter in the heat of what was once Arizona. Inside the church
Stacy Morton stared ahead as the shredded foam of a kneeler itched her shins. She eyed a gold tree sitting atop the altar, its
fourteen karat branches as tangled and misdirected as humanity. Stacy prayed on and on, to the point where the priestess
behind the altar raised an eyebrow. Then the hour of faith ended silently. Stacy curled her foot under the kneeler, lifted it up,
and ventured outside.
“How’d it go, Stace?” asked a man with a face as round and red as a nectarine. He brushed the sleeve of his fatigues
impatiently. “Are we forgiven?”
Stacy nodded, “Yes, Claude.”
“Good. I’d hate to have to share an afterlife with that fiend over there.”
Stacy’s auburn ponytail swept sand off her collar as she peered toward the police station across the street. The building
stood short and tarnished, yet imposing due to the execution site out front. The gravel parking lot hosted a metal scaffold
with two men upon it. One of the men casually leaned his elbow on an ax while the other jittered his hands and ankles, both
bound in wire. Below the scaffold, civilians rested their arms on the edge of the stage like concertgoers awaiting a tardy
opening act. Some grumbled anxiously while others whispered in fear.
Stacy squinted at Claude’s sunburned face, “What are we executing this one for?”
“Treason.”
“Treason? How can you betray a land that’s been nuked into fish pellets?”
“Stace, this man stole from the pantry the other day. As far as I’m concerned, robbing a community of three-hundred
people is an act of treason.”
Stacy faced the scaffold again and shook her head. When civilization’s tally dipped below four digits, Claude swore to
curtail the executions. But then he justified the slaughter of a pack of adventurers determined to migrate north. All who
argued with his decision met the same ax as the so-called defectors. In time, petty offenses lowered the head count while
thirsty justice upped the body count. Now this corner of what was once Arizona burned forth with only a few hundred
survivors.
“It’s so peaceful anymore, isn’t it, Stace?” Claude asked.
“What do you mean?”
“The gunshot executions got on my nerves,” he said, tapping his holstered Smith and Wesson. “So loud, so mechanical.
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Plus, the thought of Wembley with a ranged weapon always worried me.”
As if on cue, Wembley the executioner ordered the prisoner to kneel in the middle of the platform. The prisoner shook
to his knees. He bowed his head, shivering through his final moments. There was no special countdown or dramatic pause
for final words. Wembley severed the victim’s head with two quick slashes and kicked the body off the scaffold. The crowd
released apathetic cheers as Wembley wiped his ax against his pant leg. Once it was dry, he returned it to his side and stared
off toward the church.
“He’s getting a little too good,” Claude observed. “Used to take him three or four rough whacks. Now it’s like swiping a
credit card.”
“You sound a bit shaken,” Stacy said. “Where’s the usual fervor after you witness an execution?”
Claude wasn’t paying attention to her. He was locked in a stare with Wembley. Suddenly, Claude grabbed Stacy by
the wrist and tugged her off to the side of the church, away from the crowd and out of Wembley’s sight. Stacy resisted and
demanded an explanation, but she failed to slow her commander. He dragged her through a patch of brittle grass, not looking
back until he turned the corner and settled at the back entrance. While the front of the building faced death and destruction,
the back glanced crumpled hills of debris and waste. Endless desert hung in the distance, enveloping them in isolation.
Somewhere between the church and the infinite sands rested what appeared to be a small dune. Claude pointed out toward
this distant mound, the wind sprinkling grains of sand between his fingers.
“See that?” Claude said, clutching her to his side. “It’s just a blurry lump from where we stand. But if we stepped a few
hundred yards ahead, it’d be unmistakable.”
“All right,” she said, shaking his grasp. “What is it?”
“A body pile. And Wembley wants to make me the cherry on top.”
Stacy thought better than to ask the how and why. Off in the distance that tiny blob seemed to resonate with an eerie
semblance of life.
“Stacy, I need you to head back inside the church and ask two-fold forgiveness for me. I need a past and future sin
forgiven. Can you do this for me?”
Stacy looked up into his face, now yellow with the afternoon light, “Claude, when will this end? I just can’t keep cleaning
up your spiritual slate.”
“I thought your God was all-forgiving.”
“Well, yeah.”
“Then fire Him a hotline saying that Claude Garron is an adulterer and future-murderer who wants forgiveness.”
Stacy felt her body rattle beneath its skin.
“Adultery? You mean with…no. Not with Wembley’s…wait a second. Let me get this straight, Claude. Your partner chops
clavicles for a living and that’s not enough to dissuade you from tangling bed sheets with his wife?”
“Jealous of her, are ya?” Claude said with a smirk. Not even an impending murder could temper his arrogance. “But
seriously Stace, I don’t like the looks he’s been giving me all morning. He and I can’t co-exist like this.”
Stacy turned toward the desert. She could feel the pile of bodies lurching closer, as if a phantom were donning the corpses
as camouflage. Suddenly, the mound bulged with the vigor of a human heart. Stacy clutched her pistol, a weapon she had
never fired. It felt warm against her palm, warm as Arizona could cook it.
Off went the safety.
She leveled the gun to her shoulder, aiming for the throbbing mass.
“Christ, Stacy, they’re already dead,” Claude said. “Holster your weapon.”
He was right. The pile sat stationary. Its pulsing was merely her imagination, perhaps the trickery of an embittered
conscience.
Stacy lowered the gun. Her first shot would have to rest in the chamber for now. She tucked her weapon back in its holster
and faced her commander.
“Stace, please,” Claude said. “Can you pray for me?”
He muscled a look of contrition across his face. His eyelids looked as if they could squeeze out tears like fresh juice.
As the only woman of faith left in what was once Arizona, Stacy knew she could face the golden tree and ask it to spread
its forgiveness. It wasn’t a matter of difficulty or uncertainty. Her only issue was the regularity with which she re-entered the
building, always begging for the divine to wipe Claude’s soul clean. It was one thing to pardon him for executions, but now
adultery and impending murder?
“Promise me one thing, Claude—that Wembley’s life is the last you take.”
“You have my word, and you can hold me to it.”
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***
When Stacy exited the church, Claude was waiting like a relay runner expecting the baton. Before he could ask, Stacy
nodded solemnly and confirmed his pardon.
Claude hurried across the street and wove through the bumbling crowd. They were mostly beggars—indolent cowards
afraid of a day’s work, yet man enough to collect a criminal’s severed head and peddle it as a trophy. The audience consisted of
men wearing jeans etched with sand, women draped in stained undershirts and raggy shorts, and a handful of children who
donned whatever towel or blanket could stick to their skin. Claude approached the scaffold, and the masses fled like gnats
from a tiki torch. They hung close by however, making sure not to miss the dance of the town’s brightest flame.
Claude climbed atop the scaffold like a title-contender entering the ring. His opponent rested against the side railing at
the opposite end, scratching a sleeveless shoulder with one hand and clutching the handle of his ax with the other. He chewed
hard on a piece of gum and stared even harder at the spot where he had executed hundreds.
Wembley tilted his head as Claude’s footfalls sounded atop the platform. The executioner’s eyes hovered toward Claude
before snapping back to the kill spot.
“Wembley, listen,” Claude said, pushing for eye contact, “we’re gonna call it an early day. Why don’t you throw those last
two bodies on a cart and meet me behind the church. We’ll wheel it from there, okay?”
The gum chewing stopped and Claude took it as a ‘yes.’ The moment Claude turned, he heard the slam of foot after foot
against the metal floor. Arid air rushed as Wembley blew toward him. Claude spun around just in time to catch the sunlight
blinking off the crescent edge of Wembley’s ax. The executioner completed his overhead swing and missed Claude’s shoulder
by inches.
The confrontation was more public than Claude planned. He backpedaled into a tumble and his back slapped against the
platform. Forget murder, right now he needed self-defense. He wrestled his Smith and Wesson from its holster and aimed.
Two shots broke into Wembley’s ribcage and pilfered his life during their getaway.
The crowd below surged with confusion. Those in the front row stormed the platform, tackling Claude and blanketing
Wembley’s corpse. What began as fervid attempts to pickpocket the two authority figures grew more feral by the moment.
Claude sent two warning shots into the sun-stained horizon. The masses flinched, but recoiled as a single beast. More
mendicants trickled into the ring, swatting at Claude’s fatigues. The commander waved his pistol in hopes of producing a
scare. He remembered Stacy, the promise, his clean slate.
Then he thought better. He needed to make an example. Two more shots rang out and dropped numb company next to
Wembley.
Sobriety blanketed the crowd as Claude backed away, aiming his now-empty pistol in a half-circle. He lowered himself
from the scaffold and hustled back toward the church, toward where Stacy was coming unglued. With her hand covering her
mouth, she dropped into a squat and shivered.
“Stace, look up at me,” he said, clutching her shoulder. “Look at me—you need to head inside. I know I broke our promise,
but things got outta hand and I need you to pray to that metal tree of yours. Guarantee me a good afterlife. Can you do that?”
Stacy could only muffle sobs into her cupped hands.
“Stace, that’s enough. Get in there now and pray for me. There’s no telling if a riot breaks out or if these goons try to kill
me in my sleep tonight. If anything happens, I’ll need to make a seamless entrance into the beyond.”
Reluctantly, she lumbered to her feet, her hands still cupped around her mouth and nose. The last thing Claude saw
before she withdrew into the church was a pair of eyes clenching a severe look.
Claude spent the intermission waving his gun and shooing the mendicants away like sand flies. A few stragglers
approached the church to relay obscenities, but none came within range to trigger Claude again.
When Stacy returned, she slipped halfway outside, wedging herself between the entrance doors. She breathed heavily,
her chest pumping into the edge of the door. Her left hand clutched the brass knob for support while her free hand flailed
behind her.
“You done?” Claude asked. “Am I an innocent soul again?”
Stacy shook her head, “I couldn’t bring myself to pray for you.”
“What?” Claude asked, storming toward her. “You camped out under your tree for an hour and couldn’t even ask for my
forgiveness?”
“Claude, I’m sorry,” she said, her eyes on the verge of shattering. “I needed it more.”
Claude stared on, bewildered. “Stace, what are you talking about?”
In one fluid motion Stacy slung her right hand from behind the door and exchanged understanding with Claude.
Afterwards she stood alone, watching as her commander started a new pile in what was once Arizona. 
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From
Inside

By Susanna Hargreaves

Special Preview from Susanna Hargreaves

Preface
From the journal of Luciana Milanetti…

Scared
I wake up in a dark room
And feel like I’m in total doom.
No arms to go to.
Nowhere to hide.
Please God, I don’t want to die.
I wish the one I loved was here
To tell me I have nothing to fear.
I hope someone will come get me soon,
For I feel the room is full of gloom.
Something is here,
I see it roam.
No, I guess I’m all alone,
But I’m scared…
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Dinner with Family
Driving past a cemetery, Lucy wondered how many people had been killed for her father. Remembering her mother, she
wondered how much her mother really knew before she was murdered. Lucy glanced at her father who lovingly smiled. He
always had a smile for her even when things seemed impossible.
Lucy loved autumn in New England and had many fond memories of visits with her mother. She loved the magical hues
of red and gold, the crisp air, new soft sweaters and the anticipation of what was just around the corner. However, this year,
the rain hid the colors from her and the future seemed difficult to imagine. This year her mother was not with them.
The stretch limo from Logan Airport slowly pulled up to the entrance of the Italian restaurant on a Thursday night in
Boston’s historic north end. It was still raining, and the smog made the city streetlights seem eerie and distant, as if they
glowed from another time. Even though it had been years since she had visited, from the time of her mother’s tragic death,
Lucy knew she belonged here.
Lucy tried to smile as her father Vincent Milanetti laughed with his business partners. They were a part of “the family,”
and it was her father’s turn to help cultivate the business.
There had been many changes in the family through the years. Now, the family was scattered, her father had told her,
thanks to the advancement in technology and communications. Like his father before him, Vincent, was confident and quite
intuitive in his business dealings.
Furthermore, Vincent was highly educated having earned a B.S. from Harvard, where he had met and married her
mother, and an M.B.A. in business from the University of Chicago. The next generation of “the family” trusted him to take
them into the new era with global success.
Seventeen-year-old Luciana (Lucy) is Vincent’s precious daughter. Her mother died in a car accident when she was only
nine years old. When she was fifteen, she found out it was not an accident, but a “hit” on the family.
“That was a long time ago,” her father often told her, but it explained why he was so protective of her. Her devastating
memory was barely mentioned now, to honor and remember her mother’s love and joy. Her father never focused on sadness
or showed such emotion. Vincent only expressed great happiness, love or anger. In time, Lucy learned how certain family
members were involved in the mafia and she quickly understood her father’s role and expectations. She understood what
family and loyalty meant and what happened to those who betrayed such trust.
Still, there were secrets and many unspoken reasons to have a gun hidden in the bedside drawer, extra locks on the door
and constant escorts by Dante and Gino. Actually, they were known as “Uncle Dante and Uncle Gino” even though there was
no blood relation. Their years of faithful service to the family made them family.
Lucy looked like her mother, but she did not have the same confident outgoing personality her mother was known to
have had. Actually, Lucy’s shyness and soft-spoken ways clashed with her loud boisterous Italian family. Lucy preferred to
express her emotions in her writing and art.
Her long chestnut brown hair and soft olive skin she inherited from her mother, but her deep amber eyes were from
her father. Lucy often looked at a photo of her mother holding her as a toddler. The photograph was always next to her bed
wherever they went. She treasured the few distant memories of her - of being tucked into bed, the smell of her jasmine
scented hair as she bent down to kiss her goodnight, her voice when she read her stories, her laughter as she ran through the
halls of their home playing hide and seek, and when they danced in the rain.
It was the rain. The rain always made her think of her mother. As the rain washed down the car window blurring her
view, she remembered her mother’s yellow rubber gardening boots, yellow rain jacket and long wet hair.
Flowers and rain. She opened her journal and wrote the words down.
Sometimes, she spoke to her mother as she looked at the photo, and sometimes she had dreams where her mother would
sit on the edge of the bed and tell her how much she loved her. After these dreams, Lucy thought she could smell jasmine and
a feeling of comfort and happiness would fill her heart. Andre Bocelli’s voice emanating from her father’s cell phone snapped
her back to reality.
“Drive around the block,” he said. “Just to be sure.”
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Her father was very loving and patient, but he was also very cautious. There was an image to uphold, but it was clear they
must not appear overly wealthy and they were very careful not to bring too much attention to themselves.
Their life was very private and quiet.
They had lived in Chicago since Lucy was born, but now the family would call Lowell their home. Tonight they were
attending a large party held at Uncle Russo’s restaurant to celebrate their reintroduction into the New England family and
Vincent’s “promotion” to head of the family. Her father called it the “family reunion.” Afterward they would go to their new
home and tomorrow she would attend her new high school.
When they got out of the car, the wet brick sidewalk and the smell of the city air reminded her of home in Chicago. They
walked briskly up the stairs into the warm dark mahogany restaurant. The smell of spaghetti sauce, baked bread, cigar smoke
and candles filled the air.
Uncle Dante took her coat and she was instantly greeted with whiskered cheek kisses from her distant relatives, her father’s
friends and future family. Lucy always loved the passion and affection her family expressed. Her father knew everyone’s name
and introduced her as “my Lucy.” Vincent was a very loved man.
“Welcome, Lucy. Welcome home,” said a jovial elderly man with deep brown eyes.
“I am your Uncle Russo. Welcome to my restaurant!
We hope you love it here as much as we do. If you need anything, let me know.”
“Thank you,” was all she managed to say before her father took her arm and guided her to the chair that Russo had
waiting for her at the head table.
She noticed her Uncle Lombardi (her father’s real uncle) sitting in his chair near the head of the table. Lucy noticed how
his failing health made him look much older than his years. She gently kissed his cheek.
“Sweet Lucy. It is so good to see you. Your beautiful face makes life worth living,” he said with a genuine smile.
“Thank you Uncle Lombardi. It is good to see you as well,” she answered.
Red wine filled her glass, toasts were made and dishes of antipasti, bread, olive oil and fresh herbs were served.
Conversations and laughter filled the air. She was introduced to several Massachusetts public officials, judges, local police
officers, firemen and businessman. All were “related” to the family by blood or by a deep friendship. Each of them hugged
her father.
Then her Aunt Mia and Uncle Giovani Milanetti arrived. She hadn’t seen them in several years. Lucy stood to shyly greet
them. Mia hugged her warmly and smiled as tears filled her eyes.
“You look lovely Lucy. You look just like your mother,” she told her and everyone agreed. For a moment, the room fell
silent, but quickly became a party again when her uncle gave her a big bear hug while picking her up off the ground and
everyone laughed. “Sweet Luciana has grown! Just beautiful,” he shouted. She was reintroduced to their daughter (her cousin)
Felice who smiled and kissed her cheek.
“Good things and many blessings,” Uncle Russo toasted. Dishes of pasta, meatballs, salad, and lobster were brought to
the table and the real eating began.
Lucy learned she was enrolled at the local technical high school. It would be safe there and no one would ever suspect
they were members of the mafia. School had started just two weeks ago, so she wouldn’t have too much catching up to do. She
would be able to study graphic arts and computers. A private karate instructor was hired so she could continue her practice
of the martial arts. She smiled and nodded as she was told how wonderful it would be. She smiled at her father as he said her
senior year would be great. Everything was taken care of with the highest safety measures.
“It’s a good school,” Aunt Mia agreed. “I am sure you will like it.”
“My daughter is an artist and a poet,” Vincent boomed with pride.
“That is wonderful,” Uncle Russo added. Lucy noticed a young man watching her silently from across the table as he
slowly sipped his wine. She didn’t hear him utter a word, but he looked familiar. His look piqued her curiosity and she vaguely
remembered him from her childhood visits.
There was so much to take in at once. Inside, her stomach was churning and she needed fresh air. She excused herself in
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a whisper, while her father toasted their future good fortune and family.
She walked toward the entrance and stepped out into the night. There were no stars out on this autumn night because
of the rain. Surrounded by old historic buildings, the bustle of the street and passing cars, she came to terms with her new
home. Again, she felt small as she tried to see through the smog. She wondered if her mother was watching her from heaven.
The door opened and out walked the young man from across the table. He was about her age, but maybe a bit older. He
was tall, with deep brown hair and the darkest eyes that seemed to hide a hint of anger. “Hey beautiful,” he said with a smile.
“Are you feeling at home,” he asked.
“I don’t know,” she barely answered. She tried to smile, but she felt uneasy. Something about him immediately sucked her
in. No one had ever had such an affect on her. She felt like she was reliving a dream.
“I’m Anthony, Tony, Romano,” he told her and held out his hand. “Do you remember me? It’s been years. I am Russo’s
son and I work for your father now.”
She took his hand briefly and said hello. Touching his hand only intensified the feeling she already had. At first Lucy was
puzzled and then she truly recognized Tony. He had been to her mother’s funeral. She tried to push the sad memories down
as she smiled up at him.
“Are you cold,” he asked with concern. She shook her head and hugged herself even tighter. “Don’t worry, you’ll love it
here,” he said reassuringly and stepped closer to put his jacket over her shoulders. “You have nothing to worry about. If you
ever need anything, anything, just ask,” he said softly.
There was a certain strength in him and an overpowering feeling she couldn’t help but notice. The attraction between
them was instant. It made her step back.
Her neck and chest turned red with flush.
“I’m sorry. Do you want me to leave?” he asked.
“No, I’m okay,” she answered. “Thank you.”
The door burst open, and out came Uncle Russo laughing, “I see you met my beloved Tony, my Tony. He is going to be
a lawyer. My boy! He just finished school at Suffolk and he makes me so proud,” he said as he patted Tony’s back. Tony was
smiling too.
“Tony, you waste no time! I want you to eat. You worked hard today. Come Lucy, you must be hungry,” he said. “Join us!”
“Actually, I am. Thank you,” she answered, handing Tony his coat while following them back inside. “Thank you very
much.”
The door closed and once again she was surrounded by a crowd. A man in his mid forties walked up and hugged Lucy.
“Welcome home Lucy. This is where your mother grew up. Everyone loved her so much and I believe she would have
been happy to see you here amongst family. It is so good to have you here.”
She remembered that Uncle Nick was her mother’s brother.
“Thank you Uncle Nick. It is good to see you,” Lucy said with a smile. She had fond memories of her Uncle Nick during
her childhood. He was her mother’s favorite brother and he often came to visit before she died. Now sadness enveloped her
again.
“Come here my precious Lucy,” said her father. She smiled and returned to her seat next to him.
For the rest of the night she could feel Tony’s watchful eyes on her. She did not look his way, for she did not want to
encourage him, yet. 
Susanna L. Hargreaves is the mother of three enchanting children, a writer, and educator from
New Hampshire. One of her passions is to help people of all ages and abilities discover the joy of
writing. Susanna is a lover of words, poetry, songs, and the art of the story. She also writes plays for
all ages and abilities, for she believes all should enjoy the magic of theater. Her educational mission
is to create more opportunities so individuals with various learning abilities can shine. For more
information about Susanna's work, visit her website www.Susannahargreaves.com.
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Destinations of Solitude
By Starr Gardinier Reina
The kids are crying, the spouse needs your attention, the
boss wants you to do something in a hurry. Sound familiar?
This is not an article to tell you how to write around that,
to get out of it or to include it as a commentary or descriptive
narrative in your next chapter. I’m not going to tell you how
important writing is and how you should do it every day. I’m
not even going to tell you how to write or what verb, adverb,
etc. you should use.
What I am going to do is share some terrific places where
you can run off and find some solitude to do what you do
best. Some I’ve actually been to, others I dream of going to.
Because I live on the West Coast, I'm going to start here.
A place I love going to that is not full to the rim with
seasonal vacationers is Idyllwild, California. It’s an absolute
delight nestled in the San Jacinto Mountains above Palm
Springs. Many have never heard of it, which is good if
you’re looking for a great getaway to find peace and quiet
to write. It’s a very quaint small town offering jazz concerts,
art exhibits, and numerous hiking trails. There are cabins
aplenty to settle you, a computer and printer, if needed. Here
are a few examples:
Woodland Park Manor is one of my favorites. It has a
bungalow that makes you feel you’re all alone in the woods,
but in reality are minutes from town. This particular cabin
I stayed in had a small kitchen and is big enough for two.
But you don’t need two, remember? You’re supposed to be up
there alone, unless you’re taking your dog (or cat).
Quiet Creek Inn also boasts of privacy and yes, you
guessed it, ‘quiet.’ Here you can serenely contemplate that
next scene as you sit creek side. It’s cozy and the scenery
is beautiful. The accommodations are comfortable and topnotch.
There are many more places in Idyllwild you can stay at.
I suggest you Google the town. You’ll be amazed at what you
see. But please, please, please don’t tell too many people. I
like it without so many tourists. I can’t hear the bears if too
many people are romping around in the woods. Oh, I meant
I can’t write if I hear too many people. Yeah, that’s it.
Most everyone has heard of and/or been to Big Bear,
California. Again in the mountains, it boasts more tourists
than Idyllwild. But don’t let the shops and lakes distract you.
They too have plenty of boarding in which you can do what
you went there to do: write in solitude.
Fortunately, I know someone with a cabin in Big Bear.
I love that little retreat. Although much bigger than what I
need for little ol’ me and my computer, I go and spend some
glorious days hitting my fingers on my keyboard as I look
out at the lake. As in Idyllwild, there are many hiking and
biking trails here. And there are more people. I suggest if you
go here, don’t stay right in town. Here are a few places that
might interest you:
Cienaga Creek Ranch flaunts breathtaking views of the
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Pacific Crest Trail. This place is remote enough to make
you feel lost to the rushed, over-populated world, but close
enough to everything to remind you that civilization still
exists.
Shore Acres Lodge has some nice places to stay as well.
Most of the cabins have views of the lake, which we all know
is relaxing just to sit and look at. Why not take your computer
out and sit on the porch? One or more of their cabins sit right
at Big Bear Lake. You can wake up and go outside and watch
the sunrise. But then, get to work. You’re up there to write,
aren’t you?
Let’s leave the lakes and creeks for a bit and go visit the
ocean. The White Water Inn in Cambria seems like a nice
place. It’s situated across from the vast area of water and has
views where you can sit and watch the waves while penning
the next great shark novel. Maybe “Jaws Goes to Cambria” or
something.
Breakfast in bed anyone? It seems that the Cambria
Shores Inn will bring it to you. What a way to vacation. Get
up, have someone serve your morning meal, sit down and
start writing. After your fingers have worked up a hunger,
you can then walk to the office for snacks. Geesh, you may
not need to leave this place. Well you might consider dinner.
But not before you get a lot of those chapters done you’ve
been putting off.
Okay, enough of California. There’s more on the West
Coast to see than that. Come on, let’s take a stroll up to
British Columbia. Antoinetta’s West Coast Retreat has a
Tahsis heritage home in the original Tahsis Town site. When
you need a break, you can hike or go check out the marina.
If that doesn’t do it for you, maybe fishing at the Vancouver
Island might spark some ideas for your next setting.
Grants Pass in Oregon can be a welcoming refuge from
the daily grind. Set on Oregon’s Rogue River, there are many
places to stay and visit. Applegate Valley Ranch is in the
center of Applegate Valley Wine Trail. But please, no alcohol
until you’ve had a full day of typing at least ten full chapters.
Double Tree Ranch near Grants Pass speaks of a secluded
and serene setting along the Rogue River. Views aplenty with
the river and wooded areas. It just may be inspirational for
that horror scene you’re planning to write.
So there are just a few places on the West Coast, throwing
British Columbia in the mix that should set your mind to
thinking. Get the hand scale going—distracting home life
while trying to write the ending of your next great novel vs. a
quiet retreat boasting of awesome views and serenity? What
will it be?
If the West Coast isn’t for you, stay tuned. Next month, I’ll
jump to another part of the United States. In the meantime,
start Googling for your private getaway. I know I am.
To learn more about Starr, go to www.queenwriter.com.
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