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Letter from the Editor:
October is the perfect month to talk about Urban Legends/Ghost Stories. If you
look back in history, almost every society has had some sort of “legend/myth/
ghost story”. You could do some investigation in your hometown and you will
find your local urban legend.
I grew up in a small suburb of Columbus, OH. When I was a young child, the
talk around town between the kids was there was an evil house, which is now
gone and replaced by the new owners. The house was located in an old farm
area that was overgrown by weeds. The house was situated between two giant
oak trees. Now, the stories were, there was an average, two-children family
who lived there. They kept to themselves, but had a somewhat active farm.
One night, back in the early 1900’s, one of the children—thirteen years old at
the time—went to the police station. She had blood on her clothes and said
she found her family murdered. She was left at the station while the police
went to investigate. When they got there, they found a lot of blood, but no
bodies. It was obvious to them that something happened there, but without
all the crime scene techniques and technology available today, it was a lot of
deduction and observation.
They questioned the daughter and she said while she was in the barn
attending to her chores, she heard loud noises coming from the main house.
She stopped her chores and investigated. This is when she saw her three
family members murdered. At that time, the police never suspected a thirteen
year old of murder. They had to keep her overnight at least, because she had
no family left in the area. In the morning, it was discovered the daughter killed
herself in the jail cell. The urban legend of the house was that evil had taken the
family. Their bodies were never found and only the young daughter was buried
in the local cemetery. You can still visit her gravesite today, where her family
members names are on the headstone as well.
When I was older I got to know one of the policeman and asked him about the
case. He said that it was still a cold case and according to Ohio law it had to remain
open. He let me view the file, because I thought of writing a college paper on the
subject. Now the lot where the house and farm sat is now occupied by a new home.
It was bought by a family about ten years ago and they tore everything down and
built a new house. But what they didn’t expect was the ghosts that are still there. It is
said that you can see the young daughter walking around still looking for her family.
But the other mystery is who killed them and is the daughter looking for them, or is she
looking for other victims to kill. Check around your local town and I bet you will find
ghost stories like this. Happy Halloween!		
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Truth or Legend

It

was about three and a half feet tall with a head like a collie and a face like a horse. It had a long
neck, wings approximately two feet long and its back legs were like those of a crane with horse’s
hooves. It walked on its back legs and held up two short front legs with paws on them.
After an eyewitness account of the above described creature the man said, “It didn’t
use it’s front legs while we were watching. My wife and I were scared, but I managed to open the window and
say, ‘Shoo’, and it turned around barked at me and flew
away.”
The Jersey Devil, the supposed mythical
creature of the New Jersey Pinelands, has haunted
New Jersey and the surrounding areas for the past two
hundred sixty years. This entity has been seen by over
two thousand witnesses over time. It has terrorized
towns and caused factories and schools to close down,
yet many people believe the Jersey Devil is a legend, a
mythical beast that originated from the folklore of the
New Jersey Pine Barrens. Like all legends and lord,
some disagree.
There are several different versions of the birth of
the Jersey Devil. One popular legend says Mrs. Shrouds
of Leeds Point, NJ wished if she was ever blessed with
another child, she wanted it to be a devil. Her next
child was born misshapen and deformed. Careful what
you wish for. She sheltered it in the house keeping it
from the curious. On stormy nights, the child flapped
it’s arms, which turned into wings and escaped out the
chimney and was never seen by the family again.
Another story also says the birth happened
in Leeds Point. A young girl fell in love with a British
soldier during the Revolutionary War and the Leeds
Point people cursed her. The child she gave birth to was
a devil.
Others believe the birth of the devil was
punishment for the mistreatment of a minister by the
Philadelphia Evening Bulletin, January 1909

The Jersey Devil

By T. A. Wright
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Leeds folk.
Another story says Mrs. Leeds in Estelville, NJ
found out she was pregnant for the thirteenth time.
In her frustration she screamed, “I hope it’s a devil!”
It’s said the child was born with horns, a tail, wings
and a horse-like head. It came to visit her everyday
and everyday she stood in ther
doorway and told it to leave.
Finally, the creature caught the
“hint” and didn’t come back
again.
Burlington, NJ, boasts
to be the birthplace of the Jersey
Devil. One stormy night, in 1735,
Mother Leeds went in labor. Her
friends were all there. Mother
Leeds was thought to be a witch
and the baby’s father was actually
the devil. The child was born
normal, but then changed from
a normal baby to a creature with
hooves, a horses head, bat wings
and a forked tail. Supposedly,
it beat everyone present and
flew up the chimney. It’s been
said, that in 1740 a clergy man
exercised the devil for 100 years
and it wasn’t seen again until
1890.
Although there are
many discrepancies in all of
these stories, there a couple
pieces of evidence that tie all of
the legends of the Jersey Devil’s
origin together. The first thing is
the name “Leeds”. Whether the
mothers name was Leeds or the
birth place was Leeds Point, all
of the stories include the name
Leeds. The Burlington story ties in
with the others stories. Professor
Fred MacFadden of Coppin
State College, Baltimore, found
that a “devil” was mentioned in
writings from Burlington as early as 1735. He further
indicated the word Burlington was used to name the
area from the city of Burlington to the Atlantic Ocean.
This means the name that is now used for the birthplace
such as Leeds point or Estelville, could be the same

place referred to in the Burlington Legend.
The legend lives on. In 1987, in Vineland an
aggressive German Shepard was found torn apart and
the body gnawed at. The dog was located twenty-five
feet from the chain that was hooked to him and around
the dog’s body were strange tracks that no one could
identify.
The
sightings
and prints are the most
substantial evidence and
the theories on the Devil
are based on that. Some
theories can be proven
invalid, while others
seem to provide support
for the its existence.
No matter what
you think or believe,
legends start somewhere.
What about Sasquach,
The Loch Ness Monster
(one I believe I’ve seen
as a child) or even
Amittyville? What is
true, what is someone’s
overactive imagination
or one’s eyes playing
tricks on them? Perhaps
they even got started by
some mentally distrubed
person who, like others
who
hear
voices,
saw something and
panicked?
Thousands
of books, movies and
documentaries
have
been done on legends
and lores. Which ones
do you believe possibly
exist? What ones are you
sure don’t? Are there any
you consider to be true?
Whatever you believe or
don’t, there’s always room for another book or movie to
keep the legend alive. After all, isn’t that part of the fun?

“It was

about
three and
a half feet
tall with a
head like a
collie and a
face like a
horse.”
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Reference: http://theshadowlands.net/jd,htm 
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Q:

I have a question
about
Agents.
What do they do? What don’t they
do? How much do they charge?
What do they charge fees for?

A:

This is a very
important
question because increasingly, publishing
houses are using agents to reduce the number of unsolicited
manuscripts. Therefore, writers are finding it between difficult and
impossible to get their work in front of editors without an agent. This has led to the
rise of some unsavory people trying to take advantage of writers by calling themselves agents and
charging high fees with no results.
First, a good agent is worth their weight in gold-literally. When you find someone who has a strong
reputation in the industry it is their reputation that will get your foot in the door. Once you begin to sell books
they will help you negotiate with various publishing houses to get the best contract with the best terms. A bad
agent can get you blacklisted at a publishing house, but a good one can open doors of opportunity that you didn’t
even know existed.
Therefore, it is crucial that you make a good choice and you get to know the person before signing a
contract. We will look at a few important points about agents in this month’s column.
What agents do:
This really depends on the agent and their particular personality. Agents can give career advice [longterm planning], help with proposal preparation, query editors, give you information on market trends, help
you edit your work, negotiate contracts, smooth out disagreements between authors and their editor/publisher,
connect you with other authors, as well as many other things. Usually no one agent can do everything, but a
good agent will be able to direct you to outside help for any area where they aren’t strong. There are agents who
tell their clients about the kinds of projects publishing houses are looking for or who help with everything from
novels to non-fiction articles.
Determine where you are weak and find an agent who compliments your gifting. Since they are your
negotiator and advocate, make sure you have a good rapport and that they believe in your work.
What agents don’t do:
Legitimate agents do not charge reading fees or try to sell you on services. While a good agent is likely
able to refer you to a content editor or a publicist, they will not make their money by selling those services.
They will make their money by selling your books. That is why you want to be wary if you receive a letter from
someone who raves about your work and potential and will read your manuscript for only $300—which they
will refund if they represent you. Run from these opportunities.
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How much do they charge?
Agents charge between 10%-15% of what an
author makes [for the most part; there are exceptions.]
The most common fee is 15% of what the author
makes. If there are two agents required [for example
if there are international rights being negotiated
or movie rights] then you pay 20% because the two
agents each take 10%.
Always read your contract and check with
your agent about contracts you get through your own
contacts. You may still owe your agent a commission
on those. For example, you go to a writer’s conference
and chat with an editor about a project. They ask you to
send a proposal and that proposal results in a contract.
You may still owe your agent his/her commission. By
the same token, you don’t have to pay your agent each
time they pitch your project to publishing houses and,
by virtue of your writing, doesn’t result in a deal.
What fees are there?
Despite what I said earlier about fees, there are
some legitimate fees charged by some agencies. Some
agents charge for excessive postage, photocopies and a
few minor things. It is a good idea to find out in advance
what fees they charge and if you feel comfortable with
that. Since so much is done electronically these days,
those fees are even becoming a thing of the past.
An agent is a business partner who not only
helps open the doors to publication for many authors,
but who also guides authors throughout their career
by maintaining good relationships with publishing
houses and editors. They hear of trends before the
magazines and blogs can report them and they help
their authors navigate the uncertain publishing waters.
If you’d like to know more about industry standards for
agents you can go to the website for the Association of
Authors’ Representatives at www.aar-online.org. They
offer a list of agents approved by their agency who
have subscribed to a set code of ethics. (If they aren’t
members it does not automatically mean they are not
members or reputable, but it is a good place to start.)
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Attention
Writers

D

o you have an article about
writing? How about a short story with a mystery/suspense/horror
base? Have you ever wanted to see your work
and name in print? If you answered yes, then this
is for you.
Suspense Magazine is looking for writers who
might have an idea they’d like to share with other
writers. Maybe a short story you’d like others to
read and enjoy. We’re looking for your help.
If you have an article or short story you’d like
to share, please, email them to terri@suspensemagazine.com. The work must be in the body
of the email, no attachments will be opened. The
subject line should read ‘SUSPENSE MAGAZINE
WORK’; anything else will be deleted.
The word count should be kept between 1,500
and 5,000 words per article or story. Any piece
submitted over or under the word count will
be disqualified for consideration. The deadline
is the end of business on the second Friday of
each month, every month for said work to have a
possibility of making it into the following month’s
publication. All submissions are subject to editing at the magazine’s discretion and must be
your original work, no plagiarism accepted.
Suspense Magazine makes no promises your
work will be published, but every piece submitted within the guidelines will be considered. If
you’d like, every story will also be read for admittance to our contest, which can be read about in
Suspense Magazine or on line at www.suspensemagazine.com. 
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A Crossroads
Creating a Book Club

We have hit a crossroads. Susan and I are sitting down for month three of our book club and, well, tonight
it is just us. If we are honest with ourselves it has always been just us, we are the only two who take it seriously, the only two to even finish the books. But a book club cannot be a club with only two members. I am
horrified, my sisterhood is a sinking ship and as the captain I am fighting hard to keep it afloat. I am, in fact,
Amanda Elizabeth Goossen, perpetual planner and non-stop organizer, I will find a way to keep this dream
alive, this book club will not die.
A week before our book club meeting, I started to feel uneasy. I knew our meeting was going to be small—
the month prior we had only three and this month I was sure Jelly was out as well. At this point I figured we
would be adding, not subtracting members and I despise failure…I was taking it hard. I created this club to
bring people together and it wasn’t going as planned. I began to question every book club member I knew
about the logistics of their gang. How often did they meet, what did they read, how was their turnout? I
needed to know what I was doing wrong, or that maybe I wasn’t the only one totally screwing it up.
I was shocked by the response. First, I never imagined how many women are in book clubs. I am starting to
think it’s our generation’s idea of a knitting circle. Women need to gather, to feel connected to each other and
this is how we are doing it in 2009. I put a post on Facebook asking women what they were reading in their
own groups and what they could recommend. I was absolutely stunned. I had an overwhelming number of
immediate responses, with books varying in genre. I spent a few more hours researching, asking question and
Googling, eventually coming to an obvious conclusion; there is no particular way to have a book club. There
are no guidelines or rules. One woman described her book club as fifteen women who have gathered once a
month for ten years. Once we really got talking however I learned the truth. She had been skipping meetings
for months and she wasn't the only one. In general, she explained, they go when they can and they are lucky
to have eight of the fifteen each month.
Another friend was in a strict group, where books were read diligently, the meetings were like college courses
with guidelines on what to discuss and how much should be covered. My best friend from college was now
in a foursome of fellow science fiction and vampire novel fans who took turns hosting a book club brunch
or dinner. In her group the kids came along, on rare occasions the husbands were around, it was a carefree
bunch who chose to take their time to have fun rather than worry that they were being proper or doing what
a book club was supposed to do.
I learned quickly from my friends and fellow book club participants that my group of two was just fine. It
wasn't going to close the book on my gatherings. Yes, I wished to have a larger group, but in the end it did not
matter. We were coming together to have a good discussion and whether two, five or ten showed up it really
didn't matter. We could survive and my week of worrying was completely unnecessary. I had given myself a
SuspenseMagazine.com
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Creating a Book Club
non-stop stress headache and serious stomach pains because I was concerned my
book club was going to dissolve. I was being completely idiotic and it was time to
move on.
This month we read, “If I Am Missing or Dead” by Janine Latus and our reviews
were very mixed. I would call Susan throughout the month and she would shout,
‘Amanda, this book is pissing me off.’ I knew what she meant, it was tough to read.
The story was sad, you wanted to just put the book down, but it kept a hold of
you. Janine's words were honest in a way most people could never even imagine.
“If I Am Missing or Dead” is Janine's story of her sisters murder and the broken
road that led her baby sister to such an unthinkable end. Janine walks through her
life, discussing in great detail the horrific emotional abuse her father had thrust By: Amanda Goossen
upon his family and the life she herself chose when she escaped his venom. Janine
and her sister, Amy, both fell into a vicious cycle of violence, walking into the arms of one despicable man
after another, remaining weak against the violence and pain. “If I Am Missing Or Dead” is a wake up call for
any woman in an abusive relationship. Amy knew she was in trouble and the note she leaves for her family
explains who would be to blame if she was ever “missing or dead”.
This memoir pulls at your heart-strings, making you grateful for your own solid relationship and opens your
eyes to the horrific situations in which so many women are involved. It is frustrating, however, to watch two
women constantly make the same bad decisions, refusing to make the right choice even when it is right in
front of them.
Susan and I discussed this book with apparent irritation. We are both outspoken women who will ninetynine percent of the time stand strong against an attacker. We are very different people, but we share the ability
to refuse bad men. Neither of us has ever stayed in a bad relationship one day after it went sour, we don't let
people treat us poorly, we know without a doubt that we deserve better. Susan and I are the polar opposite of
Janine and Amy and for that reason we had a tough time. It’s difficult to understand women who can allow
multiple men to treat them as their physical and emotional punching bag.
I disagreed with Susan, however, in my overall review of the book. I felt sorry for Janine, Amy and their entire
family for their tumultuous beginnings and their heartbreaking end. I liked the book and felt a connection to
these women. They were just trying to live their best life, they were never taught that men should treat them
well and that people should act with respect. The night I finished reading this book, I sat in my bed, tears
streaking my cheeks and I thought about my own life. I thought about my children and how each and every
thing I do is a lesson to them. The next morning I hugged them a little tighter and promised myself I would
not raise my voice. This book had a lesson for me, not about men, but about children. We must teach our
children well, they are the future and they are depending on us to give them the strength to build that future.
If Janine and Amy had been given a childhood with love, kindness and respect chances are they would have
been women with confidence and strength. That confidence, that strength may have been all Amy needed to
be alive today.
This month was an odd one, a month that made me question the longevity and validity of my book club. I
8

Suspense Magazine October 2009 / Vol. 003

was forced to take a second look, do a little research and eventually accept what I had. This months book
club gave Susan and I a chance to thoroughly examine, “If I am Missing or Dead” in a way that may not have
happened with multiple voices piping in. We were able to get to the heart of the matter, trying to understand
the mind of an abused woman, asking what we would do and whether we could ever fall into such a terrifying
world. With such a heavy topic, our tiny little book club was suddenly exactly right. This month, with this
book, our club was exactly what we needed it to be. Our book club may have been at a crossroads this month,
but I have always believed everything happens for a reason.
We have not decided on next months book yet, there are just too many to choose from. (Title to be announced
soon). If you have questions or comments on my article I would love to hear them, email me at Amanda@
suspensemagazine.com. We are considering the start of a Book Club page on www.suspensemagazine.com
so you can become involved, read with us and have online discussion…what do you think? 

The Art of Crafting a Short Story
Lesson 4 in a Series of Lessons

The Creation of Characters

By S. Colson

(continued Lesson from September Issue)

I

n our previous lessons, we went over about Character Description and Character Setting within the Creation of
Characters lesson. We move on now to the Believability of a Character.

The Believability of a Character:
I quoted author Anne Lamott in our last lesson. I again note her words of wisdom. In “Bird by Bird” , Lamott explains
the importance of setting. “It may help you to know its feel, its temperature, its colors.” (74). She uses the example
of “…the clutter and the cracks in the wall belie a bleakness or brokenness in our lives, while photos and a few rare
objects show our pride, our rare shining moments.” (75). Think about what she is trying to say. The space (setting)
an act occurs in can make or break a scene.
Let’s now put together setting and description. Author Bret Harte in “Tennessee’s Partner” depicts a storm blowing
in and creating havoc: “…the pines beside the cabin were swaying in the storm, and trailing their slender fingers over
the roof, and the roar and rush of the swollen river were heard below…” (176). The scene is set in Grizzly Cañon
near Sandy Bar in 1854 where there are small lodge homes in the wilderness. Harte creates a scene using few words
as description. The reader can actually hear the branches hitting the roof of the house and the water gushing past just
from this short passage.
It’s homework time again. I challenge you to sit down, take the character you created in the previous lesson (or create
a new one) and write a one line description with setting using the example above.

I would like to invite anyone with questions regarding this lesson or any others given by me to email them to editor@
suspensemagazine.com. Please put “Lesson Question” in the subject line so it will be delivered to the proper person.
Next month in lesson five, we will discuss the third part of this lesson: The Believability of a Character. 
1
2

Lamott, Anne. Bird by Bird. New York: Pantheon Books, 1994.
Hopper, Vincent. Classic American Short Stories. New York: Barron’s Educational, 1964
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hyperventilation. It also delivers much-needed
oxygen to your brain and its millions of cells.
Surely one or two of those are creative ones especially since you’re a writer. (Laugh here).

By: Terri Ann Armstrong
Two words were never spoken that didn’t
instill more fear in the hearts of every author since
the beginning of time than “writer’s block”.

Because as human beings we tend to conveniently—and perhaps purposefully—forget negative things that happen in our lives, I can only remember three distinct times when I found myself
at a loss for words. So, rest assured, I speak from
experience.
Writer’s block can last anywhere from a few,
horrible minutes when you’re in the middle of writing and your mind goes completely blank, to several
atrocious, sickening days or in severe cases, weeks
of sitting in front of your blank screen. No words
come, no ideas flow; it’s as if your mind has completely shut down. It is without a doubt one of the
most nauseating times in a writer’s life. Searching for
inspiration is as far as it goes. It’s a nerve-wracking,
scary, loathsome pain in the ass.
Don’t panic, I’m here to give you several
ideas on how you can combat this dreaded disease
that has plagued authors for centuries. Below you
will find several options and then we’ll discuss a
few of them:
• Deep Breathing
• Physical Exercise
• Reading
• Mindless Writing
• Walking Away
• Watching Television
• Crafts
• Rest and Relaxation
This list is by no means exhaustive. Anything that takes you away from the story you get
stuck in the middle of has the ability to be a cure.
Let’s begin with deep breathing. We all
know how this calms us down and can regulate our
breathing when we’re on the verge of hysteria or

10

Okay, back to serious topics. Physical
exercise is great because it relieves tension, and
nothing—except maybe waiting to hear from a
publisher—can cause more tension than writer’s
block.
The third and last one I’m going to
touch on is mindless writing. I know, I know, it
sounds rather strange to tell you to write when
you can’t. They are not the same things. Writing
your book is quite different than “just writing”.
When you write mindlessly, you literally don’t
think, you just type whatever comes to you. Despite what you may feel about some people you
know, no one ever has a completely blank mind.
There’s something there, some dialog perhaps or
a memory or a “to do” list that’s floating around
up there. Type whatever it is, no matter how
inane and weird it seems. Sometimes writer’s
block is like spinning your wheels. You have to
move in reverse, but there’s a rock behind the
tire causing it to spin when you step on the gas.
You’re still pushing on the pedal that makes the
car move, but it’s not doing what you want. The
same thing applies here. You’re writing, but not
what you want. Your brain is moving—functioning, but not in the way you want. Eventually, the
rock is either jarred loose or you move it, either
way, you end up going in the direction you intended. Mindless writing kicks that block out of
your brain and before you know it, you’re moving in the right direction.
Very rarely will something you try be a
quick cure. It takes time to get your feet back under you. For some, it’s hours while others take
weeks or anywhere in between. It’s important
to note, what works for you one time might not
work for you the next. It depends on how deep
your level of hysteria goes.
To close, the most vital thing you can remember is to never give up. Writer’s block is just
part of the job and it’s not permanent or fatal.
When your book is done it’s an amazing feeling
of accomplishment and anything worth having
is worth fighting and waiting for no matter what
it takes or how long. 
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History & Fiction:
By: Jesse Postle
The genre of historical fiction is very broad and can encompass
everything from true romance to horror in its novels. When the author
bases a fictional story around elements of real history, they create an atmosphere where the reader can relate better to the characters feeling like
they are more “real”. Watching how the author intertwines the two aspects
can be quite an enjoyable experience for the reader that only pulls them
further into the novel, assuming the author has done their job well.
Research is a major requirement to a successful historical fiction
novel. All fiction stories are going to take certain liberties to help the “flow”
of the story, but the key to these liberties when endeavoring to write a historical fiction novel is always making sure not to stray too far from the
events of history the story has been based around. It is not difficult for the
reader to become uninterested or bored when the author has not done due
diligence in their research. Lack of research can even lead to the reader
feeling disappointed, particularly if the historical event the novel centers
around is of distinct interest to that reader. When the reader feels let down
in this way, the author is not only risking negative reviews of that book,
but possibly creating a lack of trust for any past or future novels the author
has written. Upon finding an author that does his research, can handle the
balance between fiction’s liberties and history’s events and is able to truly
immerse the reader in their novel; the reader will quite frequently pick up
another novel from that author. Another element added to pull readers
back is creating a series of novels based around recurring characters. I
have found this to be particularly true of the more action/adventure-type
historical fiction novels. When all these elements combine, the author has
the ability to create an excellent series that leaves readers always wanting
more and looking forward to the adventure their hero will undertake.
We have picked three authors and the recurring characters they
have created that are among the best of the action/adventure historical
fiction genre. Any novel involving one of these characters is an incredible
adventure that takes the reader to places most average people would never
get the chance to go, not to mention exposing new views and aspects of history the reader may never have considered before. We highly recommend
any book involving any of these characters to everyone who has a taste for
either adventure, history or both. You will not be disappointed. We listed
the author, their character and three of the novels involving that character:
1. Clive Cussler’s Dirk Pitt & Al Giordino: “Sahara”, “Valhalla Rising”,
“Trojan Odyssey”
2. David Gibbins’ Jack Howard & Costas Kazantzakis: “Atlantis”, “The
Lost Tomb”, “The Tiger Warrior”
3. Steve Berry’s Cotton Malone: “The Alexandria Link”, “The Templar
Legacy”, “The Venetian Betrayal”
We hope you enjoy our recommendations and feedback is always welcome. Please let us know what you agree/disagree with on our list. 
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New Authors

H. Terrell Griffin
Terrell Griffin was born in Waycross,
Georgia. At the age of twelve his family moved
to Sanford, Florida and when he graduated high
school, enlisted in the United States Army. With
three years of active duty tucked under his belt,
he started his education at Mercer University in
Macon, Georgia earning degrees in history and
law.
After graduating in the top ten percent
of his law class, serving as an editor for the
Mercer Law Review and becoming the recipient
of the Delta Theta Phi Award for Outstanding
Scholarship, Terry returned to Central Florida. He
was a board certified trial lawyer and a member of
several trial lawyer groups, including the national
organization, American Board of Trial Advocates.
The most impressive part being that membership
is open by invitation, only to the most experienced
trial lawyers in the nation. He’s a life member of
the 14th. Cavalry Association and holds a United
States Coast Guard 100 Ton Masters License.
After thirty-eight years in the law business, he’s
retired with his wife Jean in Longboat Key, Florida and has
found a new niche for himself…writing.
Terry’s first novel, “Longboat Blues” became a
regional bestseller following its publication in November
2005. His second novel, “Murder Key” was published in
the fall of 2006 and was an immediate hit. “Blood Island”
released on December 1, 2008 went into a second printing
after only three weeks.
The book was an astounding hit:
• A finalist for the USA Book News National Best Book of 2008 in the Mystery/Suspense genre.
• Made the American Booksellers Association’s (Booksense) national bestseller list for December,
2008.
• A finalist in the Inide Excelleace Awards in the ForeWord Magazine Best Book of the Year in the
Mystery Category.
• The runner-up for the prestigious Benjamin Franklin Award given by the Independent Book Publishers
Association.
“Wyatt’s Revenge” (published by Oceanview Press) will be released nationwide on November 16, 2009. It’s a
pre-publication Okra Pick of the Southern Independent Booksellers Association.
Terry was kind enough to give us a short interview:
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New Authors
Suspense Magazine (S.MAG.): Where did the name Matt Royal come from? Did you model him after someone
you know?
Terrell Griffin (T.G.): My mother's maiden name is Royal. I had a second cousin named Matthew Royal who
was killed in action in Vietnam when he was twenty years old. I used his name for my character. I didn't
really model Matt after anybody I know. He and I think a lot alike about the practice of law, about honor and
friendship, and duty and service to family and country. So, perhaps in a way he is modeled after me, but I am
not the tough guy Matt is, and I've been married for forty-five years to the world's greatest woman, so I never
“get the girl”. And I sure don't look as good as Matt does, and Matt is younger than I. Any similarities between
the character and the writer are really mental and certainly not physical.
S.MAG.: Will you continue to write Matt Royal over and over or will you start a new series with a new character?
T.G.: I've already finished book five in the series. This book, tentatively entitled “Bitter Legacy”, will be
published by Oceanview in November 2010. I want to continue with Matt as long as readers like him and his
buddies and as long as I can keep Matt interesting. I'm about half-way through writing another book, a stand
alone that is about Matt's buddy Jock Algren. None of the other characters in the Matt Royal books show up
in this one. The book is based on Jock's job with the secretive, spy agency that he works for and takes place
in Europe. I don't yet know whether that book will ever be published. Either way, I have no plans to give up on
Matt and the series.
S.MAG.: What inspires you?
T.G.: My readers. I love to write, but I think the very best part of the writing is having readers send me emails
telling me they enjoyed the books. I've been a mystery fan since I picked up John D. MacDonald's first Travis
Magee book. I wanted to create a character that was different from some of the wonderful characters we
have in crime fiction today, and to put him in a venue that is different from even the other Florida writers.
Longboat Key is a wonderful island and I'm inspired by the people who live here and their stories. Many of
them—stories and people—find their way into my books. Finally, my family thinks it is a hoot to have a dad
who writes books. They find that much more interesting than the dad who practiced law for thirty-eight years.
S.MAG.: Do you allow anyone to read your work before you send it to your agent/publisher?
T.G.: Yes. There are three ladies, my wife and two dear friends on Longboat Key who read the books as I'm
writing them. They are great in giving me direction if I seem to be going off on a tangent that they think isn't
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New Authors
consistent with Matt Royal's character. They are wonderful sounding boards for plot ideas and suggestions
for new characters that appear from time to time in the books. And they are quick to pick up grammatical or
spelling errors.
S.MAG.: Do you have any plans in the works to turn Matt into a television character?
T.G.: Of course, I would love to see Matt in the movies or on TV. Nobody has shown any interest in doing that,
but I'd love to see it happen.
After visiting Terry’s website, I
found these final words of his to be
a wonderful glimpse into the kind
of humble man and fabulous writer
he is:
“It has been my privilege to live
in Florida for most of my life. I
practiced law in Orlando, but spent
as much time as possible at my
home on Longboat Key, an island
paradise that is one of several
barrier islands off the Southwest
coast of Florida between Tampa
and Naples. I decided to set the
Matt Royal series on those coastal
islands because of their beauty,
their people and their laid-back
lifestyles.

Suspense Magazine Review on “Wyatt's Revenge”

A rollercoaster of ups and downs take the reader on the ride of their lives
in this Matt Royal mystery. Royal, attorney turned vigil ante after the
death of his friend Wyatt, gives new meaning to the word revenge. This
book had me riveted from the first word to the very last. I laughed, worried and cheered for and about the good guys through this whole novel.
Griffin’s humor was a refreshing diffuser from the “jungle justice”. Things
like after an unfriendly encounter with bad guy Banchori, Griffin writes,
“I cocked the pistol, stepped forward and put the muzzle to his temple.
Suddenly, he grabbed his chest, threw his head back, vomited, and died.
Damn. The man had suffered a heart attack. That saved me from having
to shoot him.” I couldn’t contain my laughter. It was so well placed, priceless. I love novels done in first person; if you do as well, this book is for
you. There’s not a boring moment to be found between these pages and I
enjoyed every moment. I read it in a day and was sorry to see it end. The
best part for me? I’m not secretly in love with Jock Algren, his friend,
confident and savior…at times. What a guy! They were the perfect team
along with all their other helpers. Great, great job! Bravo Mr. Griffin;
can’t wait for the next one.

“Longboat Key seems to have
about one homicide every ten years on average, so I have to manufacture some murders and create some
bad people. It’s been fun, and as much as I enjoyed the practice of law, this is better. I invite you to come
along with Matt Royal as he lives, loves, fishes and solves mysteries in his idea of paradise. I hope you’ll enjoy
the ride.” 

Pictured from Left:
The Beautiful Views
of Longboat Key
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Pictured:
SIDE VIEW (mAIN
hOUSE) FROM
PALM DRIVE

Winchest
er M
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arah L. Winchester, heiress to the
Wi n c h e s t e r
Rifle, began construction on this grand estate in 1884. Until her
death—thirty-eight
years
later—craftsmen, carpenters and
other skilled workers would dedicate
their lives building,
re-building and renovating this house. The
house is filled with unexplained bizarreness,
therefore giving it
the name Winchester
Mystery House.

Myst
ery House
SuspenseMagazine.com

By: Claudia Vargas
Contributor: Edgar Beltran
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Pictured (FROM LEFT TO
RIGHT):1) wINCHESTER
Fire Arms MUSEUM
2) INTERIOR OF MUSEUM

T

he Victorian-style house was unlike any
other of its time. The house included
modern heating, sewer systems, gas lights
operated by pressing buttons, elevators and fireplaces. The house has very intricate detail from
the rooms to the Tiffany art glass windows to the
paint on the walls.
From the moment you step into the house
you realize how strange Mrs. Winchester was. So
many inexplicable things are in the house that
makes you question, ‘what was she thinking?’
First there’s her obsession with the number thirteen; thirteen window panels, some
rooms have thirteen windows, some staircases
have thirteen steps, thirteen candle holders on
chandeliers, etc. Within minutes of touring the
house you see the staircase that leads straight to
the ceiling. A few rooms later, you look down at
the window built on the floor. Following that is
the door that leads to nowhere. The door opens
and you find yourself staring at the ground be18

low. It really leads nowhere! Cabinets and doors
open to walls. Then you find rooms left unfinished. All of this may appear odd to us, but may
have made sense to Mrs. Winchester.
No one can explain why she did this or
what she was thinking, but there are a few speculations. After the death of her husband and
daughter, it has been said that Mrs. Winchester
was told by a medium that continuous building of the house would appease evil spirits. Mrs.
Winchester was convinced the evil spirits were
of people killed by the Winchester rifle. Other
speculations state the design of the house was
a way of “tricking” the evil spirits. There have
been three different sightings of a ghost in the
basement. It was later confirmed the sightings
were of one of her employees who used to work
regularly in the basement. His picture is located
in the gardener’s shed behind the house. The
Winchester Mystery House is worth a visit if
you are ever in the San Jose area.
Suspense Magazine October 2009 / Vol. 003

Pictured (FROM TOP TO BOTTOM):
1) VIEW FROM THE FRONT (MAIN
HOUSE) 2) VIEW FROM 4TH FLOOR OF
THE HOUSE 3) COLLECTION OF WINCHESTER RIFLES (MUSEUM)
4) sARAH'S BEDROOM
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The Winchester Mystery House is located at 525 Winchester
Blvd. San Jose, CA 95128. Guided tours are given daily, except Christmas Day.
Facts about Sarah L. Winchester and her family:
•

She was born in 1839 in New Haven, CT

•

She was married to William Wirt Winchester, second owner of the
Winchester Repeating Arms Company.

•

In 1866 the couple gave birth to their only daughter Annie, who
died 6 weeks later of a rare disease.

•

In 1881, her husband died of tuberculosis

•

She died September 5th, 1922 in her sleep of a heart failure

•

She left a will divided into thirteen parts and signed thirteen times

•

All three are buried in New Haven, CT

Interesting Facts About the House:

Pictured (FROM TOP TO BOTTOM):1) DOOR TO NOWHERE
(OPENS TO THE OUTSIDE) 2)
STAIRCASE LEADS TO CEILING
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•

Mrs. Winchester remodeled over six hundred times while living in
the house

•

One mile walk around the house

•

One hundred sixty room house

•

Cost $5.5 million to construct

•

Twenty-four thousand square feet

•

One thousand windows

•

Two thousand doors

•

Forty-seven fireplaces

•

Forty staircases

•

Forty bedrooms

•

Thirteen bathrooms

•

Six kitchens

•

Three elevators

•

Two basements

•

Thirteen original palm trees were planted along the driveway

•

Two gas light systems in the house

•

The ballroom was left unfinished

•

$25000 storage room inside the house

Easy rider steps made getting around the house easy for her: they were
two inches high, forty-four steps and seven turns later and you have
gone up only nine feet. 
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Adam S. Doyle

Suspense
is such a
terrific word.
It evokes being
held up by thin
strings, walking
a tight tightrope
of time. The
thrill of what’s
to come along
the path before us...
Here I sit amongst bones,
Holmes and a storm. It’s late
and my desk’s arrangement
of objects will dictate my
story. The most recent
addition is a drawing I
did of a flying skull. Soon
to be taken down, it has been
left up so I might give it a second
look while working on the design. With
dual feathered wings, wide, vacant
eyes and jaw open in an empty
scream, this decapitated head will
soon
be soaring through the air. Accompanying the skull are
the words “Hell Gate” in a floral font and “Ultimate”
in italic sans serif all caps. Currently this design
is at the print shop, where a legion of blank
frisbees are getting a makeover, to be unleashed
by my team. The named is borrowed from the
tumultuous stretch of the East River beside the
field where we practice. A name of appropriate
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foreboding,
the straight
consumed
hundreds of ships
during 19th century.
The most significant
of which was the
steamship General
Slocum. Ferrying
a festive party
in their Sunday
best one sunny June
afternoon in 1904, a waft
of smoke emanating from the
deck was considered by
most to be the result of a
h a r d
at work kitchen. However,
when cackling flames crashed the party, the
under-prepared crew and poorly prepared
boat failed miserably at averting disaster.
The lifeboats wouldn’t release from too
many coats of paint. The life preservers
absorbed water and pulled the victims
into the riptide.
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Onlookers at the shore a stone’s throw away watched in horror as the ravenous water claimed the lives of
almost all thirteen hundred people on board in only twenty minutes. This was New York City’s worst disaster
up until the attacks on September 11th. We as a team enjoy the heft and weight the Hell Gate name brings,
even though the true significance has long since been lost to our lighthearted tosses up and down the field.
Another object stands here which I find endlessly fascinating, though were it not for my art background, would undoubtedly
have visitors tip-toing for the nearest exit. While hiking through Harriman State Park in upstate New York, my girlfriend
and I discovered a stream off the beaten path that descended along a mountain. Like wood elves we hopped from rock
to rock, following waterfall to waterfall down the hill through the woods. After a good few hours, as we turned to head
back we discovered a collection of remnants in the dirt…the picked-clean bones of a deer. We had seen two deer
at separate occasions along the way. I always prefer the company of live animals, but as a person who marvels endlessly
at nature’s designs, I took the opportunity to add to my collection a femur, scapula, a few ribs and here, standing at my
desk between my jar of pens and a few small sketchbooks, four stacked vertebrae. Such a beautiful design; like a totem of
birds. However, without the context of a deer, a person at my desk could easily wonder what, or who, it once belonged to.
Beside these bones are several black bound sketchbooks; journals from another life. We are now back in Rome where I spent
a year of study abroad. Walking the day-lit streets, admiring statues, breathing in epic feats of architecture and lounging by the
fountains was a fulfilling daily routine. It was late at night, beneath the single shroud of a lamp where I felt most inspired to
paint. Needing little room, my desk sat in the corner of the large open studio. Here in the midnights, while others were in the
bars or tucked into bed, the exterior world became finite and my interior world spilled out. There was a sweet succinctness
to being enclosed in the circumference of lamplight, wrestling with thesis imagery and perhaps just a little wary of ghosts.
This Palazzo was named after the Cenci family who once lived there. The tragic story of Beatrice passed quickly amongst us
students, lest we encounter her in the ancient halls. Her father—an aristocrat—was a horrible man, even by the dark 16th
century standards, abusing his wife, his sons and committing incest with Beatrice. This daughter, determined to end the
abuse, roused her siblings and her lover to plot revenge. They succeed in doing so, by bludgeoning his skull with a hammer (or
stabbing him through the eyes and throat with a long nail, depending on which account you prefer). Afterwards they tossed
his corpse off the building’s balcony for all to see as a clear tragic accidental fall. Their ruse was however Sherlocked and they
were sentenced to death for their deed. Beatrice’s spirit has become one of Rome’s more infamous. In my chair, doodling
ideas for stories of adventure, I tried to not think about what might be behind me. By the end of the year, the only hauntings
I was to endure were by those of the living, breathing, and to my stilted Italian tongue, beautiful variety. Italian women
were—to a shy American boy insecure at his communication skills beyond ordering a loaf of bread—a brown-eyed fortress.
Up above the bones and sketchbooks, in the vast empty space of white wall, is a print of Mark Tansey’s, White on White. The
scene is in real life a very large painting in black and white. At first glance—clear enough—a group of men are stopped amidst
a storm, looking for something on the ground. A guest of mine said just that and didn’t give it a second thought. But you have
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to look deeper. {Go ahead, give it a look online. I’ll wait.} We can agree that the
real jolt of Tansey’s work is the layer beneath the surface. Closer inspection reveals
the group on the left is wearing heavy arctic gear akin to Eskimos, accompanied
by sleds and huskies huddled for warmth. The group of men on the right is
wrapped in cloaks fit for the hot desert. They are accompanied by camels. Their
shared search now takes on a whole new potency, as the narrative leaps out of the
picture plane and into the viewer’s confounded mind; an “intellectual pop” artist.
This place that Tansey’s work exists in is a marvelous example of suspension in
art. Not that there is anything wrong with demons coming out of the darkness.
Goya and Gorey will always be gothic kings. But this relationship to the viewer
where reality itself is revised makes for such a rewarding experience. Look deeper.
Sherlock Holmes enthralled me as a young reader, as he has for so many,
with his powers of perception. His scolding of Watson for ‘looking’ but ‘not
seeing’ has always stuck with me. On my wall Holmes plays his violin with
rapt attention; a reminder to stay sharp. He makes sense of everything he sees.
To him details are part of a web of understanding. I have been crafting images
consistently since childhood. This has brought a developed degree of visual
acuity, one which I do my best to reveal to people through my images. One
trait is retaining the magic of creation. The brush strokes are deliberately alive
and present. They communicate the subject and scene. They also retain their
own anonymity by not fading beneath layers and layers of realism. The dance
of death between protagonist and antagonist occurs on my stage not with guns
and knives, but with strokes that both describe and defy the form. I want the
viewer to respond not only to the glossy, soul-filled eyes (as we can see on the
facing page’s Mask piece), but to the swirls of paint that play between form
and content. Mask II comes from a series explicitly exploring our abilities of
perception; a variation on the Rorschach test. Painting a face is easy. Watching
as a face grows out of coils of paint isn’t. But it can be more interesting. Recently
reading Jonah Lehrer’s book, “Proust was a Neuroscientist”, I gained a renewed
appreciation for Cezanne. The author writes, “[Cezanne] wanted to give the
brain just enough to decipher, and not a brushstroke more. If his representations
were too accurate or too abstract, everything fell apart.” This fine balance is
tenuous, suspenseful and an amazing place to experience the human condition.
Consider the painting of a girl adrift in an ethereal swoon. This piece was done for
an article in The Atlantic Magazine about teenage girls and their infatuation with
vampires, coming directly on the heels of the “Twilight” book series. I wanted
to be able to hit the vampire note without getting stuck in the obvious tropes of
fangs and darkened Victorian boudoirs. The article warranted this as it held some
real psychological depth. The objective here was to meet both the content and
tone of the story. My sketchbook quickly filled with possibilities. The art director
picked his favorite and the end result is what you see: a girl caught in a dreamy,
vampiric seduction, with only the bite marks to show for it. Her face captivates
our empathy while the strokes of paint come alive as an imaginative mist. Let
there be lightness. Let us succumb to this suspended, in-between reality. Out of
the darkness we know so well and into the bright light of day where the mystery
sits right in front of our clear, sharp eyes.
To contact Adam directly, go to www.adamsdoyle.com. 
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by John Connolly

It is my firm belief that everyone knows a small child much
like little Samuel Johnson. A boy that can be deemed “too smart for his own
good” and unfortunately—for us—is filled with innumerable questions, unusual
thoughts, oddly creative ideas…who usually ends up under-foot. They are bored
with the status quo and find themselves seeking new adventures or explanations
to the unknown. “The Gates” focuses on little Samuel Johnson as he witnesses a
very strange occurrence—a breach in the fabric of our universe and a glimpse
of Hell.
As the storyline begins, you instantly start to love the little boy for his incredible
intelligence and tenacity, however the addition of seemingly random footnotes
at first felt a little odd and out of place. My brain, trained by years of reading
the same style of suspense and thriller novels, initially rejected the idea of these
small, informative notes even as they were sprinkled with wit. This unfamiliar approach almost led me to make the
enormous mistake of setting the book down—what a colossal mistake that would have been! But—the immense
draw of Connolly’s characters would not allow it.
As the action moves forward and attention-grabbing new characters join their teams in the fight between good and
evil, you will find yourself looking to share pieces of the book with whoever is near so you can explain why you
were laughing out loud. Funny that I found myself somewhat missing those footnotes as they slightly faded when
the action and horror climaxed.
Much like J.K. Rawling’s “Harry Potter” series or “A Series of Unfortunate Events” by Lemony Snicket and Brett
Helquist, Connolly’s “The Gates” transcends generational gaps and should not be selfishly kept to yourself. It is pure
gold and as the gates of Hell begin to open, you may find yourself wishing that you were sharing this adventure
with a fearless partner.

The Ghosts of Belfast
by Stuart Neville

Gerry Fegan is haunted by his past. He is literally haunted by twelve ghosts of
past victims from his days as an IRA hitman. To rid himself of their presence,
he must kill all those involved from his former life who were responsible for
the deaths of these innocent victims. From the very first few pages, we are
sucked in to a thrill ride that weaves its way through Belfast of yesteryear
and today. Neville’s debut novel gives us insight into the religious and political strife that has plagued Northern Ireland. If you are looking for a new
author to follow, we highly suggest you start with this novel!
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Skeleton Justice

by Dr Michael Baden and Linda Kenney Baden

America may have a recent vampire obsession, bringing novel after novel on the topic to bookshop
shelves, but with "Skeleton Justice" readers are given a fresh take on an overdone genre. Authors Dr Michael
Biden and Linda Kenney Biden weave together a complicated story of a
serial killer proud to be coined “The Vampire” by numerous New York City
newspapers. At a time when over played media stories cloud our reality the
idea of a serial killer using news agencies to his advantage is something we
realize to be all too true.
The main characters of the story are a work-obsessed scientist and
medical examiner and his love interest and partner for late night investigation, a sexy litigator fighting to prove her ability in the courtroom. The
partnership proves to be a great one, filled with intelligence and a strong
sexual chemistry. The characters are so well written that at times you feel
you know these people, you feel for them and turn the page frantically to
discover what happens to them next. I found myself fighting for them,
cheering them on and almost wanting to help them through the battle.
The suspense in this thriller is very real, I never saw what was coming and I was truly surprised at every twist and turn. At certain points I
felt the story became a little too complicated, even Manny, one of the main
characters tells her investigative partner, “I don’t get it Jake…” and “your
making me more confused,” (Rosen 211). I felt her pain, I too was confused but honestly I didn’t care. The many
strands in this web come together and even without understanding the exact point that connects it all, you still
enjoy the tale. The characters are vivid, the story is intriguing and it all comes together for a thrilling surprise.

Haunting Jordan
by P.J. Alderman:

Therapist, Jordan Marsh is seeking solace and a major change of scenery
when she purchases a quaint Victorian in the small town of Port Chatham,
Washington leaving her long-time home in LA. Not fully recognizing the
challenges she has created for herself in her haste to change her life, she is
shaken to find that she is not the only resident of this beautiful home. As her
already crazy life takes an unusual turn, readers begin to meet the quirky
cast of characters—both living and dead—with a small few offering assistance in helping her transition while others simultaneously request her help.
Blending a small measure of romance and a healthy dose of comedy into
the suspenseful plot kept me up all night while I secretly attempted to figure
out the “who-dun-it”. “Haunting Jordan” is a breath of fresh air!
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MUST SEE

District 9
Genre - Sci-Fi

District 9: While we do not focus on
science fiction much here at Suspense
Magazine, we felt compelled to write
about one of the better movies released
this summer, District 9. For those of you
who are not Sci-Fi fans don’t turn the page
just yet. If you enjoy a well-written, actionpacked adventure thriller, this movie will
be well worth your time. The movie was
produced by Peter Jackson, best known
for his successful Lord of the Rings trilogy
while Neil Blomkamp directed and helped
write the screenplay.
The film is based on a scenario where a
space ship comes to Earth and the aliens
are in fact stranded here. The story starts
off slow, but only due to all the background
information we need before things really
take off—no pun intended.
While there is intense action throughout
most of the movie, we also get an
interesting look at humanity and the
theme of greed, power and oppression.
There are characters to love and hate,
some of which you will love and hate at
some time. They did a great job of integrating the aliens into the movie and making them as
life-like as can be. The movie tends to get a little gory, but there are a number of creative, bloodsplattering shots. Looks like we may see a sequel as the movie left us with some questions.
What makes that great however, is which questions will be answered in the next movie? So
we recommend seeing this movie before it goes rental or make it a movie night at home when
it does!
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MOVIES

Interview with the Vampire
Genre - Suspense
(Based on the book by Anne Rice)

Anne Rice was one of the first authors to give vampires a more romantic/human side. When the movie, Interview With the Vampire was
announced, I was very concerned that her vision would not translate
well to the big screen. When I found out that Tom Cruise, Brad Pitt, Antonio Banderas and Christian Slater would be in the film, I was more
nervous. Sometimes when you have so many top names, the story gets
lost. I have to say, I was pleasantly surprised by the outcome however.
The actors did an outstanding job of making sure the movie was about
the story and not highlighting them instead. It is difficult for any movie studio to turn such a great piece of literature into a great film. Anne
did a great job of turning that stereotype of the normal “Dracula” vampires into a classier version that exists in society. You will see this in
the film and come away with a much different view of the old vampire
legend. This is a must see film for the suspense/drama fan.


Absolute Power

Genre - Suspense
(Based on the book by David Baldacu)

Last month we featured the author behind this film, David
Baldacci. We focused on his works and didn’t get into the
translation of his book to film. David hit a home run right
out of the gate with this book. When any of an author’s
books make it to film and the lead cast is highlighted with
Clint Eastwood and Gene Hackman, it is a tremendous boost
to a career, but with a debut book it is a miracle. The story
is about a semi-retired thief, Luther Whitney (Eastwood)
who is going for his last big score. He is in the process
of robbing billionaire Walter Sullivan’s (played by E.G. Marshall) home, which he thought was empty only to be interrupted by Mr. Sullivan’s much younger wife Christy (played
by Melora Hardin) and her lover (Hackman). This is the time
where the plot thickens. Luther locks himself inside the
walk-in safe that has a two way mirror. He witnesses the intimate relationship of Christy and her lover. However things
turn heated between the two and Christy ends up dead at the hands of her lover. The twist comes
when the audience finds out that Christy’s lover is the President of the United States. The secret
service begins to cover up the events of that night, but also discover that Luther is a witness. The
chase is on as Luther is running to stay alive and the President is trying to keep his secret safe.
The film does a great job of capturing the cat and mouse game that Baldacci created in the book.
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In
Depth
with Master Horror Writer John Saul

Interview By: Suspense Magazine
Photo Photo Credit: Timark Hamilton
We named John Saul as our February Author of the Month with
the release of his book “Faces of Fear”. In that interview John
told us of his next book “House of Reckoning”. His book was so
well written, from the first page to the last, he is as captivating
and entertaining as always. We got an advance copy and we can
tell you that on October 13th, John Saul shows once again why
he is at the top of a very short list of great authors. He started
back in 1977 with his first release, “Suffer the Children” and
John has continued to scare and entertain his readers with every
book. We were lucky enough to be able to interview John again.
Check out this exclusive interview with one of the masters of
suspense.
Suspense Magazine (S.MAG.): Looking back 1977 to 2009
you’ve had an incredible run so far.
John Saul (J.S.): It’s been quite a run! When I started out I really
never imaged that it would go on this long, but you never know.
S.MAG.: You just had a new book released, “Faces of Fear” in
August 2008. It shows your progression through the years. You
are a master at instigating fear and holding a reader spellbound
as they traverse your work.

J.S.: I seem to have a knack for creating a scary mood in people’s brains. I am not exactly sure how I do
it. I think a lot of it has to do with the fact that I am pretty much afraid of everything so I figure if I can write
something that scares me then it’s going to scare other people too.
S.MAG.: What exactly scares you?
J.S.: Practically everything. I have a list of phobias that goes on and on and on.
S.MAG.: I usually tell people that if you aren’t afraid of heights, you’re afraid of falling.
J.S.: Exactly. The one that gets me the worst is claustrophobia, which you know rationally that nothing terrible
is going to happen, but it doesn’t seem to do anything for the phobia. For example, one night I was lying wide
awake in a small motor home; you know the kind that has one of those cab-overs where the roof of the bed is
about two feet above your head? I’m lying there feeling totally claustrophobic. I was absolutely convinced that
this tree was going to come crashing down. I couldn’t sleep at all, I just kept staring out the window trying to
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keep from panicking and all the while telling
myself this is really stupid. You’ve slept in tents
with no problem all your life and never worried
about a tree coming down and squishing you,
now suddenly you’re in this little tin can and
terrified.
S.MAG.: If I remember correctly, you used
something similar in, “The Right Hand of Evil”
where the temple was a very claustrophobic
location.
J.S.: Yes, it was, but I used it a lot in,
“Sleepwalk” when I had people crawling
around in very tight tunnels. That one was
very difficult to write because as I write I begin
feeling it.
S.MAG.: Your serial novel, “The Blackstone Chronicles” was fabulous. Do you have any plans to do that
again?
J.S.: It was great fun doing it. It was something I am very glad that I did, but I’m certainly not going to
do it again. I doubt that any publisher will do it again either. It was really interesting because when I was
contemplating writing it one of the people who was really supportive was Stephen King because he didn’t want
it to feel like “The Green Mile” work only because he was Stephen King. He wanted the forum to be validated.
As it turned out simply in terms of marketing it was because it was Stephen King that “The Green Mile” worked
so well. I tried it with “Blackstone” and we had this terrible problem of racks looking empty on day one simply
because at that time while Stephen King was capable of getting three million copies of a new paperback into
the distribution system, I was only capable of getting one million in which meant that pockets were no more
than a third full on day one. People, back in the day when we had paperback racks every where, would walk by
the racks and they would see all the other books, but unless they turned and looked at the rack at right angle or
straight on then they wouldn’t even see “Blackstone” there. Interestingly, Jackie Collins tried it the next year
and most people don’t even remember that she
tried it.
S.MAG.: To tell you the truth I don’t remember
that. My wife also read her work and I don’t
believe she even noticed that work.
What I find fascinating is that style is the
ultimate in suspense when you read a portion
and have to wait for the next section or
conclusion to a storyline. You have build-up in
waiting for the second, third or final book. The
suspense factor in this type of series vs. reading
the whole story in one night is amazing and I
am sad that more people don’t do it.
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J.S.: It was also when my editor/publisher decided that she wanted to do it. It wasn’t until we were actually
in the publishing process that she called up one day and said, ‘I’m not a very bright woman.’ I said, ‘You are
a very smart woman. What do you mean that you aren’t very bright?’ She said, ‘If I’m so smart, why didn’t it
occur to me until today that I signed on to publish six separate books and you only signed on to write one long
book?’
S.MAG.: That is so true.
J.S.: A few months later we were on the phone doing some editing and all of a sudden we realized that we had
to change what had been a clinic in “Blackstone” to a full hospital due to a plot turn and all of a sudden she
said, ‘Hold on, I’ll be back.’ She came back ten minutes later and said it never occurred to her that she would
have to call the printer and say, ‘Stop the presses’, but that is exactly what she had to do. She realized that the
book in question was being printed at that time and called the printer in Wisconsin and asked if they had started
printing yet. We had to change one sentence on one page.
S.MAG.: We are always interested in asking
authors about their preparation and any research
that goes into making their novels. Did you do
any research for “The Manhattan Hunt Club”?
J.S.: I researched a whole lot about it. I did not
go nearly as deep into the tunnels as one would
have to, to have that much knowledge of what
was going on down there. Because the tunnels
are a very scary place and if you’re smart you
don’t go much further than the first or second
level. Being a “card-carrying-coward”, I didn’t
go beyond the first level. I did spend some time
looking around the tunnels under Riverside
Park and under Grand Central Station and the
subways. I was not about to start jumping off
platforms and crawling under the platforms.
S.MAG.: Did you have someone going with
you?
J.S.: Yeah, but there has been a lot of research
about what is going on underneath the city
and it is very fascinating. It astonishes me how
many people do live underneath that city and
how much the city denies that they are there.
S.MAG.: When I read it, I remember wondering
how much research you had to do. I imagine that
it would be suspenseful for a writer to complete
the research on this project when you are going
into what is really a big unknown and you feel
the anxiety.
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Suspense Magazine Review on
“House of Reckoning”

Not to say other titles haven’t fit a book well, but
never has a better title been penned. This book was fascinating; the twists and turns the story took kept me turning, page
after page. Although seeing this on the big screen would intrigue me—and unquestionably countless others—I’m sure;
this book is the perfect example of why movies aren’t always
as good as their literary namesakes. Sarah Crane is a strong,
determined, brave young lady who faces countless obstacles
in overcoming the raw deal she received in her life. With a
much-loved, deceased mother and a father who will spend
the rest of his life in prison, she embarks on a journey of
self-discovery that even she didn’t know would happen given the way she was hurled into the “system”, injured hip and
leg first.
“Shutters”—the house—has a personality all its
own. The story is so well done; it actually becomes one of the
characters in the book. You are on pins and needles waiting
to see what it will do next, as if it was a living, breathing human being. The things it “does” and the “changes” that take
place are spellbinding and I was riveted.
Nick—the other kids’ favorite outcast until she came
along—is the best thing that happens to her. I don’t want to
give anything away, but their relationship is not your average “two kids meet and find common ground” pairing. They
are truly tied on a much deeper, more profound level. Read
this book, I actually got goosebumps—something that never
happens to me when I’m reading. John Saul writes so well—
no shock there—that the pictures he paints with his words
leap from the pages and you will be captivated from the first
word to the last.
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J.S.: You don’t know who you are
going to run into down there. Some
of the characters in “The Manhattan
Club” are actually quite real. The
character who always was cooking
for whoever happened to come along
actually was there at Riverside Park
for years and years and years. The
woman who was living in the tent in
Riverside Park and sweeping the dirt
every morning was a real character.
There are quite a few people there
that actually are characters who were
at that time in New York. There was
one that didn’t make it into the book,
a famous homeless person, who was
unfortunately on the wrong side of
town for that book, and he lived over
Photo Photo Credit: www.johnsaul.com
on the east river in one of the small parks and the police ran him out one night. All the neighbors showed up
the next day at the police precinct and said that he stays in our park because he is the one that cleans all the
drug traffic out of that park. The police said, ‘Oops, we’re sorry.’ They sent him back to the park and he had
his favorite mattress that he slept on and people made sure that he had plenty of food and he basically invented
himself a job where he remained homeless. But he definitely had a home and he definitely had a very strong
role in his neighborhood. It was a really wealthy neighborhood and he was providing a very valuable service
for them.
S.MAG.: You are extremely busy. Are you working on anything that is scheduled to come out soon?
J.S.: I am working on the book for 2009 and at the same time I am working on an interactive theater piece that
I am doing for Norwegian Cruise Lines.
S.M: Really? A play for them?
J.S.: Yes, that is going to be going to rehearsals March 8th and then the performance will be March 15th out of
Miami. That is going to be an interesting project and looking at the clock I see that I need to get to it.
S.MAG.: When do you think your 2009 project will be released?
J.S: I think it is going to be released in October. It is called, “House of Reckoning” and it is going to be a lot
of fun I think. At least it is going to be fun for people whose definition of fun is the kind of fiction that I write.
S.MAG.: That is the style we love which is why we wanted you to be Suspense Magazine’s February Author
of the Month (Online – 2009).
We wish John much success in the future and encourage all of our readers to pick up his latest book “House
of Reckoning” on October 13th. We want to thank John for taking some more time out of his busy schedule to
talk to us again. 
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The deliciously twisted
new novel from

Meet Samuel Johnson, a rather eccentric lad
who inadvertently discovers that summoning
up demons and messing about with the afterlife
is generally not a good thing.

“Depressingly brilliant. I loved every

word...Compares favorably with Stephen
King and Monty Python which is not an
easy trick. The Gates is delightfully horrific and hilarious and will create legions
of fans among the living and undead.”

—Eoin Colfer, author of
the Artemis Fowl series

www.simonandschuster.com
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New in hardcover from the bestselling
author of The Book of Lost Things!
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Author Insider:

Lis Wiehl
If you’ve been on the
website, and I know
everyone has, you might
have noticed in the
“new author” section
an author named
Lis Wiehl.   If you
haven’t, then you are
missing out on the
next great crime /
suspense author.  
We interviewed Lis
for that page, but
we were so intrigued by her writing, we wanted to get a little more
in depth and feature her in the magazine.  She has accomplished so
many things in her professional life that it is not a shock she came
out of the blocks with a debut winner, “Face of Betrayal”!
Suspense Magazine (S.MAG.): “Face and Betrayal”, this is your first
suspense fiction, right?
Lis Wiehl (L.W.): Yes, my first fiction novel. I’ve got a couple of non-fiction
books and it’s amazing how well it’s doing with these characters Alison,
Nicole and Cassidy.
S.MAG. : So, why did you write it? What was your inspiration that said,
I’m going to get away and I’m going to write this book?
L.W. : To make a long story short, I love mysteries, I love thrillers and in my
off time I don’t do a lot of TV because I do TV; it’s like looking into work for me.
(Giggles) So I read mysteries; there wasn’t anything written by a woman that had the
sort of Brocco reality of law enforcement on television and mystery together so I said
to my agent, ‘well, I don’t see that out there, why don’t I do it?’ He, being a good guy,
SuspenseMagazine.com
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said, ‘why not? Try it.’ Then I got together with Thomas Nelson who saw the vision right away and
commissioned a series and off and writing we went.
S.MAG.: For lack of a better term, the three main characters are like your three faces almost?
L.W.: Absolutely. FBI, prosecutor and reporter for T.V.; I’m one hundred and two; I can’t keep a job.
(Giggles)
S.MAG.: Then people can not only relate, but then they can say, ‘this is a non-fictional setting
with a fictional story which makes it believable.’  
L.W.: For example with law enforcement, what is a trap and trace on your phone? What does a grand
jury look like? Because unless you’ve ever been on one, which most people have not, it’s different from
a regular jury and/or even the federal prosecutor, you haven’t seen the inside of a grand jury. Judges
aren’t allowed in there, defense attorneys aren’t allowed in there, the press isn’t allowed in there it’s a
very, very insulated unit. It brings down all the indictments in the country. So I thought, look, we’re just
going to have fun with this it’s going to be a ‘me time’ kind of thing where you can curl up and just, you
know, turn off the TV and turn on the lights and just enjoy yourself, but you’re also going to get a lot
of real life background. The TV world, the radio world, the law enforcement world and then of course
they’re going to have their own lives going on, their own issues, their issues with spirituality and all that
will sort of be meshed. That’s why you can’t fit it into one book, you have to go up.
S.MAG.: Since this is your first fiction book, when you write a debut book, I know sometimes
the publisher’s a little bit leery to maybe go all out with all the marketing; putting a lot of
money behind it. How much of the self-promoting have you had to do and is it going to be a
little bit back from the “Hands of Fate” now that “Face of Betrayal” did so well?
L.W.: I have to say, I know it sounds like I’m kissing up to Thomas Nelson with this, but they got it
from the get-go. They got the idea; the whole team was behind it, from editing to the vice president
coming out to commission the books, to the marketing, to the cover. The marketing, we got into Costco,
we got into Wal-mart, we got into Stop-n-Shop and of course that’s in part because I’ve got a platform
and I can say Bill O’Reilly will be behind this. The marketing people, the publicity people there, they
do not go to sleep without returning all the emails.
S.MAG.: How often did you say, ‘This isn’t going to work, scrap it?’
L.W.: One hundred and forty thousand times; it’s funny because I used to be a law professor—maybe
I’ll have to bring in a law professor character to this—to be a tenured law professor you have to write
a bunch of very boring law review articles, but one of the old, wise professors said to me when I was a
newbie, ‘it doesn’t have to be perfect, just write, that’s what computers are for, to delete.’
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S.MAG.: After all the talk about Thomas Nelson, I can see the emails coming in.
Who’s Thomas Nelson? The publisher, right?
L.W.: Yes, Thomas Nelson is the publisher. The folks at Thomas Nelson are
wonderful.....they embraced Allison, Nicole, and Cassidy and their stories.
S.MAG.: So now, everything you’ve done, Federal Prosecutor, then being
with FOX news, is this the most challenging task that you took on?
L.W.: No, not really. Challenging is when you’re prosecuting someone you
know is guilty and you feel as though you’ve let the whole world down if
the person walks; you feel like you didn’t do your job well enough…that’s
challenging. Writing a novel, I’m not going to say it’s completely fun, it’s not,
otherwise, why would I be up at three o’clock in the morning typing? I’d
rather be sleeping; I’d rather not be harassed by my thoughts.
S.MAG.: Looking back now at “Face of Betrayal” and now with
“Hand of Fate”, do you say, ugh…I wish I would have changed
something?
L.W.: The emails
on LisWiehlbooks.
com helped me
with “Hand of
Fate” because one
of the common
criticisms
after
“Face of Betrayal”
was there was too
much going on, you
were kind of all over
the place and there were
too many story lines. So
that really helped me with
“Hand of Fate”. I actually
think it’s better. I really
concentrated on the points
my readers made.
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S.MAG.: So right now you have a deal for four books with them as
your characters? Then beyond that are you looking to say, I want to
be an author full time? Or are you still going to do everything else?
L.W.: I sort of go through life, balancing balls knowing they’re actually
going to fall on my feet hoping they won’t break my toes when they fall,
I think any working mom knows that. I’m hoping that the characters
will grow and grow and grow and there will be more of a demand and
there will be more books. These women can grow up in the series
as we all can. As you’ll see in “Hand of Fate”—because of reader
feedback—they do grow.
S.MAG.: So you have really sat down and really thought
out about these three exactly who they are, where they’re
going to go, until they’re basically you’re alter egos?
L.W.: Absolutely. These are all women who are a part of me. That sounds so
egotistical.
S.MAG.: No. With good authors and good books, that’s how the characters have to be.  
L.W.: I made it sound like it’s all about me and that’s not what I meant.
S.MAG.: But it is about you. You wrote the book.
L.W.: I know; what I mean to say is my words are formed by my
experience. I guess that’s a better way of putting it and never having
been able to keep a job, [laughs], working with the people I have, doing
the jobs I have and now being in TV that’s where it comes from. With
everything I’ve done, I don’t have to work at making stuff up; we talked
about challenging earlier; I do make things up, but the experiences
mostly come from me and where I’ve worked. A lot of the cases I’ve
written about are real, but the names are changed and some of the facts
are twisted and turned, but they’re real cases. I didn’t have to invent
that. How lovely is that when it comes from real life and you can just
put that on the page?
We would like to thank Lis for taking the time to talk with us again.  Keep your eyes open for “Hand
of Fate” which we are sure will be another winner.  To find out more about Lis Wiehl, check out her
website at www.liswiehlbooks.com. 
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The Killer

L

ess than one hour left before they’ll be
dead, that was his promise. Detective
Steve Lasker’s family was taken by the
serial killer who invaded his town about a month ago.
He called himself simply “The Killer”. He warned
the police before the first killings, giving them
clues on how to stop him, but they simply were not
prepared. Now his final victims would be the family
of Detective Lasker. The killer gave him the time that
his family would die and clues to find them. Now Steve
had less than one hour and three possible locations. He
would not have time to check them all, so he narrowed
it down to an old house that was about ten miles
outside of town. He had to do it alone, any sign of
help and the killer would not wait, he would kill them
and be gone. Steve knew he meant it.
He pulled up to the house, which was completely
dark. There were no signs of movement anywhere. It
was 11:45 p.m., only giving him fifteen minutes. Steve
didn’t trust the killer; he knew that there would be
some sort of twist to this game. It couldn’t be that
easy to just show up, flash a badge and put him in
handcuffs. He had to be ready for anything. Steve did
a quick search around the house for any signs of a
trap or life inside. When he went around the back of
the house, he noticed the lock on the back door was
new. He pulled out his police issued 9mm and slowly
tried the knob, the door was not locked. He used his
flashlight to push the door open and look inside. He
moved his flashlight around and realized he was in the
kitchen. There was an old kitchen table and only one
chair. The cabinets were a pale white color, but the
paint had worn off in most spots, exposing the wood
underneath. He walked inside and heard a crack under
his feet. He looked down and saw that he cracked
some tile on the floor. He walked forward to see the
only exit out of the kitchen. His light found the
hallway that led to the front door and to his right the
stairs heading up. It was when he reached the bottom
of the stairs that he saw it. A faint light was coming
from under the door at the top of the stairs. He heard
nothing, but used his flashlight to scan around him
again. He then noticed why the house was so dark
from the outside; all the windows had been painted
black from the inside. He wanted to run up the stairs
and finish this once and for all. But the cop in him
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By: Tim Murphy

took over and he slowly headed up the stairs, scanning
the staircase and the walls to make sure the killer had
not left something for him.
He reached the door where the light was. To
his left was another door and a hallway that headed
back. He didn’t see anything else from those doors. His
heart was racing fast and sweat started to run down
his sleeve onto his hand. He looked at his watch,
11:55, time was just about up. He pointed his gun at
the middle of the door. He raised his flashlight and
pushed the door, it didn’t move. He would have to turn
the knob. He grabbed the knob and turned, the door
opened and Steve used his foot to push it open the
rest of the way. When he looked inside he dropped
to the floor. Sitting in the middle of the floor was a
chair with a T.V. sitting on it and a digital clock on top
of the T.V., the time read 11:56. On the T.V. was his
family. They were sitting on opposite chairs, facing
each other, his wife on the right and his sixteen-yearold daughter on the left. They were both gagged and
blindfolded. What Steve didn’t notice was when he
opened the door he tripped a wire that alerted the
killer. The Killer showed up on the T.V. wearing all
black, including a knit mask that covered his face;
then Steve heard his voice.
“Well congratulations, Detective Lasker,
sort of anyway. You found your family and before
midnight. However I was thinking it would be more
fun to continue this with you. I’ve played with other
cops, but you have been the best by far.”
Steve didn’t know if the killer could hear him,
but yelled anyway.
“You son of a bitch, you hurt them and I’ll
spend how ever long it takes hunting you down.”
The killer could hear Steve.
“Exactly what I wanted to hear” The killer
said.
Steve knew this was the twist; he planned for
everything he thought, but not this. The digital clock
on the T.V. hit 11:59.
“Well do you want to say anything to your
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family before they die?” The killer asked.
Steve’s run of emotions kept him silent; he
didn’t know what to say.
“I guess not, but that is understandable, I
mean the shock and all must be terrible.” The killer
said.
The digital clock hit 12:00 a.m. and the alarm
went off. Steve screamed out, it was the only thing
that came to his lips. The killer laughed and with two
quick strokes, it was over. The knife cut each of their
throats and the blood began to flow.
The killer looked into the T.V. and said “This
is gonna be fun.”
With that the T.V. changed to snow, the
signal had been lost. Steve sat there in the light of
the T.V. and broke down. He began to cry and then
looked down at his gun. It was hanging limp in his
right hand. He thought about it for a moment…
*****
Three years later, Steve Lasker was two
thousand miles away from the place where his family
died. He changed jobs and was now working the
graveyard shift as a security guard. But today was the
anniversary of their death and he was not working. He
was sitting in his one-bedroom apartment, working
on his seventh jack and coke when there was a knock
on the door. He got up and answered it.
“Are you Steve Lasker?” The UPS driver asked
him.
“Yeah,” Steve replied back.
“I need you to sign for this package” The
driver said, handing him the electronic clipboard to
Steve.
He signed his name and took the small
package, which was simply wrapped in brown paper. He
shut the door and went back to the couch. He opened
the package and saw it had a card and a jewelry box
inside. He opened the card which simply read, “This
is gonna be fun.”
His heart sank into his stomach. He opened
the small jewelry box and saw it was his wife’s wedding
band. The killer was about to continue the game. 

SuspenseMagazine.com

41

You’re the only person I talk to about this, you  know? I think you’re starting to
understand where I’m coming from even though I can’t be sure, because you don’t nod or even blink. In the movies
people always can at least blink an answer; once for yes, twice for no. Just goes to show the fools who make movie don’t
know a damn thing about being brain dead.
Catholics confess. I wonder if when they do something that’s really horrible, is it enough to get in that glorified
closet and utter the devilry once to immediately feel better? Do they get it out in one big gust of breath and run from the
cathedral crying and shaking, but redeemed? Or do they repeat the conversation over and over in their minds to make
sure they got out every last detail? I’m asking because I want you to know every detail about what I did to you. I want you
to absolve everything, so when I break out of this fleshy shell of a body, God won’t go down the list of things I did and
say, oops, it says here that your husband didn’t forgive you for your jealous thoughts. Sorry, but I have to send you to hell
on a technicality.
I used to want to poison your food. I got the idea from a story about a wife that put holly berries in her husband’s
spaghetti. Don’t worry this soup is okay. We don’t have any holly trees around here. Just spruce—spruce from here to the
Atlantic Ocean, but I’m not telling you anything you don’t already know. You picked this desolate place. You took me
away from New York, in a flurry of writer’s fancy. Maine…it’ll be a good place to work on our craft.
Our craft? Your craft. You wrote; I recycled the same poems that kept getting rejected. You stared at the mailbox
everyday at 2:45, waiting for the mailman to drop your royalty checks. I stared out the window, watching the leaves gild
themselves then wither like teenage beauties turned spinsters. Snow fell; I stared out the window. Flakes melted into
droplets, winked and flirted with the sun’s rays as they slipped down the edge of the drainage gutters we never fixed. The
drops turned sullen at night hardening into the clearest of stalactites, sugar free trim on the witch’s gingerbread house.
God I hate this house. Even with the checks that come, we can’t afford to move back to the city. Now you need
too much care, too much attention.
You always had to do something to get people’s attention. You know that? Even after that horrific blizzard you
just had to be the one to bound outside to help the neighbors dig themselves out of their driveway. Meanwhile, I hid in
the kitchen busy with...whatever I was doing to avoid having some stranger look in my face.
You know, you embarrassed me that day. Remember how you called through the window for me to come out to
drink cocoa with you and Mrs. Chalmers? She’s shy, you kept saying, she’s shy. You were such an egotistical jackass.  
Now, you’re so easy to love. You’re quiet, you’re still. Your eyes catch a bit of the kitchen lights and glimmer
because they stare straight ahead, not jumping to the ceiling with each clever little thought or staring hard at mine
when you thought I was hiding something. I always hated that face because I usually was hiding something. That doesn’t
matter now. I am honest with you all the time. That’s why it such a relief to tell you that I really did want it to happen.
When I was trying to explain to you that our silly little romantic foray had gone on long enough. Leave the woods to the
bumpkins! It was time to go home!
Pounding my fist on the wall was the only thing I could do to make my voice sound as thunderous as I thought
it should, since I felt like the snow and the trees were muffling, no, silencing me. You kept saying that you weren’t ready.
You had two chapters to go. Two more chapters! The publishers were calling for them! Contracts to fulfill!   
I saw the icicle jiggle a little bit when I pounded my fist the second to last time. I looked over your head, thinking,
I wish that icicle would fall…just conk you on the head to shut you up! Well, you’re as quiet as they come now.  
Looking back on it all, I wasn’t shy in front of the sheriff. Goes to show, you didn’t know me as well as you
thought you did, even after ten years. I let out all the tears I had; blubbering, snotty ugliness right in his face. The
sheriff hugged me, saying it was a weird coincidence. Who could have guessed that icicle would have fallen into your
eye? When he said to wasn’t my fault, rubbing my hair,
I melted in his arms. I imagined he was the funny
performance artist you were before you crystallized
yourself on paper. Then I went inside, got a bucket of
hot water. Tears freezing midway down their course on
my cheeks, I melted that icicle and kicked clean snow
over the blood. 
By: K. T. Mitchell

Icicle
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The Problem with Men

By Simon Thalmann

“The problem with men is they’re selfish,” said
Julie, chewing her gum vigorously and twirling a curl
of bleached, blonde hair with a single, meticulously
manicured finger. “They never want to talk, and when
they do they only want to talk about sports.”
Samantha nodded as she pulled a portion of her
thick, brown hair behind her head and used both hands
to manipulate it into a ponytail. Her hair was glossy and
shimmered in the sunlight; the remainder of the hair
not tied, fell in soft wisps onto her shoulders.
“I totally know what you mean,” Samantha replied,
continuing to fuss with her hair. “They never listen.” She
held out a wayward strand and pulled it straight. “God,
my hair is so fried. I need to get it cut.”
“Agh, tell me about it,” said Julie, reflecting
Samantha’s movements with her own hair. “I have such
bad ends right now.”
A middle-aged man jogged shirtless by their
table in a pair of board shorts, carrying an iPod, muscles
rippling. The women watched him pass in silence. Julie
licked her lips.
“He was hot,” said Samantha, putting her legs on
an adjacent chair.
“For an old guy,” said Julie. They both laughed.
“Cute sunglasses though.”
She opened her Coach purse and dug around
inside, bringing out a small container of lip gloss. “The
stuff is the best,” she said.
“Ooo, me too,” Samantha said, reaching across the
tiny round table. Julie applied the lip gloss, rubbing her
lips together to spread it more evenly, and then handed
the container to Samantha. Samantha did the same. “Is
this the plumper?” she asked, inspecting the tiny bottle.
“I don’t know, is it?” Julie asked sarcastically, again
digging in her purse, then handing Samantha a small
hand mirror.
Samantha looked in the mirror and puckered
her lips, making a kissing noise.
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“Mwah,” she said. They both laughed.
The middle-aged man jogged back along the
boardwalk. The women stared, and as he approached he
slowed down. Julie turned and winked at Samantha, who
winked back.
The man paused his iPod and walked over to
their table.
He lowered his sunglasses, “Hello, ladies,” he
said, peering over the rim. His breathing was heavy. Sweat
glistened from his pectoral and abdominal muscles. He
was wearing impeccably white, Nike cross trainers.
The women just smiled.
“I was wondering if you could tell me, which
direction is the Parkview?” He struggled speaking
through labored breaths. “I’ve been running for almost
an hour, and I think I lost my hotel.”
Julie pointed down the boardwalk.
“Next right,” she said. “There’s a shortcut
through the alley.”
She crossed her legs.
The man turned the direction Julie pointed,
squinting.
He put his sunglasses back on. “Yeah? Well, okay
then,” he said. “Thanks.” He pressed “play” on his iPod
and continued jogging toward the alley. Julie uncrossed
her legs and turned to face Samantha over the table.
“God,” she said, disgusted. “Can you believe that
guy!”
“I know,” Samantha replied, leaning forward.
“What a perv!”
The women leaned back, crossing their arms.
“You know what the problem with men is?” Julie
said. “The problem with men is they’re men. They’re
gross.”
She crossed her legs again and looked out over
the boardwalk toward the beach.
“Disgusting,” Samantha agreed, digging through
her black, leather Gucci handbag.
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“Like that guy,” Julie went on. “He was totally
checking me out. It’s nasty,” she said. “He could like, be
my dad.” She shivered. “I feel totally violated right now.”
“Ugh,” said Samantha. “I know.” They sat in
silence. “Hey, are you hungry?” Samantha asked.
Julie leaned forward and peered down the
boardwalk.
“Kinda,” she said, blowing a light-pink bubble.
She popped it with a dark red fingernail. “You wanna
go?”
Samantha nodded and the women rose, packing
up their belongings and putting on their black Dolce &
Gabbana sunglasses. They walked fluidly down the strip
and turned right down the alley. Julie cupped a hand in
front of her mouth and breathed into it. She sniffed
quickly.
“Eww, is my breath okay?” she asked, puffing
toward Samantha.
They stopped as Samantha sniffed Julie’s breath.
Samantha nodded.
“Want some more gum?” she asked.
Julie shook her head.
“In a sec,” she said.
The women turned a corner and found themselves
facing a dead end. The
middle-aged jogger was there,
stretching and adjusting the
case on his iPod. He smiled.
“Hey,” he said. “You
know, I thought you ladies
said to take the next right.
I must’ve missed it, ‘cause I
ended up here.” He finished
with his iPod and took the
ear buds of his headphones
out of his ears. “Thought I’d
get a quick stretch in while
I could,” he said. “What are
you girls up to?”
The women just
smiled as they approached,
eyes hidden behind their dark
sunglasses. Julie licked her
lips.
The man stepped back
awkwardly as they closed in.

“Whoa, there,” he said with a smile. He
chuckled uneasily. “Is there something I can
help you with?”
The women looked at each other, their
smiles growing impossibly wide, wider and wider
until the skin slipped off their faces, revealing
slimy green fish heads. Their sunglasses popped
off, illuminating beady, black fish eyes.
“Yeah,” said Samantha, in a bony gurgle.
“Lunch!”
The middle-aged man stared at them
in disbelief, too shocked to scream. The two
creatures opened their mouths, exposing rows of
tiny, razor sharp teeth. Drooling, they fell upon
him.
When it was done, Julie stood and wiped
her mouth. She straightened her bleached,
blonde hair and placed her sunglasses back on
her brow. Samantha took her thick brown hair
out of a ponytail and shook her head, letting
the shimmering hair fall straight, and then used
both hands to pull it back again.
“You know what the problem with men
is?” Julie said as the women turned, walking
away from the dead end.
It was empty except for a
pair of impeccably white
Nike cross trainers. “The
problem with men is
they’re never consistent.
They’re either too fat or
too lean.”
“Ugh, I know,” said
Samantha, dropping an
iPod into her handbag.
“And they’re always so
salty.”
They exited the alley
and made their way back
down the boardwalk.
Julie cupped a hand in
front of her mouth and
breathed into it. She
sniffed quickly.
“Ugh, can I have
some gum?” she said. 
Oilman by Adam S. Doyle
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SM’s Monthly Serial

Suspense Magazine will be featuring different authors and their short stories but
with an added twist. Each story will be told over the course of more than one
issue. Our main goal is to provide you with a quality story that will leave you
“in suspense” as we abruptly cut you off in mid-story.
This month’s story comes from Jason Covey. Jason was born in Sacramento,
California and grew up in Rancho Cordova, California. He attended California State University Sacramento from 1993 to 1995 studying Criminal
Justice and began working with the Oregon Department of Corrections
as a Correctional Officer in 1997. He has since returned to his home
town of Sacramento and accepted employment with the Elk Grove Unified School District Police Department as a School Officer.

Part II

Animal Magnetism
By: Jason Daniel Covey

The fog was getting thicker. Nervous, he lowered his window half
way, pulled out his cigarettes and lit one. He tried to let the nicotine calm him,
but he was becoming more restless. His mind ran through all of the ‘God’
references he had come into contact with over the last week.
He told himself that he was letting his ‘Jesus Freak’ wife get to him
and that all this ‘God’ stuff was just coincidence. Angrily he jammed the
cigarette into his mouth for another puff. Mumbling to himself, he argued the
points of his case.
The entire idea of ‘God’ repulsed him. It was such an outlandish concept
brought about by scared people trying to explain what science had not yet proven.
To make it worse, greedy people took advantage of all these superstitious beliefs
by scamming those who believed in them. More than exposing those people for
the greed and power that drove them, it was more of a condemnation against all
the mindless fools who fell for it.
“Pray to your ‘God’ for what you want, but know that ‘God’ wants you to
give me all of your money. Fucking morons!”
It amazed him that so many people could be stupid enough to believe those
crazy Bible stories. How can there be a ‘God’ who has always been around? How can
something just have always been? All things have a beginning and an end, so how can
‘God’ not have been created?
And how can this uncreated ‘God’ make everything in the universe. There are
billions of stars and planets in the Milky Way galaxy alone. The other day he read an article
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in the paper about all of the other galaxies in the universe that they are finding, almost on a daily basis.
Millions of galaxies with billions of stars and planets in each galaxy!
“Come on, how can a being create all of that?”
“How about all of the people on earth?” He shook his head as he considered it. “There is no way that
a billion people all came from Adam and Eve! Billions from two? But that wasn’t even the stupidest part of
the story. Now you got a damn talking snake telling Adam and Eve to eat an apple? Please!”
He waved his hand in the air. “Oh, but wait, it gets better. To make everything okay with ‘God’ and
us humans again he sends his son down here—I didn’t know ‘God’ got married and had any kid—and Jesus
dies on a cross…so noble of him. What the hell was that supposed to do about our supposed sins anyway?
What a load of crap!”
Throwing the cigarette out, he rolled up the window and listened to the sound of the road. After a
minute he scoffed again.
“And what kind of ‘God’, who supposedly loves us so much, allows so many bad things to happen
to people? Sure, thousands of people died when the twin towers crashed down, thousands of husbands and
wives, mothers and fathers, sons and daughters, but don’t worry ‘God’ loves you. Sure, your little girl is
diagnosed with cancer, she’s only four years old, but don’t worry, ‘God’ loves you. If this so called ‘God’
loved us as much as they want us to think, then he wouldn’t let people suffer.”
Up ahead something caught his eye. At first he did not recognize what it was. Against the dark sky,
darker black spots swirled around darting every which way.
“What is that?” Instinctively he let up off of the accelerator and coasted towards that black swirl.
Once close enough to make out what it was, he squinted and then broke into a relieved laugh.
“Oh wow, a bunch of bats.”
The bats flew over the roadway, like a swarm of bees. They were flying high enough that he didn’t
worry that they would strike his car. As he drove underneath them it struck him that it was quite unusual to
see that many bats flying around in the winter time.
The bats now behind him he accelerated around a gentle curve. Suddenly a brown goo hit the
windshield with a wet thwack! He jumped in his seat and then examined the goo. On the other side of the
windshield another gooey thwack! made him jump. He saw a large moth fly straight at the car just before
the third thwack!
Three large splotches of moth remains spotted his window so he hit the windshield washer. The bug
guts streaked across the window and smeared making an even bigger mess.
As the wiper blades traveled back and forth four more moths hit the windshield. Just after that three
more. And then two…and three…and four more.
Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!
“What the hell is going on? Does it look like I have a bulls-eye on my car?”
Mashing the accelerator all the way to the floor, the car’s engine whining loudly, he kept the pace up
until the bombardment ceased. Slowing he pressed the windshield washer on.
Through the bug streaks, the motion catching his eye at the last moment, he saw something run onto
the road just before his front right tire crushed it.
“Damn!”
The car veered slightly as he looked back to see what it was, but the darkness swallowed it up.
Slowing a bit more, he took a deep breath. Checking the time he thought that he should make it to
the interstate in about thirty minutes. Maybe it would be good to be home.
Hovering in the distance, two yellow glowing dots appeared. Slowly at first, but then increasingly
faster, the dots closed in on him, growing bigger.
It was too late when he figured out that it was a rabbit, its eyes glowing from the reflection of his
headlights. The rabbit looked like it was playing a game of chicken with his car. It ran straight for the car and
then leapt into the grill. He covered his face with his arm and screamed as the rabbit bounced off of the grill
and then underneath the car, the rear wheels running it over.
Close to losing control of the car, he screamed as his sweaty hands veered the car into the other lane
and then back again. Once he straitened the car back out again he slammed on the brakes and coasted. He
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was breathing like he just finished a marathon.
After a few minutes passed without being attacked by any other suicidal animals, he
regained his composure. Sure there was damage to the front of his car, he decided against
getting out and checking.
He increased speed. On the side of the road, to the right of him, he saw what he
thought was a large dog sitting on its haunches. Stepping on the brakes he merged into the
vacant lane for on coming traffic, no animal death by BMW this time. His heart pounded
when he drove by the dog. As he passed he saw another large dog sitting on the other
side of the road.
“What the hell,” he said going back into his lane.
After seeing three more dogs, their blue-gray eyes piercing him, realizing
that they were not dogs at all, but wolves, he pounded the accelerator down. Home
was looking better and better all of the time.
It had been a couple of minutes since he passed the last wolf when he
thought that he saw another one. The car lurched forward as he stomped his foot
down, he turned and looked behind trying to see it, but behind him was only
darkness.
Turning forward he began to scream, furiously slamming on the brakes
and yanking the wheel. It was not in time. A huge buck ran directly at his car,
horns down. The front of the car smashed into the animal full on, caving in
the hood. The mangled animal bounced off the hood and smashed into the
windshield shattering it. The car careened off of the road, hitting boulders and
bushes, shot into the air and flipped over.
Gradually the darkness faded, the sound of the rain echoed off the
metal. Sprawled across the roof of the car, now lying on the ground, he smelled
smoke, gasoline, and engine coolant. He waited for the pain of gnarled limbs
and gaping wounds to inundate him, but he felt no such pain. Only his head
throbbed slightly.
Outside of the car he heard what he thought was an owl hooting.
Through the crushed window holes and bits of crushed glass he saw numerous
things moving about the car. Initially he had no idea what they were.
Quickly they scurried around the entire car. He could hear them: taptap-tap-tap… tap-tap-tap-tap… tap-tap-tap-tap… tap-tap-tap-tap… tap-taptap-tap… tap-tap-tap-tap…
Some of the things stopped. He heard what he thought was scratching
on metal and then a snorting. He turned his head to where the sound came from.
A wolf thrust through a window and sunk its teeth into his arm. Screaming
as the wolf’s teeth tore a chunk of his flesh, he punched the wolf weakly in the
head. As the predator retreated from car the other wolves started barking and
growling.
Blood flowed down his arm and he pressed his hand against the bite. Once
again the wolves started circling the wrecked car, scratching, looking for a way in.
Chris had never been so scared in all of his life. He did not want to die; he
did not want it all to end like this. With his life flashing before his eyes he saw his
little girls and he saw his wife—who he really did care for. They were a reason to live.
The wolves continued to scratch, and now they were digging, growling, foaming
at the mouth for a taste of his flesh. Even if he could escape the wreck, he couldn’t fend
off all of those wolves. His eyes began to fill with tears when he remembered the pamphlet
from the log cabin store.
It was like he could see the pamphlet perfectly, like he had it right there with him. He
remembered the caption:
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‘Do you know Jesus? Jesus Loves You So Much…That He Died To Save You!’
Bitterly, Chris began to cry. For the first time in his life he felt truly loved. And for the first time in his life
Chris prayed.
“God, I know that I don’t really know you. And I know that I haven’t been very religious. But, it said in that
paper that you loved me so much that you died for me. Please God, if it is true that you love me, please save me.
Don’t let me die like this.”
As if God Himself commanded an answer, a loud cry came from the demolished buck, not yet dead. All of
the wolves immediately became still and silent; they then bolted to the buck carcass. He could hear them rip into its
body, fighting for position to enjoy the tasty meal…
A peaceful calm came over Chris and he knew that if he climbed out from the car that he would be safe.
Painfully he emerged from the twisted wreck. He stood up and looked at the car: It was truly a miracle that he
survived.
Limping, he hobbled away from the car, across the road, and into the woods. The wolves, fifty yards away,
feasted on their prize.
Moving as fast as he could, looking back, he tripped over a rock and crashed to the ground. The wolves all
looked up, his grunt catching their attention. They watched as he picked himself up, looked back at them and moved
further into the woods.
The wolves sprinted after him. He saw them closing in on him and he ran as fast as he could, pain firing
throughout his body. In a clearing stood a large pine tree, the branches low enough to the ground that he could reach
them. With all he had left he fought through the pain and burst to the tree, scaling it.
At the moment that he pulled himself into the tree a wolf clamped down onto his foot. Chris screamed, but
continued to pull himself, along with the wolf, into the tree. He kicked the wolf, knocked it into the tree and kicked
it again. Finally it let go and fell to the ground.
Now safely in the tree, Chris looked down to see the frenzied wolf pack jumping up trying to reach him.
Somewhere in the distance he heard the hooting owl again.
Looking back toward the road he saw lights from a large SUV stopping at the accident scene. Red, blue and
yellow strobe flashers lit up on the SUV—it was a highway patrol unit.
Chris laughed. It was over. Everything was
going to be fine. He didn’t die. He was alive, and he had
only himself to thank.
He was the one who recognized that the wolves
were busy eating the buck.
He was the one who pulled himself out of the
wrecked car.
He was the one who ran from danger and was
smart enough to climb to safety.
He was the one who fought off the wolf.
He saved himself, not ‘God’.
“I don’t need God,” he screamed up into the sky.
“I am alive because of me, nobody else.”
He laughed and raised an arm in triumph.
“Hey God…Fuck you!”
As the words left his lips the owl streaked across
the sky and smashed into Chris’s face, knocking him
out of the tree. The wolves jumped to receive their next
meal and as Chris struck the ground, while the wolves Reunion
devoured his flesh, the owl sat up in the tree softly by Matt Sauer
hooting into the night. 
Online Portfolio: http://gallery.mac.com/mattsauer
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By Jeffrey Todd
y name is Glenn Chambers and I am thirty four years old. I also happen
to be the C.E.O. of Norcom Services, one of the top accounting firms in Chicago. Despite precarious
circumstances of the past, I got my degree eight years ago, climbing my way to the top of this company
slowly, but surely. It finally seems as if everything is going all right these days; I love providing for my wife and our thirteen
year old daughter, Cara. There have been a few arguments lately, but I don’t believe this has anything to do with my behavior.
I’ve always been faithful and supportive towards my wife.
On most weekdays come five o’ clock, I’m usually ready for a visit to Hardy’s Sports Bar, where I can unwind with
a few of my associates over a martini or two before going home. This has never caused any hassles, really; just an occasional
scolding from Alex, my wife if I’m running a few minutes late. Recently though, there have been a few instances when gaps
of time are completely missing from my memory, somehow—I suppose it’s just the effect of stress in the corporate world. It
troubles me when I think about them—being unable to account for pieces of my life—because I’m the kind of man who likes
to be in control.
Tonight especially, once seated behind the counter, the first sips of my extra-dry martini are especially refreshing. I sit
there comfortably perched on the stool and gaze at the football game in progress on the widescreen television. A few people,
sleeves rolled up and neckties loosened, are playing billiards and darts across the room. I take all this in with an attitude of
gratefulness—that I’m actually able to sit here like this and reap the fruits of my successful labor. Once the alcohol takes effect,
it feels like there could be no greater sense of both security and peace.
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I can’t help but notice this younger lady as she walks in. Her red, curly hair is thick and fluffy and the smell of her
perfume is delightfully intoxicating. I notice, as she sits a few stools down and smiles at me that I become lost in the plush
curves of her figure and suddenly wonder just why it is that I feel obligated to return home so soon. What awaits me there that
I haven’t already seen?
She smiles at me and I smile right back, becoming self-conscious of my wedding band. About twenty minutes pass in
this same, flirtatious manner when out of nowhere she slinks over to my seat and drops a business card in front of me.
“Call me,” she half-whispers, half-pleads.
She then makes her exit and I sit there stunned, caught in the wake of her fragrant seduction. I can’t believe my luck.
Did that really just happen to me?
I flip the card over and it reads:
(604) 352- 1411
Barbara Mackay, Personal Stylist
315 W. Main Chicago, IL 644521
It bears the scent of the perfume she was wearing and I begin to smile despite that inner voice of moral suggestion in
the back of my head. Maybe this is just what I need—no one would ever know. I prolong my celebration, rationalizing this newfound turn of events as a means of justification. Alex won’t care, anyway. By the time I decide to go it’s well past dark outside.
The Lexus hums to life immediately—once I’m able to get the damn key into the ignition.
I can’t say that I remember a whole lot once I got home, except for the fact that Alex and I had another fight. So I
forgot I’d promised to take her out that evening. What was the deal with her these days, anyway? She accused me of being an
alcoholic and threatened to leave with Cara—go stay at her mother’s—unless I straightened up. How many times had I heard
that before? It’s like I’m not even permitted freedom anymore, despite the fact that I’m out there all day doing what I can to
keep a roof over our heads. She has nothing to complain about, either. We have a three car garage, two SUV’s and a spacious
four bedroom house with all the amenities. Most women would give anything to live in a place like this. It always ends with me
sleeping on the couch and both of us feeling bitter and angry. Why did it always come down to this? Over my final drink of the
evening, I become numbed to the psychological pain of all this bullshit. The familiar black coma beckons me onto its depths
one more time and the last thing I recall are random and erotic images of Barbara behind my eyelids.
I wake up the next morning to the sound of traffic as I feel a mosquito’s stinging bite on my neck. As my eyes open,
I can’t help but wonder where the hell I am and how I got here. My clothes are crumpled and my head is ringing with pain—
otherwise I guess I’d be somewhat more alarmed at this situation. Then it occurs to me it’s Friday and my spirits lift a little.
This is the one night of the week when I can get hammered. Alex has movie night with her friends and I have the whole place
to myself. I suppose most other days I’m not really getting drunk, just unwinding a little. My shirt is torn, looking as if a bottle
of ketchup has been dumped on the sleeve. I hold it to my nostrils and that unmistakable, coppery odor gets me thinking…
blood. Maybe I stumbled into something and cut myself. It wouldn’t be the first time something like that’s happened.
As I reach into my jacket for a Benson and Hedges my hand brushes up against something cool and silky. I pull out
the lump of fabric. It’s a pair of women’s underwear—pink satin panties. A vaguely familiar scent teases my memory before I
make the connection. It looks like I did get lucky with Barbara last night after al, however, I just can’t seem to fully remember.
I sit there in the park for a moment, probing the innermost recesses of thought for any fragment of recollection, but there is
only darkness. Then I notice a few people beginning to stare at me, so I stuff them back into my pocket and head for the bus
stop—keeping an eye out for my Lexus on the way. I’d definitely have to try and call her this evening. We could get together
I just had to be careful not to get too liquored up beforehand. What good was life if you were too buzzed to appreciate those
meaningful and passionate moments, you know?
I gather my bearings at the bus stop and within five minutes I’m on my way home. Yeah, I feel slightly embarrassed at
my appearance, but I get cleaned up as soon as I get home. I try to ignore the stares and comments of some of the passengers.
I hear ridiculing remarks just out of earshot, in tones of obvious disdain: ‘Got himself a new girlfriend now’, I thought I heard
one of them say.
My hands begin to shake—out of anger, I suppose. Beads of toxic perspiration seep through the skin on my forehead,
reeking of alcohol. Perhaps my mind is playing tricks on me. How in the hell could anyone possibly know about Barbara?
Having to use the spare key up on the back door ledge, I remove the soiled clothes I’m wearing as soon as I get
inside. Hanging my overcoat on the peg by the front door as always, I then notice Alex’s SUV isn’t in the garage. Probably out
shopping or something. I can’t wait to shave and take a shower. The steam is so soothing and healing and all of the confusion
in my mind now evaporates with the hot water as I think of Barbra’s face and the good times we’ll have together. I feel like a
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new man once I emerge from the shower. Even my headache is gone.
I go into the kitchen to brew some coffee and while I wait I try to reach Alex on her cell phone, but no one answers.
At times like this, I feel like the only reason she’s with me is for the financial security and nothing more. She wasn’t like this
when we first got married; I don’t know what happened, exactly. Speaking of financial security, I need to call into work, there’s
no way in hell I ‘m going to be able to make it in today with the way I feel. After a few rings I reach the secretary, who tells me
to hang on a second. What the hell? I give the orders around that place!
Then Mr. Beckham, the president of the company, is on the other end of the line, “There’s no need for you to come
back, Glenn.”
Dumbstruck with silence I just stand there. Before I can even inquire as to why, there’s a click on the other end.
Disgusted, I hang up the phone and begin to wonder what the reason is behind all of this sudden turmoil.
I turn on the television while the coffee finishes brewing, only to see the face of Barbara Mackay on the screen smiling
back at me. It’s a news report, and as I turn up the volume the reporter’s voice haunts me with the words:
At three o’clock a.m. this morning, the body of Barbara Mackay was found behind
her studio flat in the West End. She had been beaten and raped almost beyond
recognition—a neighbor helped authorities identify the body. Police are asking
anyone with any information about this to contact Crimeline at 1-800- 993…
It takes a moment before the magnitude of this tragedy really sinks in. Wasn’t this just great? For the first time in my
life, it was like I found a reason to keep living—some kind of incentive. I thought that a new life together with Barbara would have
brought me joys unimaginable and look what happens! Was this God trying to play some kind of cruel joke on me? Why did this have
to happen at a time like this? Why is it always me getting the short end of the stick? It seems all I’ve ever gotten out of life is criticism and
an ungrateful family. Whenever I try to have a little freedom it’s like I ‘m constantly accused! Why is my life falling to pieces?
As I sit there pondering this unfairness, rage slowly begins to mount within me. Deciding I need to let off a little stem,
I pack my gym bag. A good workout always helps me think better, and this was the perfect day for it. Besides, I still have at least
seventy thousand or so I the bank I can tap into if need be. The sun comes out as my thoughts lift—looking at the positive—
and once again I find myself looking forward to tonight…Friday. Once behind the wheel of the Lexus I feel back in control of
things and on the way to the gym the sun begins to shine even brighter. Only one thing—the memory of Barbara—seems to
sit in the back of my mind like a minor plague, cloaked in darkness. Fuck it.
Once inside the gym, all the negative feelings pertaining to the last few days disappear under layers of sweat and rage.
Rage, sometimes that’s the only emotion left. No one else is in the gym and I begin to think about tonight as I warm up. If my
wife doesn’t want to be a wife, then maybe I’ll have to explore other options. I hear noise outdoors, noticing that there are
three or four people out on the sidewalk peering through the glass and pointing their fingers at me. The fact that they have
nothing better to do but just stand there and gawk only intensifies my rage. I increase the weight on the machine and go at it
even harder until all I can see is a red-orange blur. My head feels like it’s splitting again, but I don’t care. Once I stop, I see that
they have moved on. Breathing heavily, I try to phone Alex one more time. This is it—your last chance, lady… I’ve about had
enough of your lectures and self-righteous crap. You’d be nothing without me. I let it ring several times before getting her voicemail.
I begin to leave a message when a voice in my head advises me not to even try.
I take another shower right there at the gym, getting slicked up as best I can. The spider-webbed, broken blood vessels
around my nose and eyes detract from my appearance somewhat, but I’d still have to say that I look all right for being my age.
Even after the workout my hands still shake. I feel mellowed out now that I’ve gotten the negative energy and anger out of my
system, but I still need something. I pull the pint out of my gym bag and take a nip. The warm, familiar sting makes all of my
uneasiness subside within minutes. On my way to the car, endorphins flowing freely and elixir-primed, I must say that I feel
almost invincible. What in the world could get me down now having been through all that I have?
Driving back, I start to get this weird feeling a couple of blocks from my house. I don’t know what you’d call it…a
premonition or something. Once I turn the corner I see several police cars parked out front along the curb, as well as a few
unmarked ones. Something inside of me begins to panic, but somehow I maintain my composure, deciding just to drive by
like any other driver might. I slip my sunglasses on and risk a look at the front door, which is open. A detective emerges with a
gallon-size Ziploc bag with a pair of pink panties in it. Suddenly I don’t care for whatever’s going on here one damn bit; I might
even be getting a little scared. Playing it cool, I drive on by, desperately trying to show no emotion whatsoever on my face. My
hands start shaking so bad the Lexus almost scrapes the curb, buy somehow I make it out of there.
I reach downtown close to where I awoke this morning. The more I think about it maybe I should just get a room for
the night. I need to be alone for awhile, just until my world stops spinning out of control. The last twenty-four hours have been

too topsy-turvy and my headache’s now threatening to come back to add to all this misery. My stomach growls in hunger to
remind me that I’ve been neglecting it. I drive on over to the Italian restaurant I used to visit on my lunch hour. The smell of
fresh baking bread only sharpens the pain.
Once I’m seated at the table things aren’t so great. It’s like everyone in the restaurant is looking at me. Even the
waitress—who was always nice to me before—seems to have attitude.
“Oh, they’re going to throw the book at him this time,” I hear one lady say to another in the adjacent booth. I glance
over at her and the directness of her gaze implies that I am the one associated with her words. Strangely, the waitress brings
out the check and the food at the same time.
“I hope it was worth it, Mr. Chambers. They found your wedding band at the scene and are running forensic tests on
it right now before they really let you have it,” she explains.
I begin to wonder if I’m losing my mind.
“Excuse me?” I ask, but she only stares coldly at me for a second before returning to the kitchen.
I look in disgust at the sandwich on my plate, my appetite now gone entirely. Maybe I need a drink. As I take a twenty
out of my wallet to pay the bill, I’m aware of tears forming in the corners of my eyes, fuzzing out my periphery.
Out on the sidewalk I try to feel human again and light a cigarette. This is just so damn strange. If I was I some kind of
trouble, then why wouldn’t someone just say so? Well, whatever it was, it probably wouldn’t amount to much. I had respect in
this town—status, prestige. I’d made my way to the top by kissing the right asses and saying the right things to the right people.
I hadn’t come this far to have my achievements nullified by this small-town gossip bullshit. Then again, this was not a small
town, which is what made this ostracizing all so weird.
On the way to the hotel I decide to just get a fifth and stay in for the night. Maybe I could turn up the air conditioning
and just watch a little television, forgetting about the hostile, outside world for awhile. When I insert my card into the ATM
there’s no response and I wonder what the problem could possibly be. I press frantically on the buttons, trying to get my card
back, but it doesn’t work. Oh, well, no big deal; I have about eighty dollars left and I can charge the room on my Mastercard
if need be.
I make a quick detour to the ABC store on my way. I park the car and then notice a bum out front of the store. When
I get out of the car I know he’s going to ask me for money, so I retrieve the rest of the pint from my gym bag. Maybe this would
give the poor bastard some comfort. Gotta share the wealth, you know? It’s like I could read his mind, thanking me and saying
‘God bless you, man,’ as I gave him the bottle, but speaking through his eyes only, like telepathy. As I go inside, I realize that
there’s not a whole lot of difference between him and I at this point, although I suppose I’m a little cleaner-shaven and my
clothes are a little less wrinkled. Well, at least someone was being appreciative for a change.
The clerk behind the counter keeps smirking at me, like he’s privy to some kind of information to that I am not,
making me agitated. When I go to pay for the bottle, he’s just there behind the cash register, shaking his head.
“What’s wrong?” I ask, eager to know what the big joke is. It’s time to get to the bottom of this once and for all. “Do
you happen to know something about me which you find amusing, pal,” I press, my tone a little more nasty than previously.
“My friend,” he begins in his accented voice, “you have gone too far this time, no? They see you all this time… at bar,
picking fight and trying to touch young girl. What wrong with you, man? You have problem remembering or something?” A
few uneasy seconds go by as I contemplate this. “ The police…they coming to get you, buddy, that gonna be your last drink,”
he finishes.
At that moment I feel something very negative trying to overtake my sense of judgment and it’s very difficult to
control. I don’t say anything in response to all this, just threw a twenty on the counter, ready to be gone. Who was this asshole,
anyway? Didn’t he make a living off peddling this poison to anyone who walked in? Probably minors, too. For a minute I didn’t
even think he was going to sell it to me, but he did. Snatching my change from his palm, I tucked the package under my arm
and step out on the sidewalk. The bum is gone.
In the lobby of the hotel, I look forward to those comforts a room has to offer—privacy, climate-control, solitude.
When I gaze upon the crowd in the lobby going about their own business, it seems as if everything about me to which all those
strangers had been referring to is finally over. Thank God. I approach the counter and hand the clerk my credit card.
“Room for one night, please,” I request.
He takes my card with a smile and begins to type on the computer I front of him. He is impersonal and professional,
and for the first time in awhile I feel like things are finally going to be okay. I begin thinking about the first cocktail of the
evening—like old times, when his voice ousts me from reverie:
“ I’m sorry, sir, but your card has expired. Do you have another one?”
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Oh, no, not this again. I hand him my American Express this time, but after a moment he hands it back to me with the
same apologetic look. After buying the fifth, I can’t even pay for the room with cash. Damn!
“You need to get some help, pal,” he says, right out of the blue.
I wait a second as the anger inside of me threatens to resurface. This has gone too far.
“Excuse me?” I ask. “Do you happen to know me?”
His expression remains neutral as he looks up from the keyboard.
“No,” he answers. “But do you know yourself?”
His words cut deep into me. There is no denying this, either I’m losing my mind or someone’s playing a big trick on
me. Once again I feel the tears try to come as I stand there battling with anger and fear. I feel totally disconnected, wanting to
just die. As I head for the revolving door, the fifth slides out of my jacket pocket and shatters on the floor. Everyone looks at
me and I overcome the reflex to crouch down and drink as much of it as possible. I finally make it to the front door, aware of
my tears hot on my face.
The wind gets cooler as I pace around. Try as I might, I cannot find my car keys. Maybe they fell out in the lobby, but
I’m too embarrassed to go back in there right now. I begin to dread every face I encounter. Gazes of accusation and judgment
greet me around every corner.
After several blocks I come to a park, it looks similar to the one I woke up in, but this one is on the lake. I’m glad, I’ll
just go sit on a bench and maybe obtain some sense of sanctuary for awhile. I can get a pint or something later on, if need be.
I sit down on the first bench I reach and pull my collar up against the wind, just looking at the ripples on the lake in the
pre-twilight. I’d been there about twenty minutes, simply enjoying being alive and sober despite my headache, when I noticed
three police cars across the lake. One of the officers was pointing in my direction.
The bum from outside the ABC store walks up to me and tosses the pint on the bench. He smiles and then just paces
away without a word. This time he almost looks superior in appearance, like he was living the life I had just recently lost. He
gives me a knowing, smug look as he walks off in the direction of the police cruisers. I gaze at the pint and the reality of it all
seems so very real all of a sudden. Maybe this was going to be my last drink, after all. I empty the contents and feel the cold air
magnified against my face as I lean back, trying to relax. That black cloud once again takes me under within a minute or two
and I’m grateful for the deliverance it provides.
When I wake up this time, it’s to the sterile hues of fluorescent lighting. There is a hole in the floor with bars over
it. I’m in a room, about twelve by twelve and the walls appear to be made of foam or hard rubber. I try to scratch my nose
and rub my aching head, but I can’t. I notice a brass buckle just above my waist and my shirt has a heavy, canvas-like texture
to it. I struggle like a wild animal trying to free myself before I
realize I’m wearing a straightjacket. I scream at the top of my
lungs, demanding to know why the hell I’m in there. A slot near
the bottom of the door opens and a tray of food is slid inside and
I writhe over on the floor to peer through the opening.
“Hey! What’s going on? Who put me here?” I demand
angrily.
Peering upward, I’m able to make out the face of Mr.
Beckham, garbed in the starched white of an orderly. When he
looks down at me he smiles and his teeth are bloodstained.
“You did,” he answers. “But I don’t remember,” he adds.
Then, he pulls Barbara’s pink panties out of his
pocket and holds them to his nose as if enjoying the fragrance,
tormenting me. The slot slams shut and I hear him laughing
over the squeaking wheel on the meal cart as he goes down
the hallway. The fluorescent light in my cell suddenly goes out,
leaving me in total darkness. I don’t know how much time has
elapsed by now. Anytime I try to talk to someone beyond the
door, or whenever I hear a fragment of human conversation, all I
can hear is, “I don’t remember.” 
Liquid Musik by Adam S. Doyle
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fight was what brought Justin out into
the woods that afternoon. He walked
along a dirt path made years before his
life began. The argument had been simple, his
parents of the belief that Justin should be home
by midnight and Justin of the belief that at the
age of sixteen, he should be able to stay out as
late as he wanted.
He walked a path he’d gone down
countless times before, this entire area no longer
a mystery to him, or so he thought. Up ahead he
saw another path, nearly covered by the growing
weeds, summer long since underway. This was a
path he’d never noticed before, and with nothing
else to do, he turned down it.
The path led to an old watering hole.
From the side Justin entered from, he was met
with a sharp decline, which ended in water
about twenty feet down. On the other side was
a slope, but that wasn’t what Justin was looking
at. His eyes were drawn to a roped tied to a tree
branch, the end of it knotted for a better grip.
His eyes moved towards the branch,
sturdy, easily strong enough to hold the weight of
a person and then back to the rope. Obviously at
one point someone hung it up in order to swing
across the watering hole.
Given the size of the hole, Justin didn’t
think he could swing all the way across to the
slope and would probably fall into the water.
He glanced down at the shimmering liquid
below and then to the slope on the other side.
The ground on the slope was soft dirt and if he
leapt off the rope at the right moment he could
probably hit the dirt, unharmed. The thought
sounded entertaining, so Justin reached for the
rope. He nearly fell trying—the rope just a little
far out from the cliff—but his fingers were able to
wrap around the weathered swing.
He pulled on it to assure the sturdiness. A
loop was tied at the base of the rope amongst the
knots, so Justin placed his right foot in it. Some
rational part of his mind considered whether this
was really such a good idea, but Justin wasn’t
about to be swayed, and with a smile he pushed
off the ground.
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watering
hole

By Philip Roberts

His stomach tensed as he flew through the air,
both hands gripped firmly on the rope, half
expecting it to break any second. He locked
his eyes on the other side and tensed up his
right leg, ready to leap off, but when push came
to shove and his arc was at its greatest, Justin
backed down.
Then the rope was swinging back and
Justin’s eyes moved towards the other side, back
the way he’d come. Unfortunately, the rope hung
lower than he thought, the top of the cliff just a
few feet above his head. If he leapt, he would
have to grab onto the ground and climb the rest
of the way back up, so instead he stayed put.
This time his swing back to the slope didn’t even
bring him close enough to make the leap.
The inevitable was obvious, and with
each swing, his momentum slowly faded and
Justin knew a dunk in the water was how this
was all going to end. Still, he clung to the rope
until it stopped its swing completely, leaving
Justin suspended motionless in the air above the
water. Accepting his fate, he was releasing his
grip when a flicker in the water caught his eye.
Grip once again firm, Justin leaned
out from the rope and stared downward at his
destination, watching the circular ripples of
water roll away from the point of impact where
something had broken the surface. Then he saw
it again, something underneath poking out into

Suspense Magazine October 2009 / Vol. 003

the day for a second before going back under.
Now that Justin had a better look at the
water, he realized there was something down
there, something much larger than a fish. The
shape he saw seemed to take up almost the
entire watering hole. It moved back and forth
just a little within the confined space, waiting.
For a second, when Justin realized the
size of the thing below, his grip faltered. He
nearly fell, hands suddenly slick with sweat, the
day much hotter than before. Within the water he
saw something that shouldn’t be there. When he
saw the arms reaching up out of the water along
the wall, he could do nothing but stare.
There were four of them along the steep
drop off at Justin’s back. He turned his head at
the sound of splashing and saw what he knew
were only extremities. At first glance they almost
looked like the tentacles to an octopus, but
something was off. Fingers grew out from the tip
of each bizarre arm, only four, almost like human
fingers but smaller, groping lightly at the rocky
wall.
Below him it shifted and through the
surface of the water Justin could see what he
knew were eyes. He stared into the monstrous
eyes and then screamed when it reached out for
its next meal.
What came out of the water were more
arms, probably fifteen at least, small deformed
fingers opening and closing eagerly as they
reached up towards him. Justin couldn’t breathe
as he watched them come closer, the skin a dark
gray, hard and scaly like a fish. Barbed nails lined
the underbelly of each arm and Justin could
envision those little claws hooking onto his leg,
tearing through his skin.
He screamed until the arms stopped, a
foot at most below his hanging feet. They tried
to stretch further, but apparently couldn’t. From
below he heard what he knew was a growl of
anger and then the arms retreated. Justin had
no voice as he watched the arms withdraw back
under the water.
For the next ten minutes the only sounds
he heard were that of the forest. Bugs chirped
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and birds occasionally sang. Leaves rustled as
a breeze blew through the day and the wind
made Justin spin just a little from his perch, the
rope creaking up above him as he remained
suspended over the watering hole. Through
those ten minutes Justin did nothing but stare at
the water and what he knew was below it.
Part of him wanted to deny anything
at all happened. He tried to tell himself he
imagined the whole thing, as impossible as that
was. Nothing waited below and nothing would
happen if he just let go and fell into the water.
Before he had realized it, ten minutes
turned into an hour and Justin found himself
still hanging from a rope over a watering hole.
He briefly tried to scream for help, but if his
earlier screams of fear hadn’t alerted anyone, he
doubted his cries for help would.
He knew the thing below him was still
watching. Every so often he’d see the shape
under the surface, but even when he couldn’t see
it, he felt its eyes. It waited, ready for him to fall
and then it could get its meal. The very thought
made Justin’s arms tighten on the rope, but they
were getting tired.
One hour turned quickly into two and
above him the sun was starting to make its
way towards the horizon. How long before his
parents came looking for him? They’d call his
friends first, and after that, would they walk out
here? The answer was probably no. They would
assume Justin walked to the mall or something
similar and leave it at that until midnight rolled
around and he still wasn’t home. Then would
come another round of calls to his friends and
maybe the police after that. Best-case scenario,
people would come looking for him out here
some time tomorrow morning.
Such a wait was beyond him. Even if he did
have the strength to hold on all night, he knew he
didn’t have the will power. His nerves were shot,
stomach more tightly knotted than the rope he
hung from and part of him already just wanted to
let go. This was too much for him. An impossible
creature reached up with fifteen arms and tried
to grab him. The very same impossibility now
swam in the water down below and waited him
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out.
He tried as hard as he could to deny to
himself that any of this was happening.
After another two hours passed, much of
the light now fading from the sky, Justin didn’t
deny anything.
By that point his arms were growing sore,
shoulders crying for reprieve.He could’ve relaxed
his muscles and still managed to maintain his grip,
but any form of relaxation scared him. He’d spent
the past four hours with his body as tense as it
could be and now he could feel the affects. It
wouldn’t be long now. And down below him, the
eyes kept watching.
When the sun was finally gone, Justin
knew something else needed to be done, the
most obvious course of action, what he should’ve
done right from the beginning. He needed to
try to swing, build up enough momentum to get
himself back onto land. He didn’t know if it was
possible, but he knew his arms wouldn’t last
much longer.
He nearly lost his grip on his first attempt
to make the rope swing His hands slipped just a
little when he jarred his body to the side and the
scare made him wrap both arms tightly around
the rope. For the first time he realized his right
foot was asleep, the entire leg numb.
Both hands gripped tightly on the rope,
Justin slipped his right foot out of the loop and
tried to insert his left. He missed on the first few
tries, his foot merely pushing around the rope.
His hands grew tired and he knew this would be
the moment he fell. Mustering up all the focus
he had, Justin slowly moved his left foot, and as
gently as possible pushed it through the loop
and regained his balance.
This time going a little slower, Justin
moved his body and let the arc build, a little at
first and then more and more.
As his body flew through the air, back
and forth over and over again, Justin had to make
a decision: which side. He was much closer to
the cliff he’d entered from, but that was slightly
above him and had little to grip onto. The slope
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was a downward leap and his odds of making it
were far better given his current wariness. If he
needed to climb up the cliff at all, he doubted he
had the strength.
In the growing darkness, Justin had
trouble seeing the slope, but it was there. Fireflies
danced in the air around him, the night almost
magical if not for what he knew was still waiting
below.
Apparently the creature understood what
Justin was trying to do. His attention was drawn
by splashing as the arms returned. They reached
eagerly upward; stretched as far as they could
go, still short, but a little closer. A rumbling
filled the night as the creature protested Justin’s
current course of action.
In his mind Justin saw himself land, only
to have the arms wrap around him and drag him
under. He would need to run the second he hit
thr ground, but did he have the strength to? His
right leg was still largely numb, foot tingling as
sensation returned to it. If he needed to run, he
didn’t think he’d be able to.
So his attention was turned once more
to the cliff and whether or not a climb could be
done. The idea of the slope no longer appealed
to him, so in mid-swing he shifted around in his
position and turned the other way.
The arc was as big as it was going to get.
His chance was now, whether he took it or not.
In understanding of Justin’s new destination, the
arms tried to get in-between him and the wall.
They clawed at the stone, first a few and then all
of them at once. They latched onto the side of
the cliff and down below, something giant broke
through the water.
The arms didn’t cling to the surface in
order to get to Justin. They were pulling, bringing
the monster out of the water and higher up. He
didn’t look down, aware that what he would see
wasn’t something he’d ever be able to forget
again. What his eyes did notice were two arms,
latched onto the cliff, now higher up, almost able
to touch him and in seconds they would.
What he did wasn’t planned. His goal had
been to leap onto the cliff and try to claw his way
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up, but in his mind he saw what he knew would
be the end result of such an action.
On the height of his arc, not towards the
wall but away from it, Justin leapt backwards
towards the slope. Below him the monster
screamed in anger at the sudden change of
action, but Justin wasn’t paying attention.
What Justin saw in his fall towards the
ground was the night sky up above him through
the trees. He stared at the stars as the ground
rushed towards him, but in truth a part of him just
didn’t care. He was expecting to miss the slope
and slam into a rock. With his back broken, the
creature would have its meal.
But he didn’t hit a rock. His body was
jarred by the impact, but what he felt was soft
dirt, and trailing this realization was a voice in
his head screaming hysterically for him to run,
which was exactly what he did.
Behind him the creature submerged back
into the water and Justin felt as the wave it created
sprayed lightly on the back of his legs. Justin

didn’t look back at the sound and didn’t look
back when he heard what he knew were arms
snaking across the ground as fast as they could
towards him, but not fast enough.
Justin didn’t stop until he found himself
on the curb to the street in his neighborhood,
woods to his back, civilization to his front. His
lungs burned, right leg still tingling, shoulders
and arms sore, entire body nearly dead, but he
was alive.
Legs already about to collapse, Justin took
up a seat on the curb and watched the quiet night.
In awhile he’d walk back home and probably go
to bed. Whether or not he’d tell his parents was a
question left unanswered. Maybe he could take
them to the watering hole tomorrow to see the
creature and then they could notify someone who
would talk to someone else. Maybe he would do
all these things, but for the time being, he just sat
on the curb and rested.
All he wanted at that moment was to sit.
Everything else would come later. 
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Unlikely Hero
By David Boyle

P

atrolman Harry Forester awoke at three
o’ clock in the morning, his week-long
battle with the flu was still raging. Sleeping pills from
the previous night left him groggy and congestion
prevented him from getting a sound sleep; he felt
exhausted. He pulled the blankets away from his slim
frame, shivering in the chill of his drafty apartment. His
steady contractor—who always fixed his heat—was on
vacation for two weeks, forcing him to endure the cold
until his return. Harry sat up straight, placed his feet
on the floor and rubbed his eyes. Sirens bellowed in
the distance, growing louder as the seconds passed. He
worked the kinks from his neck and gingerly rose to his
feet. The sirens were closer now and the car’s twirling
lights skimmed across his apartment window.
Another Friday night was crippling Dreyer City,
a city suffering plight it hadn’t seen in years; a place
with the third highest crime rate on the east coast and
the worst pay scale for police officers. One of every
three crimes committed in Dreyer was a felony. Harry
was soon reminded of that fact when, a minute later,
gunshots crackled blocks away. It was the kind of ruckus
that typically disturbed his sleep and it was always
followed by a succession of sirens en route—often his.
It was Harry’s night to patrol; illness would not
get in his way. He would not allow such paltry matters to
stand between him and a perfect record: three years on
the force, no sick calls, no personal days taken, six weeks
of vacation accrued yet unused. He planned on taking
time off soon, eager to spend it with his girlfriend. He
and Paula had been together since his divorce last year.
His ex-wife left him—consumed with jealously. Harry’s
former partner Victoria was a tough cop with the looks
of a cover girl. His ex-wife couldn’t deal with their
professional bond and accused him countless times of
having an affair. Despite Harry’s vehement denials, she
left him a month before his promotion to sergeant. As
far as he was concerned that little setback was par for the
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course, just another in a series of failed police marriages.
Half the force had marital issues.
Harry walked to the bathroom, his steps slow
and calculated. He put on the light and braced his
body against the vanity, glanced in the mirror. A pale,
withdrawn face was staring back at him. The veins in
his face were pronounced, his eyes watery and it was
difficult for him to breathe cleanly. Harry opened the
medicine cabinet and reached for a bottle of Tylenol
extra- strength and chased two down with water. He
ambled to the toilet to take a leak. Standing there he
heard sirens again. He thought about how those sounds
would never cease. As long as garbage walked the streets
people like him would be needed to clean the mess, rid
the city of its decay. Maybe if he worked harder the sirens
would be silenced forever, he thought. He stared through
the window above the toilet, watching ambulance lights
flicker on the brick façade of the warehouse opposite
his apartment. Just below the roof canopy large, painted
letters spelled: Take a Bite Out of Crime. Smiling wearily,
Harry washed his face and brushed his teeth.
He returned to his bedroom and began getting
dressed. His entire body ached as he applied each layer of
clothing and then he pondered making a sick call, getting
back in bed and sleeping it off. But Harry Forester was
a determined man who didn’t give in easily. His job was
his life and he never neglected his duty. As soon as he
was dressed he made his way outside into the frigid early
morning.
The street was quiet now. On the other side of
26th Avenue a garbage can had been tipped over, a variety
of loose debris was sliding along the walk in the breeze.
The wind was ice-cold and bitter, stinging his face,
aggravating the symptoms of his flu. He got in his patrol
car and drove a few blocks, then took a right down
Spencer. Yawning, Harry looked around as he drove the
city streets. The scenery never improved, only worsened
with time. Windows were smashed in apartments and
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storefronts. Hydrant caps had been removed. Potholes,
once small, were growing wider and deeper. After
another turn he caught a glimpse of a homeless man
in the street, drinking from a bottle of whisky, his eyes
bloodshot as always. Cars were double-parked in a few
spots, but Harry had neither the time nor the energy to
write tickets now. He just wanted to get to the station
and ease into his work.
His radio light started blinking wildly. Cars
were being dispatched to various hot spots: a break-in
on 85th (Carlson was on that one). A fist fight on 125th
and Concord (Andrews was breaking it up) and on
Broadway and 2nd Avenue two prostitutes were loitering
(Robertson would soon be sending them home). A lot
of action for this early morning hour, Harry thought. He
cruised a few more blocks and saw a man running into
an alley with something in his hand. His headlights
detected something shiny, but he wasn’t sure what it
was. He hit a switch on his dashboard and a spotlight
beamed with potent candlepower.
Harry shined it at the man, rolled down his
window and yelled, “Hey, stop right there!”
The man ignored his order and continued
running, so Harry sped up and followed him deep into
the alley. His blood was really pumping now; illness was
making matters worse and chasing down a possible felon
was not typical for the first call of the day, especially
before arriving at the station. The man was still blazing
up the alley and approaching the next intersection. Harry
was keeping pace with him as he put on the cherries.
“Freeze!” he shouted at the man.
The man ignored his command again. Harry
had no room to drive around him and impede his flight
so he drove as close as he could without touching him.
As they drew nearer to the next intersection the man
looked back at Harry for a fraction of a second and lost
his footing, falling to the ground. Harry slammed on the
brakes and jumped from his car. The man squirmed in
pain on the pavement. Harry kept his distance, standing
behind the car door. Suddenly it was becoming harder
for him to catch his own breath since the adrenaline of
the moment made his anxiety level rise. The man was
wearing a dark puffy jacket and had his hands hidden
inside the pockets. He had a cut above his right eye
and the wound was bleeding. The man was Caucasian,
thirtyish.
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“Stay right there, sir,” Officer Forester said. “Put
your hands where I can see them.”
The man wasn’t responding, his eyes locked on
Harry’s. Harry took a step toward the man. “Look, just
tell me who you are and what you’re running from. Let’s
make this easy.”
“I aint runnin’ from nothing, copper,” the man
answered, his eyes lowering to his jacket.
Cautiously, Harry took a step back. “I wanna’
see your hands, sir. Let’s go!”
Harry started coughing, but kept his focus on
the man. Officer and suspect were about ten feet apart.
The suspect grinned, fidgeted with something in his
pocket, his eyes shifting back and forth. Harry saw the
man’s hand moving inside the jacket pocket. He wanted
to charge the suspect and put an end to the situation,
but what if he had a gun? Some other weapon? Harry
had to know what the man had in his possession before
taking further action. He stepped back behind the door
for protection. The man remained on the ground. Harry
coughed again, harder and deeper than before and
his eyes pooled. The wind kicked up and slapped his
face. Harry decided to call for backup before matters
escalated. Still his attention remained on the suspect as
he reached for the radio. The man suddenly rose to his
feet.
“Don’t move,” Harry said.
The man advanced a step toward Harry. Harry
pulled his revolver. “Stop right there!”
For a moment Harry was uncertain. He planted
his feet firmly in position with his gun aimed and ready.
He felt the cold channeling through him, weakening his
body, his head started pounding.
From above he heard a man’s voice shouting,
“Get that pig, man. Get that pig.”
The commotion failed to distract him. The man
smirked. He began sliding his hand from the jacket
pocket. It must have been a deep pocket because Harry
watched the man’s arm move a few inches before he
caught a glimpse of his wrist. The perpetrator pulled
his right hand out of his pocket. Harry was prepared
to pull the trigger, but he kept his wits about him. The
man’s hand was covered with a rubber glove. A white
container emerged from the pocket. It was not a gun.
Harry sighed at the sight of a bottle with a tiny nozzle.
The man held it up to show him.
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“See, pig, you chased me for nothing.”
Harry released one hand from his pistol and
wiped his eyes. “Why are you wearing rubber gloves?
Take your other hand out of your pocket…slowly,”
Officer Forester said.
The man took out his other hand. It was empty.
Harry took a step back.
“Throw that container away from you, now! I
wanna see empty hands.”
The man took a step toward Harry. Harry back
stepped.
“What did I say? Don’t move. I’m not playing
with you. Come any closer and I’ll be forced to take
action. That’s your last warning.”
“You think I care?” the man said. “All you cops
are the same. You’re just looking for an excuse to rough
me up. Some of my boys can back me up on that one…
you think that badge makes you special.”
“Don’t know what the hell you’re talking about,
man,” Harry said. “I don’t know your boys, but I will do
what I have to do if you refuse to cooperate. So toss that
bottle aside and turn around, don’t make this situation
any worse.”
The man pulled the trigger on the spray bottle
and a stream of chemical shot Harry in the face. It was
a scorching chemical…acid. Instinctively, Harry fired a
shot that grazed the assailant. The man fled the scene,
disappearing down the alley. Harry was in extreme pain,
felt like the skin was melting underneath his right eye,
down his cheek to his neck. The excruciating sensation
brought him to his knees. He took deep breaths and
attempted to regain his balance. Although none of the
acid entered his eyes his vision was blurry from the
fumes. He collected himself and gave chase. He drew his
flashlight and broke for the alley. The street was virtually
lifeless, except for a blinking parking garage sign on
the north end and the distant remnants of his cruiser
flashers massaging the brick building facades. Harry
went another twenty or thirty feet: stopped, stood and
listened. He heard nothing; no breathing, no moving,
not even blown garbage scuffing the sidewalk. He
pointed his flashlight at doorways and onto apartment
balconies, up and down fire escapes and toward roofs.
Harry started walking again. This was far from over.
His face was still burning and he had no idea of the
extent of his injuries. He would do his job, apprehend
62

the suspect. About fifty feet down the alley, he heard a
door slam shut to his right. He pivoted to appraise the
sound. With his flashlight beam shining on the knob he
slowly approached the door. Upon closer inspection he
discovered it was made of thick metal, scratched and
covered with graffiti. He jiggled the knob a few times,
but it didn’t open. That was the only door within sight
(except for the loading dock door across the street), so
he knew someone or something was on the other side.
He knocked on the door.
“Hello, Police, open the door.”
Silence. Harry was in great pain. His face felt as
though it were peeling off, like a flame was being held
against his skin. The constant throbbing began to steal
his air and with each attempt at a deep breath he was
becoming increasingly woozy. Desperate, he pounded
the door again with his bare knuckles.
“Open this damn door…or I’ll kick the fuckin’
thing in!”
The knob turned. The door began to slowly
squeak open.
Pain overwhelmed Harry. He tottered forward,
finding purchase with his left hand against the wall, but
jarring loose the flashlight. With his right hand he tried
to tighten his fingers around the gun. Now he took deep
breaths which failed to reward him with any air and
then everything was spinning. Harry’s grip faltered and
he dropped his flashlight. It rolled a few feet away and,
in motion, shed light on work-boot-covered feet in the
doorway. A sudden chill surged through Harry’s body
like electricity…and he collapsed.
When Harry regained consciousness he was in
a hospital bed being intravenously pumped with fluids.
Bandages covered his face to the point that he could only
see through one eye. The room was a bit blurry, but the
sun’s rays found access to the room between the folds of
the drapes. Aside from a hint of fatigue, he was feeling
warm and comfortable. Minutes later a nurse entered
his room, propped up his head with a couple of pillows
and handed him two pills.
“One’s for pain, the other is to fight the
infection,” she told him.
“We’ll see if we can get some solid food in you
today.You vomited quite a bit last night. The doctor will
be here shortly to talk with you.”
Harry swallowed the pills, drank the water. The
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nurse was on her way to the door.
“Excuse me, nurse,” Harry said. “How did I get
here? I don’t remember much, except for a lot of pain,
and then I fainted.”
The nurse nodded sympathetically.
“I can’t imagine what you’ve been through,
Officer Forester. I, for one, am glad you’re okay. Doctor
Williams will explain everything. Once he returns from
ICU he’ll brief you on your condition. Relax for now,
sir.”
Harry lay quietly in bed, his eyes roaming the
room. The medication was strong, already he was feeling
loopy, in a numb, light-headed way. He arched his neck
and stared at the ceiling, listened to the commotion
in the hall. With his door ajar he couldn’t see much of
the goings on outside his room, although the six inch
opening was just enough to watch personnel passing
by—entertainment for the meantime—something to
keep him alert. Nothing interesting was happening, but
what did he expect to find aside from a blur of people
doing their jobs, striding past his room attending to
another hectic shift. A few minutes later, Harry was
tired of staring through the cracked door. The doctor
hadn’t yet arrived. Through the walls he heard a female
voice speak.
“All right, Sorensen, give me his vitals again.”
A male voice then provided the nurse with the
necessary information. Through the open door Harry
watched intently again, finally finding something that
captured his attention: a gurney stopped outside his
room and the patient’s face was looking back at his. Harry
instantly recognized the eyes. He’d seen them before and
was now trying to process who they belonged to. Who
the heck is that? he thought. It was just the other day that
he was staring into those eyes during a routine traffic
stop. Son of a bitch. It was Renaldo Gonzales (known on
the street as the finisher). The gurney was pushed away
and now Officer Forester’s mental gears were grinding.
He had pulled Gonzales over two days ago for speeding.
He remembered the size of him; Gonzales was imposing,
six-two with a scarred face and a square jaw, curly hair
down to his shoulder. During the traffic stop he had given
Harry a hard time. In fact, Gonzales was warned about
his foul mouth and gruff attitude. Harry approached the
car that night and asked for Renaldo’s documents.
Renaldo cussed at him, “You’re a pain in my ass,
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pig, you know that.”
Harry told him to watch his mouth and now
remembered that he was going to cut him a break until
he started to flip his mouth off. Consequently, Harry
wrote him a ticket for the maximum fine, which enraged
Gonzales.
Renaldo Gonzales warned him, “If we ever meet
as civilians, you better be at your best. Got me?”
After the stop Gonzales sped away and Harry
was dispatched on a domestic dispute call which ended
in an arrest. Harry wondered what a big man like
Gonzales was in the emergency room for. Who could
possibly hurt a man of his size and stature? He was a
brute with obvious connections. Harry lay there in deep
thought, his eyes fixed on the ceiling now. In walked
a tall man with glasses and neatly-combed hair, midthirties, wearing a white lab coat.
“Hello, Mr. Forester. I’m Dr. Williams. How are
you feeling, sir?”
Harry lifted his head from the pillows and wiped
his eyes, “Just fine, Doctor. A little banged up, concerned
about my face and all.You can understand that, I’m sure.”
Doctor Williams gently clutched Harry’s wrist,
“I most certainly can. I have some reassuring news.”
“What might that be, Doc?”
The doctor pulled a pen from his pocket and
pointed at the clipboard dangling from the foot of the
bed.
“Your chart outlines what has happened to you.
I’ll get to the point. You were sprayed with acid, Mr.
Forester. The chemical is highly toxic. Your face is badly
burned.With surgery I believe the majority of the damage
can be remedied and, with extensive medication, the
swelling will subside. Scar tissue is normally a concern
for the patient. However, in this case, I suggest we cross
that bridge when we come to it. My priority at this time
is to get you healthy. Any questions so far, Mr. Forester?”
Harry’s eyes began to water. He shook his head
no.
“I can imagine how you’re feeling, sir,” the
doctor said. “Revealing a patient’s prognosis, regardless
of how promising, can be a bit trying. If there’s anything
you need, or if you need someone to talk to, our staff is
here for you. Please keep that in mind.”
Harry nodded twice. The doctor pulled up a
stool and sat next to Harry’s bed.
63

“Look, Mr. Forester, about fifteen minutes ago I
was called to another room to treat a patient. He claims
to have brought you here earlier, said that he didn’t leave
his name with anyone at the time. One of the nurses and
an ambulance driver took care of you. The station called
looking for you. I spoke with a…”
The doctor squeezed Harry’s hand, noticing the
strain in his patient’s face, “Are you all right? I can come
back later and finish.”
Harry squeezed the doctor’s arm in return and
shook his head.
Doctor Williams smiled reassuringly, “I had
a conversation with your Captain and briefed him on
your condition. They’ll be here later. I told them at the
moment that you were under treatment, but as soon
as things were in order they could stop by. Now...” The
doctor took a breath, “The gentleman who brought you
in will be here shortly. He wanted to tell you how you
got here. Will that be okay with you?”
“Yeah,” Harry answered.
“Good,” Doctor Williams said. “Give us a few
minutes to sort this out.”
Fifteen minutes later the nurse came through
Harry’s door pushing an occupied wheelchair. Harry’s
eyes gaped. It was Renaldo Gonzales, The Finisher, sitting
in the chair: arm in a cast, chest wrapped in bandages
and his face terribly bruised. Harry’s eyes met Renaldo’s,
their stares were deep and intense.
“I take it you two know each other,” the doctor
said.
“We had a run in recently that ended not so
nicely,” Harry said. “Let’s hope this one goes a little
smoother.”
Gonzales mustered a weak smile. “You have my
word, Officer Forester.”
Where is this headed? Harry thought.
Gonzales wheeled himself up closer to Harry’s
bed and looked at the walls with a strained expression,
as if he was searching for the right words.
“Look, man, I’m sorry about what happened
between us. What matters now is why I’m here…and
how you got here.”
Harry looked him in the eye. “I’m all ears.”
The doctor folded his arms in front of his chest
and leaned against the wall, listening to the conversation,
hoping to learn something more.
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“It’s all screwed up, man,” Gonzales said,
speaking through swollen lips. “When you pulled me
over the other day I was runnin’ a package to my main
guy across town. I was pissed off and afraid. The main
guy is not a patient man…if you know what I mean.
Even though I’m a big guy I still look over my shoulder.
The situation is this: if you knew who I answered to
you’d be shaky too, badge or no badge. Where I come
from you listen good or off comes your ears.You starting
to get the picture now, cop?”The doctor sat on a nearby
stool. Harry sat up straight in bed. “And?”
“I’m gonna come clean with you, copper. I know
the dude who got you with that acid. He works for the
guy I just told you about, the bad ass I was running a
package for. I tell you this now, and only once: I jumped
the guy who attacked you in the alley. I dragged him
inside where that door was you knocked on. When I
opened it you were unconscious and more boys were
on their way to clean up the mess, if you know what I
mean? I roughed up that punk bad and left him there.
But he never saw my face, doesn’t know who I am. I’d
like to keep it that way. I saved your ass out of respect. I
saw what you did, copper.”
“What’re you talking about, Gonzales? You saw
what?”
“I watched you in the alley. You had a chance
to cap him, man. You could’ve shot his brains all over
the place, but you didn’t. My boss hates you cops, man.
Hell, I thought all of you sucked too because my boys say
you’re always picking on them.”
“Yeah, it’s called doing my job,” Harry snapped
back.
“They’re wrong, copper. You gave that thug a
chance to come clean, bro. Nobody was around. You
could’ve wasted him and made an excuse like the other
cops have been doin’ for years. I respect that, man. It’s
why I saved your sorry ass in the alley.”
Harry arched a brow.
“Well, Renaldo, thanks, I guess. Now what?
Where do we go from here?”
“With a few maneuvers I can put you cops in a
better light…you know…keep the peace between us.
I’m done livin’ that other life, copper,” Renaldo said.
“Give me names and I’ll bring them all down,”
Harry said.
“That’s something I’ll never do. Just be thankful
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you’re alive, copper. This easily could’ve been much mumbled.
worse.”
Harry nodded. The men shook hands. “Truce,
Doctor Williams shifted on the stool, placed his Renaldo.”
clipboard on the floor.
Renaldo rolled his wheelchair away from Harry’s
Renaldo held his index in Harry’s face, “One bed, stopping before the door. He spoke, but never spun
more minute, got me? One more friggin’ minute in that to look at Harry, remained facing the wall.
dark alley and we wouldn’t be having this conversation
“Do the right thing, Officer Forester.”
and you’d probably be in a box. Shit, word got out
Harry heard a voice in the distance, knew
quickly on the street that I helped a black and blue. instantly who it was: his girlfriend, Paula. His captain
Made it a few blocks from here, but the big man had me was coming too. He heard the noisy radio. Dispatch’s
tracked down. He sent the cavalry. Where I come from voice was loud and distinct. Seconds later Paula entered
you fuck up, you pay up.”
his room and went to his bedside, clutched his hand and
Gonzales pointed his head toward Dr. Williams. squeezed. Captain Beatty arrived a minute or two later.
“The doc here’s probably patched up a few of them.”
“A few of the guys are going to swing by, Harry.
“Who’d he send after you? What did they look How are you holding up?”
like?” Harry asked.
Officer Harry Forester gave a thumb’s up. 
“You nuts?” Gonzales asked. “Been listening to
what I’m sayin’? Even if I did I wouldn’t tell you shit.
Those are the rules. They had masks on anyway. They
beat the crap outta’ me, knocked me senseless, left me
in the street choking on my own blood. All that shit I
got for helping the pigs. Somebody called an ambulance,
don’t know who. So I bet you can
respect where I’m coming from and
that I’m not a rat. I gotta’ protect
my shit. Just leave it alone. Do you
read me, man?”
Harry raised his hand to
speak.
Gonzales shook his head, “I
said, do you read me, man?”
Harry cracked a smile,
“Loud and clear, Mr. Gonzales.”
“Good. I can keep them off
you, that I can do.You stick your nose
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