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“March Madness” is upon us. For some of you
that means watching hours of college basketball,
filling out your office bracket, and hoping your
team does well. For others, well, it is another month
closer to the end of winter.
Something else that just hit me—forgive me,
I’m slow—are all the outlets in which we can watch
TV now. Netflix, Amazon Prime, Hulu, and so
many more to even mention, makes it seem that
Internet streaming TV is growing faster than
anything else right now. I think it’s great, because it
gives you the opportunity to watch shows that are
either no longer on TV, or catch up on shows that your DVR just can’t handle anymore.
Now, many of you know that I love lists. I looked back and realized that I’ve not done
a good list in a long time and figured this would be a good month to do one so I did. I
started to think, what were or are the best crime/suspense/thriller shows on TV? Let’s
have a look, shall we?
10. Mike Hammer. Stacy Keach did a great character job of translating the Mickey Spillane
books to the small screen.
9. Matlock. This show was a sort of spinoff from Perry Mason, but had more comedy and
Andy Griffith did a wonderful job of creating a lovable character you won’t forget.
8. Quincy. Every show setup the same way: Quincy would get a body and discover the
cause of death and realize he needed to solve the crime, since the police didn’t believe
him. He was the original CSI star!
7. Cagney and Lacey. Two female detectives in a male-dominated genre did an outstanding
job of creating two characters, one a family person and one single with emotional
problems, and creating great drama.
6. CSI. Fill in the blank with which city. It revolutionized police procedural TV and is
even having an effect in real-life courtroom decisions (See the Casey Anthony talk).
5. 24. The fastest paced show in TV history. Twenty-four episodes, each one-hour long,
in real life that kept the audience on edge the whole time. I always wondered why every
cliffhanger happened on the top of every hour, interesting!
4. Law and Order. Be it the original, or SVU or Criminal Intent, it took crime drama to
another level. It’s longevity—twenty years and still running in some form, especially on
TNT—makes this one of the greatest of all time.
3. Columbo. The start of the detective TV craze, Columbo brings in comedy and a cat and
mouse game with each episode. RIP, Peter Falk, you will live on forever!
2. Murder She Wrote. When you think about it, Jessica Fletcher had a horrible life—no
matter where she went, murder followed. But her character was fascinating and brought
Agatha Christie stories on the TV mainstream, which was the inspiration for the show.
1. Perry Mason. We must pay tribute to the “godfather of crime drama.” Started in black
and white, it had everything you wanted in a show. Many spinoffs came from Perry
Mason, and they also have some great TV movies.
If you notice all the shows not only have great themes, but great characters that you
can’t forget. Who said that crime doesn’t pay? It pays off every time I watch one of those
shows. Crime/suspense/thriller TV will never die. It changes form, and now there are TV
channels that are dedicated to all things in the genre.
Do yourself a favor and look up those shows and then tell me you can have a better
list. See you all next month because right now it is “time to get your fiction on!”
John Raab
CEO/Publisher
Suspense Magazine 
“Reviews within this magazine are the opinions of the individual reviewers and are provided solely to provide readers assistance in determining another's thoughts on the book under discussion and shall not be interpreted as professional advice
or the opinion of any other than the individual reviewer. The following reviewers who may appear in this magazine are also
individual clients of Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine: Mark P. Sadler, Starr Gardinier Reina, Ashley
Dawn (Wintters), DJ Weaver, CK Webb, Elliott Capon, J.M. LeDuc, and Terri Ann Armstrong.”
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A Southern
Haunting
True Hauntings of the South
Sloss Furnaces, Birmingham, Alabama

By CK Webb

A

nyone who has ever watched a ghost-hunting show or had the slightest bit of interest in true
hauntings of the United States have most likely heard of Sloss Furnaces in Birmingham, Alabama.
Sloss has a reputation as one of the most haunted places in the nation and is listed in the top hundred most
haunted sites in the world. It has been the bait for numerous ghost investigations and has seen its share of the
limelight from nationally televised shows, including Ghost Adventures and Ghost Hunters. The story behind the
haunting is almost as intriguing as the site itself and I have been lucky enough to visit Sloss more than once.
Today, Sloss Furnaces is mostly used as an entertainment area where big-name musicians go to showcase their
talents, and it is also the backdrop for one of the largest and most well-known Halloween attractions in the United
States.
From 1882 to 1971, Birmingham’s Sloss Furnaces transformed coal and ore into hard steel. Because of their
role, Birmingham, Alabama as well as Sloss Furnaces would play a key role in the Industrial Revolution.
Birmingham and Sloss Furnaces became known for providing materials used in the construction of skyscrapers
as well as automobiles and everything in between. With the skyrocketing demand for these materials, Birmingham
grew into a metropolis almost overnight, and became known as “The Magic City.”
In the early 1900s, James “Slag” Wormwood became a foreman on the graveyard shift, the time slot nestled
between sunset and sunrise. There, he headed up a crew of almost one hundred and fifty workers as they slaved to
keep the furnaces fed.
In the summer months, temperatures and humidity in the south are stifling and can bring even the strongest
of men to their knees. Factor in the fires in the furnaces and the huge vats of molten steel and what they would end
up with were nightly temperatures that often exceeded one hundred twenty degrees. Long hours, extreme heat,
and low night visibility made working the furnaces “hell on earth” and only the poorest and those most desperate
for employment would work the graveyard shift.
To impress his supervisors, Slag forced his workers to take unnecessary and often deadly risks in an effort
to speed up production. During Slag’s time as foreman, forty-seven workers lost their lives while working the
graveyard shift, a number that was ten times higher than all of the other shifts combined. There were dozens of
others who were injured on the graveyard shift during Slag’s tenure and many were disfigured, blinded, or burned,
leaving them unable to ever work again. On Slag’s watch, there were no breaks or holidays.
Sloss Furnaces’ ghost story began in October 1906, when Slag lost his footing at the top of the highest blast
SuspenseMagazine.com
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furnace (known as Big Alice), and fell into a pool of
melted iron ore. His body was never recovered.
It was later reported by those present that Slag had
become dizzy from breathing the methane gas created
by the furnace and lost his balance, falling to his death.
However, it was also widely known that Slag had never
set foot on top of any furnace during his time as a
foreman.
Many believed that the workers on the graveyard
shift had grown weary of Slag’s slave-driving and had
taken matters into their own hands, but no workers
were ever charged with any crime or ever brought to
trial.
Sloss Industries soon did away with the graveyard
shift, citing numerous reports of accidents with injuries,
and “strange incidents” that decreased steel production.
The legends grew more and more each year, as
workers whispered about an “unnatural presence” they
increasingly encountered throughout the work site. It
would not be long before Slag Wormwood would take
over again as the night foreman at Sloss Furnaces.
In 1926, a night watchman sustained substantial
injuries after being pushed from behind and yelled at
to get back to work by a man that, upon inspection and
search of the grounds, was nowhere to be found.
In 1947, three supervisors turned up missing. After
an extensive search of the grounds, they were all found
unconscious and locked in a small boiler room in the
southeastern part of the plant. None of the men could
recall exactly what happened, but all agreed they had
been approached by a badly burned man who shouted
at them to “push some steel.”
Reports of unnatural occurrences continued to
pile up at Sloss Furnaces and in 1971, the night before
the furnaces were scheduled to close forever, night
watchman Samuel Blumenthal found himself face to
face with what he described as “the most frightening
thing he had ever seen in his life.” Blumenthal said
something evil attacked him. The thing he would later
detail as half-human and half-demon tried to push him
up the stairs, and when he resisted, the creature began
beating on him with its fists. During examination by
Dr. Jack Barlo, Blumenthal was found to be covered
with intense burns on his whole body. Originally, it
was reported that Blumenthal died from his injuries;
however, during my investigation into Sloss Furnaces,
I spoke with a man from a local paranormal research
group who contradicted reports of the death. It has
since been proven—according to my source—that the
night watchman did not die, but did sustain life-altering
burns and scarring from the incident. He continues to
live in the Birmingham area with his family. When asked
4

if he would interview for this piece, I was told that the
family refused my request and would never talk about
Sloss Furnaces or what transpired there in an effort to
maintain their privacy.
There have been more than one hundred reports of
suspected paranormal activity at Sloss Furnaces, all of
which are a matter of public record and well-documented
in Birmingham Police records. From minor incidents
like the sound of steam whistles blowing by themselves,
to major sightings such as full-bodied apparitions and
even rare but unsettling reports of physical violence,
Sloss Furnaces is as active today as it was before they
closed their gates. Coincidentally, the majority of the
reports of activity take place in the months of September
and October at night, during graveyard-shift hours.
While many dismiss these occurrences as hoaxes
or pranks, it should be noted that the area where Sloss
is located is a massive expanse of property, buildings
and boilers that once held the equivalent of a small
community. This is not a small area that could be easily
navigated in the daytime, let alone in the dark. If that
isn’t enough to raise your eyebrows, then note that Sloss
is completely surrounded by high chain-link fences
topped with razor wire that circle the entire compound.
Also, security guards patrol the grounds twenty-four
hours a day.
Some of the most compelling reports of paranormal
activity have come from the very people who set out
initially to debunk the hauntings at Sloss Furnaces.
In 1988, a study was conducted by the Center for
Paranormal Events (CPE) in St. Petersburg, Florida.
While no events were documented during the
investigation, which took place in May, many of the
team members claimed that due to the violent disregard
for and loss of life that occurred at Sloss, it should be
considered a location riddled with paranormal activity.
In 2000, Sloss was studied by the paranormal team
of Fox’s Scariest Places. They concluded that it held
one of the highest rates of unnatural energy they ever
encountered.
Two years later, a skeptical investigative team from
CBS Affiliate WJTV, held their own investigation at Sloss.
What happened in the hours during the investigation
left the reporters shaken, afraid and convinced that Sloss
is haunted. The investigation and the compelling video
footage are still available for viewing on their website.
Another investigation held in 2003 by the
Alabama Foundation for Paranormal Research is well
documented and the foundation was quoted as saying,
“There is no doubt Sloss is a hotspot for paranormal
activity. During our investigations we pulled data that
confirms, through our scientific methods and approach,
Suspense Magazine March 2012/vol. 032
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that energies are present that cannot be explained. Sloss
is one of the most active paranormal places our team
has investigated.”
On October 4, 2003, Josh Thomas, who worked at
Sloss for many years, suddenly caught fire after seeing
what he described as a “strange shape.” He suffered
severe burns and was hospitalized. To this day, he still
has no recollection of the events that took place after
seeing the apparition. The incident occurred near the
32nd anniversary of the Samuel Blumenthal burn attack.
In 2005, two psychic investigators from another
TV show investigated Sloss Furnaces. During taping,
one of them began to bleed heavily from a cut that
appeared in his right hand. The incident caused the
crew to halt filming and stop the investigation. Though
the investigation was never completed, camera crews
recorded unexplained images and voices during that
filming.
There have been other popular TV shows that have
taken on the spirits of Sloss Furnaces. Ghost Adventures,
the popular History Channel show, has held numerous
investigations there. Another popular show, Ghost
SuspenseMagazine.com
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Hunters on the Sy-Fy Channel, have also held an
investigation at Sloss and their findings were compelling
and a bit creepy. You can see these investigations and
their findings at their websites.
I have traveled to Sloss Furnaces many times
to attend music concerts and venues. Chevelle, My
Chemical Romance and Nickelback are just a few of
the brave bands who have set up and played there. The
bands always make mention of the ghostly tales. During
one concert, the lead singer for Chevelle even chided
Slag while on stage and asked him to join us while the
concert was in full swing. The temperature in the pit
where the concert was held reached a staggering one
hundred eighteen degrees while we were there.
In my visits to Sloss there was always a sense of dread,
a sense of being followed or watched, but I always tried
to push that from my thoughts. Was it my knowledge of
Sloss’ history toying with my mind or something much
darker and more sinister? I may never know the answer
to that question, but it will not change the allure or the
intrigue of this true Southern Haunting. 
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Grrrrrachoo!!!

By Elliott Capon

Kent Harrington paced the room, cursing the clock for moving so slowly. It was almost time. The full moon would reveal
its Jackie Gleason face any moment. He felt the restlessness, the impatience that was so close to actual torment, the itch that
was not an itch, the burning that was neither hot nor cold. He had the overpowering urge to strip off his clothing, but he
was already naked. That was good. Then came the overwhelming desire to remove his very skin. Better. The time was near.
Perhaps merely seconds away…
And then it had begun. The hair, coarse and dark, impossibly long, sprouting from nowhere within his body, covering
his arms. His nails elongated, his fingers curled into paws. He felt the bones of his jaw pushing forward, his teeth growing
sharp and pointed. His pained grunt became the deep growl of a vicious animal. He reared himself up before the mirror, to
revel in his power and bloodlust.
The wolf would hunt tonight!
He turned from the mirror and took a step toward the window. No doors for he! He was the Errol Flynn of lycanthropy,
all dash, flash and panache! Amidst a shower of glass he would land on the pavement two stories below and begin his cruel
hunt for victims. He tensed himself for the leap.
And then he straightened up, nose twitching. He sneezed. Ah, well, no matter. Even a werewolf can get some dust in his
nose. He tensed himself for the leap.
And straightened up again, sneezing. And sneezing. And sneezing. His eyes filled with tears, and saliva drooled down
over his lower lip and onto his chest. He scarcely had time between sneezes to draw a breath. He fell down into a chair,
sneezing. The air was full of moisture droplets from his mouth and nose, and he could barely see through watery eyes. He
sneezed some more, and now his throat hurt from the guttural ‘archshchsh!’ that his predatorial vocal cords were not used
to uttering. He tried to grab a box of tissues from an end table, but his wolf paws merely shredded the box and the tissues
within. He padded over to the bed and rubbed his face on the top sheet. He kept sneezing. Six, seven, eight, sometimes ten
times a minute, the most feared and fearsome, fiercely feasting phenomenon on earth let out debilitating sneezes. He did
not hunt that night. He spent the entire time in his bedroom, wiping his face on his sheets and wondering what was wrong.
When he woke up the next morning, as Kent, the first thing he did was look for the blood that usually covered him on the
day after a full moon hunt. There was none. The window…unbroken. So it wasn’t a bad dream after all. He really did spend
the night in his wolf-body, sneezing his ass off.
At first Kent hadn’t liked being a werewolf—nobody does. The sense of loss of control over your own body was bad,
but you are eventually able to come to terms with it, as do so many courageous people stricken with blindness or other
debilitating handicaps. What was worse, much, much worse, was the guilt, the knowing that once, twice, sometimes three
times a month, you were a murderer, that the brutal slaying you read about in the morning paper was perpetrated by you.
That was the part that made most werewolves have themselves killed. You see, by the same rules of werewolfdom that turn a
person into a loup garou, or homo canis, in the first place, a victim of lycanthropy cannot kill him or herself, and thus end the
horror. Many, however, have gotten around it, that by paying others—nowadays, usually junkies or homeless winos—to fire
that silver bullet into them. Most, in fact, opt for this way out.
But there are small handfuls, like Kent, who flirt with the idea of surrogate suicide, but then, for some reason or another,
reject it.
Then, more often than not, they come to actually enjoy their werewolfism. They enjoy the power. They revel in the
hunt, the freedom, the return to a primordial, forgotten self. They enjoy the taste of fresh meat and hot blood,
but, most important, they actually like the killing.
Kent reached that stage. After six years of lycanthropy, he found himself anxiously looking forward to his
monthly sojourns in the fresh night air. While a part of him knew it was wrong, and remonstrated with himself from
time to time, whatever few brain cells from the wolf remained with him even when he was in human form essentially
ran the show. Being a werewolf was just fine and dandy for Kent. It was better than being a stockbroker (his daytime
trade) because you were always guaranteed to make a killing.
But now this! A whole night wasted, and after tonight, he’d have to wait another four whole weeks before the
moon would be full again.
Kent took no chances. He stayed in bed all day, not even getting up to answer the door when the glazier, who by now
was in the habit of showing up every fourth Monday, rang the bell. He kept a bathrobe on and pulled the covers up to
his chin. He took two once-daily multivitamins and a supplementary 500 mg. Vitamin C pill. He brushed his teeth three
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times and gargled with a combination of Scope and hot salty water. He took two aspirins at ten a.m. and two more
at four p.m. He opened a can of chicken noodle soup and ate it, full strength, right out of the can.
And that night, when the moon came up and he turned into the menacing creature of timeless lore, he spent the
night sneezing so violently that he got a nosebleed.
He moped around for the next week or so, preoccupied at work, which nobody really noticed since he was never
the outgoing type anyway. He searched through the literature, through his own considerable collection of lycanthropic
reference works, and, when he found nothing there, at the O’Brien Occult Collection at the state university’s library.
Nothing. No supra-lycanthropic curses were known to cause this type of sneezing (although there was a species of flea
that infested werewolves, but only in the northern area of South America).
Finally, he picked up the phone and called his only connection to the medical profession, a chiropractor who had
been treating him for sporadic lower back troubles (because, after all, leaping out of second-story windows is not a
healthy thing to do). The chiropractor, listening to his story of uncontrollable sneezing at night (and remaining blissfully
ignorant of the fact that his patient was a werewolf), recommended him to an allergist. Kent duly called the specialist, and
made an appointment for three days hence.
Kent liked Dr. Brizzi immediately. She bore a striking resemblance to the late Bea Arthur, but with much warmer eyes
and a gentler voice. She took a medical history which, notwithstanding one glaring omission, was extraordinarily normal.
Measles, mumps, chicken pox all before the age of ten, never a broken bone, the flu every November like clockwork, a cold
every now and then, tonsils gone, appendix in attendance, an allergy to strawberries discovered at age four but gone by age
twelve. No diabetes or cancer in the family (“just a little insanity, ha ha”). Not married, but not eligible to move into the
monastery either (albeit scrupulously safely). Lower back troubles that acted up every so often.
“So what prompted you to come see me?” asked Dr. Brizzi.
Kent told her, in a somewhat bowdlerized version, of his two nights of uncontrollable, unbearable sneezing.
The doctor gave him a quick once-over, looking down there and up there, and told him that the most prudent step would
be a series of allergy tests, to either isolate the cause of his sneezing or to eliminate the world of allergens as the culprit. Kent
was quickly and professionally scratched, stuck, pricked and pierced, and told to come back in five days.
He did so, feeling not a little foolish sitting on the doctor’s examining table in his underwear, while the good physician
walked around him, examining his multitude of wounds.
“You can get dressed now,” Dr. Brizzi said, and had the good grace to pretend to some paperwork with her back turned
as he did just that. When Kent was sufficiently sardonic, the doctor asked, “Do you own a cat, or a dog?”
“No,” said Kent, “why?”
“Well,” said Dr. Brizzi, nodding toward Kent’s body, as if indicating that that was where the problem lay, “according to the
tests, you’re allergic to animal fur.”
Kent sat very still so he wouldn’t fall into the great big black hole that just opened up before his eyes. He pulled himself
back from it before Dr. Brizzi could tell anything was amiss.
“That’s…impossible,” he said, trying not to stammer. “I mean…I…I never was before…”
The allergist shrugged, “It’s not at all unusual for people well into adulthood to develop allergies to things that they have
been close to, or even ingesting, all their lives. What I’ll do, Mr. Harrington, is give you a prescription for something to take
when the sneezing starts. That should control it.”
Kent had the prescription filled immediately, and placed the bottle of pills on his dresser, right in front of his mirror,
where they stood for a week, awaiting the full moon.
Shortly after sundown, as the restlessness began creeping into him, Kent picked up the bottle and re-read the label,
which told him to take one tablet every four hours as symptoms persisted. Since his case was so extreme, he thought it best
to swallow four of the twenty milligram pills.
And then the familiar transformation, the suprasexual sense of power and dominance. He reared to his full height to
roar in triumph—
And sneezed. Repeatedly.
Angrily, with wolf paws, he knocked over the bottle and spilled the pills onto the dresser top. With his savage tongue he
lapped up eight or nine more tablets, and stared into the mirror, waiting. A sneeze. Another. Another. An—no! A twitch, but
no sneeze. Was the cycle broken? Wait another minute. No sneezing. He was cured! He reared up and—
Stopped halfway. No sense in wasting time rearing. Now for the leap out the window! But…the window seemed so far,
far away. Seemed silly to break a perfectly good window. Maybe just sit in the chair for a minute or two. Very nice chair.
Very inviting. Comfortable. Just sit for a minute maybe. Moon’ll be up for a long time, plenty of time to…catch…a…little…
zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz…
The glazier left a business card, with a handwritten note reading, Pls. call when you need me.
Kent furiously flushed the remaining pills down the toilet. There wouldn’t be another full moon for a whole month!
Another month! While in a small sense he was glad not to have killed anyone, that little wolf-part of him lusted to kill
something. He went to the local animal shelter, with the intent of getting a puppy or kitten to bite the throat out of, but two
steps into the building and he had to flee outside, sneezing uncontrollably. Again, the rational part of him was very happy, but
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not the wolfy I.D. He was, not to be facetious, a veritable bear to all those around him for the next four weeks.
Giving little thought to aught else, about the third week or so he reached the logical conclusion: if it was animal fur that
was making him sneeze, the fur would have to go.
Consequently, the night of the next full moon, had there been a fly on the wall (and as a matter of fact, there was) and
had it been paying attention (alas, it was not), it would have seen a very curious sight: a naked man sitting, twitching and
restless, on a folding chair in front of his dresser mirror, and on said dresser four cans of shaving cream (two menthol, one
for sensitive skin, and one musk) and an open ten-pack of disposable razors, all laid out in a neurotically neat little row.
The silvery moon exploded its shiny face on the unsuspecting world below. Kent went through the ages-old transformation,
and promptly began to sneeze. But he had purpose this time, and he knew he had to hurry if he wanted to get any hunting
done this night.
Clumsily grasping one of the cans of shaving cream in his right paw, he applied a thick streak to his left forearm. He took
a razor and ran it through the foam. The razor dragged a wadded, prickly mass of fur and shave cream with it, but when Kent
looked at the shaved area, he could see that he had barely made a dent in his pelt. He sneezed. He applied more foam, ran
the razor through again. A little better, but still no visible skin. Four more swipes and he had a bare patch, but the razor was
useless, worn down. He threw it on the floor and grabbed another and began shaving his belly. The fur wasn’t as thick there,
and he nicked himself. He was sneezing so badly he could barely control the razor, and he cut himself repeatedly. By then the
first can of shave cream was empty, and he started the second, moving to his thighs and shoulders.
Three hours and ten razors later, he cleared the water from his eyes and looked into the mirror.
He saw what at one time might have been a fine figure of a werewolf, but now looked like some victim of a terrible
outbreak of mange. He had, in three or four places, managed to expose skin, but that was red with razor burn. He had clumps
and chunks and layers of fur missing from a dozen other places, and a hundred or more little nicks and cuts and slices. It
was embarrassing. He looked about as threatening a figure as Ronald McDonald. He couldn’t go out tonight. Besides he was
still—“aarraschhh!”—sneezing.
He curled up on the floor and watched two back-to-back syndicated repeats of the Mary Tyler Moore Show and fell asleep.
He went back to Dr. Brizzi and explained to her that, despite his fervent, almost fanatical avoidance of all fur-bearing
creatures (being a stockbroker, lying came easily to him), he was still unbearably plagued by his allergy. So the good doctor
put him on super-duper mega-anti-allergy shots, three times a week for the next four weeks. But shone the next full moon,
occurred the next transformation, Kent was sneezing his head off as usual.
The wolf-part though, had enough. It had to go out to hunt, to kill something. Action without rational thought was called
for, and the call was answered. The werewolf leapt through the window, sending shattered glass in all directions. He had the
misfortune to sneeze on the way down, causing him an ill-timed and off-balance landing. He made a mental note to call
the chiropractor in the morning. Hmm…maybe more than a chiropractor. The fall hurt his back pretty badly—probably a
dislocated disk pressing on a nerve. Damn it! He could hardly put any weight on his left foot. Even just touching his toes to
the ground sent a sharp pain shooting up his leg and into his hip and lower back. But still: to the hunt! Sneezing and limping,
he sought after some prey.
Which he was not long in finding. As he intersected a dark alley, he saw a figure within. From the hour and the nature
of the neighborhood, he surmised that the figure was that of a wino, a drunken bum, a derelict, a hobo—okay, it was the
2010a—an eleemosynarious homeless person, one who’s death would not be overly enthusiastically investigated by the police
(even a werewolf has to be careful, after all).
Had the aforementioned fly been positioned about three quarters of the way down the alley, it would have seen the
wino (for such he was) four sheets to a three-sheeted wind, mumbling Lovecraftian incoherencies over an empty bottle of
something called Liquidia Amnesia. At the end of the alley, stylistically backlit, just like Kenneth Branagh in “Henry V,”
suddenly loomed the massive figure of the werewolf: half-man, half-wolf, seven feet of fur and menace. As the creature
started down the alley, the wino looked up, and despite his besotted condition, uttered a yelp of fear. Then he stilled
his yelp and looked again.
As the apparition came down the alley towards him, it limped gingerly, sneezing constantly and going,
“Arrschchch!” each time, wiping its nose with the back of its paw.
Some menace! The bum began to chuckle as the beast limped and sneezed its way down the alley. A deadly
werewolf wif a code id its node? The wino began to laugh. A child of the night who had hut his widdle footsie-wootsie?
The bum began to scream hysterically. A monster from hell wif da sniffles and a boo-boo? The bum shrieked with
uncontrollable laughter. The werewolf, sneezing and hobbling and wiping at its eyes, limped nearer. The wouldbe victim howled and howled and howled all the harder until he burst a blood vessel in his brain and suffered a fatal
aneurism. He had died laughing.
The werewolf approached the still form, and, quickly surmising the situation, nevertheless partook of a little snack.
Hey, said the tiny human part of the brain to the wolf-part. What’s the difference, as long as they die, right?
You got it, dude, said the wolf-part.
Kent called the glazier the next morning, and things went back pretty much to normal.
Except now, sometimes, he stops in mid-stalk and performs a little hula dance. It usually speeds things up. 
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Michele Kallio
Basing Historical Fiction on Fact

“Books are the doorways to the world and beyond.”
Interview by Jodi Ann Hanson

Michele Kallio lives in the quaint little hamlet of St. Andrews-by-the-sea, located in
New Brunswick, Canada on the shore of Passamaquoddy Bay. She is a former grade school teacher and librarian who now
devotes her time to writing.
Michele’s book, “Betrayal,” started with a short story that grew. It was an idea that took hold and wouldn’t let go resulting
in a fifteen-year journey from first putting the pen to page through to the final word. Often she tried to enlist her husband
David to read and critique her work, but he preferred to stay behind the scenes, encouraging Michele to keep following her
dream even at the toughest times.
Literature is a friend Michele found at a young age. She attributes this love of reading to her aunt Rose who never seemed
to be without a book in her hand, often spending afternoons reading together on the porch. Aunt Rose played a large part in
Michele’s life teaching her the value of honesty and hard work following the death of her mother when she was twelve.
Michele’s husband David shares her love of literature. Married in 1968, the couple lived in a small home with one shelf
of books they called their library dreaming of the one they hoped to have in the future. They loved books so much so that
when they moved into their current home in 1991, they added a room onto the house modeled after an English library and
filled it, floor to ceiling, with books. Michele alone has an English History section of two-hundred-plus volumes that she put
to good use researching her novel.
“Betrayal,” released in June 2011, is Michele’s first novel.
Jodi Ann Hanson (JAH): You were a teacher and a librarian during your career, so obviously you have always had a love of
books. What inspired you to begin writing?
Michele Kallio (MK): As an elementary school teacher,
I took my responsibility to teach my students to not only
learn to read, but to love it too, very seriously. Books are
the doorways to the world and beyond. Many years later
during one long, dreary winter I took a creative writing
course from Writer’s Digest. That’s when I got bitten by
the writing bug, and apparently there is no cure.
JAH: What do you enjoy most about writing?
MK: I think what I like most and which never ceases to
astonish me, is the way characters seem to take on a life
of their own. They often say and do things that surprise
me. Sometimes it feels as if they must be sitting on my
shoulder, whispering, and I am merely taking dictation.
JAH: You write historical fiction. Why did you choose
that genre?
MK: As far back as I can remember, I have always been
interested in history. First, in grade school, there was
American History and later, English history. I read my first book on Anne Boleyn
while I was still in high school. I have been fascinated by Anne Boleyn, Henry the
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Eighth, and the Tudors in general ever since.

Betrayal

A lot of people feel history is a dry subject and unfortunately it can be. Recall the passage in “Alice
in Wonderland” when the Dodo bird dried Alice off by reciting history to her. It needn’t be that
way.
I have found that the best introduction to a new or unfamiliar historical period is historical fiction.
A fictional story brings the history to life and makes the learning painless. Later on, after your
interest has been sparked, it is easier to tackle the non-fiction historical sources. But writers do
their readers a disservice when their historical fiction is based in fantasy and not fact.
JAH: Given the choice, who is the author with whom you would chose to share a meal, and
why?
MK: It would have to be Margaret Mitchell, the author of “Gone With the Wind.” I have always
admired the way she breathed life into her characters and scenes. Her artistry in conveying how
two families and their servants coped with the stress and turmoil of the Civil War and its aftermath
has always fascinated me. I would love to share a meal with her and hopefully gain insight into
how she did it and perhaps get some pointers from her that would help me with my next book.
JAH: Who has been the greatest influence in your life?
MK: I have had two major influential people in my life. The first would be my Aunt Rose. My
mother died when I was twelve, and I was shuffled amongst various family members and suffered
abuse at their hands. I was beginning to go wrong when my widowed Aunt Rose took me in and
straightened me out. She taught me the value of hard work and honesty; it has served me well ever
since.
The second is my husband, David, who through the forty-four years of our marriage has always
supported me, and encouraged me to grow. He believed in me even when I myself didn’t.
S. MAG.: What is one quirky trait that you love about yourself?
JAH: I love dressing up in costumes. I have an Anne Boleyn costume which I have worn to book
signings. I even have a Henry the Eighth costume for my husband, complete with a false beard,
although I haven’t gotten him to wear the beard in public (yet).
JAH: Being a debut author, what part of the publishing process did you enjoy the most?
MK: I’ll start with what I enjoyed the least: the editorial review. Even though the publisher’s
representative was kind and understanding and warned me not to take it personally, I felt wounded
by some of the editor’s comments. But after a while I took the editor’s advice and made the changes
that were suggested and I realize now that the novel is better for it.
But what I loved the most was holding the proof copy in my hand, the dream of a lifetime come
true. It was such a wonderful feeling that I hope any of you
reading this who are struggling to get your book into print will
persevere so you too can have this joyous experience.
JAH: What are you working on now?
MK: I am in the early creative stages of imagining two different
novels. This means that I write different beginnings to each
of them and then reflect on which one leads best into the rest
of the story. Or sometimes I get a new inspiration and write
a whole new beginning. Meanwhile, the rest of the story is
taking shape in my mind, and it too undergoes changes.
One story is the prequel to “Betrayal” and the other story is of
The Acadian Expulsion from Nova Scotia in 1755, another
period that has always fascinated me.
We thank you Michele for the interview and for
sharing a little of yourself to our readers. Learn more about
Michele Kallio on her website http://www.michelekallio.
com. 
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By Michele Kallio

Picking up “Betrayal” by
Michele Kallio, I was instantly
captivated. Michele skillfully
combines current day with
dream sequences relating
to life in the 1500s. The
characters are well portrayed
and the storyline is believable.
You can almost feel the
sunshine and smell the roses
as Michele artfully describes
them.
The lead character Lydia
Hamilton seems to have
an idyllic life working and
living with her boyfriend Dr.
Dan Taylor. That is, until she
begins to have a recurring
dream that haunts even her
waking hours. The dreams
take Lydia to the 1500s and
into the court of King Henry
VIII. Dan doesn’t understand
how tormented Lydia is by the
dream which is now causing a
rift to develop between the
couple. He insists Lydia seek
the help of Dr. Alan Stokes,
a psychologist and specialist
in dream interpretation.
With Alan’s help, Lydia is
able to recall more details of
her dreams, bringing to light
names and locations that the
dream plays out.
Lydia is contacted by her
estranged family from whom
she learns of her mother’s
death, a mother she thought
dead since she was a child.
Lydia is drawn to England to
the home of her family in the
hope that she will be able to
bring sense to her dreams and
put an end to them once and
for all.
Michele Kallio, retired
medical office manager,
former teacher, and librarian
draws her reader in and
keeps their attention with
her talented writing. She
has combined mystery and
proven historical facts into an
amazing read that I very much
recommend. Pick it up, make
a cup of tea and read the book.
You will be glad you did.
Reviewed by Jodi Ann Hanson
for Suspense Magazine 
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Special Preview from New York Times Bestselling Author

P

Ted Bell

HANTOM

An Alex Hawke Novel

To every man is given the key to the gates of heaven.
The same key opens the gates of hell.
—Buddhist Proverb

Prologue

The house at the seaward end of Captain’s Neck Lane in
Bar Harbor is a three-story Victorian painted a lovely
shade of pale yellow with white trim. The home has all the
prerequisite nineteenth-century decorative gingerbread
geegaws and doodads, but they are not overwhelming.
There is a certain peace about the house that you can feel,
just standing on the sidewalk at the front gate on a quiet
summer evening.
Peace, yes, and should you step inside, abiding love.
There was red, white, and blue bunting hung from the
portico surrounding the front door. A very large American
flag was draped from the roof and obscured the two large
windows on the third floor. A banner was affixed to the
exterior wall just below the flag. It read:
A hero’s welcome, u.s. marine sgt. chris
marley!
Tonight, all the windows of 72 Captain’s Neck Lane are
aglow, though it is well nigh the witching hour. Even lit is
the tiny window at the top of the tower jutting out from
the western front corner of the house. In that small round
room, a little girl is sitting on her bed room floor being
read to by her father. The child’s name is Aurora, age six.
The father is Christopher, age thirty-two, a warrior at heart.
Still. He is missing part of his right leg, from the knee down.
It is the result of an IED the Taliban had left waiting for him
beside the road to Kabul. He’d been promised a prosthetic,
but there was a very long line of amputees ahead of him.
He thought little of the wound. He had seen countless
horrors far worse. He was one of the lucky ones. He was alive.
He had come home safely to his family. He had done his duty.
He was a proud man, proud of his service and what he’d done
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for his country, though he would never, ever, let you know it.
His father had never talked about his war. Neither would he.
“I like my cane,” the Marine told people. “It has many
other uses, you know. You can scare cats with it, stuff like
that.”
Aurora, unable to sleep because of an impending
adventure, has had her father reading to her for hours. She
hasn’t yawned once, Christopher thought, pulling another
book from her shelves. Not once! With her flouncy red curls
and cornflower-blue eyes, she was a picture-perfect child.

Suspense Magazine March 2012/vol. 032

Christopher Marley once told his
wife, Marjorie, that when the great
gardener finally clipped all the inferior
roses in the great garden, he came up
with one perfect bud and he named
it “Aurora.” It was the kind of thing
he said from time to time, the kind of
thing that endeared him to his wife of
ten years. Not to mention his legions of
loyal readers.
Christopher, a famous writer
of children’s books before duty and
country had called, turned the page of
the picture book.
“Ooh, Daddy, what a lovely palace!
Who lives there? Can I live there
someday? Become a real princess?”
“Well, most likely not. You’ll see
it for yourself when we get to Orlando
tomorrow, but I can tell you now even
though it’s a great secret. That palace is
the home of Cinderella and—”
“Cinderella? She’s so beautiful.”
“Indeed. As I say, it’s her palace,
but she has many guests living there
as well. Including a certain mouse,
your favorite mouse in the whole wide
world.”
“Remy? In Ratatouille?”
“Remy was a rat, darling, not a
mouse. Otherwise they would have
called the movie Mouseatouille. Which
they didn’t.”
Aurora laughed and pursed her
lips, thinking this over.
“Not Mickey?”
“Yup. Mickey Mouse himself.”
“Mickey Mouse. The real Mickey
Mouse. Lives in that very palace with
Cinderella? Inside.”
“Correct.”
“And we’re going there. To that
exact palace. Tomorrow.”
“We are.”
“Oh, Daddy, I want to hug you.
I’m so excited . . . can we meet Mickey?
Go to his house? See his room and
everything?”
“I should think so. He does live
there, after all.”
“Well. We’ll just walk up to his door
and knock on it, won’t we, Daddy?”
“Or maybe he’ll be out playing and
we’ll go say hello. I hear he is just about
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the most popular mouse in Orlando
and—”
At dinner the night before he
shipped out, he had made a solemn
promise to his family. When he got
home he was taking them all to Disney
World for a grand holiday. Three whole
days. In bed later that night, he’d asked
his wife to honor his promise in his
absence. No matter what. And there
were times, lying in a rocky roadside
ditch, bleeding out, when Sgt. Chris
Marley, USMC, had believed he’d never
set foot (he still had one, anyway) inside
Disney World. He still remembered
Aubrey, his son, who had pumped his
fist and shouted, “Disney World? Space
Mountain, bring it on!”
“Daddy! Wake up! You fell asleep
reading!”
Aurora, her eyes gleaming, looked
up at him and said one word freighted
with reverence.
“Mickey.”
At that moment the door
swung inward and a small, familiarlooking boy of eleven (he was Aurora’s
older brother) stood there holding a
very beat-up red duffel bag with a big
black L above a pair of crossed lacrosse
sticks. It was the one his dad had used
at Lawrenceville. The boy’s name was
Aubrey. He was an auburn-haired boy,
with great handsome eyes that he would
grow into with the passing of time.
“Dad, Mom says I can’t use this
duffel without your permission.”
“Permission granted, Private
Marley, but it’s too big. We’re only going
for three days, Aubrey.”
“Dad! What about all my lacrosse
stuff? It’ll only fit in this . . .”
“No time for lacrosse where we’re
going, I’m afraid. Your days are already
accounted for. I’ve got tickets for Splash
Mountain, the Riverboat cruise, the
Haunted House, the Pirates of the
Caribbean, It’s a Small World . . . and
that’s only the first day.”
“What about Space Mountain?”
“I hear that’s too scary,” Aurora
said, clutching her dolly.
“It’s just a roller coaster,” Aubrey

sniffed. “How scary can it be?”
“All I know is my best friend
forever Tabitha Longley went and she
said it’s all in the dark and you can’t
see anything. She hated it. She even . . .
threw up . . . gross!”
Aubrey laughed, “Yeah, I bet.
’Specially for the poor bozos sitting
behind her.”
“You are so totally disgusting.”
Christopher closed the picture
book and leaned forward in his chair.
“Aubrey? Why don’t you go pack,
buddy. It’s late and we’re getting up very
early. You were supposed to be packed
by dinnertime.”
“Dad! I had practice!”
“Go get Mom; she’ll help you.
You won’t need much, okay? Jeans,
sweatshirts, and sneakers.”
“Space Mountain, Dad? Please.”
“Yes, fine. Space Mountain.”
It was lunchtime when
the Marleys checked into the
great Wilderness Lodge, the hotel
Christopher and Marjorie had chosen
because of its resemblance to the
place where they’d honeymooned,
the Yellowstone Lodge in Yellowstone
Park. Aubrey was simply astounded by
the size of the place. Aurora just wanted
to get to the room, unpack, and get to
that palace.
After checking in, Chris had a
nice moment when an elderly black
gentleman with beautiful white hair
and a very erect posture arrived to
help them with their luggage. “I honor
your service, son,” the veteran had said
quietly and with a knowing look.
“Semper Fi.” Chris smiled.
“Semper Fi,” the old Marine
acknowledged.
The family took the monorail to
the park entrance and stepped down
onto the platform. Above the roof of
the train station Aurora could glimpse
the long banners streaming from the
tall towers of Cinderella’s Palace.
“Dad, there it is!”
“Just like the picture, isn’t it?”
“Oh, yes! Let’s go. We don’t want
to miss Mickey. I’m sure he’s awake by
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now. He’ll be home, though, don’t you
think?”
“Come on, follow me. I’ve got
passes. We’ll head straight for Main
Street and then go find out.”
Aubrey had zero interest in
Cinderella or her palace and convinced
his mother to come with him inside a
shop that did fake tattoos. Marjorie
told Christopher to go on ahead and
they’d all meet at Splash Mountain, the
log-flume ride and their first adventure
of the day. Christopher had decided
it was the most benign and so a good
way to judge Aurora’s capacity for the
more challenging rides. Aubrey, he
wasn’t worried about. Aubrey’s idea of
fun was jumping off the roof into the
hedgerows with a Superman red bath
towel tied around his neck.
“So, Dad,” Aurora said, looking
confused and dismayed as they made
their way up Main Street to the palace,
“you did say you and I were going to
knock on the palace door and say hi to
Mickey, right? Just the two of us, right?”
“Of course. And we will.”
“Oh.”
“What’s wrong, sweetie?” Aurora
burst into tears.
“It’s just like you said, only—only
who are all these other people?”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean, well, I don’t know, Dad. I
thought it was just going to be me and
you. Going to Mickey’s house and all.
Not a whole other bunch of people. Just
the two of us.”
“Well, sweetie, it’s just that, well,
this is a public amusement—”
“Dad!” Aurora cried out. “Look!
There’s Mickey right over there, getting
off the streetcar. C’mon. Before he goes
inside!”
And with that, she put her little
head down, curls flouncing, and made
a beeline through the crowds for her
favorite mouse.
Christopher smiled and said, “Hey,
Aurora, wait for me!”
He saw her for an instant, beaming,
and waving him onward.
It would be the last happy moment
of the day.
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There was a mercifully
short line for the log flume ride.
While Marjorie and Aubrey went
to use their passes for more tokens,
Christopher took Aurora to watch the
riders come flying out of the topmost
boarding station and careening down
the twisting and steeply angled chute
full of churning water. The chute
straightened out at the bottom, and
the log full of passengers plunged into
the deep lagoon with a great splash,
soaking everyone aboard, causing fits
of laughter. It was fun, Christopher
thought; he’d done it many times
himself as a boy. He didn’t think it
would scare Aurora one bit.
They climbed the stairway to the
top, Christopher holding onto the rail
to manage the ascent. When they finally
reached the boarding station, he asked,
“Does this look like fun, sweetie?”
“Oh, yes, Daddy, let’s go!”
“All right then, I’ll get in the very
front seat and you take the one just
behind me. That way you can wrap
your arms around me going around the
curves if you want to.”
They took their positions and
waited for the rest of the riders sitting
behind them to board.
“Here we go!” Christopher said,
turning to smile over his shoulder at
Aurora.
The log whooshed from beneath
the corrugated roof section, riding a
flood of rushing water like a surging
tide, and took the banked curves at
increasing speed. A few minutes later,
he caught a glimpse of his wife and son
far below, waving at them and waiting
in the crowd as they approached the
final straightaway. No. Wait. They were
pointing up at the chute and appeared
to be saying something . . .
No. They were screaming.
He instantly saw why.
The lower straightaway chute was
completely dry. No water at all, just the
fierce sun’s glare glinting off the smooth
stainless steel. He didn’t have time to
think about it. The second the metal
log hit that dry patch it accelerated

dramatically. Frantically, Christopher
turned to grab Aurora.
It was too late.
She was gone.
The log struck the surface of the
water at the bottom at a ridiculously
steep angle and going at least five
times faster than its designed speed.
It pitch-poled forward and ejected
the six passengers into the wide deep
pool. Logs were continuing to slam
into the pool, hurling more people into
the “lagoon.” Christopher, in shock,
clawed for the water’s surface looking
for Aurora, kicking his one good leg
furiously. He saw her red hair floating
and feared the worst. He swam to her,
ignoring the screams of the frightened
and injured, and pushed her face up
out of the water.
“Is that it, Daddy?” she said,
sputtering.
“Oh, my little baby, are you hurt?”
“ ’Course not. Is that the special
ride? It’s ever so much more fun than
just splashing down in the silly old log.
It’s just like holding your nose, closing
your eyes, and jumping off the high
dive at Meadowbrook Club, isn’t it?”
Christopher hugged her to him and
swam to the side where EMS personnel
were helping frightened passengers
from the pool and wrapping them in
towels. No one, thank God, seemed
to have been seriously injured, just a
few scrapes and bruises. There was an
elderly woman lying half in the water
and half out who appeared to have
landed on the walkway surrounding
the “lagoon.”
At lunch near the Mississippi
Paddlewheeler, considerably calmer
now that everyone was all right, the
Marleys discussed the rest of the
afternoon’s activities. Marjorie was
still shaken by the flume incident and
not sure she wanted to trust any of the
other rides as planned. Christopher
sympathized, but the look on the
children’s faces convinced him that to
hole up in their rooms watching Little
Mermaid or Shrek III or whatever
for the remaining two days was a
nonstarter.
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“I asked one of the security
men, darling,” he said to her. “He
said it was the first incident like that in
the forty years he’d worked here. He said
it was some kind of computer glitch.
Maybe a power spike that opened a
drain, something like that. Did you
know that thirty feet below us are
miles of tunnels and computer control
rooms? Computers run everything in
the whole park.”
“And you find that reassuring?”
“Computers run the Boeing 777
that got us here. So, yeah. I find that
reassuring.”
“I don’t know, hon. It scared me to
death. But I also think we should not
let one mishap ruin their entire trip.
They’ve been looking forward to it for
two years.”
“Right. Me, too. So let’s all just
go have the most fun afternoon ever.
Deal?”
“Deal.”
And so the Marley family finished
lunch and headed toward the Haunted
House where the most dangerous
things were the steep stairs. Passing
the flume, they were reassured by
the fact that it had already reopened.
Continuing along by the river they
were startled by a huge roar that went
up from the crowd, somewhere over on
Main Street. Christopher looked at his
watch.
“It’s one o’clock; the parade is just
starting,” he said.
“The parade?” Aurora said and
burst into song. “ ‘Who’s the leader of
the band they call the Mousketeers?
M-I-C-K-E-Y. . .’ ”
They reached the line for the
Haunted House, and it seemed to
stretch back at least a mile.
“How long a wait?” he asked a
heavily tattooed biker in front of him,
piercings in his nose, tongue, and ears
and wearing a wifebeater T-shirt.
“Well, yessir, that’s kinda hard to
say. They shut her down for a while is
what I heard. Some kind of malfunction
with the Invisible Staircase, I reckon. I
guess somebody fell down the stairs or
something. Said it wouldn’t take long to
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fix, though. I’d stick around, line moves
purty quickly once she gets going.”
After a few rides without
further incident, the Marley family
was more than ready to head back to
the Wilderness Lodge for a nap and the
special dinner with all the characters.
Apparently Mickey was going to join
them for dinner along with Goofy and
Snow White. Aurora, most tired of all,
was ready to call it a day. But Daddy
had promised Aubrey Space Mountain,
and Daddy always kept his promises.
They headed for Tomorrowland.
The line was short because the
sun was setting and many families had
begun leaving the park at five. No one
save Aubrey had the slightest intention
of riding a roller coaster in the dark.
So the boy joined the queue while
the family went to a nearby ice cream
parlor, took a table where they could
see the ride, and ordered banana splits
all around. The ride looked more like a
futuristic white football stadium than a
roller coaster, but of course the tracks
were all inside in the dark where you
couldn’t see what was coming next.
The line moved quickly and Aubrey
got closer to the front.
“Sorry, son, full up. Have to wait
for the next one. Won’t be long,” a
guard said.
Aubrey waved at his parents and
climbed up on the rail to wait as the cars
left the station. There were video games
for people waiting, but he wanted to
psych himself up for his ride.
The first indication he had that
something was terribly wrong was the
kind of screaming he heard coming
from inside. It wasn’t excited screaming;
it was terrified screaming. And there
was an awful smell coming from
inside, like burning wires and rubber
and something else, that smelled like—
and then he saw the flames filling the
tunnel and heading straight for the
station. There was a roaring fire inside
Space Mountain and people were being
burned alive. He ran for his parents,
ran for his life really, because he’d no
idea if the whole thing could explode

or not, and when he reached them he
started crying.
“There’s a fire in there, a f-fire in
there, Dad,” he sobbed. “Inside the
mountain. Those people, they thought
it was going to be fun and now—they’re
dying!”
At that moment there was the gutwrenching and ear-piercing screech of
torn metal coming from high above.
The Marleys looked up to see an
entire section of roller-coaster cars, still
full of screaming, wildly gesticulating
people, some of them on fire, come
flying through a rip in the rooftop,
soaring at least a hundred feet above
the ground. It was too horrible to grasp.
Marjorie turned away just before the
flying death trap slammed into a large
crowd waiting to enter Buzz Lightyear’s
Space Ranger Spin.
Christopher and Marjorie each
grabbed a child and began to run
maniacally toward the park entrance.
The screams and yells coming from
every corner of the park told them
Space Mountain wasn’t the only ride
that had malfunctioned so horribly. It
seemed that everywhere they looked
there was death and destruction: black
smoke and fiery orange flames were
rising throughout the park, and mobs
in a high state of panic were clawing
and trampling one another in an effort
to escape this nightmarish Kingdom of
Death.
Christopher Marley shouted at his
wife and suddenly detoured toward the
scene where the flying cars had landed
on top of the waiting crowd, leaping
over the fallen bodies of his fellow
citizens. He did the best he could,
balancing on his one good leg, using
his crutch to pull as many of the injured
from the tangled wreckage as he could
before EMS and park security forces
arrived en masse. Hugging his daughter
to his chest, running toward his wife
and son, he had a terrible premonition.
This is no accident. 
Used with Permission from William
Morrow
An imprint of HarperCollins Publishers
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Interviewed by Susan May

When it comes to writing,

there doesn’t seem to be anything Julianna
Baggott hasn’t done. There are over fifty foreign
published editions of her books and over one
hundred publications have carried her work.
Along with works under her real name, J.C.
Baggott, she has penned multiple best sellers
under the pen names Bridgette Asher and N.E.
Bode.
So when she turns her eye to the postapocalyptic young adult genre, with her first
book of a trilogy, “Pure,” you know she is
not going to just hit the mark, she is going
to demolish the entire scoreboard. Fox2000
thought so too and have purchased the rights
to her trilogy even before the release of “Pure.”
In her own words on writing, Baggott says:
“I’m here because I’ve learned that writing—
this twitch of my fingers—is really rooted
deep inside of me. It’s a way of running your
hands through the reeds, the silt, the kind of
silt still clouding the day, the kind settled (like
memory) waiting to be stirred.”
It is with tremendous pleasure that
Suspense Magazine delves into the silt of J.C.
Baggott’s mind. We cover answers on why
the research for “Pure” was so difficult, with
whom she would co-author a book if given
the chance, and many more answers from a
writer whose reviewers have worn out their
superlatives in describing her talent.
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Susan May (SM): What were you doing when the idea for “Pure” came to you?
Julianna Baggott (JB): Maybe it came from desire, first. I was feeling restless. I
wanted to do something really ambitious, cinematic, and large-scale. And, from
that point on, there wasn’t any one glimmering resolute idea. There were seventeen
million tiny ideas. The notion of the doll-head fused to someone’s fist was something
I played with in a failed short story. I suppose the realization that the girl with the
doll-head fist belonged in THIS other world I desired to create was critical. Did it
come in a flash? I don’t know. I wrote a riff from her perspective—hiding in an ashchoked cabinet—and read it to my daughter (now sixteen) and she told me it was
the best thing I’d ever written. That was the start. I remember that moment: where
I was sitting, where she was sitting. Yes. I won’t forget it.
SM: “Pure” contains dark scenes involving children, including their physical
fusion with objects and people, during the blasts. As a parent, how did you feel
writing these scenes and characters?
JB: I have a hard time processing the real brutal world all around us.

I had a hard time doing the
research for this book that
took me to the history of atomic
bombs: Nagasaki and Hiroshima.
Those bombs didn’t spare children.
War and famine don’t spare
children.
And so children were part of the novel. They survived, and there they were, whether
I’m a mother or not. But the characters in “Pure” called “The Mothers”—a band of
violent warrior types—would not exist if I didn’t have children. I am the writer I am
in large part because my kids mined my soul.
SM: At what point in the story did you realize it would become a trilogy?
JB: I always knew that it was a possibility. But the first draft was very hard and in
later drafts the novel changed drastically. (There was another narrative point of
view…a character who no longer exists at all in the book.) So, as much as I knew
there would be more, the bullying through of book one didn’t allow me to look too
far beyond it. Once finished, the rest rushed in.
SM: “Pure” has been heralded as the next “Hunger Games,” and with film rights
purchased it must be very exciting. As you were writing the book, did you realize
its potential to become the next big trilogy?
JB: No. Not at all. My daughter loved the book. I mentioned the premise to my nextdoor neighbors and they told me it was really compelling. My father was reading
as I went, as was my husband. Everyone told me to keep at it. But it all felt very
personal, as all of my books do before they become public, which is always a great

SuspenseMagazine.com

PURE

By Julianna Baggott

As the last pages of “Pure” loomed, the
thought uppermost in my mind was, thank
you Julianna Baggott for planning a trilogy.
Even then, two more books of this wonderful
story will still leave us wanting more. It is a
window into an apocalyptic world, never
before imagined in literature or film.
“We know you are here, our brothers
and sisters. We will, one day, emerge from
the Dome to join you in peace. For now, we
watch from afar benevolently.”
The premise of the book is in those
words, delivered from the sky via thousands
of slips of paper, days after catastrophic
explosions destroy America. Survivors,
outside of the “Dome”—like sixteen-yearold, Pressia—exist by bartering for food and
living in the ruins of buildings. Thanks to the
nanotechnology bombs, these poor wretches
now face life fused with whatever they were
nearest when the explosions occurred. In
Pressia’s case, along with horrific scars, a
doll’s head is now embarrassingly her hand.
The macabre fusions afflict all survivors.
Her Grandfather’s throat sports an embedded
fan. Bradwell, an ally, has bird wings fluttering
in his back and the interesting El Capitan,
sadly carries, the remnants of his brother, on
his back.
Inside the Dome, the inhabitants live a
life of luxury with no scars or fusions marring
their lives. Partridge, a “Pure”—the name the
outside inhabitants give Dome dwellers—
decides to escape the Dome in search of his
Mother. Despite being wife to Ellery Willux,
the Dome creator and its current dictatorlike ruler, she didn’t make it inside before the
blasts.
Convinced that after many years, his
Mother is still alive, Partridge embarks on an
odyssey in which he and Pressia cross paths.
Along the way, they gather surprising allies,
including the most vicious school Mums you
will meet.
“Pure” burns along at a savage pace and
the few passages where Baggott allows us to
pause become voyeuristic windows into her
extraordinarily imagined world. Baggott not
only paints a vivid world, but also populates
it with real characters that will haunt you
long after the line, “The End of Book One.”
Reviewed by Susan May for Suspense
Magazine 
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shock.
SM: Your writing versatility is obvious in that your seventeen
books range across many genres. If you could co-author a
book with any other author—alive or dead, who would they
be?
JB: Ha. Well, I do have one co-authored novel—“Which Brings
Me to You”—with Steve Almond. But, yes, in choosing to work
with him, I had to stick to the “living” category. It’s hard,
right? Because I’m drawn to some drinkers and depressives.
Collaboration is much about the relationship, the sum not
its parts. I’m going to choose someone living, though, and
someone who’s done collaborative work before—a good bet.
Neil Gaiman. I love his mind. I’ve heard him speak and he
seems pretty down to earth. My husband met him and told
him that my son wanted to punch him in the face, and he
was lovely about that. (The link to that story is here: http://
bridgetasher.blogspot.com/2010/11/why-my-husband-toldneil-gaiman-that-my.html) I’d choose Gaiman. I’m sure of it.
SM: As an author, how have you adapted to the digital age
and what are your thoughts on it?
JB: I love the access to research. Things that would have taken
days, weeks, years to track down, can pop up in .39 seconds.
SM: Is there an interview question you have not been asked?
JB: I assume the answer is infinite.
Thank you to J.C. Baggott for visiting us during her
tour to promote “Pure”. To learn more about her and her books and read
very interesting commentary on life and writing, visit http://www.juliannabaggott.com/. 
You can follow aspiring author, Susan May on Twitter @ susanmaywriter.

PRINCE HORROR
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Fire
T

he fire had been out for days, but the smell hung
heavy in the air. The earth, scorched black, was
covered with a carpet of dead, moldy leaves, damp
from the rain that helped stop the raging flames. The black
stumps of trees echoed the bleak desolation of the remains of
the house.
She clutched her windbreaker tight against her, staring
at the blackened shell that had been the only home she’d ever
known. It had been hot that morning, hot and windy, signs
that a Santa Ana was brewing. Today, only a breeze came from
the ocean. She shivered slightly. She wasn’t sure if it was the
chill in the air or because…
She shifted her weight. Her new running shoes cut into her
ankles. Running. Wasn’t that funny? It had taken everything
she could manage just to make it from the road up the slope to
the ruin of the house. The wooden stairs that lead from the road
to the front porch were gone. The gravel driveway covered in
charred remnants of God only knew what. She certainly didn’t.
She took a step closer. The porch had been there. A
wonderful porch, covered against the summer sun and the
winters driving rains. You could look straight down the
mountain from that porch, over rocks and tall pines to watch
the never ending traffic on Highway 1 and the constantly
changing face of the ocean beyond. She took a few steps closer.
Was that a runner from one of the rockers sticking up from the
pile of blackened rubble? There was the front door, no longer
dark red, swinging back and forth on one hinge, inviting you
into nothing at all.
“This was my home,” she thought. “I was born here, I grew
up here. I lived here all of my married life. This is where my
husband and my sister died.”
The black, charred embers faded and it was as it had always
been, a large, two story house topped with a heavy shake roof.
Her bedroom looked out over the oaks, the pines, the dense
underbrush for a clear view of the lights of Malibu, so close, so
far. She always kept that room, even after…
She waited to feel something; pain, grief, loss, but nothing
came except memories. Unwelcome memories. She tried to bat
them away like flies, but they insisted on playing themselves
out.
There, on the porch, the round little girl with the pale red
curls and the small breasts already, at ten, straining the fabric

By Kathleen Delaney
of her too tight tee shirt, that couldn’t really be her. But it was.
The man in the rocking chair, holding the other, smaller girl,
laughing, tickling her, was her father and the girl her sister.
Her curls were a brighter, deeper red. Her jeans didn’t strain to
cover her slim hips, her tiny hand rested on their father’s check
as she smiled up at him.
“Flaming Freddie, that’s who you are.”
He hugs the child close.
A woman comes through the front door, stops, frowns
at the older child, reaches down to adjust the ribbon holding
back the pale curls, then walks to the porch railing, staring out
at the dry California hillside.
She watches her mother, and then almost absently reaches
toward the plate of cookies sitting on the table by the rocking
chair.
“I told you, only one, Marlene,” the woman says, her back
turned. “You’ll get fat.”
The child snatches back her hand as if touched by fire.
The father gives a cookie to the giggling Freddie as he sets
her down.
“It’s all right, Marlene. Looks aren’t everything.” He pauses.
“You’re the smart one.” He gives the little girl another hug.
“Yes.” Their mother turns to examine both girls. Her eyes
rest longer on the oldest. She sighs and turns toward their
father.
“Must you always call Fredericka by that ridiculous name?
Flaming Freddie. It’s…obscene.”
“It suits her,” he smiles at the child.
“No. It suits you. You insisted on naming her after yourself.
Now you invent that stupid name.”
Her tone is low and scathing, designed to hurt.
His tone is full of venom, “I wouldn’t have named her
Fredericka if you’d given me a son.”
She looks at him, her eyes hard, her mouth pinched, “You
don’t deserve a son.”
She takes the smaller child by the hand and leads her into
the house, turning her back on both the man and the other
child as if they didn’t exist.
Memory fast-forwards. She stands at the living room
window, staring at the woods soggy from an infrequent
California rain, listening to their father as he tries to explain
why their mother was gone. She can see her father reflected
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in the window, running his fingers
through thinning hair, looking
suddenly old. Freddie sits beside him,
her curls almost reaching her tiny
waist, her tee shirt showing a hint of
the woman she will become, the tears
staining her cheeks refusing to blotch
her complexion or redden her eyes.
“Why?” she asks in the whinny
voice she uses more and more. “Why
did she want to leave us?”
Marlene doesn’t wait for an
answer. She knows why. She pulls
her sweat shirt further down over her
jeans, focuses briefly on her round
face reflected in the window, on the
light gray eyes from which no tears
fall, then bends down to pick up
Buttons, her small white poodle, and
hugs him close.
“Victor is more exciting, and he
doesn’t have children.”
Her father glares at her. She
watches him put his arm around
Freddie, watches him mop her
tears and watches her nestle into his
shoulder.
The poodle licks her cheek. Her
eyes momentarily fill, and then she
slowly leaves the room. No one calls
her back.
She’s in the kitchen, standing
before the refrigerator, half expecting
the familiar sharp voice.
“No ice cream, Marlene. Two
pieces of cake, Marlene? Is that a
candy bar?”
No voice now. Her hand reaches
out and opens the freezer door.
She stirred as the memory fades.
She could feel her feet rustle the
dead leaves as she shifted her weight
and feel the ache in her back. She
needed to move. She didn’t want to
remember anymore. She turned to go,
but something…there, in that pile of
blackened rubble, the end of a stair
rail. She walked over, reached out her
hand, but drew it back as if the wood
was still hot. Memories were coming
fast now, pushing at one another,
demanding to be seen, to be heard.
The staircase in the house is
beautiful: oak steps topped with a
hand carved rail descend gracefully
to land on the wood living room
floor. It is prom night. Freddie floats
down the stairs, her sea-foam green
dress flowing softly around her,
light embracing her creamy white
shoulders and throat. Her hair, pulled
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away from her face with jeweled
combs, cascades freely down her back.
“Like a fire fall.” Marlene watches
her father’s face flush with pleasure
and pride. She listens to him caution
the starry-eyed boy who reaches
for Freddie’s hand about driving,
about curfew. She is on her way to
the kitchen as the front door closes.
She can feel the seams of her cotton
slacks groan as she bends to peer into
the refrigerator. She feels, rather then
hears, her father behind her.
He looks meaningfully at the
pie she sets on the kitchen table, but
makes no comment as she settles
herself into a chair, Buttons in her lap.
Instead, he lights another cigarette
and stands in the open kitchen door.
“Your time will come, Marlene.
You’re the smart one. Looks aren’t
everything. Brains are important too.”
He doesn’t watch as she shovels in the
last bite.
She knew he didn’t really believe
it. The indifference in his voice
belied the words he always used.
He was more excited about Freddie
graduating from cosmetology school
than of her MBA. Brains were good
for some things, but they didn’t get
you loved.
One morning, he was dead.
The house was finally empty.
Their few family members and fewer
friends were finally gone. Their
father’s attorney, his stockbroker, both
old time friends, and a good-looking
young man she had never met before,
remained. A new associate helping to
handle her father’s investments.
Everything was in trust and she,
Marlene, was to administer it. Freddie
was to receive an income, a generous
one, but had no say. The estate was
much larger than Marlene believed
possible.
Freddie was furious. That day
started many things. The rift between
the sisters had always been there, a
narrow crack, but now it was an open,
yawning chasm. And it brought Robin
Maxwell into their lives.
Attentive, charming Robin. His
smoky blue eyes seemed to see only
her, his slow secret smile made her
glow in places she’d never suspected
could. He told her she was pretty.
He asked her to marry him. For the
first time she could remember, she
felt special, loved, cherished. Life was
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finally good.
Gradually, things changed. Robin started taking over, her
house, her car, her money.
“Keep that dog off my bed.”
He’d push Buttons away. His bed?
“We don’t need a cleaning lady. It’s a waste of money. You
do it.” It’s my money she silently answered.
Soon it was, “Are you going to eat all that?”
She’d push her plate away, but find herself in front of the
refrigerator when he left.
One day Robin announced he’d left his job, “I can manage
our money from home.”
She wanted to protest, but shouldn’t she want him home?
Then, Freddie appeared, “I’m moving in. I’m sick of
apartments and it’s my house too.”
Marlene watched her smile at Robin and saw her sway her
hips as she climbed the stairs, heard Robin’s quick intake of
breathe before he followed, loaded down with Freddie’s things.
A feeling of hopelessness started that day and it grew. She
found Robin and Freddie together, standing too close, sharing
a joke, going for long drives. Robin started calling her “Flaming
Freddie” and he’d laugh. Freddie would laugh back, and then
give Marlene the same smile she used when their father was
alive.
Robin ignored her more and more and Marlene found she
was relieved. It wasn’t only his remarks that hurt. His grip on
her arm left bruises. She often tripped when she was near him.
He kicked at Buttons at every opportunity, leaving the little
animal terrified, and he snarled at Marlene when she protested.
Finally, he moved out of her bedroom. She smuggled Buttons
back in. How odd, she thought. I prefer it this way. Her room
became her only sanctuary from Robin’s taunts and Freddie’s
triumphant smile.
She didn’t want to remember any more. It had been a
mistake to come here. She’d thought she could come to terms
with it all if she saw what was left of the house. She’d finally
believe she had to go on, start a new life, but the old one wasn’t
ready to let her go. She looked up to where her old bedroom
should have been.
That last dreadful day thrust itself upon her, demanding
to be relived.
It had begun as had many that summer, hot, dry, promising
to be long. The sky was a brittle blue and a little breeze stirred
the thirsty leaves. She watched the roses on the side of the patio
lift their heads, flutter their petals in disappointment at the hot
breeze and droop again.
“Marlene. Where are you?” The voice made her start,
almost spilling her cream-laced coffee. Hurriedly feeding
Buttons the remains of her donut she went inside.
“I suppose you took all the cream.”
She could feel the scorn like a hot poker between her
breasts.
“You can’t even shop right.” He stood beside the closed
refrigerator, full coffee cup in hand.
Silently she opened the door, handed him the full carton
and turned to go.
“Only slobs use the carton. Do things nice, like Freddie.
Get a pitcher.”
She reached into the cupboard and took down her
mother’s cut glass pitcher. She took the carton from him, filled
it and set it on the kitchen table. She reached for his already

SuspenseMagazine.com

full cup, toped it off with cream, added a teaspoon of sugar and
handed it back to him. She was past noticing the triumphant
smirk on the slightly puffy face. She didn’t notice the belly that
overlapped the pajama bottom or the beginning double chin
that coarsened the once handsome face. She saw only escape
routes. She eased toward the back door, opened it slightly.
Buttons darted in, looked around and made a dash for the
stairs.
“I thought that dog wasn’t supposed to come in here.”
Freddie was halfway down the stairs, makeup already in
place, long, fiery curls falling over her shoulders. She wore a
short, silk robe loosely tied over baby-doll pajamas, allowing
full view of shapely breasts and slim, tan legs. Marlene gritted
her teeth and continued up the stairs, one hand holding her
coffee cup, the other grasping the stair rail. She pushed past
Freddie who watched with that self-satisfied little smile.
Marlene paused at the top of the stairs. She heard the
murmur of Freddie’s voice as she entered the kitchen, then
they both laughed. She closed the door of her room, sat on her
bed for a moment holding Buttons tightly against her. Sighing,
she got up. She took down the box hidden on the top shelf of
her closet, selected a donut, and walked out onto her small
balcony. The tears in her eyes and the intensity of her thoughts
at first blinded her to the strange red glow that shown under a
spreading gray haze.
Fire.
She gripped the balcony railing tightly as her attention
focused. She had grown up in California’s foothills and had
always lived with the threat of fire. It had never touched her
home, her hillside, but she had seen its awesome power and
the destruction it left in its wake. She stood still and her breath
caught in her throat. The glow grew and the breeze turned
into light wind, bringing with it the heavy smell of smoke.
She could hear sirens in the distance and there, that was the
unmistakable drone of a heavy bellied borate bomber. It must
be spreading quickly if it was already in the air.
News. It would be on the news. Leaving the doors open
she hurried back into the room to turn on her TV. The screen
filled with a picture of a pretty young girl, smoke billowing up
behind her.
“This could be one of the worst Southern California has
ever seen,” she said. The picture changed to a huge map and an
already frazzled looking man pointed out the path of the fire.
“People in these areas should prepare to evacuate.” The map
grew larger and the man disappeared, but his voice continued.
“Wait for further notice. Remember, don’t panic. Just be ready
and stay tuned.”
“That’s us.” She stared at the screen, but the map was
already gone, replaced by pictures of fire roaring down a
canyon, consuming everything within its reach. A doe flashed
into sight, paused to look back at the encroaching fire, glanced
briefly into the camera and bounded downhill.
“He said it’s coming toward us.”
Unbelieving, she walked back to the balcony. The glow
filled the sky and smoke drifted through her room. The same
frazzled man was back, showing fire lines, street closures, and
possible evacuations. Her street, her hillside stood directly in
the path of the relentless blaze.
“What should I do?” she thought. “Get dressed. Pack.
Hurry.”
She could hear voices downstairs, could hear Robin yelling.
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Freddie appeared in the doorway, eyes large and frightened.
“Marlene, hurry. Fire. We have to get out. We’re going to
start packing the cars.”
“Yes, yes. What shall I take?”
“Start with your check book. And get some clothes on.”
She paused long enough to give one quick mean smile. “Good
thing this fire won’t require lugging anyone down a ladder.”
Marlene stood for a second, frozen, feeling the familiar
sting, listening to the familiar soft laugh, then pushed the
resentment, the fury back down inside.
She was panting when she finally dragged the last suitcase
into the garage. Robin was packing Freddie’s car. His was
already full. All her things sat beside her car, which stood in
the driveway.
“You brought enough crap down,” he snarled. “What’s in
that?” He pointed to a heavy box.
“My great-grandmothers’ sterling. I put it in with all the
financial records.”
“Nice to see you have some sense. Start packing your car.
We’re running out of time.”
Freddie came flying out of the house, her arms loaded with
clothes.
“Here, can you get these in?” She thrust them at Robin,
her tone shrill, her eyes on the expanding glow. “The smoke’s
getting terrible. Do you think we should go?”
“Soon. I’ve got a little more room and Marlene’s got the
front seat. Go get another load.”
“Freddie, try and bring Grandmothers’ portrait,” Marlene
called.
Freddie paused only long enough to throw her an
incredulous look and was gone.
“God damn it, Marlene. Now’s not the time to worry about
old pictures.”
“It’s not replaceable.”
He pushed past her, pulled open the passenger door of her
car. “I can get a lot of Freddie’s stuff in here.”
“No. No, that’s where I’m putting Buttons carrier. Don’t
put anything on that seat.” She could feel the panic she had
been trying so hard to control start to escape. Buttons was
under the car, trembling, black eyes wide with terror. She
could at least save him.
She headed quickly into the garage and pulled the carrier
down from the shelf. It wasn’t heavy but it was awkward. She
was already off balance when Robin lunged, snatching it from
her, throwing it across the garage.
“You aren’t taking that thing or that fucking dog. Get
back in the house and help Freddie. Make sure you have all
the checkbooks and all the money. Don’t leave anything
important.”
He turned away, intent on the contents of his trunk. She
stood, immobile, feeling the pain rise in her wrist.
“Move it.” Robin shouted and rose up from the trunk,
hand raised. The slap almost brought her to her knees, but it
was the look on his face that was the most terrifying. Fury as
she had never seen it, fury that quickly changed to calculation.
“Sorry, Marlene, but you’ve got to listen to me. Here. Get the
rest of your stuff in the car. I’ll go help Freddie. We’ve got to
get out of here.”
She held her hand against her bruised face while she
watched him run for the house. No one ever slapped her
before.
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Buttons crawled out from under the car, making little
whimpering noises. She picked him up and put him in the
front seat. Robin was right. They had to get out of there.
She headed back toward the garage. She had no idea
where they would end this day, but she knew she’d need the
dog’s carrier. Was it smashed? No. Good. She grabbed it and
headed back toward the garage door. Smoke was beginning to
swirl around the edges and the smell choked her. She paused,
looking out toward the ridge behind their house. It glowed
bright red. Fear as well as smoke caught at her throat. Don’t
panic, she told herself. Just get in the car and go.
“What the hell do you think you’re doing?”
She hadn’t heard Robin come in the garage. But here
he was, her metal strongbox in one hand, a pile of Freddie’s
clothes under his arm.
“I told you we aren’t taking that dog. Drop that thing and
help me with Freddie’s stuff.”
“No.” She started to edge by him, holding the carrier in
front of her as a barrier. “What are you doing with my strong
box? That’s got all my papers in it.”
“You think I don’t know that? Everything we’re going to
need is in here, and you were going to leave it behind. The
deeds, your will, everything. You’re a fool, Marlene. Drop that
damn dog carrier and help me get this stuff packed.” He put
the strong box on the concrete floor, dropped the clothes and
started toward her. She took a step back, raising her hands to
her face, her terror now out of control. She was conscious of the
dog’s frantic yelping, of her own horrible feeling of helplessness
when her foot met metal. Her hand went down to steady herself
and found the handle of the heavy garden spade. Robin still
came toward her, his face contorted with rage. Her other hand
found its place on the handle and she swung. The edge of the
spade seemed to fit perfectly into Robin’s throat. She watched
him sink to the garage floor, his blood mixing with the grease
on the concrete. He tried to say something, make some sound,
but there was a roaring in her ears and she couldn’t hear.
How long she stood over Robin’s body, still clutching the
spade, she didn’t know. Seconds? A minute? Gradually she
became conscious of Button’s yelping, more frantic now, and
there was Freddie.
“What have you done?” She stood in the doorway, her
arms full, staring down at the body on the cold concrete floor.
“What have you done?”She let the clothes fall unheeded, and
walked slowly into the garage.
“You’ve killed him.” She looked down at the still body.
“How could you?”
Freddie took a step closer, her eyes now fastened on
Marlene. “Answer me, you fat slug. Oh, Robin.” Her hand flew
to her mouth and she seemed about to kneel beside the body.
Instead, she turned again and started toward Marlene. “It was
me he loved.” Her voice was low and razor sharp. “Not you. He
never loved you. How could he? We were going to be married.
You’ve ruined everything. You always ruin everything.”
Ruined what? Freddie always got what she wanted.
Married? To Robin? But he was married to her. How could
they…
She watched Freddie look around, saw her eyes fasten on
the dog carrier. “Maybe it’s not all ruined. You think you own
me because you control the money. Well—”
Freddie lunged for the carrier, grabbed it and swung all in
one movement. Marlene hadn’t been aware she still held the
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shovel until she felt it swing once more, almost as though it
moved on its own. This time it sent the dog carrier flying.
“Damn you,” Freddie snarled and sprung.
The shovel swung again and this time caught Freddie on
the side of the head. Marlene saw the surprise in Freddie’s eyes
and heard the soft grunt as her body hit the concrete floor.
“Her hair is more the color of blood than fire,” Marlene
thought. Freddie twitched once and lay still.
Fire. Smoke filled the garage, twirling around the bodies,
around the cars, covering everything with a gray haze. It filled
her nostrils, making her cough, forcing her out of the dream
like trance that surrounded her. The terror was gone. Instead,
she was filled with an icy calm. For the first time in months,
she felt confident, competent. Throwing the spade aside she
retrieved the pet carrier and fastened it quickly into the back
seat. Buttons could ride in the front seat with her.
“You’re safe now,” she whispered in his ear as she gently set
him back down.
Car keys, yes, in the ignition. Purse, yes, all the records
from the office, yes. Wait. The computer. She quickly pulled
the machine out of Robin’s trunk, dumped Freddie’s clothes,
blankets, silk sofa pillows, out of the trunk of her car and
jammed it in, pausing only to wrap it in Freddie’s favorite
silk throw. She checked the skyline. The glow was too bright
and she could see flames leap up above the trees on the ridge
behind her house. Time for one more thing?
She hurried back into the garage. The strongbox.
Everything was in it, even her mother’s wedding ring. How had
Robin…had he found the spare key…never mind. She grabbed
it, staggering a little under the weight, and headed back toward
her car. She turned to look at the bodies lying unmoving on
the floor. Robin’s checkbook. Could she? No. She shuddered
and fled.
At the end of her winding road sat a Highway Patrol Car.
He waved her down.
“Anyone else up there?”
“My husband and my sister. They were finishing loading
their cars. They sent me ahead, but they should be right behind
me.”
The lie came out without conscious thought.
“They’d better hurry,” the trooper said grimly as he waved
her on.
The days from then to now had been like living in a
nightmare. The loss of the house, the wait while the fire crews
discovered the bodies, burned almost beyond recognition.
Then came the questions: when did you leave them? Why did
you go first? Were they all right when you left? Had they been
arguing? Why didn’t they follow you? There should have been
time for them to get out. Why? Why? Why? First the police,
then the insurance company, then the police again. Finally, it
was over.
All over. Accidental death by fire, they’d waited too long,
a tragedy. Tomorrow she would bury what was left of them,
accepting the condolences of the few friends and their distant
relatives. And then? What would she do then?
A light hand touched her shoulder. She stiffened and
whirled around, almost slipping on the thick carpet of wet
leaves.
“Mrs. Marshall? I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you,
but you didn’t seem to hear me…”
She stared at the state trooper who looked stony-faced
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back at her. How did they know? What did they know? She
never should have come back here. Just when things were
working out, just when she thought her life changed—it was
self-defense. Would they believe that? It was the truth. Robin
tried to kill her, and when that failed, Freddie tried. How could
she?
“You can’t stay here, ma’am.” He dropped his hand off her
arm and watched her intently. “It’s been two weeks, I know, but
it still isn’t safe. See that wire over there?”
She looked where he pointed. A large black wire lay on the
ground, looking like a long, dead, black snake. It was the one
that had run through the trees into the house.
“It could be live. If you’d touched it, well, I know all you
folks around here want to come back, to see what’s left, and I
know you especially. It was a terrible loss. But ma’am, you just
can’t stay here.”
He hadn’t come to arrest her. Just to ask her to leave.
Marlene felt her legs start to give way. She wavered a little, but
managed to stay straight.
“Of course. I just had to…I needed…I’ll leave right now.”
“Thank you,” the trooper said. “Are you all right? Do you
need any help?”
“I’m fine.” She turned and picked her way carefully down
the incline toward her car. She could hear Buttons’ excited
barks as she got closer. The only memories of this place for
him were bad and he wanted to go, and fast. “Hey, baby.”
Marlene wedged herself into the front seat and took the little
dog into her arms. “We’re getting out right now.”
She put the key into the ignition and turned on the motor,
but one more memory washed over her. The office had been
right about there. She had been home alone, working on the
computer when the phone rang. It was Mr. Fisher, the family
insurance agent. Did she know that Mr. Maxwell had taken
out a life insurance policy on her for a very sizable amount
and was that all right? He thought it only right to ask, he’d
written so many policies for the family and…
She recovered from the initial shock quickly, almost as
if she’d suspected something like this would happen. She
hasted to assure him that issuing the policy was fine.
She let up on the brake and the car moved slowly up
the street. She reached into her pocket for the Mars bar she
always kept there and pulled it out. She unwrapped it with one
hand, a skill she’d long practiced. She started to take a bite, but
paused.
“I wonder if Robin opened the strong box.”
Buttons looked at her anxiously.
She started to smile, “If he did, he was in for a shock. The
“sizable” insurance policies I took out on their lives are right on
top of the one he took out on me, which I think we can cancel
now. And, Buttons old friend, I think it’s time to pay Mr. Fisher
a visit. We have two policies we need to file a claim on.”
She started to laugh and raised the Mars bar up to her
mouth. She looked down at it, then out the window at the
ruin of the garage, the burned out hulks of the cars. She
slowed her car to a crawl, rolled down the window and flung
the candy with all of her strength toward the blackened
mess. With her now free hand she pulled the little dog
closer to her. The car picked up speed as she headed
down the hill. 
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May it Please
the Court
(and the Reader):
Tips for Non-Lawyers Writing Suspense Fiction About the Law

By Anthony J. Franze
If you’ve ever watched a legal drama with a
lawyer, you undoubtedly got an earful about all the inaccuracies: “A
lawyer would never say that”; “A case never goes to trial that quickly”;
“She would get disbarred if she did something like that…”
A leading legal newspaper, for instance, recently ran a story
criticizing the new television series based on John Grisham’s The Firm,
highlighting that the show’s main character, Mitch McDeere, was “in a
courtroom with windows. Superior Court courtrooms have none,” and
that “McDeere is assigned two homicide cases in twenty-four hours. In
the real Superior Court, the Public Defender Service handles the vast
majority of murder cases.”
As a practicing attorney, I’m forgiving of Hollywood depictions of
lawyers and the legal system. I know firsthand that even the most exciting
cases—which can take years to unfold and often involve more time in
front of a computer monitor or on the telephone than in a courtroom—
wouldn’t translate well to sixty or ninety minutes on the screen. Nor
would real courtrooms, most of which bear no resemblance to the grand
chamber portrayed in the film, To Kill a Mockingbird.
But for novels, particularly suspense novels, I have a different view.
When a writer crafts a legal thriller, or simply makes the law or legal
system significant to the plot, I expect more. For me, fiction is best when
it takes readers on an authentic journey into places they’ll probably never
go, and introduces them to people like they’ll probably never meet. That’s
why, I think, great suspense writers often do so much research: however
exaggerated the events in a story, they want to be true to the worlds and characters they depict.
So what’s a non-lawyer fiction writer to do? I considered suggesting some helpful books and sources about the law for
non-lawyers. But given the complexities of the legal system, these are not enough. To make your story the best it can be, there
really is no substitute for the real thing: interviewing someone schooled in the law.
Let’s pause here for a moment. I realize the challenge of finding an attorney willing to be interviewed for a novel, free of
charge. Unless you’re a regular on the bestseller lists, most lawyers are going to be reluctant or too busy to discuss specific
details about their practice. After all, many of us charge by the hour, so our time is how we make our living. Also, ethical rules
may be implicated by discussing the law with non-clients. Nevertheless, I think that many lawyers, if approached in the right
way—understanding the limitations on the types of things they can and cannot say—would be willing to give some time, pro
bono, to help bring a writer’s work to life. Here are five tips:
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How to Find a Lawyer. The obvious place to start is your own network—family, friends, etc., who practice law.
Having no other lawyers in my own family, I know this is not always feasible. So, where else to look? One great
untapped source is lawyers who have published books. They are the most likely to be sympathetic to your cause and,
at least for lawyers who have published novels, the most likely to want to connect with the fiction community. You
can easily find these lawyer-writers by surfing Amazon or Crimespace.
Of course, being lawyers, these authors may fear that discussing another writer’s unpublished novel is an invitation
to a future plagiarism lawsuit, so don’t be offended if they decline. (For similar reasons, don’t send any portion of
your work without first being asked.) Despite this concern, I suspect many lawyer-authors would be receptive to a
request from another writer. Other than lawyer-writers, I would look for attorneys who practice in the area of law
relevant to your story.
How to Find the Right Lawyer. Most lawyers can give a writer a general sense of whether a legal premise in a story
is accurate or flawed. But beyond straightforward legal questions, giving your story the ring of authenticity likely
will require that you consult with a specialist in the area of law relevant to your plot or characters. I’m surprised that
non-lawyers often do not realize that few attorneys today are “generalists.” Just as you wouldn’t want the world’s best
heart doctor to perform your eye surgery, so too the world of lawyering has become increasingly specialized. Further,
even lawyers with the same practice focus can have significantly different experiences depending on their locale. A
criminal defense lawyer in Alabama is likely to have a very different perspective on the legal system than a criminal
defense lawyer in New York City. Each may have interesting and sophisticated practices, but chances are, their courts
and legal culture differ dramatically. Thus, if your main character is a Wyoming divorce lawyer, look for the real-life
counterpart. Not only will it allow you to bring more authenticity to your story, these lawyers may like the idea of
their work being portrayed in fiction and may be more willing to talk. The Internet has several legal directories that
can help you find lawyers with a particular practice focus in specific locales, including www.martindale.com and
www.avvo.com.
But remember, while the ideal situation is to find the relevant specialist, speaking to any lawyer usually will be better
than going it alone.
If a Lawyer is Willing to Talk, Come Prepared and Keep it Short. Nothing will reflect more poorly on you than
being ill-prepared or rambling on during an interview of a lawyer. Prepare. Rehearse your description of the plot
idea before the call or meeting. Have questions written out. Keep them short and targeted. Try to take no more
than fifteen minutes. Yes, advice that you should “be prepared” seems obvious, but you would be surprised at how
many people fail to heed it. And, yes, fifteen minutes is probably not enough time. But a well-received first meeting
likely will invite follow-up. If so, don’t abuse it. Try to go back to the well only one time. After the interview, follow
your mother’s advice: send a handwritten thank you note. For me, in this age of quick e-mails, these always leave an
impression.
Recognize a Lawyer’s Legal/Ethical Limitations. Lawyers are subject to confidentiality, privilege, conflict-ofinterest and many other rules, including rules that govern giving legal advice to non-clients. If a lawyer agrees to
talk, therefore, your questions should remain focused on your story and never venture into your own legal issues.
If you are discussing the lawyer’s real cases, don’t ask about communications the lawyer had with clients. And don’t
be surprised if the lawyer does not want to comment on the lawyer’s own cases or even a case you saw on the news.
There are any number of reasons the lawyer may want to stay away from a topic or legal issue. That’s not to say you
can’t ask about the lawyer’s experiences, favorite cases, “war stories,” and other grist for the idea mill. Just be mindful
that you should avoid raising your own legal problems, probing about anything potentially confidential, or inquiring
“why” the lawyer does not want to comment on a given question.
Accept Rejection Gracefully. Many lawyers may not have the time to discuss your work. Others will simply want to
avoid the potential issues that could arise. Still others may not enjoy fiction. If your request is ignored or declined,
be graceful about it, even if the lawyer was not. If you’re a fiction writer, you’ve likely experienced some rejection, so
apply the same thick skin here.
Finally, if none of these tips work initially, my best advice is to do what should come naturally to writers in the increasingly
difficult world of publishing: keep trying until you succeed. 
Anthony J. Franze is a lawyer in the Appellate and Supreme Court practice at a large Washington, D.C. law firm and author of
the debut legal thriller, “The Last Justice.” Visit him at http://www.anthonyfranzebooks.com/.
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By Donald Allen Kirch

Nevermore!
The Mysterious Death of Edgar Allan Poe

“

There are some secrets which do not
permit themselves to be told.
~ Edgar Allan Poe

”

J

oseph W. Walker chose to take a late night walk after several dreary and rainy days, on
October 7, 1849, to enjoy the cold Baltimore weather. History did not owe Walker any
claims or indulgence, but if it had not been for his whim to explore, mystery lovers
the world over would never have known the final fate of the man who practically “invented”
the mystery: Edgar Allan Poe. As the legend is told, Mr. Walker enveloped himself totally
within the dark October night, hardly grasping the important path his life was about to
take.
There came from the darkness of the night, a horrid and curious sound of human
suffering. Although the facts of the matter have been greatly disputed, Joseph W. Walker
discovered the delirious body of Edgar Allan Poe in what he himself had called, “in great
distress, and…in need of immediate assistance.”
At first, concern for the unfortunate gentleman was momentarily paused by the
strong reek of sweat and urine. Poe babbled, screamed, and was deathly weak. His eyes
showed the horrors of those dark stories which he had been famous for and tortured him
all of his life.
At one point, although it may only be legend, Poe was heard to utter only one word, out of
a torrent of incomprehensible phrases:
“Nevermore!”
Walker took Poe to the Washington College Hospital, where he later died at 5 a.m. Although curious to know what
happened to him, the police could never obtain a coherent word from the man. No explanation of how he came to be in his
Pictured: 1848 Ultima Thule daguerreotype of Poe
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horrific state was ever given.
Much of the account of Poe’s death, once one looks past the encounter of Mr. Walker, comes from the man’s attending
physician, Dr. John Joseph Moran. Most Poe scholars though consider Moran’s credibility to be in question, however.
Although a famous poet and storyteller at the time of his death, Edgar Allan Poe was quite poor, so his funeral was not
a grandiose one. He was buried in the back of Westminster Hall and Burying Ground on a rather lonely site. In 1875, upon
receiving much of the notoriety he failed to obtain in life, Poe’s remains were moved to a new grave with a much larger
monument. The new site also interned Poe’s wife, Virginia, and his mother-in-law, Maria.
Millions of people visiting his grave today, keep asking the same haunting question, “What killed Poe?”
Theories are as wild as the plots in the man’s stories. Alcohol is strongly suggested as a major factor in the man’s death,
but that fact is strongly disputed by this writer.
Edgar Allan Poe, like Mozart before him, was the victim of character assassination.
When most of us think about the author of such masterpieces as “The Raven,” “The Fall of the House of Usher,” or
“The Tell-Tale Heart,” we sadly picture a depraved, drunk, drug-addled madman. Friends and close acquaintances, almost
from the second of Poe’s death, stated until their own deaths that this was a “wrongful picture of the man.”
This “wrongful picture” is mostly owed to an individual named Rufus Wilmot Griswold.
Before Poe’s body turned cold, the legend of his madness had been started by an obituary written by someone named
“Ludwig.” This letter, it was discovered, was a pseudonym created by Griswold to hide his identity. Griswold later became
the literary executor of Poe’s estate and, rather ironically, a rival. He later published a biography depicting Poe with all of his
so-called vices.
These, of course, were only to help line his own pockets. The man could not stand Poe, and I am quite sure, that it gave
him the greatest of pleasures to personally dim the man’s fantastic abilities and
genius.
But, as Poe himself might suggest, “Let us talk of death.”
The “Creator of the Modern Mystery Novel” was last seen by loved ones
on September 27, 1849. Poe had left Richmond, Virginia, on his way home
to New York. There is no evidence, theory, or fictional story that can explain
the writer’s whereabouts after that. He left no letters, no journals, and indeed
kept to himself. All anyone does know was that he was found delirious on the
streets of Baltimore, outside a pub called “Ryan’s Tavern,” a
place sometimes called “Gunner’s Hall” by the natives.
It was at this time that Joseph W. Walker, a printer,
discovered Poe.
When the clouds of confusion parted, and Poe was
taken to a dry hospital bed, a letter was sent to Dr. Joseph E.
Snodgrass, a close acquaintance of Poe’s.
The letter gives one the impression that Mr. Walker
started writing it outside the business doors of the tavern at
which Poe had been discovered. The letter read:
Dear Sir,
There is a gentleman, rather the worse for wear, at
Ryan’s 4th ward polls, who goes under the cognomen of
Edgar A. Poe, and who appears in great distress & he says
he is acquainted with you, and I assure you, he is in need of
immediate assistance.
Yours, in haste,
Jos. W. Walker
Griswold later stated, in his biography, that the letter also included the line “in a
state of intoxication,” but the letter itself does not mention this.
Dr. Snodgrass tried his best to obtain from Poe an explanation of his whereabouts.
Nothing. The doctor explained Poe’s appearance as “repulsive,” and his eyes as “lusterless
and vacant.” The man had unkempt hair, unwashed face, and appeared drained and
haggard. Curious fact: in none of the original descriptions of Poe, no one stated anything
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Pictured: 1) Washington University Hospital,
where Poe spent the last hours of his life (at
top), Rufus Wilmot Griswold, the man who
assassinated Poe’s character and profited from
it 3) Edgar Allan Poe's Grave
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about the smell of alcohol.
Dr. Moran described his patient’s condition upon arrival: “He wore a stained, faded, old bombazine coat, pantaloons of
a similar character, a pair of worn-out shoes run down to the heels, and an old straw hat.” Again, Poe was never conscious or
coherent enough to explain these facts to Moran. It was later believed by all involved that Poe arrived not wearing his own
clothes, for it was strongly against his character and personal beliefs to be so shabbily dressed.
Confined within a prison-like room, equipped with bars upon the window and Spartan furnishings, Poe was treated
by Dr. Moran within the “for-profit” Washington College Hospital on Broadway and Fayette Street. The room had been
especially designed to treat drunk or insane individuals. Again, a sad fact used against him.
Poe was heard, several times, yelling out the name “Reynolds.” However, no solid facts other than the name were ever
obtained. Some—those believing in the “voter fraud” conspiracy—believe “Reynolds” to be Henry R. Reynolds, a judge
overseeing the Fourth Ward Polls at Ryan’s Tavern. Still, there is no solid evidence of this fact.
At one point, Poe had been informed, on a rare moment of lucidity, that he would soon enjoy the company of family and
friends. The writer was heard to utter, “The best thing his friends could do would be to blow out his brains with a pistol.” This
last, cannot be confirmed. Edgar Allan Poe was not a supporter of suicide, ever. On that fact, all who knew him, affirmed.
What killed Poe? The factual cause of death is unknown. Unfortunately all papers, all medical records of the time, and
even his own death certificate no longer exist. All have been lost to the passage of time. Some state his condition suggested
hypoglycemia, or a possible accidental overdose of laudanum—a common tranquilizer and pain killer of the time. Such a
miscalculation almost killed Poe back in 1848. Snodgrass, a supporter of “temperance,” used his own political beliefs and
stated that Poe’s death had been related to alcohol abuse. This also helped solidify the character assassination later after his
death.
Moran—mostly ignored—stated for the record, “He had not the slightest odor of liquor upon his breath or person.”
Again and again, when Poe’s name is brought up by others, the image of a hopeless drunk always comes to mind. And,
again, this author states that it is simply not so. Poe had a low tolerance for alcohol, and had been known to become tipsy after
drinking just one glass of wine. His close friends stated that he had been known to go months without touching a drink, and
when he did, he never went passed the moment of relaxed enjoyment of the beverage. A fact about Poe’s death that is rarely
mentioned: Poe had been a member of “The Sons of Temperance.” Would a man who felt so strongly about his use of alcohol
kill himself with that very substance?
Other theories about Poe’s death have been proposed. A rare form of brain disease? Diabetes? An enzyme deficiency?
Syphilis? Apoplexy? Even epilepsy. There just isn’t any answer to this question: “What killed Edgar Allan Poe?”
Poe had been diagnosed with a rare form of heart disease by a doctor named John W. Francis in 1848. The writer later
denied the man’s findings. Some theorists went as far as to suggest lead poisoning, mercury and toxic heavy-metal exposures.
However, this was proven an incorrect assumption after laboratory tests were performed on samples of Poe’s hair in 2006.
Cholera seems to be the only logical candidate left. Poe passed through Philadelphia during a bad epidemic. He was
never one to really look out for his own health, and reported to his aunt, Maria Clemm, that he had been “terribly sick.”
The other possible cause? Voter fraud.
On the day he had been discovered, there had been an election. In those days, “cooping” had been a serious tactic for reelection. This practice was a quite popular way of stuffing the ballot boxes. Rough individuals had been hired by candidates
unable to win honestly. Their job: kidnap innocents upon the streets, inject them with drugs, and force them to vote at several
districts as numerous voters. However, Poe had been well-known in Baltimore. Someone would have noticed him. Still, it
would explain how and why he was discovered in a set of clothes that were not his own.
Last, but not least on the list of possible reasons for the man’s death: rabies. There had been a breakout of the fatal sickness
in Baltimore at the time.
On Monday, October 8, 1849, the mortal remains of one of America’s greatest literary minds was put to rest. To say his
funeral was a modest one would be an understatement. Few people attended the ceremony. One of those who witnessed the
burial stated, “It was a dark and gloomy day, not raining but just kind of raw and threatening.” Poe was buried in a cheaply
made coffin, with no handles, no nameplate, no cloth lining, nor a cushion for his head.
There is a mystery here. What actually happened to Poe during those few days he had been hidden from the world?
What manner of hell on earth could have taken a man in his prime, and create the babbling madman found so near to death’s
doorstep? Several fictional novels, stories, and TV episodes have been written asking these questions and no one but Poe can
answer them.
For Poe, perhaps, it is the final mystery. A mystery of intrigue, suspense, and horror.
He wouldn’t have it any other way! 
To learn more about this author and his works go to, www.donaldallenkirch.com. Comments about Stranger Than Fiction: True
Stories of the Paranormal can be sent to, Storywriter1967@yahoo.com.
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Lee
Hollis
Simpatico Siblings
Interviewed by Suspense Magazine

Lee Hollis is the pen name for a brother-and-sister writing
team. Rick Copp is a veteran film and television writer/
producer and also the author of two other mystery-novel
series. He lives in Palm Springs, California. Holly Simason is
an award winning food and cocktails columnist for the Mount
Desert Islander newspaper in Bar Harbor, Maine, where she
resides.
Rick Copp was twenty-four years old when he was tapped
to become a staff writer on the enormously popular NBC
sitcom The Golden Girls in 1988. He also wrote for NBC’s Wings
and HBO’s Dream On. In 1995, he teamed up with screenwriter
Laurice Elehwany and together they co-wrote the big-screen
TV remake The Brady Bunch Movie, a major box office hit for
Paramount Pictures.
In 2001, Rick decided to fulfill another goal and write a
mystery novel. His first book “The Actor’s Guide to Murder”
was well received and was followed by two sequels “The Actor’s
Guide to Adultery” and “The Actor’s Guide to Greed,” which
was nominated for a Literary Award for Best Mystery. He wrote
a standalone book called “Fingerprints & Facelifts,” an homage
to his favorite TV series as a child, Charlie’s Angels.
Now the duo are collaborating on the Hayley Powell Food
& Cocktails Mysteries with “Death of a Kitchen Diva,” “Death
of a Country Fried Redneck,” and “Death of a Coupon Clipper.”
Suspense Magazine is delighted to bring their exclusive
interview with this sibling super duo.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Where did a brother
named Rick and a sister named Holly come up with the
name Lee Hollis? Why only one name?
Holly Simason (HS): Lee is my middle name and Hollis is Rick’s
middle name. So, voila, Lee Hollis.
Rick Copp (RC): We decided to use a pen name early on because we
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thought one name on the jacket would be easier and less confusing, and these
Hayley Powell Food & Cocktails Mysteries are very different from my
other solo works, The Actor’s Guide and L.A. Dolls mystery series. I didn’t
want any of my readers to pick up this book with my name on it and
have certain expectations that wouldn’t be met. I also loved the idea of
starting fresh. And Holly was very shy about using her real name in the
beginning, although I think she’s gotten over that!
S. MAG.: Whose idea was “Death of a Kitchen Diva”? And
how much convincing did it take to get the other one on
board with the concept?
RC: I went to visit my mother in Florida and she’s very friendly with
a lot of Maine retirees who still subscribe to the local newspapers in
our hometown of Bar Harbor. They were all raving about my sister’s
new cooking column. I knew she was writing recipes for the paper, but
I had no idea how funny and entertaining her columns were. I thought maybe she
should do a cookbook. I mentioned Holly’s new sideline to my publisher at Kensington, John Scognamiglio.
He had met her some years ago in Washington, D.C. when I was nominated for a book award and took Holly as my date, and
they immediately hit it off. John said to me, “A food columnist in Maine? If she solved murder mysteries, it could be a new book
series!” So the whole “Martha Stewart meets Murder She Wrote” idea was born. After that, it felt natural to insert the recipe
columns throughout the story. That’s when we were both totally on board with the concept and knew how it would work.
S. MAG.: Writers are very protective of their characters and work and usually have a precise vision of what they want in
their stories. With that being said, did old brother/sister boundaries come into play…and get crossed over when this process
started?
RC: Not really because the character of Hayley is so closely aligned with Holly’s personality. We’re both intimately familiar with
that personality so it was very easy finding the voice. Hayley’s columns in the book sound exactly like Holly’s own columns at the
MDI Islander where she works and since I’ve known Holly my entire life, finding the voice of the character was a breeze. There
hasn’t been one moment where either of us has thought, Hayley wouldn’t say that or do that, because we both know what Holly
would do in any given situation.
HS: The only problem I have is I can’t stop saying “I” when we are talking about Hayley’s character…example: “So when I’m
chasing the bad guy, oh, I mean Hayley…”
RC: There are friends and relatives who will also think the supporting characters—Hayley’s kids, brother, mother and best
friends—are based on actual people in the town of Bar Harbor, but we’ll deny it until our last breath!
S. MAG.: Rick, you seem to have done a little bit of everything in the entertainment genre. What’s been your favorite?
RC: To be honest, I love writing murder mysteries. I started in sitcoms and moved into big-screen comedies with The Brady Bunch
Movie, but growing up I watched all the Aaron Spelling crime shows, and Columbo, McMillan & Wife, Magnum, P.I., anything
that involved solving mysteries. I knew that’s where I wanted to steer my career, and it was really tough at first, because I was
just seen as a comedy writer. You really do get stuck in what people think you are. It took years before I finally started selling TV
pilots that had a crime element. I’ve worked on a lot of films and TV shows, but I have to say, writing books give me the most
satisfaction. It’s also the medium I have the most control over because I’m not constantly rewriting to please a studio or network
executive. And I’ve been very blessed to have such a good editor for my books, John Scognamiglio.
S. MAG.: Holly, when your brother made it big with writing for something as popular as The Golden Girls, was there a certain
amount of bragging? And did anyone believe you were his sister?
HS: You bet there was a lot of bragging. We come from a small town, Bar Harbor, on Mount Desert Island, in Maine where
everything closes up tight on Sept. 1 and you don’t see anyone else except the locals all winter and all the way through Memorial
Day. When we were kids, we loved watching TV, but Rick was a lot more obsessed with it, especially Charlie’s Angels, so for him
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to grow up and write for The Golden Girls was amazing. Except I never got to see the show for at least a year or two until I came
home to visit because I was in the Air Force in Italy at the time and we didn’t have a television where I lived. I did get a VCR
copy of the show that I showed to everyone and a copy of the TV Guide clipping that he sent me before his first show aired. But
eventually I made up for lost time and saw all of the episodes. I’m not sure if everyone believed me because he was a very young
writer and Hollywood seemed so far away to everyone I told.
S. MAG.: Rick, early on in your life, you were successful and it’s only gotten better. Do you ever feel like you missed out on
something because you were so busy?
RC: No. My passion in life is traveling and seeing the world, and this chosen career path has allowed me to indulge that hobby.
A few years ago I went to Munich, Germany to work on a children’s animated series that’s finally airing there now. And when I
worked on sitcoms, the schedule was a lot like the school year. We would have the whole spring off and I would just jump on a
plane to Europe or Australia, anywhere I was dying to visit. Since I stopped working on writing staffs and mostly freelance now, I
have even more time, and as a writer all you need is your laptop to work on the road. I just got back from Mexico City yesterday
and while I was there I wrote something like twenty pages of a web series I’m working on. I love balancing work and travel.
S. MAG.: Holly, you live in Bar Harbor, Maine and your brother is more than three thousand miles away. How often do you
get to see each other and what do you think of L.A.?
HS: Not as often as I would like. I haven’t been to California in about three years. Rick comes and visits Maine usually twice a
year. I miss being closer to him. We always have fun together. It was nicer when I lived in Fairfield, California for seven years we
could see each other about every other month! I love L.A.! I loved visiting Rick when he had his house in the Hollywood Hills.
Believe me, we had lots of crazy adventures there! We could probably write a book about those times!
RC: I live in Palm Springs part time now, and I’m dying for Holly to come visit so we can plot out another Hayley Powell mystery
in the same room. Plus, we can try out all the cocktail recipes together!
S. MAG.: Are there any future plans beyond this three-book series?
HS: I would love more! Especially since poor Rick has to do the bulk of the work and he edits all my mistakes!
RC: We’re crossing our fingers readers respond to Hayley and her friends and family. It’s a really fun series to write, but it really
all depends on the sales of the first three. I loved the character of Jarrod Jarvis, the former child actor, in “The Actor’s Guide to
Murder” and its two sequels, and I would love to revisit him, but the sales just haven’t been enough to warrant more adventures
unless I self-published.
S. MAG.: What inspires you?
HS: My brother’s dedication to his writing and what I’m slowly learning about the process.
RC: Ask any of my friends and they’ll tell you, “Traveling inspires him!” It’s true. People are always laughing at me because I am
never home! But I’ll tell you, whenever I get home from a trip, my productivity level soars!
S. MAG.: If we were to look at your bookshelves at home, what authors would we find?
HS: My brother’s books, James Patterson, Lisa Jackson, Stephen King and Robert McCloskey.
RC: Definitely Agatha Christie. She’s a personal hero of mine. I like Janet Evanovich and Robert Crais. But I also love Hollywood
bios and just about anything involving politics and history. I’m always combing Entertainment Weekly and the New York Times
book section for anything interesting I might want to download to my iPad while traveling. Right now I’m reading “The Orphan
Master’s Son” by Adam Johnson, depicting life in North Korea. So far it’s a gripping read.
Suspense Magazine is completely honored to have had this opportunity to speak with Rick and Holly. Check them out at
www.LeeHollisMysteries.com. There’s a lot to enjoy. 
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Blue Monday
By Nicci French
What happens to the
rest of the family when a child
vanishes? To the mother, to the
father, and to the guilt-ridden
nine-year-old sister who’d been
charged with walking her little
sister home from school. Can
any of them stay whole? Can they stay a
family?
Fast forward twenty-odd years to
the present. Psychoanalyst Frieda Klein
spends many a sleepless night wandering
the streets of her London neighborhood,
trying to clear her mind, trying to get the
problems of her patients out of her head.
Sometimes it works, other times it doesn’t,
but she manages to separate her life from
theirs—that is, until Alan Dekker becomes
a patient.
Alan, suffering from anxiety attacks,
has also been getting thoughts and pictures
in his head that he desperately wants to go
away. When Frieda realizes that the pictures
involve the exact image of a young boy
who’s gone missing, she agonizes over what
to do.
Eventually, she contacts the officer in
charge of the case, Chief Inspector Malcolm
Karlsson, who at first doesn’t quite know
what to make of her. (“I’m extremely sorry,
Dr. Klein, but what you’ve told me doesn’t
sound much different from someone
saying that their next-door neighbor’s been
spending a lot of time in his shed lately.”)
In spite of the rocky start, Frieda and
Karlsson work together in hopes of finding
the missing boy. Frieda’s insights into the
terrors that can haunt a mind and Karlsson’s
investigative skills turn into a masterful
partnership. Their discoveries propel
them forward onto a path that leads to the
stunning truth, but it will take more than
their shared talents to prevent a further
tragedy.
“Blue Monday” is a finely crafted
psychological thriller that takes the reader
deep into the mind of someone who spends
her career looking into the minds of others.
“Frieda had been able to…create some kind
of sense of their lives or maybe just a refuge
in which they could survive.” But what
happens when Frieda’s refuge is a refuge no
longer? Will she be able to survive?
Reviewed by Laura Alden, author of “Foul
Play at the PTA” for Suspense Magazine 
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Hard Target
By Howard Gordon

When a meth-mouthed white-supremacist passes on information to US Diplomat, Gideon Davis
that he has insider knowledge on a homegrown terrorist plot to take place against a ‘high-value target’, the
information is passed on by the FBI as just another nut-job threat. That is, until the informant disappears
within twenty-four hours of failing to give additional details to Davis’ inside-FBI contact.
Using his brother Tillman—a former CIA-operative—Davis uses the little information he gained to
help infiltrate the organization to see if there was any truth to the situation since the FBI bosses have now
ignored, and put on suspension, his FBI source. Now they cannot officially monitor the alleged threat.
The Idaho-trained supremacists and their meth-making boss are soon hunted to their base, and the
threat is over with until the real head of the organization—a former military commander with a chip on his
shoulder because of his amputee son’s treatment by the government—and his right-hand man are discovered
going ahead with the final plan, using poison gas to take out all the attendees of the State of the Union address.
The Davis brothers lead the chase to get to the president before disaster can happen as Gordon, in this
sequel to “Gideon’s War,” let’s them go rogue to stop the government from annihilation. A literal ticking time
bomb of a thriller that keeps you guessing until the final second. Gordon uses his skills as executive producer
and writer of the smash TV hits 24 and The X-Files to keep you turning the pages of this thriller for the ages.
Reviewed by Mark Sadler, author of “Blood on his Hands” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine 

A Good and Useful Hurt
By Aric Davis

As all readers know, each novel has its own specific audience. But every once in a while a
book comes along that throws you with a plotline that is so infused with oddities that it’s a bit
hard to know exactly what genre of readers will be the ones to ‘jump on board.’
A man named Jack owned his own tattoo parlor and Mike worked for him. Jack was his
mentor, but he and Mike had a falling out that sent Mike to his very own tattoo parlor. His two
workers are Lamar and Darryl, and this trio is usually jam-packed with clients who wish to get that eternal
work of art to either announce or remember the people and events that touched their lives.
One day, Mike gets an odd request from a man who has a tough story to tell. His wife died from breast
cancer and he just lost his son and best friend in a car accident. What he wants Mike to do is give him a tattoo
but infuse the ink with the ashes of his dead boy. Soon this type of tattooing becomes all the rage, people
appear with the ashes of their dead loved ones in hand.
On the romantic front, Mike hires a body-piercing artist by the name of Deb. Funny, talented, and
more than a bit charming, the relationship of Deb and Mike begins. The plotline takes a severe twist when a
sociopath ends up disturbing Mike and Deb’s worlds to the point they will stop at nothing to get revenge on
this seriously twisted human being.
Haunting is one of the best adjectives to use when describing this novel. The more nightmarish sides
of life are explored as readers get a full-blown tale composed of deeply emotional stories, as well as brutality
and pain in its rawest form. The writing is well-done, but what readers must know is this tale can be highly
disturbing.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense Magazine 

A Vine in the Blood
By Leighton Gage

It is two weeks away from the biggest game in Brazil, the FIFA World Cup against their
bitter rival Argentina. The country is gearing up, bets are being placed, and the fans are putting
all their hopes on Tico “The Artist” Santos. When the Artist’s mother Juraci is kidnapped, the
country is riveted to the case hoping beyond all hope she is returned before the big game so the
Artist is at his best.
Chief Inspector Mario Silva is assigned the case along with his partner Arnaldo Nunes, together they
quickly develop a long list of potential suspects. Juraci is not well liked and many would like to see the Artist
off his game when the World Cup is played so the investigators need to work fast through the list of suspects
and get the case solved in the two weeks before the game.
The Artist’s fiancée Cintia—a fashion model—is at the top of the list. She is considered a gold digger by
everyone around her, especially by her soon to be mother-in-law who incidentally hired a private investigator
to dig up dirt on the model. Each of the suspects begins pointing to another suspect and has the Inspector
and his partner going in circles following up each lead. When suspect’s bodies begin piling up, the case goes
into overdrive in the fear Juraci won’t be alive when they find her.
“A Vine in the Blood” is the fifth in the Chief Inspector Mario Silva series. With the book, Leighton Gage
continues his deft writing to create a mystery that will have his reader riveted following each twist and turn
and trying to figure out who the kidnapper is before they are revealed.
Reviewed by Jodi Ann Hanson for Suspense Magazine 
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ARCHON: The
Book of RAZIEL
By Sabrina Benulis

Angels,
and
demons, and witches
oh my! My senses were
overwhelmed
with
“Archon” beginning
with the book jacket,
making me want to
read what was inside. With the first
installment in her trilogy, Benulis
uses lush descriptions and larger
than life characters to tell the story
of a battle between Heaven and
Hell.
Angela Mathers has led a
hard life. Born a twin, she was
shunned by her parents because
she was a blood head, a feature
that according to prophecy will be
the dark messiah. Filled with self
loathing Angela made numerous
attempts to take her life, but each
was thwarted by an unknown
force, possibly one of the angels
she dreams of nightly and hopes to
meet. In one final attempt Angela
sets her home ablaze resulting in
the death of her abusive parents
and leaving her scarred. She finds
herself at West Wood Academy in
Luz, the Vatican’s secret enclave in
the search of a normal life and her
twin brother Brandon.
While at the Academy,
Angela learns about the coming of
the Archon or Ruin. The Archon
is the only one who can open the
book of Raziel, taking control of
the supernatural universe. One of
the students, Stephanie Walsh—a
witch and leader of a sorority
who believes she is the Archon—
takes an instant dislike to Angela
because she is rumored to be the
actual Archon and the object of
her lover’s affections.
In a battle between three
Supernals, Angela and Stephanie
become bitter rivals both working
with their own angels and demons
dragged into Hell and the Heavens.
They are searching for the key that
opens the book of Raziel revealing
which of them is the Archon.
“Archon” is Sabrina Benulis’
debut novel after graduating with a
Masters in writing popular fiction.
She proves herself as a force to be
reckoned with in the paranormal
fiction genre. I will definitely
be on the lookout for the next
installment in her book of Raziel
series so I can grab it up and pour
over each page.
Reviewed by Jodi Ann Hanson for
Suspense Magazine 
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Archive 17
By Sam Eastland

“I’m sending you to Siberia.”
In October 1939, Russian Bureau of Special Operations investigator Pekkala faces his worst
nightmare. Only a few years after being released from the frozen hell of a gulag prison camp in Siberia,
he is ordered back to the same prison, this time undercover to investigate the murder of a prisoner. Only
two people will know he is not a real prisoner, the prison commandant and Joseph Stalin, the man sending

him there.
Prisoners are murdered every day in the prison work camps, but Stalin is inordinately interested in this prisoner
and will go to any length to have the killer found…yet he keeps his reasons secret and will not allow Pekkala to know
why. The investigator once known at The Emerald Eye must walk a dangerous line between discovering enough to
satisfy Stalin and learning too much to be allowed to live.
Pekkala’s formidable skill in criminal investigation made him invaluable to the late Czar Nicholas II in the days
before the Glorious Revolution. Those same skills enabled him to survive his years in the gulag. Now they make him
just as valuable to the man who ordered the Czar’s death, as well as the deaths of countless others.
There is a sly humor threaded within this story that pops out at unexpected moments, relieving the darkness of
the tale with most of it directed at a blundering bureaucracy. Also present are many passages that approach poetry.
This sentence from the first page serves as an example. “Then he drew a knife from the folds of his clothing, cut the man’s
throat, and held him like a lover while his heart bled dry.”
“Archive 17” is a novel of death, deceit, and despair in Stalinist Russia, replete with the violence men do, wolves
who wait in shadowy forests, armored locomotives lumbering across the empty Siberian landscape, and the strengthstealing, unimaginable killing cold that is always and forever with you.
Reviewed by Andrew MacRae for Suspense Magazine 

Started Early, Took My Dog
By Kate Atkinson

It all began with a death. Then is when Hope discovers she had been adopted, the day her mother
died. Reaching out from down under, she finds private detective Jackson Brodie. Who were her real
parents? That is all she wants to know.
Brodie, a former policeman, on his own dark journey, finds kiddies, and so he sets too on a convoluted
journey to help this young woman reunite with her past. Wandering tough the mall he inadvertently
witnesses a crime involving another child and the two stories collide. The current hunt entangles with the past and
with each wave crashing on the beach we are drawn with the smooth ebb and flow as the current pulls us through
Leeds in the 70s to the industrial wasteland it has become.
Atkinson superbly builds the plot, plants false hope and innuendo, and leaves us gasping for air as she unfolds the
story. Tracy Waterhouse recently retired, built-like-a brick-shithouse, head of security, has not been off the force long
enough to let go of the instincts police officers procure after thirty years on the job. When a worthless piece of trash
masquerading as a prostitute drags a screaming, bumbling toddler through her mall her ire is raised. In a moment of
madness, he buys the child and decides to keep the child. Detective Brodie has picked up his own bag of bones in the
form of an abused terrier. The relationships these two characters have missed out on their entire adult lives is gingerly
formed with their new companions as their worlds crisscross and the revelations from a past long buried, threaten to
interfere with their lives.
With a vein of offbeat black humor, Atkinson keeps the books beat at a high level of anxiety and her character
development reminds me of fellow British writer Jim Crace in his urban novel “All That Follows,” fair praise indeed.
This is the third novel featuring Brodie and I’ll be watching for the next one.
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler, author of “Blood on his Hands” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine 

Chocolate Covered Murder
By Leslie Meier

2012 may be a mild winter in most parts of the Northeast, but it’s frigid in Tinker’s Cove, Maine,
the setting for the delightful Lucy Stone mysteries by Cape Cod author Leslie Meier. In an effort to boost
tourism in this non-ski part of the state, the town is hosting a special travel promotion for Valentine’s
Day. Lucy, a reporter for the local newspaper, is assigned to do a feature story on the new shop in town—
Chanticleer’s Chocolates—and its yummy owner, eligible bachelor Trey Meachem.
Chanticleer’s Chocolates has already unseated long-time local candy shop Fern’s Famous Fudge for the title of “Best
Candy on the Coast,” so there’s no love lost between the owners of the two competing shops.
When a local fisherman is found dead, it seems to be a tragic accident. But the way his body looks when it’s
discovered raises Lucy’s suspicions. Unfortunately, she seems to be the only one in Tinker’s Cove who thinks his
death was no accident.
As if that isn’t enough, when Lucy shows up to do her Chanticleer’s Chocolates interview, she finds the nude body
of shop store manager, sultry Tazmin Graves. Not only is Tazmin dead, but she’s completely covered in chocolate.
That’s enough to turn a person off candy for quite a while.
The town of Tinker’s Cove is becoming famous—or infamous—for all the wrong reasons, and Lucy is determined
to set the record straight.
“Chocolate Covered Murder” is another great read from a real pro, with likeable characters, realistic dialogue,
and a fast-moving plot with a surprising, but logical ending. I’ve read all of Leslie Meier’s mysteries, and they just keep
getting better every time.
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Moving Can Be Murder” for Suspense Magazine 
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Royal Pains: Sick Rich
By D. P. Lyle

“Royal Pains: Sick Rich,” a T.V. tie-in, is a delightful page-turner and fun read. Lyle is an
accomplished writer who continues to dazzle us with his skill at creating interesting plots, while
interweaving his incredible knowledge of medical terms and practices within the story.
When Dr. Hank Lawson finds himself fired and blackballed by the medical community at the loss
of an important donor, he falls into a period of self-pity. With no job, no future, and no fiancée, he has
no clue what to do next. Until his harebrained brother, Evan, comes to the rescue. Then one little adventure into the
Hamptons leads to a party where Hank saves the life of one of the guests. Then voila, HankMed is born.
Soon, Hank finds himself living among the Hampton elite, people he has always assumed were too rich to be
real, taking care of their medical needs and becoming successful in the meantime. Now as a concierge doctor to the
rich and fabulous, Hank discovers his life changing for the better.
When he and Evan are invited to the only party that matters one Fourth of July, he tries to go about the
business of saving lives as usual, while Evan frets over what costume he should wear to the party.
In the interim, Hank soon finds several local teens exhibiting seriously strange symptoms. When law
enforcement and the school principal are brought in, Hank soon realizes just how important his role is to the
Hampton community. And he learns that rich people are just like everybody else, with the same problems and
fears we all have.
In “Royal Pains: Sick Rich,” Lyle brings in a cast of characters that are sure to bring smiles and chuckles
throughout. I especially like Evan, who brings a lot of comic relief to this story.
Lyle never underestimates the intelligence of his readers and writes in a way they will understand, especially
when using medical terminology. Interspersing it with his witty dialogues makes for a great read. I recommend it
to anyone looking for some light-hearted fun.
Reviewed by Lynne Levandowski for Suspense Magazine 

Cold Comfort
By Quentin Bates

How could you not love a book that contains the line “Going out for a minute Helgi, if Johnny
Depp shows up, just ask him to get undressed and wait for me would you?”
The second installment in the Gunnhildur series “Cold Comfort,” is based in Iceland and finds our
protagonist Officer Gunnhildur “Gunna” Gisladottir recently promoted to Reykjavik’s Serious Crime
Unit. Along with her partner Helgi, she is in charge of finding escaped convict Omar “Ommi” Magnusson. Seems
Ommi is hell bent on seeking revenge on the people responsible for his stay in jail as well as being duped out of
millions of kronur. Gunna is also investigating the murder of Svana Geirs, former model and television fitness star.
The investigations become intertwined as Gunna and Helgi follow pieces of information that link the convict
and the deceased. The leads begin to focus on a group of powerful public figures who are part of a “syndicate” who
have been supporting Svana in the lavish lifestyle she leads and who have also been tied to a murder ten years prior.
Bodies begin to surface as the investigations heat up and expose the details of the groups corrupt ways leaving
marriages in ruins and careers destroyed until the guilty party is exposed.
Quentin Bates masterfully works the plot replete with characters and scandals that would be found in business
and government in any country. He keeps the reader entertained by humorous dialogue and guessing who the
guilty party is, holding them captive until the final reveal. Definitely a must read for mystery and thriller fans alike.
Reviewed by Jodi Ann Hanson for Suspense Magazine 

The Human Blend
By Alan Dean Foster

This review starts with two words: “Wow” and “Crap.” “Wow,” because Alan Dean Foster, who for
many years has been writing quality, respectable science fiction, has outdone himself. The story takes
place in the not-too-distant future, when global warming has left the Southeastern U.S. underwater and
home to formerly topical species of amphibious life. But the main thrust of Dean’s SF vision is that of
“melding,” that is, the reformation of human bodies to whatever shape or parameters one wants. On the
plus side, fishermen have webbed feet, surgeons have built-in scalpels in their fingers, and cops make Hulk Hogan
look like Wally Cox. On the negative side, illegal melders can make any criminal into anything he wants to be…
like our protagonist, Whispr, who has himself melded into unnatural thinness to better pursue his career as a sneak
thief and burglar.
But the plot, as they say, thickens (even if Whispr doesn’t) as he steals something that a whole lot of people
want to get their hands on…from murderous cops to murderous murderers to the mysterious Mr. Mole. Whispr
very plausibly teams up with a Natural (unmelded), a physician named Ingrid Seastrom, who is obsessed with the
object (no spoilers, please!) in Whispr’s possession and joins him in a search for the truth. Hounded by hunters
civil service and underworld, they make their way through the very likely world of tomorrow in their search for
answers. This is an excellent adventure and extremely good science fiction—a delightful read.
Oh, yes, “crap.” “The Human Blend” is the first book of a trilogy. Your reviewer does not yet have the second or
third book, and has left Whispr and Dr. Seastrom on a plane where they hope to—we won’t get any answers until
we get the second and third book. Crap.
Reviewed by Elliott Capon, author of “Prince of Horror” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine 

SuspenseMagazine.com

The Book of Lost
Fragrances
By M. J. Rose

Here’s something a bit different.
This exotic, intriguing book is called
“a novel of suspense” on the cover, but
there are elements of thriller, family
saga, and romance sprinkled in.
The House of L’Etoile, a French
perfume company that has been in
the L’Etoile family for generations,
has fallen upon hard times. The
present owners—brother and sister,
Robbie and Jac—differ on how to
save the business, to the point of
estrangement. Jac is a mythology
expert who has her own cable TV
show and has built her career off
demystifying myths, finding the
actual historical roots many of them
sprang from. One such myth is her
ancestor’s tale of the Fragrance of
Memory, a perfume that makes you
remember things, maybe even past
lives.
Since their father was declared
incompetent six months ago (their
mother died when they were
children), Robbie has been running
the business in Paris. Only after
Robbie, a student of Buddhism
in recent years, took the reins did
the siblings realize how close to
bankruptcy they are.
One solution to their woes
would be to sell their two most
popular lines, Rouge and Noir. But
the two have very different ideas
about this. Past lovers intrude into
their lives and Jac fights to retain her
fragile grip on sanity, earned after a
stay in a mental institution when she
was in her teens.
Everything swirls around a vial
of ancient perfume and its recipe, said
to have been found in the tomb of two
lovers, by Gile L’Etoile, perfumer to
Napoléon. Some pieces of inscribed,
broken pottery, found in their father’s
disorganized workshop, may be the
remnants of that vial. But if they are,
international rival groups, as well as
some unexpected others, are quite
determined to get their hands on the
shards. The cost of human life isn’t
counted very high to some of them.
The novel ranges the globe,
but I would give away too much if I
told you where you’ll end up for the
breathless conclusion.
Reviewed by Kaye
George, Author of
“Choke” for Suspense
Magazine 
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Oath of Office
By Michael Palmer

Written by one of
the world’s most stellar
suspense authors, this
book is a complete
shock to any reader’s
system. Keeping you
completely on edge, this story starts
out rapidly…and never lets you take
a breath.
A physician in a town near
Washington, DC, goes on a violent
rampage in his office and, before
he’s through, he fatally wounds his
staff, his associate, and two patients.
Then, turning the gun on himself,
he shouts the words over and over
again: “no witnesses.”
The doctor, John Meacham,
was a respected member of the
community. However, he’d lost his
license and been suspended for
alcoholism. A colleague, Dr. Lou
Welcome, worked with Meacham
through an organization called,
“Physicians Wellness Office.” Dr.
Welcome worked with him until Dr.
Meacham had been able to return
to his practice. When Dr. Welcome
hears the news of this horrible
slaughter, he practically goes into
shock.
Dr. Welcome rushes to the aid
of Meacham’s wife, offering to take
her home after viewing her husband’s
body. But on the way, she begins to
develop very strange symptoms,
and almost causes an accident.
Definitely out of her mind, Welcome
decides to look into these sudden
“strange” occurrences to see if there
is something in common that sent
these perfectly normal people into
homicidal rages in mere seconds.
When Dr. Welcome begins his
investigation, he stumbles upon a
conspiracy that will lead him to some
very wealthy people; people who
may or may not include the leader of
the free world.
Delving deeply into the
significant and very real fact that all
people in authority take oaths to
protect, to defend and to obey, this
author reveals various individuals
who will break those powerful oaths,
no matter the cost.
Mr. Palmer is well-known for
writing about the medical profession
and really knows his subject to the
core. An eye-opener when it comes
to keeping said ‘eye’ on the people
who are in charge of all citizens,
Mr. Palmer has delivered a perfect,
chilling read.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of
“Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense
Magazine 
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Liar Moon
By Ben Pastor

“Liar Moon” is the second book in the Martin Bora series.
Bora is a Wehrmacht Major who two months after surviving a grenade attack in which he lost his
left hand and nearly his leg, is back to work and tasked to investigate the murder of Camerata Vittorio
Lisi, a well known Fascist and cripple. The Wehrmacht has zeroed in on Lisi’s very young widow Claretta
as the prime suspect and with the help of Police Inspector Sandro Guidi, Bora must find evidence to
either convict Claretta or find the true killer. Lisi—as it turns out—was a womanizer preying on his servant girls
and the wives of other men. As a result, he had amassed a long list of enemies that included the recipients of large
high interest loans.
Bora and Guidi are not only working on the Lisi case but are combined in their effort to catch a serial killer
amongst the raging war between Italy and Germany. The serial killer has a calling card of sorts: he leaves shoes as
clues and walks away barefoot from the scene. Working the parallel cases, the men follow up on leads that take them
from underground abortion clinics to the fields of Verona chasing the elusive serial killer.
Both men have their demons to contend with, Bora from his opposition to the SS and their policies toward the
treatment of Jews and Guidi with his ever growing feelings for Claretta who has now been jailed for the murder of
her husband. They must put aside their personal demons and focus on the cases, which inevitably throw them into
dangerous situations and chases to catch the killers.
Ben Pastor is the author of several very successful novels. She has won the prestigious Premio Zagaroza for the
best historical fiction and is considered one of the top in her field. The second of the series has the reader engaged,
following the lives of the very believable characters and hoping Pastor will continue the series.
Reviewed by Jodi Ann Hanson for Suspense Magazine 

Victims

By Jonathan Kellerman

Any and all readers of suspense and mystery are already quite familiar with the intelligent
psychologist-sleuth, Dr. Alex Delaware. They have been by his side for years as he’s helped catch bad
guys and met face-to-face with the world’s very worst serial killers. In this new Delaware novel however,
he sees something brand new. For the very first time, he sees his longtime friend and confidante LAPD
Lieutenant Milo Sturgis at a loss for words. In fact, when Alex arrives at the scene, Milo, who has seen
every bloody crime there is to see, looks like a rookie, absolutely pale from the atrocity that is waiting right upstairs
in the building.
The victim’s name is Vita Berlin: an older woman who most people literally place in the same category as Satan.
This foul-mouthed, bitter old lady was basically a thorn in everyone’s side, as Alex and Milo soon find out. She made
sure to be hideous to her neighbors, her local restaurant/café owners, and children. Anyone she could destroy on
contact, she would. But the death was so brutal, even Satan deserved better. And the only clue left behind is a pizza
box with a piece of paper inside that holds a big, black question mark…a letter from the killer that means absolutely
nothing to the investigators.
Soon, another victim is found killed in the same brutal manner, but seems to have no contact or tie whatsoever
to the first victim. So the idea that Vita’s death was simply an act of personal revenge goes out the window. Another
note is left with that dreaded black question mark, and the clues that are piling up are beyond strange. Victims come
one right after the other, making Alex and Milo more than scared that this may simply be a killer who likes killing
with no actual reasons or goals, which is why the victims are random.
The twists and turns are absolutely chilling for readers to experience. And this killer is one that nobody in
the literary world will soon forget! It doesn’t take a genius to see that Kellerman is about to have another New York
Times bestseller on his hands.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery – 13” for Suspense Magazine 

City of Secrets
By Kelli Stanley

It’s a man’s world. San Francisco in the 1940s. No place for a dame. Yeah, don’t tell that to Stanley’s
hard-boiled female PI, Miranda Corbie, fedora and all.
Two girls are dead, stabbed and left with the word ‘kike’ drawn on their naked body with their
own blood. Europe is at war and some factions in the States are dealing with their own anti-Semitic
problems. Aryans in America. In this second of a series, following “City of Dragons,” Stanley’s noir
masterpiece takes us into a dark realm of the American historical novel.
With a short, staccato beat, resounding like bullets launched from gangster’s machine gun we are led into the
world of Miranda Corbie, ex-escort, detective to the stars in the underbelly of the Gayway at The Golden Gate
International Exposition of 1940. Corbie breathes in every tune from every juke joint in town, scouring the city
with help from a local rag reporter and her Jewish attorney, as they battle to locate evidence to reverse a charge that
has led the police to send one of their own to Riker’s on a trumped up charge.
Running from an Italian mob boss looking to cut short her charmed life, and one-step ahead of a malevolent
police force, Corbie unearths the Nazi’s in the backwoods town of Calistoga, just north of town. Lead by an evil
dentist, a group of professionals is doing their part to sterilize young Jewish women, by using the guise of abortion
clinics.
This book is a blast-from-the-past as Stanley liberally intersperses name brands, musicians, and gangsters from
long ago that brings to mind the Humphrey Bogart or Ava Gardner era we have witnessed in the movies. Recently
nominated for a Golden Nugget, a special award to be given to the best mystery set in California, I hope this goes on
to even more recognition for this very special author.
Reviewed by Mark Sadler, author of “Blood on his Hands” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine 
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Till Death Do Us Purl
By Anne Canadeo

The Black Sheep Knitting Shop series is based on a group of friends whose relationships are truly fun
to watch. And these ladies take their knitting just as seriously as they do their forays into crime solving.
For those who have not yet found this fabulous ‘cozy’ series, Maggie Messina is a retired teacher
who owns the Black Sheep Knitting Shop. Lucy Binger once lived in Boston until her marriage went bad,
and now finds contentment while knitting her days away with her newfound friends. Dana Haeger is a
psychologist who uses her knitting as a form of therapy, and Suzanne Cavanaugh is a very busy mom and realtor who
uses her knitting time to get a little space from her hectic world. Last, but not least, is Phoebe Meyers, a slightly gothic
college girl who helps Maggie run the shop.
In this fourth installment, Maggie volunteers her ‘group’ to help complete a knitted wedding gown when the
wedding date is suddenly changed. Nora Bailey and her daughter, Rebecca, sorely need their help, and Maggie and
her pals are happy to pitch in to finish the gown before the big day.
The gown is completed on time and the wedding is a huge success, despite the fact that the groom is having
major issues with his company, as well as issues with his own family. Unfortunately, a fatal explosion occurs at the
groom’s lab. The police suspect Rebecca as being the one who “took out” the love of her life, and the knitters soon
drop their yarn and go into detective mode in order to figure out who, exactly, is responsible. With a list of suspects
and motives a mile long, the knitting “crew” has to unravel a myriad of clues in order to discover if the bride or her
new in-laws are the culprits.
Although there are three previous books in this series, they’re all amazing stand-alone stories. For all cozy fans
out there, this group of knitters is definitely a group that you’ll want revisit again and again.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense Magazine

ON A Dark Wing
By Jordan Dane

The idea that fate and death can be manipulated has haunted mankind for millennia. The Ancient
Greeks, seeing death as inevitable, did not portray him as evil but represented by a bearded and winged
angel or sometimes a young boy.
That Death is more than a biological event forms the basis for “On a Dark Wing,” the latest book
from Jordan Dane and her second young adult novel.
“Death would be my willing teacher,” reflects Abbey Chandler, thinking back on the death of her mother five
years before in a terrible car accident for which Abbey feels responsible. She survived whilst her mother did not
and she pays the price every day with guilt. In between her thoughts of guilt we follow Abbey’s obsession with Nate
Holden—a boy who doesn’t know she exists.
Each year, as homage to Abbey’s mother, her father takes them to their holiday cabin in the wilderness. This
year Abbey doesn’t want to go. She wants to stay with her paraplegic friend, Tanner Lange, and follow Nate’s latest
expedition on Tanner’s broadband radio. But go to the cabin she must, with all her teenage rebellion and the still
smoldering anger at losing her mother, on full throttle.
When Nate starts to climb Alaska’s Denali, with his experienced mountain climbing father and a close friend, he
cannot realize his fate is intertwined with Abbey’s long ago brush with death.
The story moves back and forth between Nate, and his drama unfolding on the mountain, and Abbey, thousands
of miles away, pining for him. Dane brings these two young people together in a surprising twist that finds Abbey in
a desperate struggle to save Nate. The page-turning pace increases until we ultimately discover what really happened
on that fateful day of the car accident five years ago.
Although this book appears to be a romance at the outset, it is more an entry into the question posed by so many
writers: “What are the repercussions of cheating death?” In the case of “On a Dark Wing,” the answer is frightening,
a little heart breaking, and a page turning read.
Reviewed by Susan May for Suspense Magazine 

When the Smoke Clears
By Lynette Eason

It is finally graduation day and Alexia Allen can’t wait to get the diploma and get the heck out of
the town that’s caused her so much misery. Her mother wants her gone, her father is a monster, and her
brother has already escaped. Serena and Jillian are her best friends, but at the graduation party Jillian
suddenly appears in tears, shaking, as if she’s just seen the Grim Reaper in real life. Unable to tell them
what happened, she rushes out the door and disappears off the face of the earth.
Fast-forwarding a decade, Alexia is now a member of the smokejumpers. She is sheer perfection when it comes
to saving the public as she rushes into burning buildings and puts her life on the line. But when she ignores a direct
order, Alexia finds herself suspended from the ‘team,’ and discovers the fact that someone is trying to kill her.
Returning home for her high-school reunion, Alexia meets up with Serena and wishes she never returned. Upon
walking into her old house, she discovers an intruder with a knife that has left the dead body of her first boyfriend in
the basement.
Hunter, a man who liked Alexia back in the day, arrives; now the Detective assigned to the case of the murdered
ex. At first, believing Alexia may be the killer, Hunter soon finds out she has a stalker—a mystery man who is trying
desperately to end Alexia’s life. Add to this the missing Jillian, and a political figure that seems to have something to
do with the past that these three girls shared, and you come up with a story that will blow your mind.
Eason does an amazing job of setting the bar high for romantic tension, as well as offering a deep dark secret that
may or may not ever come to light. The first book in the Deadly Reunions series, readers will be so hooked that they’ll
want to embark on this thrill ride for years to come!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense Magazine 
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CLAWBACK
By Mike Cooper

It’s a slick highconcept
sell
for
any publisher: Jack
Reacher, rogue CPA,
takes down Wall
Street. Or Gordon
Gekko, Glock-slinging
good guy, runs up basis points
and a body count. Mike Cooper’s
“Clawback” is a slick piece of
storytelling—so slick that you
might slide past it before you can
recall anything you’ve just read.
Silas Cade, an ex-military
operative, has become a freelance
recovery agent to the shadowy
Wall Street set—somebody who
“claws back” lost investment
money from unscrupulous traders.
When a financier who’s lost a lot of
money turns up murdered, Cade
is hired by another high-flyer to
piece together a pattern of slayings
of similar underperformers and
protect others who might be in the
line of the assassin’s fire.
Using a motley crew of
skilled eccentrics on the shadowy
periphery of the money industry—
including a cute and cyber-savvy
female journalist—Cade traces the
bloody back trail to another blackops-for-hire type. But who’s paying
the killer, and for what purpose? In
the course of finding out, we learn a
little about how Wall Street sausage
is made. We’re subjected to a lot
of snappy repartee. We’re made to
ride shotgun as Cade goes into Full
Reacher Mode on several bad guys
and take us on a helicopter/Jet Ski
chase-tour of New York City.
It’s all great cartoonish fun.
And there’s no faulting the storycraft chops of the pseudononymous
Cooper, who worked in Manhattan
finance before turning to thriller
writing, as the plot ties together in
the end as slickly as it unfolds. But
Cade doesn’t register as more than
a one-note hero, the sexual tension
with Clara the cyber-entrepreneur
is less than convincing, and the
third act dissolves into standardissue action-thriller apocalyptosilliness.
“Clawback” isn’t a bad read,
but Cooper will need to develop an
original voice and a more original
hero if Cade’s adventures are to
earn a buy recommendation and
become an enduring and popular
series.
Reviewed by Jim Thomsen for
Suspense Magazine 
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She Can Run
By Melinda Leigh

Melinda Leigh
has been writing since
her youngest child
started school. With
two books published
and another due to
be released in April
2012, she is quickly making her
mark in the romantic suspense
and paranormal genres. “She can
Run” is a fast-paced romantic
suspense. Action-packed with just
enough romance thrown in to
keep everyone’s interest whether
romance novels are your thing or
you are into suspense thrillers.
Beth is a woman hunted.
Married to Congressman Richard
Baker, she has endured brutal
beatings and mental abuse. Beth
finds out Baker’s dirty little secret
which sends the man into a rage.
Beth narrowly escapes his attack,
grabbing the kids and heading into
hiding. But Baker is not giving up
his search until he has Beth and
makes sure she will never tell.
Fast forward ten months and
we find Beth looking forward to
a new job on a large estate where
she will be far from Baker’s eyes
and the possibility of a new life.
Arriving at the estate, she finds her
employer has died from a heart
attack and his nephew Jack the
inherited owner of the property.
Jack is a newly retired police
officer forced into retirement from
a debilitating injury. After being
convinced to stay on as caretaker
of the farm, Beth finds herself
hopelessly drawn to Jack and being
torn between letting her guard
down in hopes of true love and
running to keep her kids safe.
Meanwhile there is a serial
killer on the loose dumping bodies
of women in the lake. The killings
are getting close to home and the
town is on high alert when the
body of a local waitress is found.
The search to find the killer leaves
Jack’s guard down and that is when
Richard strikes. He has located
Beth and plans to silence her
permanently. Jack must race to
stop Richard and the killer before
they claim his true love.
This book is a must read. It
will have you flying through the
pages until the riveting conclusion.
Reviewed by Jodi Hanson for
Suspense Magazine 
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John Donnelly's Gold
By Brian J. Noggle

The best revenge is…served cold? A life well lived? For a quartet of recently laid off high tech
workers, the best revenge is plotting to steal a gold bar from their former employer’s house. Thus begins
this caper novel and it’s chock-a-block full of hardcore hacking, digital devilment and Gen X angst.
Each of the four would-be criminal masterminds brings their own unique skills and foibles to
the project. Robert, the web site developer, is a genius at planning for every contingency, but is
neurotically concerned with order and safety. Michele, the documentation writer, is knowledgeable on almost every
subject imaginable, but her passion for writing the Great American Novel causes her to sometimes mix fiction with
reality. Kevin Horton is a world-class, smooth talking marketing drone whose need for quick cash clouds his better
judgment. And for Daryl Simon, from whom no computer system is safe, simply interacting with real people instead
of virtual avatars is a challenge.
As a team, the four face challenges as well. From firewalls to security alarms to a twenty-four by seven web cam
that keeps a wary eye on the gold bar with all the Internet watching. The team learns just how true Robert Burns’
words were when the best of plans go awry.
The story is told in straightforward fashion with the chapters given titles in a style reminiscent of mysteries from
the Golden Age. Each of the four is given their due as we hop from the thoughts of one character to those of another
and another until all have been heard from.
This is Noggles’ second published novel and in it he has woven a story where the action is tight, the characters
are believable, and the setting is realistic.
Reviewed by Andrew MacRae for Suspense Magazine 

Innocent and Guilty
By Robert J. Sadler

This is another offering from the “Black Book Investigations of Michael Grant & Associates.” For readers who
are not familiar, Michael Grant is a former homicide detective who’s now the boss of the department. Living in the
great city of Dallas, Texas, our story begins in a café where Michael Grant and his former patrol partner, Jim Jamison,
are enjoying a meal. Jamison is one of those detectives who loves his work, loves to eat, and admires his ex-partner
for his no-nonsense attitude when it comes to helping him solve crimes.
Grant has a past that still causes him nightmares. One of those events was the loss of a partner and friend by
the name of Max. Very early on, readers learn what happened to Max and why the regret and pain is still so fresh in
Grant’s life.
Their meal is interrupted when a call comes in announcing a homicide has taken place in a church nearby. The
father is dead, the man who was confessing at the time is beside himself, and the janitor has disappeared while the
cops had their backs turned, immediately making him the prime suspect.
The man’s name is Dillon MacNunn, an Irish boy who goes to churches across the country in order to get
payback for the crimes that the supposedly ‘divine ones’ have committed. Judge, jury and executioner, readers are
along for the ride as Dillon exacts his revenge one father at a time. Add in a plot twist that involves stolen laptops and
a ring of thieves who Grant and team are trying to bring down, and you have a suspenseful story that readers will love.
The writer certainly has a background in this ‘undercover, gritty world,’ seeing as his own resume includes
everything from being a PI to a policeman. Although the novel needs some definite polishing, the story is solid. The
best part of the book however, is Dallas: from their sports obsessions to their buildings to their colorful people—the
locale is what really steals the show.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Talent & Lowery -13” for Suspense Magazine 

Unwanted

By Kristina Ohlsson

In her debut novel, Kristina Ohlsson proves she is going to be a major talent in the thriller genre.
Employed as a counterterrorism officer in Europe and previously a security police analyst for the National
Swedish Police Board, Ohlsson uses her knowledge of investigation to draw the reader into her story with ease,
keeping them engaged until the last action-packed page.
When a little girl is abducted from a train in Stockholm, the police are called in to investigate. Upon
discovering the parents of the girl are separated and documented history of domestic abuse in the home, police naturally
suspect the father of abducting the child. When the train was in station, the child’s mother left the train to make a phone
call not wanting to disturb her sleeping daughter. The mother was detained by a woman in distress and missing the train as
it left the station with her sleeping daughter aboard. Racing to catch the train at the next station the mother arrives only to
find the girl missing.
Investigators begin questioning passengers from the train and none of them noticed the girl was taken. The unthinkable
happens when the child is found dead with hair shorn off and the word “unwanted” written on her forehead. Pursuing any
possible lead, investigators are caught off guard when the body of a baby is found again with the word “unwanted” on her
forehead. They must find the link between the children’s families and find the killer before the killer strikes again.
Ohlsson skilfully takes her reader into the mind of a maniac and his deranged plot of revenge. Throwing in glimpses of
the complicated lives of the investigative team tasked to put an end to the killings, she creates a believable story the reader
will hope never happens in real life.
Reviewed by Jodi Ann Hanson for Suspense Magazine 
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The Expats

The Lantern

By Chris Pavone

By Deborah Lawrenson

“The Expats” is a thoroughly enjoyable thriller with just the right amount of twists to keep the
reader guessing without becoming too intricate to follow. Kate’s husband, Dexter, has gotten a job
offer in Luxembourg; he’s a specialist in computer security in the banking industry. They decide to
take it, and Kate suddenly finds herself quitting her own job to become a stay-at-home mom in a
foreign country, looking after their two boys and assembling a lot of Ikea furniture.
It’s a big change for her, especially considering that not too many years earlier she’d been, unknown to her
husband, a CIA field operative, ready and willing to kill for her mission—but had moved to a desk job after
one too many bloody endings. Now she’s bored and unfulfilled as she struggles to fit in with all the other expat
moms, including her new best friend Julia.
As Dexter’s work hours and travel increase, Kate grows more unsatisfied and suspicious. Dexter, Julia, and
Julia’s husband, Bill, all seem to be hiding things from Kate. But Kate doesn’t want to admit to Dexter that she’s
been hiding something from him all these years as well; not just that she was a spy, but the specific details of her
last field mission that continue to haunt her.
Kate soon learns you can take the housewife out of the Company, but you can’t take the Company out of
the housewife. Using her CIA talents, she starts investigating, but even though she finds further reasons to doubt
Julia and Bill, how can she tell Dexter without admitting her own deadly secrets?
First time novelist Chris Pavone masterfully layers all the action and deceit, the head games and plot twists,
keeping the reader guessing as Kate pieces together what’s really going on. Kate is an engaging character, real
and sympathetic even while she is detached from the people around her. It is that distance that made her a good
agent but complicates her home life, making her almost happy to have people to suspect and spy on. This is a
fresh take on the genre and highly recommended.
Reviewed by Scott Pearson, author of “Star Trek: Honor in the Night” for Suspense Magazine 

The Dark Rose
By Erin Kelly

Reminiscent of the beautifully written suspense novels by Daphne du Maurier, Erin Kelly has
delivered a stunning look at human desperation, loyalty, and absolute terror. Like Daphne, she has
found a way to wrap a chilling tale inside a tranquil setting.
In this story, an Elizabethan garden is being replanted by a group of horticulture and botany
volunteers in the English countryside. Louisa Trevelyan—a main character who you will fall in love with
quickly—loves her work, as she discovers ‘aged’ items that were part of the original garden.
Paul Seaforth is a man fighting with the concepts of loyalty when he is sent to Kelstice Lodge to volunteer
in the garden until his friend’s murder trial begins, and he must take the stand as the “star witness.”
Paul reminds Louisa of a man she knew long ago. Although they are twenty years apart in age, each
recognizes that they’ve lived very similar lives. Both are solitary individuals, each losing a parent and becoming
dependent on other people to make their lives happier. Paul’s friend Daniel protected him from bullies when
they were younger, and when Paul discovers a weakness in his friend, he feels the need to protect him in return.
Louisa was obsessed with a man she simply can’t get out of her mind, and when this incredible author blends
these two storylines together, the reader can not only see the fireworks but can feel them as well.
The climax of a book always tells the real tale of how good the writing is, and the fast-pace certainly takes
the reader on a monumental ride. But what stands out, and lingers on in the memory after the final page is read,
are always the characters. Ms. Kelly knows her “creations,” proving with every paragraph the depth of feeling
they have that has led both of them to walk down a path of utter destruction. First-class writing that is absolutely
captivating! This is one that should be nominated for awards!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense Magazine 

Primacy

By J.E. Fishman

Lianne Vinson, a research tech at Pentalon is hiding a secret. In her youth, she was actually arrested as a
protester for animal rights, and now here she is working as a researcher and using animals as test subjects.
Her overwhelming guilt finally boils over when twin bonobo chimps are brought to her lab. When she
realizes this pair of loveable apes has the amazing power to speak, not just use sign language or mimic sounds,
but actually form and pronounce words, she has to break them out. Foiled in her attempt she finally manages to
release the female, the Pentalon authorities having already operated on and removed the larynx of the male twin
for observation, and so Lianne and Bea have to flee and go underground.
With the help of her veterinarian neighbor, Mickey Farrone—who is harboring a crush on her and
would do anything to help—Lianne hooks up with her ex-boyfriend, Corey, who still heads up the secretive
organization. Her goal is to get Bea back in the hands of the Congolese government and to place her with her
family in the wild.
As implausible as it might be that apes could actually evolve the capability to speak, Fishman does a
magnificent job of under-playing this discovery and allows his readers to enjoy the story without heavy-handed
application. This debut novel is a marriage of medical thriller, along the lines of Robin Cook, to fear on a scale
you have never experienced, as typically brought to readers by Michael Crichton.
Reviewed by Mark Sadler, author of “Blood on his Hands” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine 
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Deborah Lawrenson
takes us into the countryside
of Provenance where she
weaves the stories of two
women spanning eightyfive years. Sometimes
a ghost story, while other times a
mystery, Lawrenson writes with such a
descriptive style that you feel the touch
of every caress and smell every scent.
Eve is a translator on contract in
Switzerland who finds herself bored
with work and a decidedly dull social
life. Upon visiting the chateau at Yvoire,
she meets Dom, a man of wealth from
the sale of his geo-technology business
who now writes music. Instantly drawn
together they embark on a life which
involves moving into the dilapidated
hamlet of Les Genevriers.
Benedicte Lincel grew up in the
house, living there until she died.
She weaves her own tale of life at Les
Genevriers, growing up in the lush
surroundings of lavender fields and
warm winds driven over the mountains
of Grand Luberon and of tragedy
that inevitably strikes every family.
Reflecting on memories of the loved
ones she has lost over the years, she
begins to see apparitions that torment
her every waking moment, often causing
her harm. These are the ghosts that have
reclaimed their places in Les Genevriers,
haunting and ever present.
Eve and Dom lovingly work on
the restoration of Les Genevriers taking
delight in each find of hidden rooms
and little treasures left from the previous
owners. The farmhouse was quickly
becoming a welcoming home full of love
and happiness until Eve begins feeling a
presence bringing with it a sickly-sweet

fragrance, sightings of shadowy figures,
and glowing lanterns. Approaching
Dom with her experiences she finds
him moody, sullen, and withdrawn,
which nags at Eve until she takes up the
chore of investigating the history of Les
Genevriers where she finds more than
she bargained for.
“The Lantern” grasps hold of you
from the beginning, drawing you in and
keeping you there wanting the story to
go on for fear of being torn from the
expertly woven tale.
Reviewed by Jodi Ann Hanson for
Suspense Magazine 
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The Silent
Oligarch

By Chris Morgan Jones
For a first book, Chris
Morgan Jones writes like a
seasoned professional. He
weaves a story that draws the
reader into the world of money
laundering and the iron fists that
rule.
Konstantin Malin is a key
player with the Ministry of
Natural Resources in Russia
controlling half of the oil
industry. He is a diabolical and
ruthless man who controls
his underlings like puppets
on a string, praising them for
a job well done or mercilessly
punishing them for not living up
to his expectations. Richard Lock
is a money launderer working
for Malin selling companies to
investors by making promises
that are not met.
Aristotle Tourna bought a
company with promised licenses
for oil and gas exploration.
When the deal was complete,
Tourna found the licenses had
been transferred to another
company. Tourna was enraged
by this and hires Ikerru,
an international corporate
intelligence firm to bring down
Malin. Benjamin Webster is the
investigator who is assigned to
gather intelligence on Malin’s
empire inevitably zeroing in on
Lock as a key player.
As Webster pursues leads
talking to people connected to
Malin and his shady dealings,
his contacts begin dying. Police
are ruling the deaths as suicides,
but Webster isn’t convinced.
Webster and Lock finally
connect and come to a meeting
of the minds; it’s time for Lock
to get out before he dies. But
Lock doesn’t know whom he can
trust, if anyone at all.
Chris
Morgan
Jones
writes from knowledge. He has
worked advising Middle Eastern
governments, Russian oligarchs,
banking and mining companies
in Africa. Although this is his
first novel, he proves a talent for
writing that will have the reader
turning pages as fast as they can.
I highly recommend this read for
fans of international
intrigue and spy
thrillers.
Reviewed
by
Jodi Hanson for
Suspense Magazine
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Winding Stair
By Douglas C. Jones

With the discovery of a woman who had been raped and murdered in the Choctaw Nation in the
shadow of the Winding Stair Mountains, a posse is formed to seek out the guilty party and bring them to
justice. The year is 1890, a time when murder, horse theft, and whiskey smuggling are a normal occurrence
going hand in hand with bouts of drunkenness. Newly arrived to town Eben Pay who has secured a
position as clerk and investigator for the prosecuting attorney William Evans is recruited by Marshall
Oscar Schiller as one of the posse.
Hot on the trail of the men responsible for the murder, the posse comes up on a farm where they find the owner
Thomas Thrasher brutally murdered along with his farm hands. Thrasher’s wife is missing, but the Marshall locates
Thrasher’s daughter Jenny hiding in the attic in a state of shock. The girl is unable to identify any of the killers, but
under questioning from Marshall Schiller, they learn that a whiskey peddler had been by the farm recently so they set
off to locate the man.
In the midst of a gunfight one of the wanted men is killed, and one of his cohorts is apprehended and brought back
to Fort Smith along with two other of the accused to stand trial and face the possibility of death.
“Winding Stair” is an all out western in which Douglas C. Jones creates a cast of characters and storylines that will
keep the reader captivated until the conclusion. It’s a shame we have lost such a talented author as this.
Reviewed by Jodi Hanson for Suspense Magazine 

Vicki's Key
By P.M. Terrell

Terrell has certainly proven that she knows the ingredients to creating a mystery that’s filled to the
brim with seduction and intensity. And, if possible, she’s getting better with each and every novel she
creates.
Vicki Boyd is the most capable woman working for her boss, Sam, at the CIA. In fact, she has a gift
that no other agent will ever know. She can, quite literally, fly inside her own mind to places never before
seen to uncover everything from drug schemes to political plots. She can find these locales like the best
GPS on the planet, and provide latitudes, longitudes, even speak about the clothing of the people who live there.
Unfortunately, her gift brings her to witness a terrible crime and she leaves the CIA in order to achieve a stress-free life.
Taking the job as an assistant to an elderly woman who spends her time breeding tropical fish, Vicki finds herself
in a brand new location—a quiet one, but one that will turn out even more frightening than her last CIA mission.
Upon arrival at the Maguire’s house, she finds that her new employer has had a stroke and is confined to her
bedroom. She meets her nephew, Dylan, and is charmed by his Irish accent. Dylan, with the help of the slightly angry
housekeeper, shows Vicki around, but the woman who hired her remains a mystery.
When her CIA boss suddenly arrives back in her life and on the Maguire’s porch, Vicki finds herself dragged into
yet another perilous journey in her own mind, stumbling across the fact that she’s stuck in a truly frightening situation
with no way out.
Parts of this story will make the reader feel as if they are the ones walking up that flight of stairs leading to Mrs.
Bates’ door in Psycho. The obsessive romance, the dark recesses of Vicki’s mind, and the trouble that’s been brewing in
the Black Swamp area all come to life in rapid succession, forming a truly riveting read!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense Magazine 

The HOA Murders

Fracture

By Leon Robertson

By Megan Miranda

The inner workings of the home owner associations in Green
Valley, AZ are exposed like festering wounds under the desert heat.
The suburbs of Tucson have never been laid quite so bare to
close scrutiny as Pima County detectives scramble to find clues to
a double murder. Two bodies, both men from a nearby housing
addition, are found in the hard scrabble of a local shooting range.
With no ground-softening rain, the terrain gives up little evidence.
Rumors were banded about that the deaths were related to
smugglers, migrants arriving from Mexico, or that the deceased
were Minutemen set upon by illegal drug-runners. As the police
dig in and question the current and past HOA officers and residents
of the community, quite a nest of vipers is uncovered. As all their
movements seemed to be tracked from behind curtains, everyone’s
motives are questioned.
Robertson, a retired epidemiologist, is no stranger to writing
books; this is his debut novel. He uses his expertise, political
opinions, and corny jokes to help detectives Caldera and Collins
figure out who is DOA in the HOA. Don’t let this rookie’s novel—
whose work could have used a decent edit—deter you from reading
a surprisingly good who-dun-it. Go to the meetings, take a potluck
dish, just be careful about what you eat…some elderly people serve
a killer salad.
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler, author of “Blood on his Hands”
published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine


Delaney Maxwell is a
teenager and she should be dead.
She spent eleven minutes under
freezing water before her best
friend Decker pulled her out. After six days in a
coma, there is no explanation for how or why she
woke up seemingly ‘normal’. Delaney knows she
is anything but ‘normal’ now.
She suddenly feels pulled toward those who
are dying. Because of this, she begins to behave
differently and no one understands, especially
Delaney herself. She meets a guy, Troy, who
seems to know a lot about her and her abilities,
but is he being upfront with her?
Delaney is struggling with a lot in her young
teenage life. Love interests, friends, family and
then add to that a strange ‘pull’ to dead people
and she has a lot on her plate. Understanding is
something she needs to achieve on many levels.
“Fracture” is intriguing and entertaining!
Reviewed by Ashley Wintters for Suspense
Magazine 
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The Child Who

The Darkening
Field

By Simon Lelic

A troubled boy kills another child in the English city of Exeter. For Leo Curtice, an ambitious thirtysomething lawyer with a small law firm, the case looks like his ticket to the big time. But Leo has no idea of
the turmoil about to be unleashed as a community enraged by the killing finds Leo, his wife Megan, and their
daughter Ellie an easy target for their anger.
Twelve-year-old Daniel Blake has confessed to the sadistic killing of Felicity Forbes, but now what
is to become of him? What can the legal and prison system do with an underage killer? Leo faces increasing hostility
from all quarters, including Daniel’s own family, as he struggles to break through his client’s wall of distrust. His work
colleagues berate him, his daughter’s schoolmates turn against her and his wife demands to know why he is willing to put
the interests of a brutal killer ahead of those of their family. And when he is being honest with himself, Leo must admit
he doesn’t really know for certain.
A pervading sense of foreboding envelops this story from the very beginning and increases when anonymous,
threatening letters begin to arrive. The letters ask Leo about the safety of his daughter, with evidence that his family is
being watched.
Simon Lelic has taken what could have been a familiar story and instead has turned it on its head, constructing it in
unusual fashion by switching tense, viewpoint, and even chronology to build a gripping and suspenseful tale of people
caught up and dragged down by a chain of events they cannot escape.
Reviewed by Andrew MacRae for Suspense Magazine 

Murder Season

The Face Thief

Let me start out by saying this is the third outing for
L.A.P.D. homicide detective Lena Gamble and they just keep
getting better. “Murder Season” opens with Gamble being
called out to a high-profile celebrity murder. The victims, a
powerful nightclub owner, and a young man that had beaten
a murder charge for killing a sixteen-year-old neighbor a few
weeks before. The suspect? The dead girl’s father.
The case is every cop’s nightmare. Prominent victims—
politically charged—and one that makes the law enforcement
community look like complete fools. But Gamble senses
something isn’t right and begins working her way through
a nightmare tangle of clues that taint the entire District
Attorney’s office and a few cops as well. But every clue points
the finger for the original killing back to the D.A.’s office, and
after a suspect blows his brains out, she thinks the case is over.
Until a call from the dead girl’s father discloses the truth and
the real killer is revealed in a surprising twist that will leave
the reader gasping in disbelief! In the end, justice is served,
but this is a rollercoaster ride that will grip the reader until the
last page has been turned!
Robert Ellis has hit the ball out of the park with
“Murder Season” and it is one of the best mystery novels of
2011! I would give it a five out of five star rating for its gritty
truth and observation of how easy it is for good people to go
bad.
Reviewed by Bill Craig, author of “Decker P.I. Killshot” for
Suspense Magazine 

With words that trip smoothly across the page like
stones skimming the surface of a still pond, Eli Gottlieb
brings to life three main characters, Lawrence Billings,
Margot Lassiter, and John Potash in the psychological
thriller, “The Face Thief.”
Lawrence meets Margot while teaching a seminar
called The Physique of Finance: The Art of Face Reading
and Body Language for Professional Advantage. She
comes across as a player who wants to learn even more
about reading people through private lessons with him.
She also comes across as filled with confidence in her
beauty “as a glass of milk is with white.”
John, a happy newlywed, isn’t concerned with the
physique of finance, until he’s defrauded of his family’s
investment fund by an unscrupulous femme fatale and
her cohorts.
As John deals with the loss of his money, Lawrence
with the possible loss of his marriage and Margot with
her loss of mobility, the three face journeys filled with
challenges and life lessons. Do they learn from these
lessons or ignore the truths they may hold? To find out
what happens to them, I strongly suggest you join “The
Face Thief ’s” cop, Don France, as he strives to unravel
the knots in the these character’s suspenseful worlds.
This book is a mesmerizing read.
Reviewed by Kari Wainwright for Suspense Magazine

By Robert Ellis

By Eli Gottlieb



Slash and Burn: A Dr. Siri Mystery
By Colin Cotterill

With “Slash and Burn,” the eighth book in his Dr. Siri series, Cotterill entertains the reader with a quirky
cast of characters most of which who have appeared in his previous books. From a clairvoyant transvestite
to a journalist from Time Magazine and a drunken retired general, the story has humorous dialogue with offthe-wall situations thrown into the mystery.
In 1968, helicopter pilot Boyd Bowry went down with his aircraft in a fiery crash. A search party was
unable to find the wreckage or any survivors of the crash so the occupants were listed as MIA and the search called off.
Ten years later, a U.S. delegation has decided to pick up the search through the Lao jungles for remains of Bowry.
The infamous Dr. Siri Paiboun, a seventy-four year old national coroner, is recruited by the Ministry of Justice to head the
search. Dr. Siri is due to retire shortly, but reluctantly agrees on one more job to the dismay of his wife Daeng. Selecting
his team after turning down the one suggested by his boss Judge Haeng, Siri joins the U.S. party in the search.
At the Friendship hotel, a run-down place where the teams are sequestered, one of the team is found dead in a
compromising way. Due to the “slash and burn” process used to rejuvenate the forest, the team is grounded and unable to
transport the body to the coroner leaving Dr. Siri and U.S. pathologist Dr. Yamaguchi to perform the autopsy at the hotel.
Soon accidents begin to happen and bodies begin to pile up as Siri and his team uncover a conspiracy to cover up elicit
activities by people in high places.
Colin Cotterill teacher, writer, and cartoonist continues to draw his readers into the escapades of Dr. Siri and hoping
“Slash and Burn” won’t be the last of the series.
Reviewed by Jodi Ann Hanson for Suspense Magazine 
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By William Ryan
It’s a nifty
little whodunit,
Soviet
style.
William
Ryan
has his second
novel set in 1930s
Communist Russia with many
of the same players with the
same societal fears as in his first
book, “The Holy Thief.” The
Party is in complete control
and those who disobey, or
are only suspected of being
against the government, tend
to disappear without notice.
Into this setting comes a man
who is optimistic about the
future despite the despair seen
every day.
1937. Moscow. State
Security has assigned Captain
Korolev of the Moscow
Criminal
Investigations
Department to oversee the
case of the death of a film
crew member currently in
production in Odessa. Hoping
the woman’s death can be
quickly deemed a suicide,
Korolev discovers almost
immediately the case for
murder. Was her killer one of
her many lovers? One of the
actors? A villager who doesn’t
like the film crew’s presence?
Or, could it be someone with
Party connections, perhaps
the top man himself? Korolev
walks a dangerous line
especially when he discovers
the woman may have been
involved in a traitorous
operation.
Ryan does an excellent
job of showing us the dark
overtones in the Communist
culture. There is an overtone
of impending evil, of disaster
should one minor wrong be
discovered or even suspected.
Since the Revolution, nothing
has been for the better despite
the government’s claims. A
scary shadow shrouds Korolev
and Ryan has again mastered
the art of keeping that shadow
prevalent. “The Darkening
Field” is a wonderfully crafted
piece of literature and I for one
enjoyed a little history with my
mystery.
Reviewed by Stephen L.
Brayton, author of “Beta” for
Suspense Magazine 
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Rizzo's Fire
By Lou Manfredo

Detective Joe
Rizzo of the NYPD
in Brooklyn is
heading toward his
retirement, but is in
no hurry to quit the
job he’s loved for so
long. On top of dealing with the
‘end,’ Joe has promised his wife
he will stop smoking (which isn’t
working out very well), and he
has to spend time breaking in a
new partner, Detective Priscilla
Jackson.
The new duo ends up at
the apartment of Robert Lauria,
a complete loner who was
killed ten days before he was
found. It seems that the perp
strangled Robert and stopped to
make tea in his kitchen before
disappearing from sight.
The two detectives—after
some major investigating—
come to the conclusion that
Robert’s murder is tied to the
death of a famous producer in
Manhattan. Trying to maintain
a quiet investigation and prove
the connection without sharing
information with the detectives
on the ‘Manhattan’ case, (which
is much more glamorous than
theirs), the Brooklyn detectives
strive to solve their case, which
will make a name for them and
let Joe retire with honors.
During
this
die-hard
investigation, Rizzo must deal
with the fact that his daughter
is eager to attend the police
academy and become a cop just
like good, old dad, and Joe is
completely against her putting
herself into the line of fire.
Following in the footsteps
of this author’s first novel
about Joe—“Rizzo’s War”—
the investigation as well as the
personal journey into Joe’s life
are both extremely interesting.
Seeing that the author worked
in the criminal justice system
in Brooklyn for many years, the
plot, characters, and language are
dead on the mark, solidifying Joe
Rizzo as one of the most readable
cops in the current world of
suspense.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for
Suspense Magazine 
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11/22/63

By Stephen King

Having just emerged from 1963, courtesy of Stephen King’s latest novel 11/22/63, I am thrilled to
report it was a fabulous trip and well worth the ticket price. King slips us very convincingly through the
‘rabbit hole’, a time slip doorway at the back of the local burger diner owned by Al Templeton which lands
the traveler back in Lisbon Falls, September 9, 1958, at 11:58 a.m. No matter how long the traveler stays
in the past, only two minutes elapses in the present.
Al has traveled back to 1958 hundreds of times and, on the last visit, he decides he will stay until 1963 in order to
prevent the assassination of John F. Kennedy. During this attempt, he develops terminal cancer and returns to the future
to enlist the help of the local English teacher, Jake Epping. Jake agrees to Al’s scheme to save Kennedy, not only because
he believes the world will be a better place should Kennedy live but, also, to avert the murder of a student’s family.
But the past is “obdurate”—it doesn’t want to be changed—and is a character in itself as it seemingly sets out
to thwart him at every turn. Over almost eight hundred fifty pages, Jake battles the power of the past, betting thugs,
murderers, and a nosy education administrator, as he corrects wrongs and surveils Lee Harvey Oswald and his family.
Alongside the dramatic scenery there is an element not often found in a King novel; there is romance. In his ‘past
world’ life, Jake meets Sadie Dunhill, a school librarian, with whom he begins a love affair. It’s this relationship, and
all the cross time difficulties it endures as the assassination day draws closer, that gives the story its true depth. In the
last few pages as King ties up the story threads, it is this love affair that delivers the book’s poignant and satisfying end.
Stephen King waited thirty years until, in his own words, his talent caught up with his vision of time travel. It was
worth the wait, Mr. King. “11/22/63” is a masterpiece of storytelling and imagination and will be read and enjoyed into
the distant future, and that includes all multiple time line threads.
Reviewed by Susan May for Suspense Magazine 

Vulture Peak
By John Burdett

It’s time to get wild again in Bangkok with Detective Jitpleecheep in Burdett’s latest mystery thriller.
This case is so big it can’t stay within the borders of Thailand. You’ll travel to Dubai, Monte Carlo, and even
Hong Kong before this one is through. Craziness piles onto insanity and the layers of the story are so deep
Jitpleecheep may not come out with his Buddhism intact.
It’s election time and Colonel Vikorn of the Royal Thai Police Department wants to slide into office
being a hero by eliminating human organ trafficking in the city. He assigns Detective Sonchai Jitpleecheep to look into
the problem. Unsure what the game is, Sonchai is soon whisked away to Dubai where he meets a pair of enigmatic
Chinese twins who are big players in the human organ game…and both crazier than a loon. Back in Bangkok, he is sent
to investigate a triple murder in a mansion on top of a heralded mountain, named Vulture Peak. Sonchai discovers the
organ trafficking business is much bigger than he imagined, with ties close to home. There’s also a rapist wandering his
home neighborhood…and Sonchai’s wife might be having an affair. What’s a man who wants only to be a good cop
and a faithful Buddhist to do?
The levels of complexity in this story almost overwhelmed me. Burdett takes the issue of human organ trafficking
and very neatly ties it in with Thai, Chinese, and Western cultures, transgender surgery, prostitution, and Buddhism.
The graphic depictions are tempered by almost surreal humor. This is definitely far beyond your normal mystery.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine 

Exit Strategy

Twelve Drummers Drumming

The first in the Katerina Carter series, Cross
introduces us to forensic accountant Katerina Carter,
who goes above and beyond to solve what turns into
international crimes.
Thought not be to be smart enough to uncover
the truth, Carter is hired by Liberty Diamond Mines to
find five billion dollars that went missing, along with
Paul Bryant, the company’s chief financial officer.
Unfortunately for the criminals, Carter is not as stupid
as they believed her to be.
Although spots are bogged down with what I felt
were unimportant details, the intrigue and suspense
kept me reading, not to mention the fact that Carter
herself became a target. While trying to follow the
money from accounts in Canada to Cayman and other
countries, Carter is deceived by those she thought she
could trust, is kidnapped and almost killed.
Cross took me on a wild ride involving Carter’s
personal and professional life, her own financial despair
and a McBarge. That’s right…a McBarge. You have to
read it to find out what I’m referring to. A good book to
read during an uneventful, relaxing weekend.
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina, author of “Deadly
Decisions” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine 

Reverend Tom ‘Father’ Christmas believes getting
away from the city and to the quiet town of Thornford Regis
is just what he and his daughter, Miranda need. He is the
town’s Vicar and now they aren’t constantly surrounded by
reminders of his late wife and her still unsolved murder. He
hopes his and Miranda’s healing can truly begin in this quiet
English village.
Not long after taking the Vicar position, a young
woman is found dead, and in an unusual place! Reverend
Tom’s curiosity has him asking questions and trying to figure
out this mystery. The more questions he asks, the more he
has. It seems like the whole town has something to hide and
secrets are tucked deep.
With the quiet little village not exactly what he
expected, Reverend Tom needs to solve this murder fast. The
questions keep piling up, as do the suspects. The quiet life he
expected to lead seems to have more mystery than ever.
A wonderful cozy mystery with a lot to offer. The
potential for future books in this series has me antsy to read
more about the wonderful characters!
Reviewed by Ashley Wintters for Suspense Magazine 

By Colleen Cross

By C.C. Benison
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MOVIES

JOHN CARTER
2012

Genre – SciFi & Fantasy (PG 13)
So who is ‘John Carter?’ From the film trailer, he seemed to be a very handsome,
shirtless guy, leaping around amongst four armed creatures on Mars.
John Carter is Edgar Rice Burroughs—the “Tarzan” author’s—literary hero, who
sprung from a serialised 1912 story entitled “Under the Moons of Mars.” Over the decades,
Burroughs continued to write many popular books and serials on the adventures of John
Carter on Barsoom—Mars’ fictional name.
John Carter is set in the Civil War period and told in flashback via his own journal
given to his nephew upon his death. Our hero, John Carter (Taylor Kitsch) is war and
world weary. Despite being a strong fighter, he wants no part of the war. He wants instead
to find a rumored cave of gold. When he finds the cave he also finds a portal to another
world—Barsoom (Mars). And wouldn’t you know it; there is a ten thousand year old Civil
War on Barsoom too. This guy just can’t catch a break.
With the powers that John inherits from the differing atmosphere, he becomes a much desired ally by all factions. He is
captured by the Tharks, four armed, tusked creatures, who are hoping the humanoid inhabitants of Barsoom will kill off each
other and leave them alone. Eventually he wins the respect of their leader, Tars Tarkas (voiced by Willem Dafoe).
Meanwhile, the Zodangans, lead by Sab Than (Dominic West), battle with the Heliumites, whose beautiful Princess
Dejah Thoris (Lynn Collins) strives to find a solution that will end the fighting and save her beloved planet. This comes in the
form of a planned marriage to Sab Than, the enemy. But, like all good Warrior Princesses, she will not go quietly.
John Carter is a movie like no other. It crosses almost every genre, combining them to take audiences on an exciting ride.
The reasonably unknown leads are not only gorgeous to behold but hold their own amongst the technology and animation.
My verdict: “Amazing.”
But it’s the story and the characters that are the true stars here. One hundred years later, these characters will capture
your imagination as they did previous generations. Don’t be surprised if you find yourself looking towards the night sky and
wondering, did Edgar Rice Burroughs write fantasy or fact.
Reviewed by Susan May (follow @susanmaywriter) for Suspense Magazine 

Young Adult
2011

Genre – Dark Comedy (R)

In watching Young Adult, directed and produced by Jason
Reitman, there was some personal satisfaction for me, in the
disaster that had become Mavis Gary’s (Charlize Theron) life.
In being one of the unattractive skinny girls at school, I
worked out that to survive you needed a plan. So, armed with
humor, two shiny long-haired popular girls became my friends.

Thus, began my popularity ‘by association.’
Mavis lives a lonely, messy life, enjoying one-night stands she instantly regrets, in an apartment that borders on squalor.
The series of young adult books, for which she ghost writes, have been cancelled and she has just received an email from her
ex-high-school sweetheart with a taunting—for Mavis—picture of his new baby.
By the time Mavis decides she is going to visit Buddy Slade (Patrick Wilson) to rescue him, from what she imagines is an
unhappy marriage, in a town where nobody in their right mind would stay, we already know we are in for a fun ride.
On her first night back, Mavis, hooks up with Matt Freehauf (Patton Oswalt) another former
classmate who suffered such a beating at school that he now still carries a limp and other handicaps.
Matt becomes her humorous conscience and accomplice as she single-mindedly pursues
Buddy, ignoring that he is clearly happily married to Beth (Elizabeth Reaser)
If you like your comedies dark and lacking in redemption, à la Bad Santa and Seinfeld, then
you will laugh at the outrageous behavior of Mavis. She is never going to grow up or grow a
conscience, thus remaining a perpetual young adult.
Theron is at her finest here and there would be few actresses who could carry off her cringing,
unsympathetic attitude to others without overplaying it.
My one criticism of this witty, well-crafted film is that it needs another twenty minutes. From
the very beginning we are treated to the unexpected indulgences of Mavis’ fantasies and opinions
and when the ending arrives that, too, is unexpected in its brevity.
Still any time spent with Mavis is a good time, brief as it is, cringingly honest as it may be,
and redemptive as it is for all of us high school ugly ducklings. Beauty is always in the eye of the
beholder, but in Young Adult, ugly is made beautifully funny.
Reviewed by Susan May (follow @susanmaywriter) for Suspense Magazine 
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“Sarcastic, mouthy woman, protective of herself
and her family, meets over-the-top slightly arrogant
detective investigating a murder at the family
orist shop. It’s a match made in—well, not heaven,
exactly. But it’s not dull, that’s for sure.”
—Susan Santangelo, Author of “Moving Can Be Murder”

Fortune teller
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Silent Hill

Traditional Artist
Turned Digital

Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Could you tell us a little bit about the Art
Gymnasium?

Model Credit: Dywa

Velvet

Egle Zioma is a Lithuanian graphic
artist and photographer. Born in 1976, she
studied at that nation’s Art Gymnasium
and graduated the Art Academy in 2002
(Master of Arts, major in Graphic Arts).
Egle mostly works as a freelance
graphic artist and has done science
fiction, fantasy and horror book
illustrations and cover art. She also has
been working as a texture and concept
artist in various game development
companies (both Lithuanian and
international).
In
2011,
digital
painting Aries was included in “Expose 9,” “the world’s
biggest collection of new original digital art” published annually by Ballistic
Publishing.
Nowadays, Egle mostly works as a digital 2D graphic artist for mobile
platforms games and as a freelance photographer. She often combines digital
portrait photography and digital painting.
On a personal note, she is married, and her most prominent hobby is
playing the Vampire the Masquerade live-action role playing game, which
she’s played in Vilnius (Lithuania) and Stockholm (Sweden).

A Dream of Homecoming

Interview by Suspense Magazine

Egle Zioma (EZ): The Art Gymnasium was established in Kaunas right after
World War II. The education there is focused on visual arts. It is famous (for)
great teachers, wonderful specialists working in informal environment. It is
nothing like an ordinary school. The closest thing I’ve seen was in Alan Parker’s
movie Fame (1980).
Since the 6th grade I’ve been introduced to painting, sculpture, textile, graphic
art and other disciplines. They were added “on top” of normal school education,
so we had very long hours. Still, since then Monday is my favorite day, because
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Four of a Kind
Haunted by Autumn
Vunderlend

Model Credit: Jolanta Kazlauskaite
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I was always looking forward to going back to school after the weekend.
S. MAG.: You’ve done book illustrations and cover art. What has been your favorite so far?
EZ: I think it is the first horror novel by Giedrius Vilpišauskas, “The Wind From the Sea” published by Eridanas Publishing
House. I would love to have more commissions of that particular genre.
S. MAG.: Your work varies greatly, from real people to what looks like drawings. Which is your favorite form of art?
Photomanipulation, drawing or something else entirely?
EZ: I love digital painting but I’m also fond of photography, so I often try to integrate those two. Also, I’m a traditional artist who
has turned to digital. My favorite technique was ink painting and I think it manifests in my works. I wish it would be seen even
more and I am working on it.
S. MAG.: For those who don’t understand, would you explain the difference between 2D and 3D art?
EZ: Simply put, 2D art is “flat,” like a book illustration, and 3D art is three-dimensional, as sculpture, for example. In digital
world 3D art is created with special programs where digital artist works as a sculptor or/and engineer, rendering objects which
can be rotated and put in differently lit computer generated environments. The result is often more “realistic” or “correct” in terms
of physics, at least in comparison to most of 2D digital art.
Meanwhile, 2D is precisely like traditional painting or graphics, just done with digital tools instead of techniques established
throughout previous centuries.
S. MAG.: Why combine two distinct forms of art like digital portrait photography and digital painting?
EZ: The point is that they neither are distinct nor ever were such. Retouching the photographs emerged with the invention of
photography. Having it all in digital media just makes the process easier to control and faster to perform. With modern tools
it also requires less effort to turn and make something entirely new of the chosen photograph. I would say that integration of
photography and digital painting comes naturally.
S. MAG.: What is Vampire the Masquerade?
EZ: Vampire: The Masquerade is a role-playing game. It is one of White Wolf Game Studio’s World of Darkness games and is
centered around vampires in a modern gothic-punk world. I started playing it almost ten years ago. It made me fall in love with
RPG and otherwise made a huge impact on my life and my art.
S. MAG.: Have you ever done a personal piece that you will not part with?
EZ: Some pieces are more personal than others, but as long as I can print them as digital copies I don’t mind giving them away as
gifts or selling. I also have ones made with traditional art techniques, illustrations that would be impossible to print exactly the
same way, like etchings or watercolors. These would be hard to part with.
S. MAG.: What do you like to do when you’re not doing your art of playing Vampire of the Masquerade?
EZ: I would definitely go for a long walk. It’s my favorite way of spending time. Meeting with friends would be perfect, so we could
talk while walking. I’d probably take some pictures on the way, then have a latte and walk some more.
Suspense Magazine was honored to have gotten the time to speak to such a talented artist like Egle Zioma. Enjoy looking
at her work showcased in this issue as well as checking her out at the link to the digital paintings gallery http://daywish.
deviantart.com/gallery/2674144, and the link to the mixed gallery http://daywish.deviantart.com/gallery. Thank you, Egle.
We wish you continued success. 
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Sense of Vision

Fortune Telling

"

I love digital painting
but I’m also fond of
photography, so I often
try to integrate those
two.

Jonathan Maberry
On What Works & What Doesn't

Interview by Gregory Frost

When I first met Jonathan Maberry—New York Times bestselling author, multiple Bram Stoker Award winner, and
Marvel Comics writer—he was pretending to be someone named Shane MacDougall, author of a most unusual field guide to
slaying vampires.
The second time I met him was when he invited me to teach for a program he was running called “The Writers’ Corner,”
in Doylestown, Pennsylvania. We soon came to be friends (but only after I discovered his true identity).
Then one afternoon, we had a long discussion about how to promote our books (Jonathan had actually gone to the
trouble of printing out miniature covers of his first novel, “Ghost Road Blues,” and wrapped them around about two million
little Halloween-sized Hershey bars as swag to give away whenever he signed books—a brilliant promotional move, as once
you opened the wrapper, you had the book cover and its ISBN to carry
in a wallet or purse into any bookstore). We proposed forming a group
called “The Philadelphia Liars Club” on the principle that collectively
we could do far more damage to the universe. The name was an easy
one to arrive at: we all wrote fiction. We lied for a living. He and I very
quickly built up our baker’s dozen and set out on a quest of world
domination.
The Writers’ Corner had, by then, folded, but Jonathan had
taken the concept of a place for writers and created something called
“The Writers’ Coffeehouse,” in which novices, New York Times bestselling authors, editors, and publishers could gather and talk about
everything from the craft of writing to how to interest an agent in
your work. And that has grown exponentially at about the same rate
as Jonathan’s career—which is to say, explosively.
He has proved himself to be a writer for whom there are no
barriers, no “I can’t do this,” no self-deprecation. He’s a professional
and this is his craft. And that goes to the heart of the reason, after all
these years, why I really wanted to ask him some in-depth questions
about many aspects of his career.
Gregory Frost (GF): So far as I know, you started off your publishing
career by writing martial arts books. What moved you
from nonfiction to fiction? And what do you think you
learned from writing the non-fiction books that has
guided you in your fiction?
Jonathan Maberry (JM): I was trained as a journalist and
had every intention of becoming a crusading newspaper
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reporter. That didn’t happen. Instead, during my second year
of college I decided to start pitching magazine articles. The
philosophy then, as now, was: “Write what you know.” I’ve been
practicing jujutsu since age six, so I wrote about that. I did
hundreds of articles for major magazines, many of them on
martial arts; and when I started teaching at Temple University
I wrote textbooks for my martial arts classes (and others).
Then, in 2000, I wrote a nonfiction book on the folklore of
monsters. Folklore has always been a hobby of mine, but while
writing that book I began lamenting that there were so few
novels featuring folkloric versions of the monsters. Most of the
vampires, werewolves and other monsters were retreads of the
Hollywood versions, and they have virtually no connection to
their folkloric roots.

at that target. It also allowed me to foreshadow and lay clues,
which is important because although those books could be
classified as horror, they’re built on the mystery-thriller frame.
Once the town and the characters were solid and real to me, I
dug in to write the first. It took me eighteen months to finish
the first draft, and twice that amount of time to do about
fifteen rewrites. Nowadays I write a novel in about three to
four months, first word to final draft. But I couldn’t do that
had I not taught myself so much about writing by plotting and
writing those first three books.
GF: And now that you’ve written standalone novels as well,
what if anything is different when you’re approaching a
single-volume work?

So, after several years of hearing me complain about it, my
wife, Sara, told me to “just write the damn thing.” So I did.
I wrote a trilogy of supernatural thrillers in which ordinary
people encounter the kind of monsters you see in old legends
and myth. That first novel, “Ghost Road Blues,” was nominated
for two Bram Stoker Awards: Best First Novel and Novel of the
Year. I won for Best First, but some guy named Stephen King
beat me for Novel of the Year.

JM: I suppose because I started my fiction career by writing
three very large novels in a sprawling trilogy, my tendency
is to think in terms of ‘big stories’ and recurring characters.
Well, maybe it’s the characters that make me want to continue
telling their stories. However I’ve now done two standalone
novels. One was a media tie-in thing, “The Wolfman,” so the
characters weren’t mine; but the most recent novel, “Dead of
Night,” is all mine.

As I launched into my new fiction career, I found that all of
the best habits I learned in journalism school really helped me
prosper. I do my research (and check my sources); I write a
quick-and-dirty first draft and then polish it in the rewrite;
I don’t subscribe to the myth of writer’s block (ask a working
reporter about this, you’ll get an earful); and I never ever miss
a deadline.

My intention had been to write a true one-and-done novel;
however, in the writing I began to fall in love with the characters.
I got a weird kind of separation anxiety when I finished telling
their story. So, I left the book with just a splinter of an opening
for a follow-up book. Or maybe two…

GF: Your first work of fiction comprised a trilogy (The Pine
Deep Trilogy). That’s kind of an ambitious leap in itself. How
did you approach a story arc that was three volumes long?
JM: When I first cooked up the idea for “Ghost Road Blues”
I knew I wanted to tell a big story. The story is really about
the town of Pine Deep, which has earned the reputation of
“the most haunted town in America.” I dove deep into worldbuilding for that story. I know the town’s past going back to
Colonial times, and I know what will happen in the next few
years. A haunted town is rich soil for a storyteller. When I
plotted out the story, “Ghost Road Blues” was always intended
to be the first book of a projected trilogy.
The first thing I did was create a master story arc that would
over-arch all three books. Then I looked for the natural story
breaks within that, and that’s where the novels were born.
I then wrote a handful of scenes in order to get to know the
characters and to find the ‘voice’ of the town. Some of those
scenes appear in “Ghost Road Blues,” others belong to “Dead
Man’s Song,” and “Bad Moon Rising.” One of the first scenes I
wrote, however, was the epilogue of the third book. I do that
a lot: I write the last chapters and/or the epilogue because if
I know how the story ends I can back up and aim the book
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And shortly after the book debuted, editor Christopher Golden
reached out to me and asked me to write a novelette for an
anthology he had scheduled for June 2012. Like “Dead of
Night,” the anthology, “21st Century Dead,” focuses on zombies.
I jumped at the chance because it gave me a reason to go back
to the story.
Only…I didn’t. Not exactly. Yes, I wrote a story that takes
place in the same small town, during the same day as “Dead
of Night,” but as soon as I started writing I found I wanted to
explore the experiences of an entirely different set of characters
caught up in those tragic events. That story, “Jack and Jill,”
features none of the other characters from the novel with the
exception of a radio DJ.
Then a few weeks ago I was invited to write a short story for
issue #2 of “The Uninvited,” a quarterly anthology for iPad and
iTunes subscribers. This time I wrote a story that takes place
several days after the events of “Dead of Night,” but again I
focused on new characters.
Since this is my first total standalone, perhaps I’m seeing the
pattern for what I’ll be doing in the future. Novels with short
stories orbiting like moons.
GF: It’s clear that if you had continued in the vein of “Ghost
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Road Blues,” you’d have been typecast as a particular kind of
horror writer. When did you make the decision to shift away
from that—or had that always been the plan? Do you like
being a moving target?
JM: I’ve never wanted to be any particular “kind” of writer.
I love to write, and I want the freedom to explore the best
new stories in my head rather than strictly write in whichever
genre I land. So, when I went scouting for an agent back in
2005, I made it clear that I was going to be (ahem) all over the
page. That doesn’t work for all agents, which is fine; but being
typecast doesn’t work with me.
The agent I eventually signed with was Sara Crowe, who was
with Trident Media at the time and was later headhunted by
Harvey Klinger. We had lunch and talked about how I wanted
to build a career that allowed a lot of freedom. My first three
novels were supernatural thrillers, but I had ideas for mysteries,
thrillers of all kinds, young adult, even mainstream fiction.
Of course flexibility in publishing is
sometimes a benefit of success; and
it’s easier for publishers to market a
writer who builds a presence within
a certain genre. But there are plenty
of writers who go outside of their
most well-known genre. Look at
Stephen King. He’s called a horror
writer by the press, but really only
a small percentage of his novels
are horror. “Salem’s Lot” and “The
Shining”—sure, they’re horror. But
“It” and “Firestarter” are science
fiction. “The Stand” is apocalyptic
fantasy. The Dark Tower series
is post-apocalyptic high fantasy.
“Misery” is a suspense novel. And
he’s written Young Adult fantasy,
adventure, mainstream fiction, and more.
He follows the story, and I think that’s the
most admirable trait a writer can have.
My fourth novel, “Patient Zero,” is a science thriller. Sure, it
has zombies in it, but they’re medically created and I back it up
with very solid science. The other books in that series present
different weird science threats. “Dragon Factory” explores how
modern-day Nazis can use cutting-edge transgenic science to
restart the Master Race program; “The King of Plagues” deals
with secret societies using terrorism to manipulate global
economies. The latest one, “Assassin’s Code,” deals with an
eight-hundred-year-old secret agreement to perpetuate holy
war.
Then I dove into Young Adult post-apocalyptic adventure with
“Rot & Run” and its sequels. The third (of four) books, “Flesh
& Bone,” debuts in September.
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And I have a bunch of other books in various stages of research,
development, or pitch, including a serial-killer thriller (think
Twin Peaks meets “The Silence of the Lambs”), a gritty noir
urban fantasy (a Sam Spade type of guy under a curse), and
even a mainstream novel about a writers colony that’s been
percolating in me for years.
I suppose that’s why I like writing short stories so much. I’ve
written just under two dozen shorts, novelettes and novellas
in the last few years, and maybe two of them are in the same
genre. They range from military science fiction, historical
comedy, psychological thriller, ghost stories, slice-of-life, and
even a Sherlock Holmes pastiche.
GF: You have now become something of an acknowledged
master of the zombie novel, beginning with “Patient Zero.”
Yet, it’s very clear that you recognized what had already
been done on that landscape and made sure to carve out
directions that were fresh. How do you do that in a specific
genre category like that, which would
seem to the casual observer to be pretty
well picked over?
JM: One of the discussions I get into all
the time is why I write zombie novels,
and why I think that the genre is here
to stay. First off, let’s clarify the name.
“Zombie” is the name of the genre—an
appellation hung on it by European film
distributors who didn’t know what else to
call the ghouls in “Night of the Living
Dead” and its sequels. Though, let’s
face it, “ghoul” would have worked
pretty well. The word “zombie” is
borrowed without apology from the
religion of voodoo. Most stories in
the genre have no connection at all to
Haitian zombies.
Next thing you need to know is that zombies have been
with us in one form or another for decades (if you go by the
Romero calendar), or centuries (if you’re a voodoo purist), or
even millennia (of you track it back to the first mention of the
dead eating the living in the “Epic of Gilgamesh,” circa 18th
century BC). They’re part of our culture and they’re here to
stay; and they are a five-billion-dollar part of the entertainment
industry. Between books, movies, games, TV shows, comics,
and toys, zombies are big business. Stephen King declared that
they were their own unique trope over twenty years ago in his
nonfiction book, “Danse Macabre,” and the rest of the work
seems finally to have caught up with Uncle Stevie’s thinking.
They are a trope. They won’t go away. Like vampires, ghosts,
and other tropes, their popularity will wax and wane, but
they’ll always come back. The reason? Zombies are an infinitely
elastic storytelling vehicle.
Unlike vampires, zombies have no personality and therefore
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don’t intrude into the development or interaction of the central
human characters. Zombies are metaphors for some massive,
shared threat which all of the characters share. Once introduced,
the zombies can fade a bit to the background so that the main
bulk of the story is about people in crisis. And, let’s face it, the
core of all fiction is good people having a bad day.
Also, zombies allow a writer to dig into shared fears without
necessarily addressing them outright. A lot of people would not
pick up a book about the global economic collapse, or relentless
consumerism, or racism, or other real-world issues. And yet
they’ll read a zombie novel or watch a zombie movie even
though the monsters are (often) a thinly disguised stand-in for
the real problems plaguing us all.
In “Patient Zero,” I use zombies as a metaphor for biological
warfare. In “Rot & Run” and its sequels, the zombie apocalypse
allowed me to explore post-traumatic stress disorder and the
effects of war on a culture. In “Dead of Night,” the science
behind zombies allowed me to deconstruct the Cold War that
ended in 1991 and the new one that’s developing with Iran,
North Korea and China.
GF: Your sequels to “Patient Zero” deal with other forms of
scientifically engineered threats to humanity. How do you
keep up with and research such topics?
JM: I’m a bit of a science geek. Always have been. I love doing
research and I seldom rely on published works. Instead I
prefer to track down the top experts in whatever field pertains
to my story, and then interview them. If I need a molecular
biologist, I’ll search on recent articles in science journals to see
who is being quoted, then track that person down to whatever
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university or organization to which they belong. All such
organizations have contact pages and everyone has an e-mail
address. I’ve never met an expert who doesn’t like talking about
their field of expertise. I ask them my questions and then cap the
interviews off by asking them “What should I have asked you?”
Or, “What’s the strangest/most interesting thing happening in
your field?” Often this yields info that hasn’t even made it to
print or the media. It keeps me on the cutting edge. As a result,
my books are built on tomorrow’s science.
In the days before e-mail, doing this involved a lot more
exhausting legwork.
GF: Your new book, “Assassin’s Code,” deals with religious
themes as well as the supernatural. What should we expect?
JM: “Assassin’s Code” is the fourth in my Joe Ledger series of
science thrillers. The backstory is that eight hundred years ago,
a diplomat working for Phillip II of France and his counterpart
working for Saladin meet in private and agree that both of
their religions tend to prosper during times of holy war, and
both experience a fall-off during peacetime. To protect their
respective churches, they agree to quietly fan the fires of
religious intolerance. Essentially we’re witnessing the birth of
hate crimes.
Then we roll forward to modern-day Iran, where Joe Ledger
and his team have just freed some Americans held hostage
there. Before he can leave the country, Joe is tapped by a highly
placed Iranian official who wants his help to find several nukes
hidden in oil refineries throughout the Middle East. These
nukes are an out-of-control escalation of that old conflict.
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To make things worse—and, let’s face it, we always love making
things really bad for our heroes—there are teams of assassins
on both sides of the conflict. The Muslims have been using the
Hashashin, an ancient cult of killers that could have given the
Ninja a run for their money. The Christians, on the other hand,
have a much more dangerous group of killers—vampires. They
aren’t supernatural, but they are fierce and powerful and
scary as hell. Joe gets caught in the middle and very bad things
happen.
GF: Let’s shift gears a bit. You teach workshops for adults,
for teenagers, in both genre and non-genre, short stories
and novels. Are there specific pieces of advice that you find
yourself giving, regardless of the kind of fiction?
JM: I’ve been teaching writing for years—in small classes, in
crowded auditoriums, and at conferences, and I’ve found that
writers tend to hit the same set of problems. It almost doesn’t
matter what kind of writing they’re doing—the problems are
the same. As a result, the advice I tend to give is the same. Here
are some highlights:
Cut Yourself a Break. Most writers get into trouble because
their early draft doesn’t read like the polished works of their
favorite authors. Of course it doesn’t. It can’t. First drafts aren’t
about the beauty of language. First drafts are about the story—
whether it’s fiction or a nonfiction feature article. Get that
story down, quick and dirty and—most of all—complete. Then
switch gears from storyteller to craftsman and go in to pretty
it all up.
Never Rewrite Before You Finish a First Draft. Ever. It’s a
trap. Flee while you can.
Reward Yourself. It takes most people a long time to get paid
for their writing. Many years ago I started putting a buck in
a jar every day that I met my daily word count. As a result I

54

equated completion with reward. It also helped me value my
writing. Even now, with my advances already in the bank, I
pay myself for each day’s writing. When I finish a project, I’m
only allowed to use that money for something fun. When I was
starting out, that might have been buying a movie ticket. Now
I take my wife on vacation.
Set Reasonable Expectations. People put too much pressure
on themselves, and writers doubly so. I advise my students
to shoot for 75% of what they think their comfortable daily
word count will be. If you shoot too high you’re just asking for
trouble, because pressure isn’t conducive to creativity. If you
shoot low, then you’ll typically exceed your word count. That’s
great for confidence and it encourages productivity.
Be Relentless. If you want to write, then write. Don’t let anyone
talk you out of it.
Write Every Day. Every. Single. Day. Even if it’s only enough to
fill a 3x5 card. Write every day.
GF: What’s the most common error or misconception you
see in students’ work?
JM: Students often start like gangbusters and then hit the ugly
realization that writing is the end result of sitting alone in a
chair, hour after hour, day after day. That’s not glamorous and
it’s hard work. This moment is a great weeding-out point. Those
who look forward to that process will probably get somewhere.
The others should bow out and let the rest of us work.
GF: You also single-handedly began a writers’ networking
cooperative called the Writers Coffeehouse. Writing is, by
definition, a fairly solitary pursuit. Did you do this to get
yourself out and in the company of other authors, and/or do
you feel there’s a need for authors to pool their resources far
more than they do?
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JM: Even though the actual process of writing is solitary, the
life of a writer should not be. Writers prosper when they’re
around other writers. There’s an energy created when two or
more writers are talking about writing. I’ve seen it and I’ve felt
it.
For the last dozen years I’ve been involved in communitybuilding for writers. I’ve seen so many writers come out of their
shells, and so many become more successful simply because
they are around other writers. In the community of writers,
everyone learns that the whole ‘tortured artist’ thing is just
part of the dues paid. When we realize that everyone is dealing
with doubts and fears, insecurities and frustrations, then it no
longer seems insurmountable. I’m a New York Times bestseller
and I have friends who are #1 New York Times bestsellers, and
all of us have the same insecurities. All of us.
When I started the first Writers’ Coffeehouse, it was partly so
I would have other writers to talk to. Then I co-founded the
Liars Club, which is a group of professional writers of all kinds,
and now we’re working as a team to establish these monthly
get-togethers. Nearly a hundred show up to our flagship
coffeehouse, which meets on the last Sunday of every month
at the Willow Grove, PA Barnes & Noble; and we’ll soon be
launching half a dozen more throughout the region.
Eventually we’ll take the model national and later
international. No one makes a dime off of this. It’s a
growing movement of writers helping other writers.
And here’s something to know about that. There are
two camps within publishing. One is fear-based. These
are the folks who shy away from helping other people
because they think that if they help someone else then
that person might take their ‘spot.’ The other camp
believes that if everyone helps each other, then more
good books will get written and the whole industry
will rise. I’m a flag-waver in that second camp.
GF: Bonus Question: What’s coming up for you
next?
JM: I have a big year coming up, with two new novels,
lots of short stories, and a bunch of other projects. In
April I have “Assassin’s Code” (St. Martin’s Griffin);
“V Wars” (IDW) debuts, which is the first anthology
I’ve edited. That one’s a shared-world anthology of
science-based vampire stories.
I have short stories in “The Univited #2,” an iPad and
iTunes-only anthology; a ghost story that serves as the
lead-off for a new magazine called “Pandemonium;”
a fantasy novelette in “Apple for the Creature,” an
anthology edited by Charlaine Harris and Toni
Kelner, a comedy SF piece for an anthology called
“Before Plan 9: Plans 1 through 8 From Outer Space,”
and a bunch of other projects.
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Jonathan is the author of many other novels. His
nonfiction books range on topics from martial arts to zombie
pop-culture. Since 1978, he has sold more than twelve
hundred magazine feature articles, three thousand columns,
two plays, greeting cards, song lyrics, poetry, and textbooks.
Jonathan lives in Bucks County, Pennsylvania with his
wife, Sara and their son, Sam. Suspense Magazine thanks
Jonathan for agreeing to this interview. You can visit Jonathan
online at www.jonathanmaberry.com and on Twitter (@
jonathanmaberry) and Facebook. 
Gregory Frost is a writer of best-selling fantasy, supernatural
thrillers and science fiction. He has been a finalist for every
major fantasy, sci-fi, and horror fiction award. His latest
work is the YA-crossover duology, “Shadowbridge & Lord
Tophet,” voted “one of the four best fantasy novels of the year”
by the American Library Association. His previous novel, the
historical thriller, “Fitcher’s Brides,” was a finalist for both the
World Fantasy and International Horror Guild Awards for Best
Novel. His latest short fiction appears in “Supernatural Noir,”
edited by Ellen Datlow. He is the current fiction workshop
director at Swarthmore College in Swarthmore, PA. His website
is www.gregoryfrost.com; his LJ blog is “Frostbites”: http://
frostokovich.livejournal.com.
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J.A. Konrath’s greatest heroine versus Blake Crouch’s
greatest villain in the stunning conclusion to both
Konrath’s Lt. Jacqueline “Jack” Daniels thriller series
and Crouch’s Andrew Z. Thomas series.

“It’s a major league,
bottom-of-the-ninth,
bases-loaded home run
of a book! Five stars.”
—John Locke, bestselling author of
the Donovan Creed series

Also available in audio

Start Reading Now

By Andrew Peterson
Photo Credit: Mike Theiler, USO photographer

The crew chief checks my four-part harness and
issues a crisp thumbs-up. He hustles into the front compartment,
plants himself behind a .30-caliber machine gun, and checks its action.
On the opposite side of the cabin, the second crew chief is doing the same
thing. They’re now door gunners and their collective job is to suppress
enemy ground fire. A few seconds later, the engine noise intensifies.
The eight-ton machine shutters for an instant before literally jumping
into the air. Forty yards distant, a second helicopter also lifts off—they
always travel in pairs.
Ninety minutes away, our destination is Forward Operating Base
Mehtarlam near the Pakistani border. My fellow passengers are Clive
Cussler, Sandra Brown, Kathy Reichs, and Mark Bowden. There’s a certain
amount of irony in the moment as I make eye contact with Mark and smile. We’re both
thinking the same thing: Are we really doing this?
Exhilaration blocks reality. We’re in an active war zone. We’re wearing forty pounds of body armor. And we’re flying
across several hundred miles of rugged terrain laced with Taliban who’d love to shoot us down. Any questions?
Our ride is an Army UH-60 Black Hawk and it’s carrying the author of “Black Hawk Down.” For Mark, this has to
be especially thrilling. He spent five years researching and writing the
book. Although he was present for most of the filming, he never had an
opportunity to take a ride. If he’s nervous or concerned, it doesn’t show.
In fact, he’s grinning bigger than I thought possible!
Fourteen hours earlier, we were leaving Kyrgyzstan in a C-130J Super
Hercules, along with a platoon of Marines. We landed at Bagram Air
Field just after 1 a.m. As we unbuckled our harnesses, we felt stiff and
sore, especially our backsides. We’d just spent four hours strapped into
canvas jump seats, jammed knee-to-knee with Marines, their rifles, and
their backpacks. There wasn’t any spare real estate. Zero. Getting up for
a casual stroll down the aisle simply wasn’t possible. Although I tried, I
couldn’t sleep during the flight. Dozing off on a C-130J Hercules wasn’t
easy to do.
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We staggered down the plane’s ramp and waited for the loadmaster
to free our bags from a huge aluminum pallet. Our Army liaisons were
waiting on the tarmac and introduced themselves over the drone of the
idling engines. We all turned as a fighter roared down the runway. Twin
cones of blue-white fire erupted from its black form as the pilot lit the
afterburners. It was beyond loud. Thirty seconds later, a second fighter
followed its friend into the night. I looked at Kathy and smiled. No words
were necessary.
We climbed aboard a white van for the drive over to our lodging.
Bagram is a huge base, but thankfully our journey wasn’t more than
five minutes. We ended up in a B-hut (short for barracks hut.) It’s a
plywood structure about the size of a one-car garage with eight doubledeck bunks. There were six of us sharing the accommodations. Myself, Clive
Cussler, Mark Bowden, Jeremy Wilcox (our USO tour producer,) Mike Theiler (our
official photographer,) and Lieutenant Colonel Budjenska (who volunteered to accompany us once he learned Clive was on
the tour.) Needless to say, LTC Budjenska is a huge Cussler fan.
B-huts don’t have plumbing, so using the latrine involved a hundred-yard walk. One saving grace: we weren’t
disconnected—our B-hut had an internet-ready, DOD computer terminal so we could check e-mail. Regulations put Sandra
and Kathy in a separate room. We’re all friends, but rules are rules! We set
our alarms for 5:30 a.m. and went lights-out around 2 a.m.
I only got three hours of sleep and was beginning to feel the effects
of sleep deprivation. Over the last three days, I’d slept for less than eight
hours. There’s a tenet of military life: Sleep when you can. I never really
understood that until then. After a shower and a latrine call, we all met
in front of our B-hut at 6:30 and boarded the van for the drive to the
dining facility (DFAC.) Upon entering, we’re required to wash our
hands and sign the register. I was surprised at the wide selection of food
available. The DFAC was huge, probably an acre in total square feet—
big enough to serve as many as six hundred people at the same time. It
was a self-serve buffet setup where everyone used cardboard trays as
plates. The silverware was plastic and disposable. In the background, a
college football game entertained the troops on a huge projection TV.
Service members, civilian contractors, and local Afghans were constantly
coming and going. It’s a 24/7 facility. Everything was free, no money was needed.
Walking out without paying seemed a bit strange, but I eventually got used to it.
I have to say that all of us were singularly impressed with the professional and polite
nature of our service members. By this point, we’d already met and interacted with hundreds of troops and we never saw a single
unkempt uniform or so much as a thread out of place. These soldiers were consummate professionals and it’s quite obvious
they took pride in their work. It was inspiring to see service members who
were so dedicated and committed to doing the best job they can. During
breakfast, I shared a table with some Air Force mechanics who worked on
C-17 Globe Masters. It was clear they liked their jobs and liked talking
about their work. They missed their families, but said the internet made
it easier to stay in touch.
After breakfast, our group drove over to the Armed Forces Network
(AFN) building to do live radio interviews. We met the AFN staff and
I introduced our group to Melissa, an Air Force DJ who manned the
morning shift. Each us had a three-minute interview between songs.
Melissa told us the troops tended to favor hip-hop music. The studio
wasn’t large, maybe ten-by-fifteen feet, but we all fit inside. In the
neighboring studio, we recorded “shout-outs,” fifteen-second clips about
anything we wanted to say to the troops. Our prerecorded messages will
be broadcast across the AFN once a day for the next week or so. All of us
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used our shout-out time to thank the troops for their service and to wish
them a safe return home.
On the way back to the B-hut, we stopped at a small bazaar near
the base’s PX. A PX is an all-purpose grocery and supply store, similar
to a convenience store in the states. Clive and I were treated to coffee at
a Green Bean coffee house by LTC Budjenska, who insisted on paying!
He wouldn’t take no for an answer. As we walked through the area,
I was surprised by the presence of local Afghan venders selling their
wares. We learned from our Army escorts that nearly 5,000 people enter
and leave the base on a daily basis.
With few exceptions, all service members are required to carry their
weapons everywhere they go. Officers have sidearms while enlisteds
tend to carry M4s and M16s. Near the PX, I introduced our group to a
sergeant who was carrying a squad automatic weapon (SAW) and asked
if we could take our picture with him. He heartily agreed and told us about his job and how
the various functions of his rifle worked. It’s a heavy weapon, I guessed around twenty pounds. Since we were wearing 5.11
Tactical clothing with large USO patches on our shirts, we were instantly recognized as a USO tour group.
The troops were always friendly and glad to see us. At organized events, many of them brought books for us to sign. All
of us found it rewarding to personalize the books and say thank you to them. It’s difficult to quantify the experience in words,
but the word fulfillment comes to mind. We felt a deep sense of satisfaction being able to meet these brave individuals in
person and convey how much we appreciated their sacrifices.
We made a quick stop at our B-hut before heading out to the flight line where the Black Hawks were waiting to take us
to Mehtarlam. Once we lifted off and left the airspace of Bagram, we were
able to see the Afghan landscape. It looked like a place time forgot. A vast
beige-colored desert extended to the base of a weathered and scoured
mountain range. Snow capped peaks contrasted the earthen tones. It was
beautiful, but it also felt menacing.
When we first climbed aboard, one of the crew chiefs offered me a
headset so I could listen in on the communication with cockpit. Thirty
minutes into our flight we were maneuvering through a tight canyon
where the cliff faces were no more than a hundred feet away. The pilot
asked if we’d like to see what the Black Hawk can do. “Absolutely,” I said
into the boom mike. I knew what the pilot intended to do, so I reached
across the cabin and tugged down on Kathy Reichs’ shoulder straps to
point where she couldn’t move. She didn’t know what was coming, she
wasn’t plugged in. I motioned for Clive and Sandra to the do the same thing.
Mark had a headset, so he was already tightening his harness.
A few seconds later, we picked up speed and the pilot began a series of steep turns, climbs,
and descents. Our stomachs were in our throats as the helicopter screamed
through a tight chasm of rock faces and vertical walls. We pulled at least
four Gs as the helicopter banked through an extended sixty-degree turn.
Out the window to my right, the stream at the bottom of the canyon
became a blurred white ribbon. I tightened my stomach muscles to keep
my vision from winking out. My two-hundred-pound body now weighed
eight hundred pounds. The ship leveled before starting a high-G climb
up the side of the mountain. We skimmed a small peak and began a
near-weightless descent down the other side. Kathy looked like she was
ready to blow a fuse, but her smile was priceless—exhilaration mixed
with surprise. This was better than any roller coaster we’ve ever ridden.
Our zigzagging continued for another half-minute. At this point, we’ve
yielded all hope of maintaining sanity and control. We were simply
along for the ride and it was a wild one!
We shot out of the canyon and found ourselves above another desert landscape. I’m
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pretty sure I saw a small mountaintop outpost back in the canyon, so
I ask the pilot. Yes, he confirmed, there are many of them dotting the
area. Manned by the Afghan National Army, (ANA) they’re strategically
located to help keep the area secure.
For the rest of the flight we stayed at 1,500 feet above the ground,
outside the effective range of small-arms fire, and continued heading
east toward FOB Mehterlam. Once over our destination, the helicopters
rapidly descended and landed on a one-acre area of gravel. Along with
our Army escorts from Bagram, we climbed out. Above our heads, the
main rotors sliced through the air in loud whoops. Even idling, the sound
was impressive. Half a minute later, the helicopters lifted off and left
the area. An eerie
silence ensued. There was
a certain comfort in having
the helicopters standing by.
I looked around and sized up our new environment. Surrounding
the base were Hesco walls. Hesco barrier walls are constructed of prefab
heavy-mesh units with a canvas liner. About the size of large produce
crates—around four feet square and six feet high—they’re filled with
dirt and rocks and stacked two high. They designed to protect the base
from small arms fire and vehicle intrusions. The tops are lined with
antipersonnel razor wire. There are literally miles of Hesco barriers
surrounding the facility. As we walked to the headquarters building, we
passed some small booths where local venders were selling all kinds of
crafts and trinkets. There was a casual feel to Mehtarlam, but I reminded
myself we were in an active war zone and that things could change in a hurry.
At the HQ building, introductions were made with some command officers and enlisted. We exchanged gifts before
heading to the dining facility (DFAC) for an informal meet-and-greet. Because the USO limited us to two bags each for
the tour, we were only able to bring a dozen books into Afghanistan and Kyrgyzstan to give away as gifts. Luggage space
was limited. Each of us brought hardcover books for the gift exchanges with the various commanders and their staff. In a
longstanding tradition, the base commander shook our hands with a unit coin in his or her palm—that’s how it was given to
us. About the size of a silver dollar, the coins are minted with the unit’s nickname and logo.
It’s important to note we weren’t there to promote ourselves or our books. We didn’t hand out business cards. This was a
goodwill tour. We were there to thank and acknowledge our troops for their incredible sacrifices to America. As chairman,
it was my job to make the introductions, but I purposely made them brief and always steered the discussions toward the
troops, asking them what their military occupation specialties were. They enjoyed talking about their jobs and were grateful
for the opportunity to share their experiences with us. It’s ironic that we traveled halfway around the world to say thank you
to them, but everywhere we went, the troops constantly thanked us for
visiting them.
After several more meet-and-greets, we made our way back out to
the flight line and waited for the helicopters to return. It wasn’t long
before they sweep in from the west. We donned our ear protection
and individual body armor and watched the Black Hawks approach. I
remember thinking, I’m really glad these machines are flown by the good
guys! The door gunners looked intimidating.
Once the pilots learned the author of “Black Hawk Down” was
aboard their ship, they asked Mark to sign the helicopter! Which he did,
on the inside door panel. We all got a big kick from that. Mark Bowden
actually autographed a Black Hawk helicopter!
Our next flight took us to FOB Gamberi, just outside Jalalabad,
where we met with Army service members of Oklahoma’s 45th Infantry
Brigade, the Thunderbirds. We shared some refreshments in a briefing
room used by the command staff before taking a driving tour of the base. We
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saw the new Afghan National Army (ANA) garrison. FOB Gamberi is
manned by both coalition forces and the ANA. We traveled in armored
SUVs for the ride around the facilities. The doors and windows made it
seem as if we were in a presidential limo.
We did a final meet-and-greet with an Army engineering company
that goes out and disarms improvised explosive devices (IEDs.) We
took a look at a huge mine-resistant-ambush-protected (MRAP) class
of vehicle that is used outside the wire. The hardware and equipment
inside the vehicle were state-of-the-art, super high-tech. We were
singularly impressed with Oklahoma’s 45th Infantry Brigade.
We said our good-byes to the Thunderbirds and drove out to the
flight line for our return trip. After arriving back at Bagram, our Army
escorts gave us a perimeter tour. We saw some old Russian mine fields that
haven’t been cleared yet, so they’re delineated with warning signs and fences.
There are also ancient ruins here and there, mud and rock walls, could be hundreds of years old,

thousands maybe.
We took a break in the action and headed back to our B-hut. By this time—early evening—we’d been on the
move for more than fourteen hours and we needed some down time.
Clive and I decided to skip dinner tonight and smoke cigars in front
of our B-hut—right next to the No Smoking sign! Hey, arrest us, okay?
Besides, LTC Budjenska joined us and said he’d pull rank on anyone
who challenged us. Apparently rank does have its privileges!
By the time our group returned from dinner, it was after 10 p.m.
Jeremy suggested we should crash early because tomorrow would be
another long day at FOB Salerno. We needed no other prodding. Half an
hour later, we were all asleep.
This Suspense Magazine article can’t begin to do justice to the amazing
experience we shared—it would take 20,000 words. I’ve only described a
single day. Clive, Sandra, Mark, Kathy, and I went on a once-in-a-lifetime
event that was both rewarding and enriching. Being able to say thank
you—in person—to America’s deployed service members in Kyrgyzstan
and Afghanistan will remain valued memories for the rest of our lives.
All of us enjoyed hearing about the
various jobs and military occupation specialties our troops do on a daily
basis. Again, their professionalism is second to none.
A USO tour embodies the essence of goodwill—an exchange of
kindness and support. We saw it in their eyes, when they said thank
you to us, it made them feel better.
The USO’s mission statement is the following: To lift the spirits
of America’s troops and their families. I can say with 100% certainty:
mission accomplished! 

Author’s note:
A huge thank-you is owed to Andy Harp, not only for his service in the
Marines, but for making the USO Operation Thriller tours possible in the
first place. In 2010 and for the first time in its seventy-year history, the USO sent
an exclusive group of authors on an overseas tour: David Morrell, Douglas Preston, James
Rollins, Steve Berry, and Andy Harp. Because Operation Thriller I was so successful, it paved the way for Operation Thriller II.
Andy Harp’s tireless effort and dedication to ITW and the USO is greatly appreciated.
Andrew Peterson is the author of “First to Kill” and “Forced to Kill,” featuring Nathan McBride, a trained Marine scout sniper
and CIA operations officer. Both books are available in either audio or e-book format. For information about the author and the
Nathan McBride series, please visit www.andrewpeterson.com, or connect with him on Facebook at https://www.facebook.com/
AndrewPetersonBooks or Twitter at https://twitter.com/#!/APetersonNovels.
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Ted Bell
Gentleman Author

Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit: Hugo Tillman

N

ew York Times bestselling author Ted Bell started life as a lucky young man. As a child, he dreamed of being
a writer, but the road he’s traveled however, has not been one of uninterrupted reading and writing. Growing
up in Florida, Ted went to college in Virginia and majored in English. The school’s unofficial motto was “We can’t all
be scholars, but we can all be gentlemen.”
After graduation, he worked for three hundred sixty-five days in a bank and doesn’t like to speak of it. It was not
his idea of a good job.
He moved to Europe to be a writer, to imitate his idol Scott Fitzgerald. He went from Italy to France, and in Rome,
got cast as a cowboy in a spaghetti-western movie that never got made. When he ran out of money and ideas—roughly at
the same time—he got a job at a big New York ad agency. His professional writer’s life started only after his long—mostly
happy—stopover in the muddle of international advertising.
His career took him all over the world: New York, Chicago, London, etc. In England, Ted wrote a young adult adventure
novel. It’s still his favorite book in the Ted Bell arsenal. “Tsar,” his sixth novel, is now #5 on the New York Times Bestseller List.
In 2000, he started writing full-time.
Ted has returned to Florida where the sun shines bright every day just like it did on the day he was born. What more can
a man ask for?
Alex Hawke is synonymous with Ted Bell, and everyone in the literary world, whether it be authors or avid readers
knows who he is. A simple accolade from one author, Mr. James Patterson said, “Ted Bell is the new Clive Cussler; Alex
Hawke is the new James Bond. Climb on board HAWKE for the best adventure in years. HAWKE is a swashbuckling, spine
tingling, bloody good masterpiece of an adventure novel.” It would seem his luck has only grown.
Bell has also just been selected for an unusual and prestigious position as the first official writer-in-residence in Cambridge
University’s illustrious eight-hundred-year-history.
Bell is also working as a visiting scholar at the Department of Politics and International Studies. Clearly, no other thriller
writer is now more deeply connected to the world of international intelligence than Ted Bell.
In “Phantom,” Bell delves into the world of Artificial Intelligence weaponry and shows the dark side of this expanding
area of cutting-edge science. Fans of Ray Kurzweil’s “The Singularity is Near” and Mark Bowden’s “Worm: The First Digital
War” will be fascinated to see how Artificial Intelligence is being applied to modern-day warfare.
Suspense Magazine is honored to bring you our exclusive interview with Ted Bell, one time bank employee, momentary
actor, ad man and now simply, author.
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Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Phantom is the seventh book in the Alex Hawke series.
What can readers expect in this one?
Ted Bell (TB): It’s still a classic Hawke action, but with a twist. The story deals with
artificial intelligence in a very realistic fashion, and also the rise of cyber warfare. It’s a
thriller, but with a lot of fascinating science as its underpinnings.
S. MAG.: Since the first book “Hawke,” Alex Hawke has encountered dangers all over
world. How is he holding up emotionally?
TB: He’s had a tough ride. Especially losing the woman he loved with she was carrying his
unborn child. But Alex is a warrior spirit, all fire and true steel. And he has his splendid
comrades in arms, Ambrose Congreve and Stokely Jones to come to his emotional rescue
should he need it.
S. MAG.: When you created Alex Hawke, did you envision the series to have its
overwhelming success?
TB: Absolutely not.

I wrote the whole first
novel flat-out, without
even daring to dream of
publication.

Luckily, one of the publishers we submitted to bought it within twenty-four hours. I was
stunned.
S. MAG.: Has writing always been in your blood, or did it come later in life?
TB: I started writing short stories at age eight, the third grade. They were mostly about
cowboys out on the range being abducted by aliens. My teacher liked them so much, she
had them printed and hung on the bulleting boards for my classmates to take home and
read overnight. I’d find myself going to school early to read the reviews they posted. Tells
you something, doesn’t it?
S. MAG.: It’s midnight and you finish writing. In bed, you have an idea. Do you get up
and write it down, or hope to remember?
TB: My brain is constantly spitting lines and ideas at me. I don’t consciously try to
remember anything. I’m just aware of it. When I sit down to write, it’s all there. Weird.
S. MAG.: What scares Ted Bell?
TB: Seriously? I’m a visiting scholar at Cambridge University in the UK now. I’m privileged
to be privy to a lot of classified intelligence coming through my department. The thing that
scares me the most is the military rise of China in this century. The thing that scared me
second most is the collapse of China. That would send the global economy into utter chaos.
S. MAG.: Where do you recommend someone who’s new to your series to begin?
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Phantom
By Ted Bell

It’s a new millennium and
a new age in warfare. In fact, it’s
cyber-warfare and in the latest novel
featuring counterspy Alex Hawke,
Bell has taken technology to a whole
new level. Take a leap, a’la The Forbin
Project, into the latest in artificial
intelligence. Nothing is safe. Not
your personal computer, not your
airplanes, not your submarines…
and not even your nuclear missiles.
A Russian submarine torpedoes
a cruise ship in the Caribbean. An
escort plane almost shoots down
Air Force One. A new Israeli drone
aircraft slaughters over two hundred
observers on its maiden voyage.
These and other catastrophic events
propel Alex Hawke and partner
Ambrose Congreve into another
adventure. From Alex’s mansion in
London to the south of France, from
California to Iran, the race is on to
discover and stop whoever is behind
the technology that can control any
other computer. Hawke however,
has to deal with another looming
threat, one much closer to home. A
powerful sect of Russian assassins
wants to eliminate him…and his
son.
This is a scary book because
Bell has reached into today’s world
and brought forth a story in whose
reality it seems we are nearing
every day. He creates a true ‘entity’
of artificial intelligence, one that is
slowly superseding humans. Bell
never lets up on the action in this
very well written tale. Alex Hawke
and James Bond would work well
together. There’s even an excellent
bad guy out to redesign the world
to his own parameters. Even when I
could foresee the end of some of the
chapters, I still had to pause to take
a breath before seeing what came
next.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton,
author of “Beta” for Suspense
Magazine 
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TB: These are all standalone novels so it doesn’t really matter very much. A lot of readers start
with one, like it, and decide to go back and read them in sequence. If you start with the first one, you get to see
Hawke as a little boy, and you learn why he is the way he is.
S. MAG.: Coming from advertising, was transitioning to marketing yourself to fans hard?
TB: A little. Mostly because the budgets I was used to, with clients like McDonalds and Miller Beer for instance, were
massive compared to what is spent promoting books. It’s difficult to make any kind of serious impression with so little
media. You have to depend on word of mouth, but that’s all right as long as it’s good word of mouth.
S. MAG.: Two books bought by Hollywood, launching a whole new experience—what’s it like?
TB: On the one hand, it’s tremendously exciting negotiating with stars like Johnny Depp, Hugh Jackman, and Tom Cruise. It’s
just fun. But the reality is, nothing is ever real until it’s real. But it’s okay. The fact that there’s interest at that level is sincerely
flattering.
S. MAG.: What can your fans expect in the future?
TB: I always strive to stay a little ahead of the curve with Alex Hawke. I look around and see what bothers me on the
international scene, something that’s not currently newsworthy, but which I believe will be soon. In “Tsar” I predicted that
Russia under Putin would invade its former client states. I was on CNN talking about “Tsar” when he went into Georgia. The
host asked me if I’d sent an advance copy to the Kremlin!
Suspense Magazine is honored to have had this opportunity to speak to such a talented author. Thank you, Ted. If you’d
like to learn more about Ted and his work, visit his website at, http://www.tedbellbooks.com/home.html. 
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Thomas Perry
A Writer’s Most Important job?
Learning to be a Better Writer!

Interview by Suspense Magazine

T

homas Perry was born in Tonawanda, New York. He earned a B.A.
from Cornell University and a Ph.D. in English from the University
of Rochester. Among other things, he has worked as a park maintenance man,
factory laborer, and commercial fisherman. He’s also a writer and producer of
prime time network television shows and lives in Southern California.
Perry has penned twenty novels, including those in the Jane Whitefield series:
“Vanishing Act,” “Dance for the Dead,” “Shadow Woman,” “The Face Changers,”
“Blood Money,” “Runner,” and his latest, “Poison Flower”.
He won the Edgar for “The Butcher’s Boy,” and “Metzger’s Dog” was a New
York Times Notable Crime Book for 2010 as well as one of NPR’s 100 Killer
Thrillers—Best Thrillers Ever. “The Informant” received the same Notable Crime
Book in 2011 from The New York Times. The Independent Mystery Booksellers’
Association included “Vanishing Act” in its “100 Favorite Mysteries of the 20th
Century,” and “Nightlife” was a New York Times bestseller. If anyone wanted proof
of Perry’s talent, they need to look no further.
The seventh in Thomas Perry’s celebrated Jane Whitefield series, “Poison
Flower” opens as Jane takes James Shelby—a man wrongly condemned of his
wife’s murder—out of the solidly guarded criminal court building in downtown Los Angeles. But the price of Shelby’s freedom
is high. Within mere moments, men posing as police officers kidnap Jane and shoot her when she tries to escape.
Jane’s captors are employees of the man who killed Shelby’s wife and set him up for the crime. The killer believes he won’t
be safe until Shelby is dead, and his men will do anything to force Jane to tell where Shelby is hiding. But Jane bears their
torture, and is willing to die before she’d betray Shelby.
Although Jane Whitefield books may be the most synonymous with Perry’s name, he has many more to his credit that
also scream ‘entertainment’: “Silence,” “Dead Aim,” “Fidelity,” and “Strip” to name only a few. We here at Suspense Magazine
are excited to bring you our exclusive interview with bestseller Thomas Perry.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Your latest novel “Poison Flower” features your character Jane Whitefield two years after “The
Runner.” Did you just feel it was time to bring her back?
Thomas Perry (TP): Jane Whitefield has an interrupted history. I wrote the first book, “Vanishing Act,” as an extended character
study of this woman who takes people who have good reason to believe they’re about to be murdered, resettles them, and teaches
them to live as new people. After that book, Joe Fox—my editor at Random House at the time—called. I told him I didn’t
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feel as though I’d said everything I wanted to about Jane. He
called back a day later and asked if I’d like to make it a series
of five books. The one catch was that I had to have a finished
book on his desk each June 15 for the next five years. I enjoyed
the period of writing the five books, because it gave me a lot
of time to think about Jane and research her background and
activities. When I finished the fifth book, though, I felt it was
time to go back to writing standalone novels. I wrote a book a
year over the next few years. But at the end of that time, about
half of my e-mails were still about the Jane books, asking when
the next one would appear. I usually answered that I intended
to write some more in the future, but only when I had an idea
about Jane that was worth my time to write and their time
to read. Eventually people began to
assume I must have writer’s block
or something, and wrote to me
offering plots. Finally one wrote to
me and asked, “Have you retired or
are you dead?”
I wrote “Runner” as a kind of
thank-you to the people who had
read the Jane books and missed
her. And I realized it had been
nine years since I issued a new one.
I decided I wouldn’t let Jane go so
long between novels in the future.
The new book, “Poison Flower,” is
partly an attempt to live up to that.
In it, Jane is not the old Jane frozen as
she was ten or eleven years ago. She’s
still learning, aging, and making big
decisions about the world and about
her life.
S. MAG.: How complex a character
is Jane Whitefield?
TP: Jane is an extremely complex
character. I invented her to do the
very complex job of seeing things in
several ways at once. She’s a modern,
well-educated woman who is married to a surgeon whom
she’s known since they were undergraduates at Cornell, so
she’s capable of seeing things just as we do. She’s also a Seneca
traditionalist, who thinks of what is now New York State as
the longhouse-shaped strip of land where her people guard the
western door. For her, a place may be a pretty old neighborhood
in Rochester, New York, and also the site of a very large Seneca
village of the 1600s to 1770s, and also one of the homes of
the Jo-gee-oh, a tribe of very small supernatural beings who
are known to hide people from their enemies. The gods have
addresses. Heno the Thunderer lives behind the curtain of
water at Niagara Falls. The witches and monsters that inhabit
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Iroquois myth are not real, but they’re not quite unreal either,
because they exemplify psychological truths about evil. So
when Jane is standing at the foot of Main Street in Buffalo, she
knows that it’s where Routes 5 and 20 begin and head across
the state, but she’s also aware that this spot was the Buffalo
Creek reservation in the 1830s, and that Main Street is laid
down on the Wa-ah-gwen-neyu, the great Iroquois trail that
connected all five nations from the Niagara to the Hudson.
She is also a character who ages and learns. As the series has
gone on, she has developed and her life periodically changes.
After each book she knows whatever she learned in the last
one, and draws conclusions from it in the next one. After
the second book she got married,
and that forced her to create a role
for herself as the wife of a prominent
surgeon who has to function socially
in his world. Is that her real life, or is
the role of “guide” the real one? She’s
had unexplained fertility problems,
which caused lots of psychological
consequences and has complicated
her marriage. Her odd profession of
being a “guide” and leading people
away from their troubles into hiding
has immense consequences for her
and her husband, Carey McKinnon.
He knows it’s something that a Seneca
woman of the 1400s might have
done, and sees that it’s heroic and
good. He also objects to it because
it’s dangerous and because it’s illegal.
At the same time, he knows that no
native American has any rational
reason to trust the government or
its laws. And danger is something
people who want to do great things
must face.
S. MAG.: “Poison Flower” is the
seventh book in the series. What kind of trouble did Jane fall
into this time?
TP: In “Poison Flower” I decided I would put Jane in the worst
trouble she’s ever been in. And I wanted it to be exactly the
kind of trouble her clients have sometimes faced—only much,
much worse.
Jane, who hasn’t been out with a client—she calls them
“runners”—for a couple of years, decides she must save a man
who has been wrongly convicted of murdering his wife. This
man, James Shelby, has already been attacked by prison inmates
hired by the real killer to put an end to him. He will be taken
from prison to be a witness at the trial of his latest attacker. She
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uses this opportunity to break him out of the Clara Shortridge
Foltz criminal court building in downtown Los Angeles. Shelby
gets away, but Jane gets stopped by two men impersonating
police officers, and when she tries to escape, she’s shot.
Not to give away too much plot, soon Jane is at a spectacular
low point: wounded, injured and burned, trying to make her
way across the searing city of Las Vegas alone on foot with no
money, no phone, and no identification, wearing men’s clothes
she has stolen and rolled up to fit. She’s being hunted by her
former captors and by every police agency in the western
United States. How will Jane do when she’s no longer the wise,
somewhat detached “guide,” and is instead the scared, halfdead runner?
S. MAG.: “Island” and “Big Fish” are e-book exclusives. What
prompted you to go that route with these stories?
TP: Yes, “Island” and “Big Fish” are now e-book exclusives. Last
April, the writer Lee Goldberg and I were between events at the
Los Angeles Times Festival of Books when he told me he had
placed some of his out-of-print early novels online, and was
pleased with the results. He talked me into giving it a try. I had
two out-of print books, “Island” and “Big Fish,” both written in
the mid-eighties. In 1993, my agent got the rights back with the
idea that they might be reissued sometime. They hadn’t been. I
placed both books online, and I’ve been very pleased with the
results. Readers who had never seen the books have now read
them, and I’ve made a little money on books that were long
forgotten. I don’t expect to be doing that with my other books
unless they go out of print and the publishers relinquish the
rights. I believe all of the others are already available online.
I will say that writing is something I did before anybody
published my work, and something I expect to do forever. If
publishers stop printing my future books, I will certainly put
them online.
S. MAG.: Seeing as how you have been in publishing for quite
some time, how has the volatility in the publishing business
recently affected you?
TP: The volatility in the publishing business has affected
everyone, and I’d say the effects are nearly all bad. So many
wonderful bookstores have gone out of business in the past
few years that it’s hard to find a place to pick up a book and
look at it. The good aspects of change, such as the instant
availability of books by download, are not to be denied. They’re
just not important enough to make up for what’s being lost.
Our entire culture consists of books and similar mass-produced
carriers of meaning (tapes, disks, etc.). In one small room of
the Huntington library in San Marino are a Gutenberg Bible,
the “Ellesmere Manuscript of Chaucer,” John James Audubon’s
“Audubon’s Birds of North America,” and a few other treasures.
We’ve all seen these things in some reproduced form all our

SuspenseMagazine.com

lives. Some form of transmission like books must be preserved
and extended, or the essential works of art and ideas will not
be available to ordinary people.
Publishers are under terrible pressure. The literary part of our
culture will not be improved when there are no more acquiring
editors or copy editors. Those people aren’t just doorkeepers
who keep out the amateurish, the unripe, the foolish, and the
sloppy. They actually improve the books before they release
them. Then they make them available to very large numbers
of people, and preserve them for the future. If they stop doing
those things, we’ll be sorry.
I’m also a believer in Malcolm Gladwell’s view that becoming
a professional level practitioner of any sort takes at least ten
thousand hours of practice. If the book business stops generating
enough money to support full-time writers of fiction and nonfiction, there will be far fewer people who can put in those ten
thousand hours. And nearly all of them will be people born
with enough wealth so they don’t need to support themselves.
The egalitarian ideals that have characterized our fiction
and nonfiction will have a hard time surviving that change.
Literature will go back to being a pastime of the rich, performed
for the amusement of the rich. The earliest novelists, Samuel
Richardson and Daniel Defoe, were barely middle-class. They
wrote for money, and that started a revolution in our thinking.
S. MAG.: What scares Thomas Perry?
TP: What scares me is evil of the institutional sort, and any
other sort that a person can’t escape, defeat, or avoid. I guess
my books are about people trying those three strategies against
evil: first trying to avoid, then trying to escape, and then,
when the first two have proven impossible, beating back the
encroachment of evil one more time.
S. MAG.: Jane Whitefield is sitting in your living room. What
one question would you love to ask her?
TP: What would I ask Jane? I already ask her everything. She
is one of those characters who have been in my mind so long—
since around 1990—that she has to be consulted. If I dream
up something for her to do and begin to write it, the scenes
don’t work if they’re not something she would do. For instance,
she can be cold and without mercy in rare situations (some of
them occur in “Poison Flower”). But she is never cruel. She is
usually patient and willing to teach people what she knows,
but she doesn’t have much patience for willful stupidity. She
has the Seneca people’s traditional lack of respect for wealth. A
person’s worth is shown by how much he obtains and shares,
not how much he keeps, so in the old days the men in a village
who were most important looked the poorest. When I violate
her principles, she corrects me.
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S. MAG.: Do you have one scene or one sentence where
you look back and say, “Damn, I nailed that one” in “Poison
Flower?”
TP: In my long writing career, I’ve found that when I feel the
impulse to say, “Damn, I nailed that one,” I’m usually wrong
and headed into a bad place. A writer’s ego is the enemy. He
has to kill it before it kills him. He’s better off putting a scene he
likes that much into a drawer for a couple of months while he’s
writing the rest of the story, and then looking back at it with
an extra-critical eye. And even better, he should wait until he
hears the verdict of the first, friendly readers—his significant
other, his agent, and his editor. If one of them isn’t taken by
that passage, it’s best to get rid of it and try again with a little
more humility.
S. MAG.: For the reader that is just finding Thomas Perry,
what book would you recommend they start with?
TP: I think the book to start with, if someone wanted a quick
introduction, varies mostly by sex. Men seem to get hooked by
my first book, “The Butcher’s Boy,” then move to the sequel I
wrote ten years later, “Sleeping Dogs,” and then read the third
book, “The Informant,” which I wrote last year. Women seem
to be more comfortable starting with “Vanishing Act,” the
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first Jane Whitefield book, and then going through the rest of
the series in order. That’s a generalization and therefore isn’t
always true. Taste isn’t always about the reader’s sex. In any
case, if those two suggestions don’t work for a reader, I’ve had
my chance and failed.
S. MAG.: What can your fans expect to see from you in the
future?
TP: What can fans expect from me? One thing I’ve said for
decades to anyone who would listen is that I think a writer’s
most important job is learning to be a better writer. That
means choosing to write stories that the writer has never heard
before. It means writing with great care. And it means trying
to develop new ways of conveying sound, sight, thought, and
feeling. After “Poison Flower,” my next book is called “The
Boyfriend,” and it will also be published by Mysterious Press:
Grove/Atlantic. I’m also working on other projects that I hope
will teach me things and give me new capabilities.
Without a doubt, Thomas Perry has been and continues
to be one of literary’s giants. If you would like to learn
more about this author and his work, check out his website
at,
http://www.thomasperryauthor.com/Thomas_Perry/
Welcome.html. 
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In 2023, ex-detective Lara Evans

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

Sula overhears
Jenna just

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

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

Available as
$2.99 ebooks and in print.

http://ljsellers.com

Susan
May
Cut her Teeth on Shakespeare

Contributor's Corner

Interview by Suspense Magazine

So many people know what they want to do at an early age. Ask any child,
they can tell you, “I want to be a fireman when I grown up,” or “I want to be a
nurse when I grow up.” At four years old, Susan May decided she was a writer. But
for forty-six years, she’s had a disease—life-gets-in-the-way-osis—that has attacked
more authors than you might assume. However, all was not lost, as she discovered a
cure in 2010 (write a page a day no matter what) and has since churned out multiple
short stories. Many are award-winners that have already been published.
Susan never doubted she would be a writer. In 1984, in her early twenties,
she studied creative writing for a year at the Institute of Fine Art in Brisbane,
Queensland. This is where she learned the “nuts and bolts of the craft.” Then, after
moving to Perth, she undertook various workshops, even studying Writing for Film
& Television. The tutor of that course—a director from a film company—offered to
mentor her after a synopsis-writing assignment she turned in impressed him.
For twenty-three years she was taken away from writing for a business
opportunity. Susan remembers knocking on a director’s door and telling him, “For now, I will sell my soul
to the devil and I will buy it back later when I have made loads of money.” Her mentor told her he didn’t think
it worked that way and that some day she might not be able to buy it back.
Turns out it wasn’t the money she needed, but the confidence to try something she’d put on the back
burner for so long. So, after a successful business career that saw Susan build a chain of video game stores
across Australia, as well as create two children, she did retrieve her soul.
Since jumping back into writing, she takes a disciplined approach, writing constantly. Her stories have
appeared in “Stringy Bark Awards” anthologies, “Tales from Another Realm” and a soon-to-be-published “Steam
Punk” anthology. She has also received short listings and wins in many competitions.
In 2011, Susan completed her first novel and is already on to the second. She resides in Perth, Western
Australia, with her best first reader, her husband, and their two young boys ages eleven and nine. Even though she’s
physically Down Under, her mind travels constantly into the dark fissures where all exploratory authors create their
unique worlds.
Last year, Susan answered an opportunity to write book reviews for Suspense Magazine in the USA. She realized that to
create the necessary “luck” in publishing, it would behoove her to build a social platform and relationships in the industry.
Each month she contributes book reviews and author interviews for Suspense Magazine as well as writing some movie
reviews.
After years of absence from the literary world, Susan often pinches herself at her good fortune in finally retrieving her
soul and indulging her passion for writing. If you ask her how she went from no writing to published author in less than a
year, she will tell you, “It’s very simple—read, write, repeat.” Her next challenge is finding an agent, and she has labeled 2012
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as “The year of the book deal.”
We are thrilled to bring you
Suspense Magazine’s exclusive interview
with this month’s contributor, author/
reviewer, Susan May.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): A
twenty-three year break from something
you knew would be the biggest part of
you. That’s a very long time to squelch
a passion. How did you keep your feet
planted firmly without jumping into
writing with both feet much earlier?
Susan May (SM): I ended up in a very
successful business, which I did love.
At twenty-seven, I thought I’d just
give business a go and then get back to
writing after a year or so. However, I
think my creative mind gave me an edge
in business. I was very good at marketing
and I ended up building Franchised video
game stores across Australia, turning
over ten million per annum.
During that time, I kept telling myself
this was the place I was channelling my
writing and it was just like writing—
creating the business. I would do all the
copy for TV and print ads and even
created and edited a small magazine for
Atari Corporation.
In looking back I now believe I avoided
writing because I was afraid to fail. It
was the one thing I wanted more than
anything, and if I failed, how would I
deal with that? How foolish, I now think.
The good thing is that I returned to
writing understanding publishing as a
business. So everything I have done since
coming back has been strategic—winning
some writing competitions, getting my
stories published, making connections
and building a social network whilst
finishing my first book. I am hoping an
agent will think my work and I are the
complete package and I will be easier to
sell. My philosophy is to create your own
luck.

SM: I am very lucky that if pushed I
could probably write cross-genre. I think
writing copy for my business taught me
that. I think of myself as a bit of a hack.
If an idea caught me, then I think I could
write it. My sons are so not interested in
my writing. I wrote them a spooky short
story once for fun and they didn’t even
want to hear me read it. However, when I
give talks in their classrooms on writing,
I am a superhero to the other kids. Isn’t
that funny? Neither of them like to read.
It’s my punishment for something in
a previous life, I think. However, my
husband is my first reader and very
supportive, so at least someone in the
house likes what I do.

bookshelves are quite bare.
Hundreds of collected books
are packed in boxes from our last move
years ago and now I am quite happy to
borrow from the library or read
e-books. I don’t like clutter.
S. MAG.: Other than
read, write, repeat,
what one piece of
advice did you wish
you had when you
started, and one you
would pass on to other
inspiring authors?

SM: Trust that you will improve with
reading, writing, and repeating. I found
writing very daunting in the beginning. It
S. MAG.: At four years old, what book would take me hours to get three hundred
was it that planted such a passion inside words down. Now I write fifteen hundred
of you?
an hour very easily.
SM: My mother would read books to us— There were some days and weeks that I
Shakespeare, poetry but I don’t remember felt devastated at my lack of ability—like
a book. I do remember wanting to learn I was lost in the woods with no direction,
all the words there were before I went to only an occasional glimmer of light. Then
school, so I could read books on my own. slowly you do emerge with some idea of
On the first day at school, all these kids what you are doing.
were crying as their parents left them. I
sat there thinking, what is there to cry However, you can’t get to that place of
about? They are going to teach us to read. partial confidence and ability without
writing a lot. I say partial because you
Yes!
always have your moments. But like
S. MAG.: Australia is such a beautiful learning a new skill, you begin to fall
place to live. Where would you like to less and run more and the act of writing
go for a vacation?
becomes even more pleasurable. Then
SM: Perth is one of the most beautiful once writing has its hooks in you, you
cities in Australia: fabulous beaches and are changed forever. My friend, Sarah
climate. I have been fortunate to travel Kernochan, who is an amazing successful
extensively thanks to my business and author and screenwriter, said to me
my curiosity for the world. My dream is recently, “You’re a writing fool, Susan
to travel on a book tour. Then any place May. Welcome to the club.” It’s a crazy
would be wonderful because I would be club of which, finally, after twenty-three
meeting people who have read my work. years, I am proud to be a member.

S. MAG.: If we were to peek at your
We were honored to have this
bookshelves, who would we find there? opportunity to speak with Susan. We are
SM: I read everything: YA, horror, so grateful for her talent and willingness
thriller, sci-fi and occasional chick lit. My to help us bring a successful magazine to
hero is Stephen King. He has a neat way our readers each month. To read more
about this author check out her website
S. MAG.: Do your boys ever ask you of putting things. His book “On Writing” at,
http://susanmaywordadventures.
to write a children’s book? Would you is a must-read for any aspiring author. blogspot.com.au/
or follow @
consider doing that or even delving into And, of course, I think he is the master susanmaywriter. 
of short stories. I love short stories—both
other genres?
reading and writing them. However, my
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Hand me

Down
Heist
By Sheila M. Warner

What ever happened to civility in this country? There was a time when you acknowledged the people you met with a
smile or nod. Not anymore. It used to be people had a wave or a ‘how do’ when you sat on your front porch, and a walk to the
park was a social event. I walk to the park everyday; people make a point of looking the other way.
I suppose they see a wrinkled old lady wearing a worn jacket with dog-eared canvas sneakers and think I’m homeless.
That is certainly not true. I have a delightfully cozy apartment in the Parkside Arms. Its only flaw is that it doesn’t have a
porch. So what if I’m addicted to sunshine?
Usually I’ll stroll over in the afternoon and enjoy a piece of fruit, an apple or a pear and watch people, one of my favorite
pastimes. There is a policeman who patrols the area on a bicycle. He salutes as he goes by like I’m some kind of soldier. Those
spandex shorts he wears are obscene if you ask me. There is a young woman I exchange pleasantries with on either Tuesday
or Friday. Her name is Margo. She has one of those cute little Mexican dogs named Mr. Spock. He certainly is scrappy, barks
and growls up a storm. Margo carries a squeeze spout water bottle for him. You should see that dog licking away at that water.
Talk about a hoot!
***
The Boston Store is across State St. It was the best store in town. There were eight floors of everything imaginable. It had
those old style elevators with the accordion gates, operated by men in royal blue uniforms with big gold buttons on them.
The operator announced each floor like, ‘Eighth floor linens, fine china and crystal.’ I frequented the Bargain Basement. The
store has been closed for years now. Periodically there will be an article in the paper about a developer that wants to make
something out of it, but it always falls through. It sure is a shame to see it sitting empty. It was such a bustling place until a
huge mall was built. That was the end of the Boston Store.
There is an alley that runs behind the Boston Store and along the side of Commonwealth Bank. Now that place is busy
with people going in and out constantly. One day I decided to count them and there were twenty-two people in one hour
alone. Several of those customers crossed to my side of the street. They walked right past me like I was invisible. You know it
doesn’t take a whole lot of muscle to return someone’s smile.
The building closest to my favorite bench used to be Guffre’s Market. Bud had the best produce in town at the best prices
too. The bakery goods were a little expensive, but the peach and blackberry pie was to die for. Bud knew all of his customers.
He was one of those people that you could spend five minutes with and you felt like you knew him all of your life. He was
never too busy to ask about you or pass on a kind word.
There’s a coffee bar there now. Can you believe that? A coffee bar? I went there one time because it smelled so good. They
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had lattes and cappuccinos and whole list of other fancy drinks that cost at least four dollars. There isn’t any kind of coffee
worth that much money. I just put the Sanka in my percolator and have me a cup of ‘jo’. That’s what my husband always called
coffee.
I can still hear him ask, “Dottie how about some jo?”
I guess that’s what they called coffee in the army.
One day I noticed a man sitting at one of the outside tables at the coffee place. Well I didn’t notice him so much as I
noticed his boots, hand tooled leather boots. Definitely the top of the line. I should know, I worked part time at Crawford’s
Shoes for thirty years, got all three of the kids through school that way.
The next day Bootman was back, but the beard he had yesterday was gone, so was the business suit and he somehow
managed to grow a long pony tail down his back sticking out from under his baseball cap, he had on jeans and a t-shirt. The
next day Bootman had a goatee, dark glasses and a tweed blazer with leather elbow patches. That was when I noticed him
checking his watch.
He was there every day, looking different, checking his watch and then walking over to the bank. He would disappear
inside only to emerge a few minutes later. Then he would walk down the alley. It certainly seemed peculiar. By paying a little
more attention, I realized he was timing the arrival of the armored car. He timed his walk getting to the bank just as the truck
pulled away.
Just for the fun of it, I walked down the alley. It’s clean. There’s a dumpster for the bank and an entrance to the parking
lot behind the bank. I noticed something in the foundation of the Boston Store that made me smile. I hadn’t seen a coal chute
door in years.
There was a coal chute door in the old farmhouse my grandparents lived in. I remember when I was five or six years old,
our whole family went to the farm for a week. There must have been some kind of big to-do because most of my cousins were
there too. We played a game of hide and seek and I hid behind the coal chute door. Nobody could find me. I had to come out,
making me the winner of the game. I also remember Pappy whisking me up the stairs to the bathroom and Gram washing
me up.
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“Child, if your momma saw you covered in coal dust she would give you a whooping.”
After that, me and Gram had our very own special secret.
Still enjoying the memory, I suddenly realized the alley ended at the intersection of Fourth and Peach Street, the staging
area for every bus route in town. There were four buses lined up at the curb ready to take anyone everywhere. That is when
it hit me. . . He is going to rob the bank!
The next day I flagged down the bicycle officer and I tried to tell him about Bootman. He just nodded and pedaled away.
Next, I went to the security guard at the bank about Bootman. The guard just acted bored. Since he brushed me off, I told the
manager. He took pains not to laugh. Not one of them paid any attention to me.
So I started taking my crochet bag with me to the park. It gave me something to keep my hands busy while I sat there.
Most days, Bootman was at one of the outside tables, looking different than he did the day before. He never seemed to notice
me.
It happened on Wednesday. Bootman took his walk, entering the bank only to exit into the alley. Within minutes the cops
were roaring up State Street, I didn’t even think there were that many squad cars in town.
A pleasant young officer in a neatly pressed uniform came over and asked me what, if anything, I saw. I started to explain
about Bootman. The officer made notes in his pad until another officer called him away.
“Look, an old bat like her can’t help. Even if she did see something, a first year law student could get her testimony tossed
out.”
Can you believe that insolent behavior? Here I am trying to be a good citizen helping the police and that officer called me
an ‘old bat’. Well my hearing is every bit as good as my sight. The FBI came too. One of the agents asked if the ‘old biddy’ saw
anything. So now I’m an old biddy too! The officer waved his hand and the two of them laughed. Well I hope they enjoyed
their joke because the joke is going to be on them.
Waiting until it started to get dark before leaving the park, I crossed the street to the alley. There was a policeman
stationed there. He wasn’t going to let me use it.
“But officer, this is the shortest distance to my bus. If I have to walk all of the way around, it will be dark before I get home.
With all of the commotion going on today, I thought it best to wait until everything calmed down.”
The officer let me pass. I deliberately dropped my bag near the coal chute door.
Everything fell out, so I carefully picked it all up, even checking the coal chute before hopping a bus toward home.
***
I didn’t go to the park the next day. First of all, I had to count all of the money, four thousand in twenties. There was
another thousand in hundreds. I needed to ditch Bootman’s pathetic disguise, the ponytail was attached to the baseball cap.
Then there was the problem of the new bills. All of the hundreds were new and most of the twenties. I went to Rosemarie’s,
the swankiest dress store in town and bought some new outfits. The clerk there didn’t blink when I handed her the crisp
hundred dollar bills. Kramer’s Furrier was next. I certainly would never wear an animal fur, but a leather coat would be a
treat. I bought the one with velvet inserts on the collar and cuffs. Now that sales clerk eyed the bills.
“My children are so generous, I tell them spend the money on the kids. Do you think they listen to me? No, they say,
‘Mom you deserve something nice.’”
Well that salesman got rid of me real fast.
I laid some of the bills out on the kitchen table and sprayed them with tea but that didn’t work well. The bills still looked
new and took so long to dry. Wadding the bills into balls hurt my hands after awhile so then I just stuffed all of the new bills
in a pillowcase, basted it shut and put it in the washer then in the dryer. It gave a whole new meaning to laundering money.
It only seems right to open an account at Commonwealth Bank. After all, it really is their money, but I am not the one that
stole it. Somehow I don’t think Bootman will go to the police and tell them that someone took the money he stashed inside
the coal chute door so he wouldn’t be caught with it. If the police had been civil, I probably would have told them about the
money.
My hair was done at the salon and I wore one of my new outfits, a hired car took me to the bank. How extravagant! The
security guard opened the door for me.
The teller opening the account started to look a little suspicious as she counted the laundered money.
“My late husband didn’t trust banks, you know. We’re children of the depression you see. So many people lost everything.
You can’t imagine what it was like.”
She started counting the bills faster.
The manager came over, shook my hand and welcomed me to Commonwealth Bank.
It took everything I had to resist saying, “Nah, nah, nah, nah, nah, nah.” 
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James Patterson, “Guilty Wives”
Jacqueline Winspear, “Elegy for Eddie”
Jo Nesbo, “Phantom”
C.J. Box, “Force of Nature”
C.S. Harris, “When Maidens Mourn”
Charles Todd, “A False Mirror”
Ake Edwardson, “Sail of Stone”
Jane Haddam, “Blood in the Water”
Ngaio Marsh, “Death in Ecstasy”
Gerald O’Donovan, “Dublin Dead”
Gary Basnight, “The Cop With the Pink Pistol”
Harlan Coben, “Stay Close”
Adam Mitzner, “A Conflict of Interest”
John Grisham, “The Confession” & “The Broker”
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15. Louis Begley, “Schmidt Steps
Back”
16. John Clifford Mortimer, “Rumpole for the
Defence” (Not a typo)
17. Marcia Clark, “Guilt by Association”
18. George V. Higgins, “The Digger’s Game”
19. Joyce Carol Oates, “Mudwoman”
20. Allison Leotta, “Law of Attraction”
21. Stuart Woods, “Cold Paradise”
22. Jack Coughlin, “Running the Maze”
23. Sanjay Gupta, “Monday Mornings”
24. Irvin D. Yalom, “The Spinoza Problem”
25. Heidi Julavits, “The Vanishers”
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“Suspense Magazine nicely fills a long-vacant niche for readers
of this popular genre. If you like a good old-fashioned whodunit, grab a copy and get the latest scoop on all your favorite
authors, current books, and upcoming projects.”
~Wendy Corsi Staub, New York Times Bestselling Author
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~Tess Gerritsen, International Bestselling Author
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