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Is it possible that readers can’t trust book
reviews anymore?
For years, readers had to rely on reviews to
see what to read, but can the reader trust that
the reviews they say to be real? We have talked
before about the new “sock puppetry,” in which
authors pump up their own books or bring down
the books of rival authors in their genres. For
authors just getting out there, what are they to do?
Some of the main outlets that used to be staples
for reviews have become “pay to play” services. Authors, especially self-published ones,
will spend hundreds of dollars to submit their books. Often there’s no guarantee of a
positive review.
I’ve talked to many authors who now refuse to have their book reviewed by the
“big” review companies because of this. What goes on behind the scenes is something
that should be scary to the reader that relies on companies like this for honest book
recommendations. Word of mouth is probably still the most reliable way for the reader
to find that next good book to read. One author that we know very well—and I’m not
going to name any names in here—received a bad review from a large review house.
Because of that, the author’s publishing contract was cancelled, forcing the author—
who had published some successful books—to start back at square one. Luckily, the
author was able to overcome this, but it took a couple of years.
Now, looking back, it seems that if a couple hundred dollars was paid to that
company, a five-star review might have been published—whether or not the book was
good—and that would have saved the author. But I think that it is utterly irresponsible
for any company to charge a fee to review a book. Basically, what that company is
saying is, “pay us some money for a good review.”
Readers and fans need to do their homework even more and dig deeper into the
authors’ work. Check them out on their webpage, Facebook, etc, to see if their subject
matter is what you are looking for. More often than not, you will have some good blog
sites that still think it is important to give honest reviews and let people know exactly
what is in a given book.
However, too many times, opinions can cloud their judgment—especially if, for
example, a cozy mystery is not something they like, but have been forced to read and
review. Such reviewers are probably not the best
people to offer advice on what you should read.
Readers beware—the review on which you might
decide how to spend your hard-earned dollars might
not be all that it seems.
If you have questions, please email editor@
suspensemagazine.com and put Letter From the
Editor in the subject line.
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 Amy Lignor.”
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Conquering the

Dreaded
Synopsis:
A Series of Ten Lectures

By Lisa Gardner
Press Photo Credit: Philbrick Photography

This continues the series of ten lectures, which started with the first
installment, “Introduction.”

Lecture Four:
Short Synopsis Examples
Following are two synopsis examples. The first, “Vested Interests” by Moni Draper, contains the first three pages of a fivepage synopsis targeted for the mainstream suspense market. In it, Moni faces the challenge of trying to best represent a large
cast of characters and a complicated plot in a very short space. Moni overcomes these hurdles by using a simple structure and
crisp writing style. First, she introduces all her characters, including the villain who is a main character in a thriller novel.
Once Moni has established the players, she then moves on to summarizing the key plot points in the novel. Notice, she’s
focusing on major plot points, not a scene-by-scene summary. We will get to this more in future lectures, but a common
beginner mistake is to try to summarize every scene in your novel. Using that method, it would be impossible to capture a
100,000-word mainstream novel in only five pages. Thus Moni wisely keeps her synopsis focused on the major events in her
novel, providing a smooth, narrative flow. This is a nice example of plot-focused synopsis.
The second synopsis example is “Illusions of Innocence” by Peggy Hendricks. This is an 80,000-word romantic suspense
novel targeted for Silhouette Intimate Moments. While Peggy is summarizing a shorter novel, she faces the challenge of
adequately explaining a fairly involved murder mystery and an emotionally compelling romance in only three pages. You’ll
notice she also chooses a very simple structure to get the basic information across.
Once she has introduced her characters and provided an overview of the major conflict, she delves into the emotional
implications of the unfolding drama for both the hero and heroine. Also, since Peggy’s synopsis is for the category romance
market, she doesn’t include secondary characters such as the villain, but keeps her synopsis appropriately focused on the hero
and heroine. This is a great example of a wonderfully balanced romantic suspense synopsis.
After each synopsis is a more detailed analysis. In future lectures, we will cover specific points of the synopses in
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more detail. For example, how to write a good introductory
hook, what structure is the best structure, how to determine
plot points in your novel, etc. Until then, enjoy these great
examples of the short synopsis.

Synopsis Example 1:

“Vested Interests” by Moni Draper

This synopsis has been reprinted with permission by
Moni Draper. Moni has now sold this book to Starlight
Publications. It will be released under her pen name, Monette
Michaels. Also catch “Fatal Vision” (December 1999), and
“Death Benefits” (April 2000), by Starlight Publications.
“Vested Interests”:
Something isn’t quite right in downtown Indianapolis.
An attorney’s quest to preserve a small business district
makes her a target of the mob…and of a murderer.
BRIGIT BAUER (BREE), attorney, member of the Near
Eastside Community Organization, and building owner,
unknowingly uncovers a thread that leads her through a
maze of holding companies and eventually to the Chicago
mob and its business connections to Indianapolis real
estate—the Patrone Development Corporation (PDC).
The PDC, operated and ostensibly owned by PAUL
PATRONE, is in the business of laundering money for the
mob under the guise of real estate development. Having
left his old life behind as an enforcer for the mob, Patrone,
an unstable, superstitious man, is a part of the “new” mob.
However, old habits die hard. Patrone feels threatened by
Brigit’s investigation and concludes that she has to die before
she blows the whistle on his whole operation.
Standing in Patrone’s way is ANTHONY RHYS
PENDRAKE (TONY), former Navy SEAL and owner of T.P.
Security, a corporate security consulting company located
in the threatened neighborhood. He and his employees
have vowed to assist Brigit in any way they can in getting
to the bottom of the bullish market for property in their
neighborhood. On a more personal note, Tony has an
agenda in working with Bree: he’s ready to settle down and
has singled her out as his future wife. He just has to convince
her that he’s the one she’s been waiting for.
“Vested Interests” opens with Patrone’s hired gun, JOEY,
planning Bree’s death and failing when one of Bree’s clients
eats a poisoned donut meant for her. Joey, an A-type with a
previously perfect record, vows to protect his reputation and
kill her before the day ends.
Bree and her secretary are concerned that a client was
killed in their offices. Before Bree can work on this puzzle,
however, she is attacked in her parking garage.
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And again, Joey fails, this time
through the timely intervention of Tony.
Bree is taken to the hospital and kept for
observation. Joey follows and takes out three
innocent people attempting to finish the job he started
on Bree. After failing once again, Joey takes his own life before
he can be arrested. Tony, realizing that so many attacks on
one person can’t be random no matter what the Indianapolis
Police Department thinks, checks a concussed Bree out of
the hospital and takes her home with him for her protection.
Realizing that his hit man failed, Patrone resorts to
using local talent to go after Brigit. This man also fails.
Patrone realizes that if you want a hit done right you have
to do it yourself. Before he can proceed with his attempt
at eliminating Bree, Patrone has to deal with loose ends
by killing his co-conspirator and laying the blame on him
for the botched attempts on Bree’s life as well as the money
laundering.
Meanwhile, Tony’s plans to protect Bree don’t run
smoothly. He finds that keeping up with the very independent
Bree is tricky. Bree resents being told what to do and when
to do it. Attempting to carry on with her routine while living
under Tony’s protection causes increasing tension. Tony’s gut
is telling him that she is still in danger, and Bree’s not buying
it.
In protecting Bree, Tony has taken an action that he had
vowed he would never take: to ask his cousin, the head of
the Chicago mob, for a favor in tracking down the person or
persons who had hired the renegade mob hit man, Joey.
Tony’s cousin has his own interests in what is going on
in Indianapolis. What was supposed to be a legitimate mob
business is turning out to be a danger to the mob’s financial
and security interests. The mob leader suspects that his man
in Indianapolis, Patrone, has been skimming funds. To make
matters worse, Patrone violated mob law by using a former
mob enforcer to make a hit on a woman and other innocents.
Patrone has to be stopped, and Tony’s cousin does not want
his relative to dirty his hands to take care of family business.
[Synopsis continues… ]

Lisa’s Analysis
1. Nice hook. I like the introduction sentence. It quickly
gets my attention. It also tells me exactly what this book
is about. Editors are busy. They like to know the heart
of the story up front. Moni sets the stage nicely for
everything to come.
2. Great setup. The hook gives us the primary conflict,
then boom, boom, boom, Moni has set up the three
central players. We have a determined heroine, a
superstitious mob boss, and a former Navy SEAL. Your
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mind can already start envisioning the possibilities.
Now, I will add that Bree’s setup is the weakest. I would
like to see one more sentence telling us something
about Bree as a person. Hard-working, career-oriented.
Tough as nails? As the synopsis develops, we start
seeing Bree as a tough, intelligent lady. I’d like to know
more of that upfront, that she’s worthy of taking on the
mob. Also, I would like one more phrase with Tony.
I love that he’s selected Brigit to be his wife if he can
convince her (sets up romantic tension nicely). I would
like to know why, however, as it seems a little abrupt.
Even just a phrase, “having come to know Brigit over
the past few months/years, Tony has selected her to be
his future wife…” would help. That way we understand
it’s a decision with some reasoning behind it. Otherwise
the characters are perfect.
3. Fast-paced. This synopsis reads very smoothly. Notice
the short paragraphs and tight sentences. This synopsis
is also doing something that’s very subtle—it’s providing
a sense of voice. In this case, the synopsis mirrors the
tight, crisp flow you expect to read in plot-oriented
mainstream novels. Also, the transitions are nice.
Sometimes Moni uses gerunds, sometimes subject,
sometimes time phrases, but her paragraphs flow well.
It may sound petty, but short synopses often have rough
transitions from paragraph to paragraph, which jars the
editor out of the reading experience.
4. Nice twists. This story also takes off in a direction I
didn’t expect, which is one of the reasons you including
turning points in a synopsis—to impress the editor.
I’m intrigued by the notion of Tony getting his cousin
involved and by Patrone finding himself in trouble with
his own mob. Especially in the mainstream market, it’s
important to show that you aren’t writing the same old
thing.
So there you have it. An example of crisp writing, and
tight, linear flow. The story is set up and then smoothly
outlined. Compared to the many muddled synopses that
pass an editor’s desk, this one is going to stand out on the
strength of the writing alone. Great!

Synopsis Example 2:

“Illusions of Innocence” by Peggy Hendricks
“Illusions of Innocence” is reprinted with the permission
of Peggy Hendricks. A former Golden Heart finalist, Peggy
has won numerous awards with this manuscript, including
Wisconsin RWA’s Fabulous Five Contest and East Texas
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RWA’s Southern Heat Contest. Peggy is currently represented
by Pam Hopkins of Hopkins Literary Associates.
“Illusions of Innocence”:
Hometown boy William Sinclair is in big trouble. His
estranged wife is missing, his brother-in-law is dead and
Will’s the prime suspect. Residents of River Bay, Wisconsin,
like those in most small towns, pounce on scandal. Everyone
just knows Will Sinclair is guilty. His only chance to plant a
seed of reasonable doubt in their closed minds is to hire a
highly skilled attorney. The best he knows is a woman who
hates his guts.
New York City attorney Annie Wells is fed up with not
only her job of defending guilty clients, but also the entire
legal system. She’s come home to settle her father’s estate after
his recent death. Questioning her professional ethics and
principles, not sure she even wants to continue practicing
law, the last thing she wants is to take on another—according
to local gossip—potentially guilty client.
Twelve years ago, Annie believed Will was her future.
Now she wants him to remain firmly in the past. Only after
hearing about the bets placed at a local bar—no on whether
Will is guilty or innocent, but on how long he’ll spend in
prison—does she give in to her deeply ingrained belief that
everyone is entitled to a fair trial. She agrees to defend Will.
Despite his charm and her attraction, she believes she can
maintain an all-business relationship with him.
While the case against Will isn’t strong, the evidence is
more than circumstantial.
Means: The victim was shot at close range with a .22
caliber gun—the same type owned by every man and boy
over the age of fourteen in the county…including Will.
Motive: Will’s wife, Caroline, was having an affair with
the victim, his sister’s husband. The disastrous state of the
Sinclair marriage was no secret. No one’s surprised that Will
killed Neil Carter—only that he didn’t kill one of his wife’s
lovers long before now.
Opportunity: None, as long as the jury is willing to
discount the suspicious convenience of Will and his sister
being each other’s alibi for the time of the murder.
Annie has her work cut out for her. The best defense, she
tells Will, is to supply a better suspect than him. She builds
her case around evidence that his wife is still alive. Annie
believes Caroline killed her lover and framed Will for the
murder.
Over the years, Will has done his best not to think about
Annie—and what might have been. Since she came back
home, though, he can’t deny that the old attraction is still
simmering between them, even if she refuses to acknowledge
it. Just looking at her makes something squeeze hard in his
chest. Regret, that’s all, he staunchly tells himself. His tender
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feelings for her are all in the past. If he feels anything at all
now, it’s lust. Simple, pure, uncomplicated lust. His heart,
what’s left of it, is his own.
But he underestimates the potent headiness of having
someone believe in him. For months, he’s been stared at,
whispered about, and all but tried and sentenced without
ever stepping foot inside the county courthouse. Once Annie
makes it clear she wholeheartedly believes in his innocence,
he finds denying his attraction to her much more difficult.
Because of their past, they both believe a future together
is out of the question, but eventually they give in to their
mutual attraction. They make love, denying the possibility
that what they feel is love, labeling it consensual sex
between two adults. They believe they can resume a physical
relationship without becoming emotionally involved.
The case is going well in court. Annie almost has the
jury convinced of Will’s innocence when Caroline’s badly
decomposed body is recovered from a shallow grave outside
of town. Annie’s faith in Will is tested.
Twelve years ago, Annie’s lack of trust in Will is what
broke them up. This time instead of running away from him
and her fears, she stays and fights to discover the truth. She
goes back over her case files, studies police reports and state
crime lab findings, pours over pictures of the murder scene
and reads interviews done with dozens of town residents. She
discovers that while she was on the right track in creating
reasonable doubt by providing the jury with another suspect,
Will’s been pushing her away from her first and most obvious
suspect. The victim’s grieving widow, Jessica Carson—Will’s
sister.
Will understands Annie’s brief lack of faith in him.
Considering the new evidence, he can’t blame her. But when
she comes to him with plausible evidence that his sister is
guilty, he gets angry and orders Annie to leave it alone.
Annie goes straight to Jessica. Annie knows Jessica loves
Will. If he’s convicted of Neil and Caroline’s murders, he’ll
go to prison for the rest of his life. Using that argument,
playing on Jessica’s guilt, Annie gets Jessica to admit the
truth. Yes, she hated Caroline, Jessica declares. Will might
have been included to ignore his wife’s adulterous ways and
the embarrassment of her frequent affairs, but Jess wasn’t.
Especially when her husband became Caroline’s latest
conquest.
Annie convinces Jessica to testify in court. Will is
released—and devastated. He’d suspected Jess was guilty
but wanted to protect her because he blamed himself. If
he’d done something about his wife, filed for divorce, never
married her in the first place, she wouldn’t have turned to
Neil in a pathetic attempt to get back at him by hurting the
one person he loved most, his sister. Jessica wouldn’t have
become desperate enough to kill.
Will’s also afraid that by not sharing his suspicions
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with Annie, he’s lost any chance that she might love him.
Will she run away again like she did ten years ago? She tells
him she doesn’t agree with the way he kept quiet, but she can
understand. Leaving him once was the biggest mistake of her
life and one she isn’t going to repeat. She loved him then and
she loves him now. It’s time to put the past behind them and
face the future…together.

Lisa’s Analysis:
1. Nice hook. Peggy establishes immediate drama by
opening with very high stakes, a hero on trial for murder.
Then she has a great ending for her first paragraph: The
only woman who can help him, hates his guts. This kind
of strong conflict immediately hooks an editor. It also
plays into the romance without having to be obvious;
the savvy editor immediately understands the brilliant
lawyer will be the romantic interest.
2. Creative, clear setup. This synopsis has a fairly
involved plot. A man’s been accused of a hideous crime,
plus his wife is missing. Peggy does a wonderful job of
crisply laying out the plot. Instead of making the classic
synopsis error of trying to summarize her book scene
by scene, she focuses on relaying the most important
information to the editor. Here is the gist of the case
against the hero: Motive, means, opportunity. Here is
what the heroine will try to do to save hero. Oops, here’s
the plot twist that happens next—the ex-wife’s body
is discovered. And now, here is the resolution. Peggy
reveals a great grasp of clear logic flow, one of the most
critical aspects of a suspense novel’s synopsis.
3. Good use of priorities. Interestingly enough, Peggy
never gives us the backstory for Annie and Will. We
know they were involved once and it didn’t work out,
but that’s all. Most authors provide the backstory, but I
think Peggy has made a great tradeoff. She has limited
space to cover both a complicated plot and involved
romance. So she doesn’t waste paragraphs on the past,
but keeps us riveted in the present situation. This works
very well in this synopsis, as she establishes emotional
pull between the hero and heroine based on the present
alone. The paragraph where she describes how Will is
so touched by Annie’s belief in his innocence is very
moving. It provides enough of an emotional context
that we don’t really need to know what happened before
to understand their current interest. Thus, Peggy was
wise not to waste valuable paragraphs on extraneous
information.
4. Well-established characters. In the second paragraph,
Peggy neatly sets up the heroine’s motivation for helping
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the hero. As we will discuss, the key details to
characterization in a synopsis are goal, motivation,
and conflict. In paragraph two, we understand
Annie’s goal (defend Will), her motivation (her
ethics as a lawyer), and her conflict (she’s burnt
out on her job and wary of getting involved with
Will again). Then Peggy neatly does the same for
Will. The poor man wants to prove his innocence.
His problem is how and who to trust. Also, by
including a paragraph on Will’s emotional plight—
how touched he is by Annie’s faith in him—we get
a true sense of him as a flesh and blood man. He
becomes real to us and we care that much more for
what happens to him.
5. Nice closing line. Because this is a romantic
suspense story, it’s important to end on the right
grace note. That is always by returning to the
romance. Here, Peggy has built a great deal of
emotional tension over Will’s arrest, then ratcheted
up that tension with the revelation that his sister
is the real murderer. To simply end there, while
it ties up the plot, would leave the editor feeling
unsettled. So Peggy wisely returns to the romance
and shows the hero and heroine getting on with
life together. This provides more emotional closure
and shows that Peggy has done her homework
about her market—romance, romance, romance.
Both Moni and Peggy provide solid examples
of how to tackle the short synopsis. Now it’s time to
delve deeper into how to create your own best-in-class
example. Next up—establishing the perfect opening
hook. ■
Lisa Gardner, a #1 New York Times crime thriller
novelist, began her career in food service, but after
catching her hair on fire numerous times, she took the hint
and focused on writing instead. A self-described research
junkie, her work as a research analyst for an international
consulting firm parlayed her interest in police procedure,
cutting edge forensics, and twisted plots into a streak of
internationally bestselling suspense novels, including her
most recent release, “Touch & Go.”
With over twenty-two million books in print, Lisa is
published in thirty countries. Her success crosses into the
small screen with four of her novels becoming movies and
personal appearances on television shows.
Lisa lives in New Hampshire with her auto-racing
husband and black-diamond skiing daughter. She spends
her days writing in her loft with two barky shelties and
one silly puppy.
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Plain,

Simple,
Beautiful

By D. Warren Miller

T

he movie drones on as I sit and wait. All around me anxious viewers creep unknowingly toward the edge of
their seats, nervously anticipating the climactic end and the killer’s eventual ‘Hollywood’ demise, never assuming a killer
may be among them. Shadows perform a macabre dance upon their upturned faces in silent tribute to the unfolding drama.
The sickening stench of stale sweat, heavily laden perfume and buttered popcorn comprise the overbearing scent lingering
in my nose as I scan the room looking for him. I know he’s here as sure as I know that I breathe. I’ve never met him; hell, I’ve
never even seen him, yet I know him better than I know myself. I’ve heard him speak. Through countless crime scenes and
endless stretches of barren road littered with bodies, I’ve listened to his tale. With each new victim he’s begged me to stop
him, and with each he’s told me how. Tonight, I answer his call.
Movement, the slightest of shifts and my gaze is drawn to where she sits. Five seats down and to my right, I watch as she
slowly crosses a shapely smooth leg over its twin. What is it about a woman that with one subtle, innocent movement she can
so completely capture a man’s mind? Take this one for example, nothing truly exceptional about her—light brown hair, brown
eyes, average height, slender, waifish—she could almost be considered plain. Yet, with that one movement she is somehow
transformed into this fantasy Goddess, the muse for my every waking dream. Her right foot begins bouncing rhythmically
as I pull my thoughts from crass revelry and refocus on the task at hand. Her name is Abigail Rose…and unless I can stop
him, she will be his next victim.
Around me gasps, sighs, and brief nods of approval signal the movie’s closing. Rising slowly, I cringe as my hands press
down against the age-old grime left over from countless moviegoers. Images of stale carbonated syrup, melted candies, and
snot-muddled spit rush from the back of my mind and cause my hands to clench involuntarily. I gag on the sudden lump in
my throat as my stomach begins to churn. Reaching into the outer pocket of my jacket I draw the small bottle of sanitizer
I always keep on hand and begin scrubbing the disease-saturated filth from my skin. It’s a well learned habit, a throw-back
from the days I spent working as a profiler with the Agency.
Light slowly grows around us as the credits begin scrolling, and I drop the bottle back into my pocket. She stands and
smooths her flowered cotton dress before reaching back to retrieve a black knit sweater. As she leans forward I catch a
glimpse of a small firm breast beneath the gentle fall of wispy brown hair. Plain, Simple, Beautiful—she is a Goddess. I avert
my gaze as she turns toward me and begins the short journey down the stairs and out of the theater. I can’t have her knowing
I’m with her. If she knows, he knows, and won’t show. I’m too close to let that happen. Too close. I have to stop him. Her life
depends on it.
Outside, the air is crisp, cool, and only slightly damp, echoes of the brief rain preceding our exit can be seen everywhere.
Sans Seraphim, the City of No Angels; the locals know it by a different name, Bridge City, which is a subtle reference to a tale
of lost souls forever seeking redemption, always finding it just beyond their reach, their bridge having been left incomplete.
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It’s always raining here, always. Not that I mind; it keeps the shit from building, from overtaking the city. There have been
times though, when the thought has crossed my mind; the city needs it, needs to be overwhelmed and fall. But then, where
would that leave me?
She comes out moments later and begins casually walking home without so much as a glance in my direction. She only
lives four blocks from here—two blocks down, one block over, and another block down. Her apartment is a loft apartment
nestled above an old-town deli, it’s only access at this time of night is down a back alley and up a somewhat hidden stairwell.
The alley is the most logical choice; there he’ll wait in the shadows, probably somewhere close to her stairwell, somewhere
close enough that she’ll begin to relax her guard thinking she’s safely home. Then…he’ll strike, only this time I’ll be there;
this time I will stop him.
I scan our surroundings before beginning my tail. Coroner reports all indicate the same general build for the suspect,
about 5’10”, around 170 lbs with small hands as evidenced by the placement of the index fingers and thumbs on his victim’s
necks. Most serials are typically middle-aged white males who live mediocre lives, often alone, often very bright and
meticulous. My guess is this guy’s no different. I’ll have to keep on my toes with this one when he comes, he’s got me by three
inches and about thirty pounds, and I’ve got no backup. Not for lack of trying. Assholes blew me off when I tried bringing
them in, even after I told them how it all fit together, showing them who would be next, giving them the ‘how’ and ‘when’. But
they’d just shrugged their shoulders, turned their backs, and told me to go home. They told me it wasn’t my case anymore, it
wasn’t my concern. Even Charlie Overstreet, my old partner, a sworn brother, told me I wasn’t part of the force anymore and
that I should leave it to those who still are. I’ll show them. I may have left, but I’ve still got what it takes.
As I step out from behind the concrete pillar I’ve been leaning against and turn to follow her, my gaze crosses paths with
my first possible. He’s standing at the edge of the breezeway slightly obscured in shadows, facing the direction she just left.
He wears a faded grey trench coat with the collar pulled up around his neck; a black baseball cap rests low, just above the
bridge of his nose, and dirty white tennis shoes peek out from beneath the lower edge of his coat. If not for the cap and shoes,
he could have easily just stepped out of a Humphrey Bogart movie. My anxiety builds as I wait for him to move, I can’t act
too soon, can’t give myself away before I know for sure because to do so would mean possibly losing my advantage forever. It
would also mean the loss of countless more lives and I can’t take that chance. I won’t. Still, if he doesn’t move soon I will have
to; I can’t risk losing sight of Abigail either. He leans forward and in one deft movement slides a cigarette from its pack and
lights it. In the brilliant glare of its flame, I can just make out the side of a heavily stubbled square jaw. Too much of his face is
still concealed, but the twisted knot in my gut is telling me it’s him. It must be. Snapping the top shut on his gleaming silver
lighter, he steps from the shadows and begins walking along the same path Abigail took only moments ago.
A combination of adrenaline and worry rush through my veins. I was too late with the last victim, too late putting the
pieces together; too late figuring out the pattern and realizing he takes a new one within three weeks of the discovery of
the last. Realizing he chooses them by first and last name by looking them up in the online census registry. The pattern was
always there, it just took time for me to tie it all in. Those eggheads at the bureau never got it though, they’re still off chasing
shadows, focusing on the last names and getting it wrong time and again.
The sequence is both simple and complex at once; alphabetical, in a strange sort of way. The “I’s” were where I first
started putting the pieces into place. With every victim came a plant name, either common or scientific. First name Ivy, last
name Ames, first name Iris last name Banks, and most recently, first name Brenda, middle name Indigo, last name Crowne.
Unfortunately it wasn’t until he’d reached the R’s that I was able to make the connection. He always chooses three from each
letter of the alphabet, only three; always an A, B, and C, and always some name used to identify specific flora. Lists of names
from Ambrosia to Sage, Castalia to Xyris—it was always there, one only had to pay attention, only had to look, really look,
to find it.
Oddly enough, finding victims with plants in their names was easy thanks to this generation of parents who have been
a large part of the ‘go green’—save the planet movement within the city. The trend was to include some form of ‘earthy’ title
in their children’s names as a fitting tribute to Mother Earth. Little did they know they would be providing the fodder for a
psychopath’s own twisted tribute.
His pattern is plain; he ambushes them, kills them, freezes them, and then dumps them six days after their death. What
wasn’t plain, another thing those eggheads missed, is the significance of the date when the bodies are dumped. According to
forensics, Brenda Crowne was dumped on the 18th, her body discovered two days later by hunters: The 18th, Brenda Indigo
Crowne, eighteen letters in her name. Ivy Lynn Ames, eleven letters, body dumped on the 11th; Iris Holly Banks, fourteen
letters dumped on the 14th—just as it was with all the rest of them.
Abigail Iness Rose…in six days, on the sixteenth, your body will be discovered unless I can stop him. I have to stop him.
I fall into step behind him taking care to match my stride with his. I can’t allow myself to get too close or to allow either
of them to get too far ahead. Beyond him I can see Abigail casually walking down the sidewalk; from this vantage point she
appears completely unaware. Hopefully she’ll remain that way. The stretch of block where the theater is located is lined with
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bars and late night greasy spoons, so at least for part of my tail I can go relatively unnoticed. I won’t have to worry about
closing the gap until she nears the alley, until he begins to make his move.
Before me, the prayers of Bridge City’s lost and hopeless fill the air with clinking glasses, boisterous boasts, and the
occasional, “I love you man!” intermingled with an eclectic mix of Buddy Guy, Metallica, and Hank Williams Jr. As I draw
near the entrance of the closest bar—some dank, dusky, dive called the Wall Inn—yelling draws my attention inside and I
watch as a short thin man wearing a brown tweed jacket and black slacks empties his lungs while exclaiming with all his
might, “Sinners, Sinners! You’re all going to die. Die! Beware, beware the unassuming innocence of one who walks among
you. The Devil walks among you and he is there!”
The man barely has time to thrust his arm forward and gesture to some unlucky sod before two no-necked thugs snatch
him up and drag him kicking and screaming from the bar. A couple of quick slugs to the gut and they leave him crumpled
on the sidewalk directly in my path. As I ease my way around him, glancing up briefly to ensure I can still see both Rose and
Bogart, I notice the stiff white priest’s collar circling the base of his neck. Beside him small, empty eyeglass frames wait on
the cold wet concrete, patiently staring at their fallen lenses. There’s a familiarity in his face I can’t quite place. I’ve seen him
before, I know it…but where?
“Evening,” I say, while giving him a nod as I make my way past.
“Burn in Hell, Sinner! You’re all Damned Sinners! The whole...”
“You don’t know the half of it, Father.”
Briefly I feel the pang of remorse for not stopping and helping the salty ole’ dog as I leave him ranting on the pavement,
but I’m certain God will understand even if His advocate doesn’t. This takes precedence.
Returning my attention to the task at hand, my heart stalls. He’s gone; I can still see Abigail, but Humphrey has vanished.
Slowing my steps while taking care not to lose sight of Rose, I pan doorways, windows, and every nook and cranny I find for
a clue as to where he went. Nothing. Shaking the itchy tingling feeling creeping down my spine, I slide my hand inside my
coat and unsnap the harness securing my .38 in its holster. Nothing can be done about him for now; my only option is to stick
with what I know. Stick with Rose.
The next two blocks pass uneventful as we continue down the now sparsely populated backstreets of the city. The first
drops of a new rain splash against my brow as I watch her turn the last corner before the alley entrance. Damn. The rain will
cause her to hurry, to be less cautious, I have to take my chances and close the gap. When he comes he’ll come fast and every
second will count.
The slapping of my soles on the wet concrete usher me forward as the rainfall turns from light to heavy. I reach the corner
at a full run; I’m too close to lose sight of her now, too close to fail. Peering around the corner, I scan the sidewalk across from
me hoping to catch a glimpse of her, but my heart races as I realize the sidewalk is empty.
“No. Not now!” My mind screams as I push away from the cold, lifeless brick and run across the street, racing toward
the alley.
It is too late that I realize my mistake, as a shrouded leg sweeps from a nearby doorway and catches me beneath my shin
at just the right angle to send me sprawling. Rolling left, I move to retrieve my pistol from its resting place within the inner
folds of my jacket. A shadowy figure appears before me and a burning sensation fills my eyes, nose, and mouth. I barely
have time to register the fact that I have just been pepper sprayed when a narrow, flat-soled shoe slams into my groin and
my breath escapes. My eyes slam shut as I curl into a ball and struggle to breathe through the burning liquid scalding the
soft flesh inside my nose and mouth. The world spins and the lump returns to my throat. Despite the pain, I am happy. I am
secretly grateful my first instinct was wrong; it’s Rose attacking me, not Bogart. If it were Humphrey, I’d be dead now and so
would Abigail.
Forcing my eyes open I watch as Rose’s slender silhouette jumps past me and begins running towards the alley and her
perceived safe haven. In the distance, drawing near the alley’s mouth from the opposite side, I can barely distinguish the
incessant flapping of a trench coat beating against the weight of the relentless downpour. No!
“Abigail! Wait…Don’t! He’s…” I croak through strained vocal cords in a voice I am certain can’t be heard over the steady
din of the torrential downpour and the marked splashing of her footfalls. Or maybe it’s just the thundering pulse of blood
rushing through my head that’s making my voice so faint—I can’t tell anymore. I force myself to stand and begin running
after them.
She’s already halfway down the alley by the time I round the last corner. Her pace has slowed, and looking past her I see
why. A mid-size white moving van has been parked directly in her path a few feet from the access to her stairwell. To get to
her apartment she’ll have to squeeze past it; a task that, at the moment, she appears unwilling to attempt.
Her back is to me as I approach, slowing my run to a brisk walk while quickly closing the gap between us. Bogart is
nowhere to be seen. He’s here. I know it. But where?
“Abigail, you have to listen to me; it’s not safe here, you’re not safe. Back away from the truck towards me. It’s your only
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chance.”
She turns sharply at the sound of my voice. Though her face is shrouded in shadow and rain, I can still plainly see the
fear emanating from her round, soft brown eyes. She shifts into a two-handed shooter’s stance and aims the small canister of
pepper spray clutched tightly in her right hand. Standing there, watching her do her best to be brave, I can’t help marveling
once again at the subtle things women can do to transform themselves so completely. Her hair is now matted and tangled,
and frames her face in such a way that it casts shadows that breathe life into her obscurity. The once small, slender shoulders
are now squared evenly and give definition where once there was none—changing an almost stick-like figure into that of an
hourglass, lending accent to her narrow hips and drawing in her waist.
“Stay away from me!” Plain, without question. “Stay away!” Simple, to the point of being uninteresting. “Help, someone
please help! Help…Fire!” Beautiful, logical…a Goddess absolute. “Fire!”
He comes at me with a sudden fury, springing from the shadows above as I continue moving forward. Should’ve seen it
coming; I knew he was here, damn pepper spray is wreaking havoc on my senses.
I shift backwards an instant before his first blow passes inches from my face and catch a glimpse of dull carbon steel
slicing through the air before me. I reach for my gun as his next blow follows seconds after the first. He’s fast, too fast for
someone still contending with the effects of having recently been sprayed. Even with the welcome dampening power of the
rain easing the intense stinging, I still find myself fighting two battles on two separate fronts…and losing both.
Unable to reach my weapon, I bring my arm up and try to deflect the blow. Fabric rips as I feel metal scrape against my
now exposed skin, followed by the warm sticky flow of my own blood. Lunging forward, I make a grab for his knife hoping to
slow his assault. Again, I’m too slow, as the blade whips back and bites deep into the thick flesh of my right hand. He follows
with a downward strike which finds purchase below my left eye and release close to the back of my left jaw. Blood begins
flowing steadily down my neck, pooling at my collar as I fight to stay conscious. Every part of me screams for me to get away,
to run, to survive. I’m losing, and if I don’t do something soon, I won’t survive. If I don’t, she won’t.
In the distance, I hear Abigail screaming for me to stop. Me? I try to tell her to run, call the cops, get somewhere safe; I
try to voice that I am the hero in this scenario trying to save her, but when I open my mouth only a long guttural growl comes
out.
A sharp pain in my abdomen jerks my attention away from Rose and I find myself looking down at the hilt of his knife
protruding from my navel. Gathering all the strength I have left, I grip his knife hand at the wrist and hold it in place while
he begins twisting and rotating the blade within me.
Not this time asshole! I retrieve the .38 snub-nose from its concealed holster, shove it into the place where his throat and
jaw connect, and fire before he has time to wrench his arm free.
As I fall to my knees I look to where Abigail still stands, screaming. I struggle again to raise my voice against the burning
in my throat before the darkness takes me, and tell her, “I got him Abby. I got him. Everything is going to be okay. He can’t
hurt you now.”
***
Ever seen anything like this, Charlie?” Detective Mack Rueselle asks while peering down at the body of his
witness’ would-be attacker. “Who was he?”
“Mack, in twenty-one years of law enforcement—twelve of those with Homicide—I can honestly say I have never seen
or heard of anything like this. Nothing major happens around here for almost three months then…‘Bam!’ Out of nowhere
this falls in our laps? It just doesn’t make sense.” Turning slowly, the senior detective sluggishly lifts a thick club-like hand and
passes a thin plastic card to his partner. “His name was Jackson Pike. Resident nut-case, a schizophrenic—used to think he
was with the Bureau—Behavioral Sciences Division. Used to try to interject himself into our cases.
“There was this one time he decided to interview what he believed was our prime suspect, a Golden Retriever named
Millie. We got the call ‘shots fired’, responded, and found Jack standing over the dog’s body. We asked him why he did it and
he told us he didn’t like what it was saying to him. That day earned him a padded room and a shiny white jacket for a few.
Then, by some magical chance, he was released. Still don’t know how that happened. He disappeared shortly after. This is the
first I’ve heard or seen of him since then. What’s the story with the witness?”
“Her name is Abigail Rose, lives in a loft at the end of the alley. She says this guy chased her down, cornered her, pulled a
knife and began fighting with himself. Then he pulled a gun, shoved it under his chin and squeezed one off.”
“That’s it? Just like that?” The portly detective shook his head and turned back to the body. “He say anything before he
died?”
“Yah, but it’s not going to help us any.”
“Why’s that?”
“Because it was only three words—Plain, Simple, Beautiful…” ■
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America's Favorite
Suspense Authors
On the Rules of Fiction
Read, Write, Live, Listen:
Heather Graham on Writing

By Anthony J. Franze
Photo Credit: Provided by Author

In this series, author Anthony J. Franze interviews other suspense
writers about their views on “the rules” of fiction. For the next
few months, Anthony will profile authors who are teaching at this
summer’s CraftFest, the International Thriller Writers’ writing school
held during the organization’s annual ThrillerFest conference. This
month, New York Times bestselling author Heather Graham shares
her advice.
Heather Graham is one of those rare authors who is so prolific that
she’s not sure how many books she’s published since her first novel sold in
1982. “Like the saying goes, ‘You’re only as good as your last book,’
so I’ve never seen the point in counting them all up.” I looked into
it and she’s written more than one hundred novels with seventyfive million books in print. She’s also won more than twenty trade
and literary awards. Fans devour anything and everything she
pens, including her latest page-turner, “Let the Dead Sleep.”
On the rules of writing, Graham recently told me that she
thinks writers do a disservice when they suggest there’s only one
set of rules or one “right way” to do it. “There’s no magic bullet.
If there was, everyone would be on the best-seller list.” She said
that the most she or any author can do is explain what worked for
them. So, what has worked for this remarkable writer who’s had
success in multiple genres, including suspense, historical romance,
time travel, occult, and horror?
Graham boils it down to four basics: read, write, listen, and
live.
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Read.

Graham said that all of the successful writers she knows have something in common: they’re all avid readers.
Reading, she said, keeps you in touch with what you love about a good book, which in turn, puts you in a position to write
one. “The point is not to read a book and say ‘I can do better than that awful book.’ Rather, the point is to find a great book
and say, ‘This is the kind of story I’m going to write.’” That of course doesn’t mean to imitate or copy other writers, but simply
to be inspired and to remember what it’s like to fall in love with a great book. In short, “don’t write if you don’t read.”

Write.

Graham recognized that there are many variations of this advice—“plant butt to chair and keep it there,”
“just do it,” and the like. She’s a strong believer in discipline. Don’t wait until you feel like writing, don’t wait for inspiration,
and don’t wait until you have a perfect little space to write. Find a schedule that fits your life and put words on the page. “If you
write just a page a day, in a year you’ll have three-hundred-sixty-five pages.” Graham credits her five children as the source
of her own discipline. Five kids required time management. It also required her to become accustomed to writing amid the
noise. (“I was never bothered by the noise, it’s when they were quiet that I got concerned.”) Because of her kids, she said, “I
can now write anywhere. It’s like Dr. Seuss: I can write in a car, in a bar, on a train, in the rain.” No excuses, she said. Write.

Live.

Though putting your butt in a chair is important, Graham said that the writer shouldn’t forget to live. Authors
who hunker down and do nothing but write stifle their creativity and their work. Visit friends and family, travel, have fun.
And for suspense novelists, stay up on the news, since many great ideas are spawned from a newspaper story or a television
news segment. “Writing at its core is about the human experience,” she said, “so you need to live.” For instance, Graham
travels extensively, and because her books include paranormal thrillers, she learns the ghost stories of every town she visits.

Listen.

Graham said that writers need to learn to listen to advice, but also know when to throw out advice. She’s
found that many, but not all, newer writers are resistant to feedback. “If an editor suggests changes, I listen. The editor is a
professional and his or her goal is to make it a better book. If I strongly disagree with a suggestion, I’ve never had a publisher
force me to change the book. But I certainly treat an editor’s notes seriously.” For newer scribes, she suggests getting into a
critique group and keeping their minds open to criticism.
At the same time, writers need to be prepared to disregard some advice. Graham said that writing, like any art form,
is subjective and two different people often have conflicting opinions about a book. “It’s a hard balancing act to be open to
criticism while knowing that you can’t please everyone. One editor may say the plot is cliché, while another may find the book
completely original. You can’t write for everyone so you have to balance what advice to take and what advice to ignore, which
is not always easy.” That circles back to reading. If you’re a voracious reader, she said, you’ll have a sense of what audience
you’re after. And when in doubt, Graham said to always remember: “It’s your work. Be true to yourself.” ■
Anthony J. Franze is the author of the debut legal thriller, “The Last Justice.” In addition to his writing, Anthony is a lawyer in
the Appellate and Supreme Court practice of a major Washington, D.C. law firm and an adjunct professor of law. Anthony is
active in the International Thriller Writers association where he Co-Chairs ITW’s Debut Authors Program and is the Assistant
Managing Editor for the Big Thrill magazine. Anthony lives in the D.C. area with his wife and three children. Learn more about
Anthony at http://www.anthonyfranzebooks.com/.
Montage Press Photo Credit: Michael Palmer (St. Martin’s Press), Tess Gerritsen (www.tessgerritsen.com), Steve Berry (Kelly Campbell), John Lescroart (provided by author), Gayle Lynds (www.gaylelynds.com), Richard North Patterson (Miranda Lewis), Anthony J.
Franze (provided by author), Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child (provided by authors), John Gilstrap (Kensington Publishing), Catherine Coulter (provided by author), Richard North Patterson (Peter Simon), and Brad Meltzer (Herman Estevez)
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Meet

Bram Stoker
Winner

Lisa Mannetti

Interview By Weldon Burge
Press Photo Credit: Provided by Author

Lisa Mannetti’s debut novel, “The Gentling Box,” garnered a
Bram Stoker Award, and she was nominated in 2010 for her novella “Dissolution” and a
short story, “1925: A Fall River Halloween.” She has also authored “The New Adventures
of Tom Sawyer and Huck Finn”; “Deathwatch”, a compilation of novellas—including the
story “Dissolution”; a macabre gag book, “51 Fiendish Ways to Leave Your Lover”; two
nonfiction books; and numerous articles and short stories in newspapers, magazines,
and anthologies. Her story “Everybody Wins” was produced as a short film by director
Paul Leyden. It starred Malin Ackerman and was released under the title Bye-Bye Sally.
As an editor, I’ve worked with Lisa several times over the past year or so. She kindly
agreed to the following interview.
Weldon Burge (W.B.): Your debut novel, “The Gentling Box,” won the Bram Stoker
Award for Best First Novel in 2008. That’s like strapping on a jetpack and blasting off
into a writing career. How has the award helped your career?
Lisa Mannetti (L.M.): Winning was the single most gratifying event of my life. Years
earlier, when I began writing horror, I placed second in a contest at one of the World Horror conventions and
when the publisher mentioned my story would probably “garner a lot of interest for a Stoker recommendation,”
I practically passed out in front of the mailbox onto my front lawn. So winning such a prestigious award was
beyond my wildest dreams. I always try to write my best, but I thought of the Stoker as a true pinnacle that might
be always beyond my reach—so it wasn’t on my mind at all during the writing. My goal was getting the book published. Winning
for “The Gentling Box” actually meant even more because two major agents could not sell it to any of the houses in New York.
When it received acclaim, it signaled to me that my belief in the novel wasn’t misplaced after all. That’s really huge.
In terms of my day-to-day career, it’s helped smooth the way for subsequent books and projects, a new agent, and the publication
of my work in general. In the old days, I’d write a story and sit down with lists of places that seemed like a “fit” with the piece, then
start making the manuscript rounds. Now I’m asked to contribute to magazines and anthologies, so my stories
are essentially sold before I write them. I’ve never felt like the prescribed theme was any kind of creative
impediment—most editors have given me tons of latitude. Those invitations to contribute have been
terrific. One of my stories, “1925: A Fall River Halloween” which features Lizzie Borden as a character,
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“Outlines, for me, tend to straitjacket my

creativity and leave me less likely to explore
different avenues.”
was nominated for the Stoker in 2010.
It’s also helped in subtler, but no less important ways, and a few examples come to mind. I’m now an active member of the Horror
Writers Association (a long-term goal I finally met) and a new edition of the book will be coming out from Nightscape Press (I
couldn’t be more delighted!). Most of all, it makes me very conscious when I sit down to write that it’s critical—imperative—to
set high standards and (whether the result can be deemed successful or not) to strive to produce the very best work I can—or die
trying. <Grin>
W.B.: Much of your work might be considered historical horror. Do you enjoy doing the research required for these books?
L.M.: Oh my God, don’t get me started! Oh well, too late. <Snicker> I have a background in 18th and 19th century English
literature, but even as a kid I was fascinated for what we now call research. Back then, I just thought of it as “looking things
up.” As a result, I was always hunting through my mother’s medical textbooks (the more gruesome the picture, the better) and
fascinated with anything odd or bizarre or frightening. Even in grammar school, I’d turn in projects describing things like leprosy
or foot-binding. Anyhow, I love to research. I find that what I learn is a huge help—not just with creating atmosphere, but
understanding my characters, developing plot, and just having a hell of a good time. Research creates a real spark in me and,
aside from the excitement I feel, it often results in strange and wonderful combinations of ideas.
I’m working on a Houdini project now. I’ve been crazy about him since I was in third grade, happened to see a rerun of that old
Tony Curtis and Janet Leigh movie and then went to the library and got a biography about his life. I have now acquired a huge
assortment of books about him, about magic in general, and almost everything he’s written. I have twenty-four pages of singlespaced notes, but I’m only planning on writing a short story and turning that work into the bare bones of a film treatment.
W.B.: Do you write from an outline, or do you pretty much improvise?
L.M.: I don’t write from an outline because I like to discover what’s going to happen as I’m working. I’ve written stories that started
as a single sentence in my head, a vague, disturbing concept or a dream image, so I guess my process is closer to improvisation,
even though—especially with novels—at some point (usually quite a while before the halfway mark) I know the end.
Outlines, for me, tend to straitjacket my creativity and leave me less likely to explore different avenues. I like being surprised
or shocked and will pretty much try to let
the characters run the show early on.
For me, the time to streamline is after
the first draft is written when I have
a clearer understanding of a story’s
logic, its stronger or weaker elements.
I’ve always found that letting myself go
down the garden path has led to really
fascinating denouements. Outlines tend
to revolve around plot development.
I find, when I write and read, that I’m
only interested in plot as it relates to
character—and a really great character
is not going to spring fully formed from
a formula.
I know people “create characters” to serve
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the storyline, but I think when characters are subservient to the organic burgeoning of a story it diminishes the writing. It can
be done—God knows there are enough movie thrillers featuring psychiatrists with violent amnesiac patients—but nobody who
appreciates a really great story that’s superbly crafted is going to confuse a potboiler with “The Haunting of Hill House.”
W.B.: “The New Adventures of Tom Sawyer and Huck Finn” is a slight departure from your usual work, more fantasy than
horror. It clearly reflects your love for Mark Twain and for cats (Tom and Huck are cats in the book). How did that novel
jump into your head?
L.M.: Tom and Huck were my actual cats and of all the cats I’ve owned through the years, they were the most spirited and lively—
not just as kittens, but for years. I do mean years. Because they were twins, they interacted more than most cats do—right down
to hunting mice in tandem. I swear they conducted campaigns that were so involved; one could only glean such master plans by
reading about Hannibal or the lives of the Roman emperors. Tom cornered the wee beasts down by the washing machine, Hucky
was in charge of flanking maneuvers, and they were pros. One day I actually did hear a mouse scream. It was so loud I heard it
while writing in my office—one whole floor above their killing field. I did try to rescue it, but they frightened it to death when it
ran under the dryer.
Tom was just about the smartest cat I’ve ever known—in addition to being hopelessly addicted to grabbing attention and generally
showing off on all occasions. He had personality to spare and Huck was no slouch, either. Their constant hijinks led to little
“playlets” I created for my outgoing answering machine in Tom’s voice wherein he described recent mayhem, or gave blackmail
instructions to those who were foolish enough to call and disturb his and Huck’s naptime by leaving a message. These dramas
were so popular, that not only did total strangers and salespeople make comments, but if I didn’t change them every few weeks,
my friends complained. “Hey, change the message, it’s been a month!” Much as I loved imitating a southern drawl and pretending
to be Tom, it was damn hard to keep writing all those 60-second scenarios. The next thing I knew, he—I mean they—I mean I
was writing a book.
W.B.: Where’s your favorite place to write?
L.M.: Anywhere the writing is going well. Seriously, in the summer (evenings) I write on my front porch. In the winter, I write in
my office, which was the bedroom I had as a child.
W.B.: What is your writing schedule, and how do you maintain it?
L.M.: That’s been one of my biggest difficulties this past year, because my dad became seriously ill and I had a series of annoying
health problems, too. If that weren’t enough, I wound up with a broken toe and crutches as the souvenir prize. Essentially, you just
have to keep plugging. So, my preferred schedule is actually from when I get up ‘til when the day’s writing is done. Because of the
noise here, though, I sometimes do stay up and work at night. It screws up everything else, but sometimes it’s the only opportunity
I get to work—and when I’m not writing, I’m miserable.
W.B.: What is your biggest challenge when writing a novel?
L.M.: I have a tendency to be too critical of my own work and there are times I write and rewrite at the same time. Occasionally
that stops the flow; if I hit an impasse that I can’t surmount, frustration ensues and I resort to gallows humor.
W.B.: If you could start your writing career over, what would you do differently?
L.M.: That’s a hard question to answer, partly because technology has transformed the industry almost completely. When I first
started writing, self-publishing and vanity presses were anathema—you just didn’t give in even when 95% of the rejections you
received contained the scurrilous (and dreaded) phrase: “You write well and, were it not for the current market conditions with
a decided downturn in horror, this book ...” Writers can now “create” the market and get their work read, seen, noticed, and sold.
I guess I would have had more faith in my ability, but that’s something that never really leaves a serious writer, anyhow.
We always think the latest effort could have been done better and falls short of our intentions.
When I was younger, my fallback position at cocktail parties was to discuss my short stories and novels as if they were
works in progress and belay my own embarrassment by mentioning the nonfiction books I’d had published. Nowadays,
of course, almost no one asks if you’ve been published, since everyone can be published. Snoopy types do tend to inquire
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whether the work in question has appeared under the rubric of an actual company or whether you’ve
whomped the whole thing together by yourself. But hey, if they don’t know you well enough, they’ll
never guess that Austin Dread Crypt Ltd. combines the names of your street and your tarantula, with
an appropriately spooky word tossed in for good measure.
W.B.: If you could collaborate with another author, living or dead, who would it be and what would
you write?
L.M.: Only one? Boy, this is hard. Well, I can’t pick one and I’m allowing myself two on the basis that I write both satire and
horror. So, from the humor perspective, I’d definitely want to collaborate with J.P. Donleavy and write something wickedly fun
and entertaining. For a collaborator on the dark side, I’d choose Peter Straub—because I’d learn so much. I’d follow his lead and
write whatever worked for the project—hopefully something twisty, complex, and rich with meaning.
W.B.: What are you reading now?
L.M.: I’m reading “Of Human Bondage” by W. Somerset Maugham. Somehow, I managed to get through all those years of school
without reading much of his work and a few weeks ago (while recuperating from really ugly but relatively simple surgery), I
happened to see the movie starring Bette Davis (circa 1933) and loved it. So I did what all reading doobies do these days and
promptly downloaded it from Amazon. One of the really interesting things about the movie is that it completely eliminates the
first third of the book—instead of seeing Phillip growing up, going to school, caroming around Paris, it begins with his failure
there as an artist and goes on. I’m not aware of any other film utilizing the same technique, but the film definitely worked. I loved
the book, too—so am on something of a Maugham kick and plan to read “The Magician” next.
W.B.: You wrote a short story for the Smart Rhino anthology “Zippered Flesh 2: Tales of Body Enhancements Gone Bad”
titled “The Hunger Artist.” The story is something of a precursor of the novel of the same title that you’re currently writing.
Can you tell us a little more about this project?
L.M.: The historical background of “The Hunger Artist” centers on a harrowing case that occurred shortly after the turn of the
century in the state of Washington. Two wealthy sisters from England who (depending on your point of view) were faddists,
health nuts, or light years ahead of their time, wound up being scammed and—much worse—starved by osteopath and “fasting
specialist” Linda Hazzard. (Obviously, no fiction writer would dare make up that name.) The younger of the two sisters died. I
first read of the case in a fascinating book called “Starvation Heights” by Gregg Olsen. Naturally, he’s already done a superb job
with the nonfiction account, so I see my novel as something more closely akin to what Jack Ketchum did with “The Girl Next
Door”, based on the Indiana Torture slaying, and Joyce Maynard accomplished in “To Die For” regarding the Pamela Smart
case. I’ve read additional materials, of course, and it’s exciting to take the facts and the sheer pathos of the tale and venture into
new territory—literally with the setting, New Hampshire—and figuratively by adding traditional elements of horror: chilling
atmosphere and supernatural events.
W.B.: One last question, just for fun. You’re planning an outdoor barbecue on July 4, and you can invite four special guests—
authors or fictional characters, contemporary or from the past. Who do you invite and what conversation would you expect?
L.M.: I’d definitely invite Mark Twain—and I wouldn’t care what he talked about—from all accounts he was always as entertaining
as hell—or Sheol, as he’d have said.
Secondly, I’d ask Theodore Dreiser because his book, “An American Tragedy,” like my novel in progress, was based on a true crime.
He also wrote what has always been, for me, a terrifying novel: “Sister Carrie,” which, like Flaubert’s “Madame Bovary,” deals
with a character’s downward spiral into disaster. The concept scares the hell out of me.
I’ve been doing some research for another little project recently, so I’d also invite Harry Houdini (a published author, for those
who don’t know his literary reputation) and Arthur Conan Doyle. Since their friendship tanked, then dissolved, it would be
fascinating to watch them provide the fireworks.
Thanks, Lisa, for a fun and informative interview! Visit Lisa’s author Web site at www.lisamannetti.com, as well as her
virtual haunted house at www.thechanceryhouse.com. ■
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By Thomas Scopel

What I’m about to tell you is a true story. And, I might add that after initially hearing the tale,
there was some cause for alarm and debate as to whether I wanted to remain or leave. I was conflicted. However, now
armed with previously unknown information, I’ve since decided to stay put, which, in all reality is probably much safer than
venturing into the unknown.
For over twenty years I’ve known my next-door neighbor, who I’ll call Jim. He’s a kindly, somewhat inspiring old man;
built like a tugboat, strong and stocky, always doing something in his yard. Whether it is chopping firewood, lugging a stump
or digging a hole for a latest planting, all would probably be considered far too strenuous for a man beyond the age of sixty.
On occasion, we met at the fence for an impromptu chat, usually when each of us were busy tinkering away in our
respective backyards. While the conversations never held much depth, quite mundane actually, with me asking how his day
was going and him inquiring how the writing world was, it was always I who initiated. Until yesterday, I would have said that
this was probably due to some deep-rooted sense of compassion for a perceived lonely old man.
Jim was busy digging a hole at the rear of his meticulously decorated, plant-laced lawn. He does this often enough; at least
once a month, and if my assumption proved true, I would again spy him that night rooting some type of shrub or flowery
plant by the light of the moon, just as the almanac advises.
Nonetheless, we found ourselves leaning against the fence, looking across from one another and conversing about my
Interview With a Monster series for Suspense Magazine. I made mention of seeking a werewolf, and he chuckled heartily
before offering to be interviewed. I couldn’t help but find humor in this and laughed out loud myself. His rigid face became
emotionless and thinking that maybe he didn’t hear me properly when I said werewolf, I reiterated. He said he heard me just
fine and I didn’t know what to think, leaning to wondering whether this old man was on the verge of senility. Obviously
noticing my perplexity, he looked me deep in the eyes and said he was going to let me in on a secret, and an anticipating
shiver cascaded down my spine.
His eyes fell to the cross necklace I hadn’t bothered to remove after the Dracula encounter, and he inquired if it was
actually silver. I said it was and he raised his hand, palm up, over the top of the fence, asked me to remove it and drop it into
his hand. I did as he asked.
The necklace made contact and instantly sizzled, generating smoke around it that floated into the air and found its way
to my nostrils. I cringed at the horrendous smell, and while I’ve never experienced an actual odor such as that, the distinct
impression was that of a thousand dead and rotted bodies burning in a pile. Looking up at his face, a powerful grimace fully
implied tremendous pain.
A few seconds later, he abruptly flipped his palm over and the necklace fell to the ground at my feet. Holding up his palm
for me to see, there was a burnt impression where the necklace made contact. He winked and I watched as the scar quickly
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faded into oblivion, vanishing completely, leaving not a trace.
To say I was stunned would be an understatement.
Jim: Do you believe me now?
At a loss for words, I bent down, picked up the necklace, and put it back on. But that previous security it offered seemed
lost.
Jim: Go get your note pad and to meet me at the picnic table in fifteen minutes.
Sitting at the table in the rear of his yard, shaded by a large maple tree, I waited until he came out of the house and took
a seat across from me.
Jim: Are you ready for this? I hesitantly nodded. As far as the interview is concerned, feel free to ask questions along the way.
You’re a good chap and a wonderful neighbor and I’d like to remain that way, but know that I will deny all of this, out of personal
safety of course. I’m sure afterward you’ll understand. You’re the first person I’ve disclosed any of this to, so please do not force
drastic measures.
While I had no idea what drastic measures meant, I did have typical visions and suspected it involved vicious biting teeth,
clawing nails, gushing blood, and death. A horror version of a mafia hit.
“Of course,” I sincerely agreed through quivering voice.
And so he began…
It all started back during the first Great War. I was a soldier of seventeen, knee deep in a cold hardened trench in western
Germany. There were three of us that night, scouts they called us, keeping track of enemy movements. The moon was full and
bright and as the three of us separately huddled in the bitter cold keeping vigil, were heard the howling. It was a typical sound,
much like those heard in movies and we didn’t think much of it, being more concerned with German soldiers trying to sneak by.
An occasional explosion would go off in the distance and the howling would stop, becoming deathly quiet except for the hissing
wind.
While I thought I’d saw something peering back from the trench’s shadows, I wrote it off as hallucinatory fear and went back
to glancing up over the edge and across a barren field. Suddenly, there was a growl like I’d never heard before. We all turned to
look just as the monster attacked. Billy was the closest and I watched in horror as vicious teeth bit into his midsection, gnawing
and pulling away a cluster of intestines.
Johnny seemed to still have some wits about him, which was more than I could say for myself, and quickly fired off four shots
at the creature. The creature jerked with each round, so I know Johnny hit it, being the platoon’s champion shooter, probably all
four times. But the creature kept coming, tearing into Johnny’s neck. Although we were six feet apart, the blood spray covered my
face with warm stickiness.
As the creature chewed, I shifted and defensively aimed my bayonet. Like a dart flying through the air, the creature pounced
toward and bit hard into the shoulder. The pain was intense, having a burning sensation like a thousand acetylene torches
flickering through my body. I dropped my weapon and collapsed. When I opened my eyes, I was looking up into a medical tent’s
bright lights. My shoulder was fully bandaged, but oddly no longer hurt. Inquiring to a nearby nurse about my fellow pals, she
replied that I was the only one and I found myself questioning whether or not all this actually occurred. It would be a good two
weeks before, vaguely at first, recalling small details, but I never mentioned any of it...until now.
According to the doctors, my wound healed at record pace and before long, I found myself in that trench again, this time
alone at the far end. Now, one would think that going back to the scene of the crime would be detrimental, but it truly wasn’t.
There was a completely different feel churning inside me. No longer was I a boy of seventeen, terrified at the prospect of war. On
the contrary, I leaned toward relishing, even encouraging the drawing of blood.
Well, it would be another twenty days before the moon was again full and having already put the gruesome incident into the
back of my mind I concentrated on matters at hand. All was quiet and dark and just as I saw it start to rise, the burning sensation
took over and before blacking out, I saw my hands change into furious, hairy, long-nailed weapons.
The next morning I awoke nude and cold, huddled under a fallen tree, a pile of bones with some still harboring dripping flesh
nearby and my stomach having a feeling of over-fullness. A shredded German soldier’s uniform lay not far away, and I gathered
up what was left of it and wrapped it around my shivering body. While the black boots didn’t exactly fit, they were certainly more
comfortable than the hard ground and a welcomed relief. Needless to say, I had no idea which direction was which and recalling,
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while in the trench, that the sun came up from behind us, I headed east.
A couple of hours later, the landscape became more familiar and I stumbled
upon a gun post at the opposite end of the trench I had been in. Wearing the wrong
uniform almost got me shot, but since I wasn’t carrying a weapon, this gave the
scouts reason to hesitate and lucky for me, one recognized my bloody face.
A mad few days of extensive psychological testing followed in which I couldn’t
remember a thing (he winked). They were under the impression that I had somehow
survived a fight of my life with the enemy. Oh, I was fighting something all right,
that’s for sure, but it wasn’t the enemy. Regardless, they deemed me no longer fit for
combat and sent me home with a medal. That was 1918.
T.S.: That was ninety-two years ago. How old are you?
Jim: Well, I was seventeen when I left for the war, so that would make somewhere
around (he counted on his fingers, one at a time) one hundred and eleven...but
who’s counting?
T.S.: But you don’t look a day past sixty?
Jim: I know, but don’t let it fool you. I do age, just not as fast as a typical human.
And the strength, let me tell you.
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T.S.: When did you first realize what you became?
Jim: Oh, after waking up under that tree the first time, I had a good idea, but I
wouldn’t be positive until after I was back at home and the next full moon phase
once again brought that burning. I didn’t have to, nor did I look at my hands this
time. I didn’t need to.
T.S.: Do you still prowl and hunt?
Jim: A wolf ’s gotta eat, right? (He chuckled lightly). In the beginning I was what
one might say rogue. But over the years I’ve learned to control the desire and am
now able to plan and focus my attacks, strictly limiting to arbitrary dregs to society.
T.S.: Dregs? What dictates who are dregs and who are not?
Jim: By reading the newspaper and watching the evening news. Plenty of lowlifes out
there that most would be happy to see go. You know that Marvin guy? The guy who
raped that poor little girl?
T.S.: I’ve seen a number of newscasts surrounding the sicko. Wasn’t he found
mutilated?
Jim: Exactly! His mug was all over the news and so it wasn’t all that hard to recall his
face, even after the transformation. He had been released on bail. Why? Don’t ask
me, but with the news coverage chasing him everywhere, it wasn’t hard to learn that
he was staying with his mother. However, there was a dilemma. Being more than a
few states over, I couldn’t very well travel while transformed. So, as normal, carefully
coinciding with the next full moon phase, I traveled a few days prior.
The town was a madhouse, full of news trucks and such, and I started thinking I
would be unable to get all that close to him, especially without being seen. His mother
had already barred any newscasters or cameras on her two-acre property and that
kept them at bay, down the dirt driveway and far from the house. Fortunately for
me, the wooded area directly behind her home provided adequate seclusion and,
hidden in the thicket, I waited and watched. Like clockwork, every hour he would
step out onto the rear porch to smoke cigarettes, sometimes moseying throughout the
yard, but mainly sitting on an old swing.
The day of the full moon came and I started wondering whether or not my plan
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would work. After all, I didn’t want to harm his mother, but I didn’t want any witnesses either. Well, as luck would have it, with
the evening drawing near and nearly convinced that his mother would probably succumb in the fray too while he was yet again
out there smoking, the frail-looking woman called through the screen door, mentioning that she was heading out to a bingo game
at the town fire hall. Talk about jumping for joy. And so, needless to say, no one was around when the deed went down. And, with
exception of the heart, to ensure that he wouldn’t become one of us, that’s one I refused to eat or dispose of….
T.S.: Dispose of?
Jim: Well yeah! You don’t think I typically leave evidence around, do you? That would open doors for the authorities. If they can’t
find a body, then they basically have no case.
T.S.: What do you do with the remains?
Jim: I’m not so sure if I should tell you. Don’t get me wrong, I consider you a good friend and one of the best neighbors I’ve ever
had, otherwise, I wouldn’t have confided any of this. Nonetheless, I think I’ll leave your well-educated mind to figuring out that
enigma.
Back to what I was saying earlier, I left Marvin lying in a tattered mess. I had to. Otherwise everyone would assume he had
skipped off somewhere, evading judgment and punishment. Anyways, to make a long story short, I woke up four miles away,
hungry as hell, but somehow feeling oddly satisfied. The media subsequently reported that his death was thought to come from
the hands of an unknown assailant. Let’s be blunt, most were happy to see him go, and since the general public didn’t cause an
uproar, seemingly satisfied with the outcome, the authorities didn’t fully pursue and eventually the case floated into oblivion.
T.S.: So, you choose specific victims?
Jim: Yep, but only the lowest of the low; murderers, rapists and the like; bad, terrible people that the world can do without. It’s
almost superhero-like, wouldn’t you agree?
T.S.: You mentioned the others? How many would you say there are?
Jim: Well, I can’t speak for the world, (he thought for a moment) but let’s just say we’re similar to spiders; that at any given time,
there’s more around you than you think. Of course, none harbor my conservative attitude and usually go after the first potential
feast they find. And I now understand why I was only bitten that night instead of being devoured; it was to maintain the species.
Just like everything, there is death and if we don’t bring more into the fold from time to time, eventually we’ll become extinct.
T.S.: So you maintain a bloodline?
Jim: Yes, but it’s a careful order which must be first approved.
T.S.: Approved?
Jim: Well, yeah. You wouldn’t want our kind taking over, and neither would we. If that was to occur, food would get scarce
quick and it would eventually turn into a civil war with nothing to fight for other than survival. While I won’t go into specifics,
we have a leader and a cabinet that dictates when and where population can sprout. Each death is carefully documented and
consideration toward whether the locale can infuse another. If so, the order is given and it is then the local chapter’s responsibility
to dictate who will provide. That Marvin guy nearly caused my demise since I left him in the open. That’s a big no-no and usually
includes a death sentence. However, after careful explanation and understanding, I was pardoned, with the explicit instructions
to not let it occur again.
T.S.: Is it too bold of me to ask how one executes one of their own?
Jim: Yes, probably, and I’d rather not go into the subject other than saying that the spiteful, despicable act involves pure silver and
excessive, deliberate pain. Quite intense, chilling and belligerent…actually.
He looked up at the sky and I followed his gaze. Dusk had just begun to settle in and I wondered whether there would be
a full moon. Looking down at my notepad, I wasn’t surprised that I hadn’t written a thing and with a shrug, flipped the cover
closed. I wouldn’t need notes this time. He grinned and nodded before rising and excusing himself.
Following the fence line toward the rear of the yard, I passed him carrying the shovel. He winked again, I nodded, and we
continued on our separate ways. Before rounding the last post, I passed the hole he had been digging and saw the depth, far
exceeding what was considered normal for planting simply a shrub. This triggered a forced, recalling having read that bone
calcium made a top-notch fertilizer. ■
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Come Into
my Parlor
By Elliott Capon

Borowitz was lucky in that at least he had a
place to live.
It was a two and a half room apartment on
the ground floor of a seventy-eight-year-old
brownstone on the just-starting-to-deteriorate fringe of a
staid neighborhood of other old brownstones.
Borowitz was unlucky in that as he returned home one
day at dusk he still hadn’t found a job.
It wasn’t that Borowitz was stupid; on the contrary,
he was quite bright. Unfortunately, after eighteen weeks
of unemployment (following four jobs in two years; at
not yet thirty, he had already pigeonholed himself as a
purchasing agent for large manufacturing concerns. Given
the state of the economy, with American manufacturing
companies moving their facilities to other countries as fast
as they could, he always seemed to have been in the wrong
places at the wrong time), Borowitz approached each new
interview and each employment agency with an unconscious
air of resignation and disgust that manifested itself in the
gruntingly surly attitude toward prospective employers he
developed as a defense. It certainly wasn’t his fault his last
four employers had gone under, but he convinced himself
that the interviewer thought so, and that he didn’t have a
chance at this job, so why put on a phony happy front? And
so, pegging him as uncooperative, a brooder and potential
troublemaker, no one would hire him (despite his MBA
and great manufacturing technical knowledge), which only
served to make him more bitter when he went to the next
place. But Unemployment demanded that he visit at least
three places a week if he wanted those checks to keep coming
in, and so he went. Having to go made him angry, and not
getting hired made him even angrier.
Also, Borowitz was unlucky in that he didn’t have a
girlfriend.
He had friends, to be sure, people who had known him
when he was an outgoing, carefree and careless wit, people
who had known him before his inability to find a job soured
him on existence and life itself. People who, although they
invited him to do things less frequently, nonetheless still
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invited him. However, having broken up with his more or
less steady girlfriend some three months previously, he didn’t
feel like going out to pursue a new one, and was embittered
that no ‘Playmates of the Month’ came knocking on his door
begging him to indulge in three days of nonstop baddabing, or, at least, take them to the movies. Borowitz wasn’t
unattractive: he was twenty-nine years old, tall, thin, kind of
Clint Eastwood-ish.
Given his general run of bad luck, and his generally
miserable state of life, he had begun to seriously doubt himself,
to question his value as an employee, as an interviewee, and,
ultimately, as a man. One break, one bit of good news, would
turn him around, but in the real world there are no fairy
godmothers to make midnight appearances with shining
wands.
To put it in a nutshell, Borowitz was angry, bitter, and
depressed, and there was no one to take it out on but himself.
He still had a nice apartment, although the rent took
enough of his Unemployment checks to necessitate his
dining on spaghetti and crackers four times a week and hot
dogs and store brand frozen fries the other three days.
On this day, he came home after unsatisfactory visits to
three employment agencies, filling out the same stupid forms
and answering the same insipid questions over and over
and over again. He slammed open the door and entered the
tiny hallway. Tearing off his jacket and almost decapitating
himself as he jerked off his loosened tie (last season’s style),
he took a sharp left and entered the small kitchen. He threw
out an arm and switched on the light as he took two strides
towards the refrigerator.
He stopped halfway across the room.
There was a spider on the wall opposite him, just
above the table. It was brown and slightly fuzzy. Had there
been a dime on the wall, the spider’s body would have just
barely covered it. Its eight long legs gripped the wall with a
familiarity that for some reason irked Borowitz immensely.
Here at least was the cause of all his problems, a symbol,
a catharsis. A vent for frustration. A valve to release anger.
What to hit it with? What to smash its frigging bastard
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intrusive spider guts out with? Borowitz looked frantically all
around the kitchen. A glass? This ashtray! No, they’d break.
Here’s a spoon, damn it, no, the radio, what? What can I use
to kill his bastard??
“You stay there,” Borowitz said to the spider. “You just
goddamn well stay put.”
He dashed into his alleged living room and picked up a
paperback from the convertible sofa, one of the Edgar Rice
Burroughs Mars novels (he hadn’t been able to afford to buy a
book in months, and so was rereading his adolescent library).
Very stealthily, Borowitz snuck back into the kitchen. He
carried the slim volume like a waiter carries a tray: laying
flat on back bent palm, fingers wide so as to be able to smash
the spider to gel with one thrust, not getting digits caught
between wall and book.
“Don’t move,” Borowitz said softly, as he pulled a chair
away from the table in order to reach the target. “Don’t
move...don’t...”
With an involuntary bellow, he slammed the book into
the wall as hard as he could, sending a jolt of pain up his arm
and spraining his wrist in the process. “Gotcha, ya bastid!”
he exulted as he grasped his wrist with his left hand and let
the book fall.
He looked for the round greenish-yellow blob with
perhaps one intact leg waving from it. There was none. He
looked down at the back over of the book. The copy and
Frazetta painting were unmarred with biological refuse. He
raised his eyes.
About six inches above where it had previously stood,
the spider rested, a rear leg moving back and forth, as if
chiding Borowitz for the attempt on its life. “God damn
it!” Borowitz barked, as he picked up the book with his left
hand and awkwardly threw it at the wall. It hit three inches
southeast of the spider, which didn’t move.
Beside himself with frustration and rage, Borowitz went
into his tiny broom closet and withdrew, amid a tumble of
empty bags and dusty Pledge-stained t-shirts, a whiskbroom
that had seen many a better day. Ignoring the pain in his right
wrist, he grasped the broom like a baseball bat and swung it
at the spider. The arachnid moved faster than Borowitz had
ever seen one go, scuttling to the left to avoid destruction.
Borowitz thrust the broom spear-like at the spider, which
suddenly ran straight up the wall. It stopped in the uppermost
corner where the molding was separated slightly from the
wall. Borowitz climbed up on a chair and began poking at the
corner with the handle of the broom. Each time he jabbed,
the spider would disappear behind the molding. Each time
Borowitz relented, the spider would reappear. Finally, the
thought dawned on Borowitz that he must have looked like a
complete imbecile, dueling a spider with a broom, had there
been anyone there to witness the scene. A lot of things hit
him at once, and, dropping the broom, he lay his head back
against the wall and laughed. Howled.
“Get back in that hole,” he said to the spider, which had
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come out of its haven and had taken a few tentative steps
down the wall. “Get back in that [fucking] [goddamn] hole,”
he repeated, gasping with laughter, “ ‘cause I swear I’ll kill
you.” He climbed down off the chair and, just as suddenly,
the situation didn’t strike him as so damn funny anymore.
“Dammit!” he cried, sending the chair skidding across
the floor. “Is this what my life has come to, trying to kill a
goddamn spider?”
And that night, as he had done not infrequently on
previous nights, he consumed nothing but inexpensive
burgundy and got very drunk and fell asleep fully clothed
on the sofa.
The phone, enjoying its last scheduled day of unpaid-for
life, woke Borowitz at ten-thirty the next morning. Sleepy
and confused, he stumbled into the bedroom and picked it
up.
“ ‘Lo?” he mumbled, his mouth refusing to work right.
“Mr. Borowitz?” asked an unfamiliar female voice.
Suddenly awake and alert, he said, “Yes, speaking.”
“This is Patricia Carter from Southeast Manufacturing,”
the voice continued. “Are you still interested in the position
of purchasing agent you interviewed for two weeks ago?”
AM I STILL INTERESTED??????!!!! “Yes, certainly,” he
said.
“We’d like to know if you’ll accept it.”
ACCEPT IT?? SWEETHEART, I’D CUT OFF MY LEFT
NUT FOR IT!!!! “Yes, of course, I’d be delighted.”
“Could we see you Monday, then? Nine o’clock, Mr.
Penner’s office?”
“Yes, of course. Fine. Thank you. Thank you.”
With a chuckle so knowing that he would have been
angry at her condescendingness had he not been so elated,
she said, “Goodbye, Mr. Borowitz.”
“Goodbye. And thanks.”
He slowly replaced the receiver, and stood for a few
seconds, not moving. Then he screamed with joy. Throwing
himself backwards on the bed, he roared and howled and
laughed and hugged himself and kicked his feet in the air
and whooped and bounced. He got up and began waltzing
with an invisible partner.
He hummed and sang his way in and out of the bathroom,
then into the kitchen. He turned the light on. There sat the
spider, in the same place it had been the night before. As the
light went on, the spider moved up the wall a few inches,
then stopped.
“I got the job, you insectoid intruder,” Borowitz sang to it.
“Six and forty big ones, baked in a paycheck. Hey, you know,”
he said after a moment’s pause, “if I believed in good luck
superstitions and shit like that, I’d say you were a harbinger
of good tidings. Unfortunately, I don’t, and another thing I
don’t believe in his spiders. But look, I’m in a good mood, so
I’ll let you go. Get. Scoot. Scram. Get off my wall.”
Picking up the discarded broom from the floor, he poked
the handle against the wall next to the spider.
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The spider did not move.
“Come on, get back up that hole,” Borowitz said, and
banged the wall under the spider.
It still did not move.
“Whaddaya, stupid? This is the governor. You’ve been
reprieved.”
The spider swayed from side to side.
“No? Fuck you then, stay. I’m having breakfast.”
Borowitz sat down for the first time in four months to a
breakfast spurred by a hearty appetite. “You know,” he said
to the spider, around a mouthful of eggs and frozen waffles,
enjoying to the hilt his first dose of good spirits in a long,
long, time, “maybe there are such things as lucky breaks, or
guardian angels or something. Look, I finally got a great job,
more money than I’ve ever earned, and even my own pet
spider. Whaddaya think about that?”
The spider began moving on the wall. While Borowitz
watched, amused, it began secreting web stuff as it described
its path. Then it moved aside and Borowitz choked on a
mouthful of coffee. In web, the spider had written ‘OK’ on
the wall.
“Jesus Paddington Christ,” said Borowitz. “That’s
coincidence.”
The spider swayed from side to side, giving Borowitz the
impression it was shaking its head no.
Borowitz shook his own head, his eyes coming to rest
on the Burroughs novel that he turned into an attempted
murder weapon the night before. The cover featured a
painting of living, spiderlike creatures mounting headless
human bodies.
If Borowitz was doing any thinking, he was not aware
of it. Any thoughts he may have been having as he stared
at the spider were not in English, probably not even in his
conscious mind. But finally, after a few minutes, he said, “I’ll
buy it. I don’t know what the hell you are, but that call was no
dream and neither are you and I’m going to accept it. Deal?”
He stuck his hand out across the table as if offering to
shake. The spider leapt off the wall and onto the table. It
scuttled across to Borowitz’s still-outstretched hand.
Raising one of its forelegs, it brushed Borowitz’s little
finger with it.
A chill shot through Borowitz, following by a slight
trembling. “Jesus Penelope Christ,” he whispered.
While he watched—stared, actually—the spider walked
to the edge of the table, ran down a leg, crossed the floor to
the wall, then climbed up the wall to its usual position.
It must be pointed out that Borowitz finished his
breakfast.
He went out later that morning and stayed out the whole
day, charging three new suits and several new shirts and
a few of this year’s ties. He went into the one of the city’s
few remaining video stores and rented an adult DVD. Not
everything had changed.
“Hey, spider!” he called upon entering the apartment
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that, after ten months of occupancy, had taken on a brandnew feel. “Daddy’s home!”
He couldn’t find it in the kitchen, although he looked all
over the wall, the table, the floor.
Borowitz was of two minds when he gave up the search
for the spider. One was of relief, because he didn’t think it
was mentally healthy for an adult human male, especially the
newest purchasing agent (with an assistant!) for Southeast
Manufacturing Inc., to be talking to a spider, an insect...
okay, an arachnid. Dogs and cats and birds and even gerbils
you could talk to, but not bugs. Also there was something
unquestionably, objectively wrong—or at least unusual—
about this particular spider. Better off without it. Call the
whole thing a hallucination caused by depression and sudden
adrenaline. And to hell with it.
On the other hand, there hadn’t been anybody in the
apartment to talk to in months. Even a spider...well, hadn’t
his brother always carried a rock, for chrissake’s? A thirtyone-year-old man who carried a lucky rock? If the little eightlegged bugger had hung around, it could have provided a
great curiosity for Borowitz’s friends...assuming any of them
would ever rekindle the acquaintances.
Relieved, but somehow strangely disappointed too,
Borowitz slipped the disk into his secondhand DVD player
and threw himself down on the sofa. He picked up the remote
and pulled down his zipper.
He fast-forwarded through the dialogue. Maybe he’d
watch it again, and judge the scriptwriting and the acting,
wonder how many of these women actually wanted to go on
and become ‘real’ actresses. But for now there were certain...
medical...considerations to be attended to. They were
showing...they were doing...and in front of at least fifteen
people with lights and cameras, knowing that he would be
watching; not caring, delighting in doing this and that just
for him, just for him, just for him—
Out of the corner of his eye, Borowitz saw something
moving on his leg.
It was a brown spider, about the side of a dime. It was
his spider, and it was walking across (which image swiftly
and strangely raced through Borowitz’s mind) a field of blue
denim toward a tall fleshy tower.
He didn’t move, except for a slight jerk, as the eight thin
legs began crawling up his erection. And then down, then
up, and around and around. The sensation was of a very
light tickling, by no means unpleasant. Borowitz thought of
nothing but the tickling and the images on the screen. And
suddenly the tickling became more intense and the moans
and cries of pleasure from the TV filled his head and the
intensity continued—
The spider got out of the way as its work was completed.
For the next three days, Borowitz and the spider were
inseparable. Borowitz would go from the bedroom to the
kitchen and the spider, taking a shortcut behind the walls
that only it knew about, would beat him to the table. It would
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sit and watch him eat, watch him read. By waving its legs
it would decide for him which cassette (he had to sell his
CD player) to put on the antique boom box which served as
stereo equipment. It would hide under his collar when he’d
go out to buy a paper.
But mostly, it listened to him.
None of Borowitz’s obviously-former friends had called
on him in almost two weeks, so he talked to the spider.
He told it of his dreams and aspirations, of his fears and
nightmares, of funny incidents and embarrassing moments.
He didn’t question the circumstances for two reasons: first,
there probably was no answer, and second, if he found an
answer, it might have been an unpleasant one. He just took
advantage of the situation and talked the spider’s ear off (or
would have, if the spider had ears).
Borowitz woke up close to noon on the Sunday before
“SouthManDay,” as he called it in his monologues. Not
knowing where the spider was, he moved slowly and carefully
in getting out of bed. The spider was not on the night table,
nor on the floor. It wasn’t in the bathroom, and he couldn’t
find it in the kitchen. Nervous lest his friend be gone, or his
hallucinations (including the job) be at an end, he looked in
the living room.
There it was! On the wall near the floor, next to the sofa.
“Hey, what are you—” he started, then stopped as it
slipped down behind the molding and out of sight. Suddenly
it was back up again, waving its legs, then it disappeared
again beneath the floor. Up once more; down; up; down. On
each ascension it waved and wiggled as if epileptic.
“What the hell do you want?” Borowitz asked. Outside
on the street, a dog barked, and Borowitz, eyes widening,
realized what the spider meant. “You want me to follow you?”
he asked, incredulous.
The spider rapidly repeated its web ‘OK’ design.
“There’s something you want me for down the basement,
right?” Borowitz asked. “Well, what the hell. If I’ve followed
you this far, I’d be crazy not to continue with this. Just hold
on and let me get dressed.”
He quickly threw on a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. He
went back into the living room. The spider was gone, an
arrow of web pointing downwards from the ‘OK.’
Borowitz had had few occasions to descend into the
basement of the building, which contained seven other
apartments similar to his. In fact, in the ten months he’d
been living there, he’d only been down the basement twice:
once to check on a blown fuse, and once to help an elderly
lady from one of the other apartments bring some boxes
down. The door to the basement was in the front vestibule. A
light switch near the head of the stairs turned on one lonely
seventy-five watt bulb at the foot of the staircase.
He reached the bottom of the stairs and looked
unfamiliarly at the old washing machine, the stacks of Life
and Look, and the assorted flotsam and jetsam of seventyeight years of human occupation.
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It took him two or three minutes to orient himself down
there, trying to figure out where his living room wall was in
relation to the basement.
There—behind that wall—how can I—is that a door?
He approached the wall at the far end of the basement
beyond and above which a spider web arrow pointed
downwards. Set in the middle of the wall, barely visible in
the dim light of the distant bulb was a door. Rust covered
an old blue Schwinn that leaned on the wall next to it, but
the deadbolt on the door was relatively rust free, as if it had
been used within the past year or two. It was still an effort for
Borowitz to push the bolt aside.
Curious and even a little frightened, he pulled open the
door. Its bulk blocked out the last of the light from the lone
bulb behind him, and so Borowitz could see nothing but
blackness in the room ahead of him.
“Here goes nothing,” he said, starting aloud, but sinking
to a whisper as his own voice broke the heavy silence.
He stepped forward into the room.
And fell down a long flight of stairs.
He staggered to his feet, cursing, holding his re-injured
wrist. A sudden pain in his ankle caused him to jerk forward,
and something sticky touched his face. With a yelp he
stepped backwards, and was thereby securely suspended in
the spider web that reached from ceiling to floor, its strands
as thick as hemp.
He struggled in panic for a moment, but it did him no
good. A noise made him look up, become cognizant of his
situation.
Someone had obviously been there a year or so before,
and had brought a flashlight with him. It lay on the floor at a
right angle to Borowitz, only the barest, feeblest light coming
from it as the batteries slowly died, the light being little more
than an eerie glow off the red plastic. Ten months, he heard,
as if someone had spoken, even though the revelation was
totally within his mind. I’ve been living here ten months.
In that dim, fading glow, watching him, stood his spider.
Behind the spider, dwarfing it, Borowitz could see something
that looked like a human jawbone.
Borowitz stared at the tableau until something caught his
eye. A patch of something in the darkness, moving toward
him. Slowly, slowly, moving toward him.
The first, then the second, great hairy leg appeared in
the faint gleam of the dying flashlight. Borowitz saw with his
mind, rather than his eyes, the Saint Bernard-sized spider
that approached him.
A strange, non sequitur thought occurred to him. “You
know,” he said to his spider. “I never named you.”
The giant stopped, and one great hairy leg lifted and
gently, oh so gently, patted the small spider.
“I think I’ll name you Benedict Arnold,” Borowitz said.
The little one watched as the monster came closer.
Borowitz’s final scream was, “But I have to go to work!”
And then it was on him. ■
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Thomas M.

A Bright Glimpse Into a VERY Dark Mind

Malafarina

Interview CK Webb for Suspense Magazine

Books are a huge part of my life and encompass almost every waking hour
of my day. So when I stumble upon an author so original, new and fresh with
an incredible story to tell, I HAVE to share it. I was fortunate enough to be
contacted by Thomas M. Malafarina in his effort to be featured on my radio
show. What a treat! An incredibly original story concept, and enough gore
and dastardly deeds to satisfy even the most enthusiastic horror lover like me.
I hope you enjoy.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Everyone has that ‘moment’ when they know
emphatically that they want to be a storyteller. When was your moment?
Thomas Malafarina (T.M.): When I was about ten years old, I stumbled upon
a collection of Edgar Allan Poe short stories. I have no idea where it came from,
but I suppose it might have belonged to one of my two older sisters and
was required reading for one of their junior high or high school classes.
Anyway, I had heard of Poe from a friend and was curious, so I just
leafed through the book waiting for something to jump out at me and
catch my interest. I saw the title “The Tell Tale Heart” and decided to read
it. Wow! It scared the living crap out of me! I remember thinking how cool it
would be to be able to someday return the favor and scare the daylights out of
someone else. That was the first time I thought I might like to someday write my
own story or novel.
S. MAG.: How much time passed until you actually wrote your first novel?
T.M.: Forty-five years. Life often gets in the way of such plans and mine most certainly did. I got busy with my career, marriage,
family, paying bills, and general day-to-day survival. The years passed by far too quickly.
During those years, my creative needs were satisfied with my various hobbies such as cartooning, art, and music. There never
seemed to be enough time for writing, although I did find myself experimenting with a few ideas which never came to fruition.
I seemed to lack the discipline to dedicate the necessary time to my writing and because I could not justify taking the time
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away from my other activities, writing
never happened. I was too busy focusing
on things which made me money and
helped my family. Besides, I had no
idea how to start any writing project or
how I would even go about trying to get
published. Remember this was before
the Internet, word processing software,
and the blessed spelling and grammar
checkers.
When my youngest son went off to college
I suddenly found myself with more time
and decided to write the book I always
said I would write. That was three years
and nine books ago. Needless to say, I’ve
been making up for lost time.
S. MAG.: I find that most writers write
what they know and love as it pertains
to genres. What were your influences as
a child?
T.M.: I have had a lifelong love/hate
relationship with horror. I loved horror
books, magazines, and movies for as long
as I can remember, but they also terrified
me to no end and were responsible
for far too many nightmares. As a
young boy, my bedroom was filled with
Aurora models of the Universal Studios
monsters: Frankenstein, Wolfman,
Dracula, Mummy, and so on. I had scary
posters on all of my walls, yet I slept with
a nightlight on and the covers up around
my head. I was often afraid to go into my
own bedroom alone, yet I loved being
scared. Yeah, I know…it’s weird.
This love of horror continued through
my entire life. I have a vast collection
of horror movies and although many of
them have proven to be predictable and
disappointing, I sometimes get lucky and
manage to enjoy the occasional good
scare. But little scares me anymore (other
than mankind).
S. MAG.: Everyone always wants to
know the best piece of advice you’ve
gotten. Not me; I want to know the
WORST piece of writing advice you
have ever been given, and why?
T.M.: The worst piece of writing advice
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is something I have so far managed to
avoid. I was told once to find a target
audience and write for them. No way!
As selfish as this may sound, I write for
myself. I am my own best fan and my
own worst critic. I write to entertain,
scare and disturb myself. When I start
a work, I often have no idea how it will
end and am frequently as surprised as
my readers will be. When I write, I am
watching a horror movie played out in
my mind and I am simply turning that
movie into scenes on paper. I want my
readers to see exactly what I am seeing
with little or no deviation from what I
envisioned while writing it. This often
results in very detailed and graphic
scenes. If my work ever gets interpreted
in film, I suspect I will be a real pain in
the butt to deal with, because I know
what I want the reader to see; and that is
exactly what I see.
S. MAG.: Do you feel it is better to
terrify your readers or gross them out
with bold descriptions?
T.M.: Both. I love to terrify my readers,
but I also love to disturb them with
graphic images. (Because I too love to be
terrified and disturbed.) The key for me
is to stir some sort of emotion. Sometimes
that emotion might be terror, sometimes
it might be revulsion and other times it
might be frustration and anger.
Why bother reading something if when
you are finished nothing has changed for
you emotionally?
Love stories make
you feel good.
Murder mysteries
bring adventure.
Humorous books
make you laugh. A
horror story should
terrify,
disturb,
and even possibly
disgust you. Stephen
King once said in
an interview, “If all
else fails, go for the
gross-out.” I don’t
consciously attempt

to gross anyone out, but if I feel it works
and is necessary for a certain scene then
I won’t hesitate to use it. I also believe
if I am going to take the time to write a
graphic scene I might as well go all the
way. I usually take my scenes to the point
where I feel I may have gone too far…
then I go further.
S. MAG.: If you could have a sit-down
Q&A with ANY three authors, dead or
alive, who would you choose and why?
T.M.: Clive Barker, Steven King, and
Dean Koontz.
I chose Clive Barker because I absolutely
love his movies.
Next is Stephen King. I should tell you
I am a major King fan. Yet my writing
style is never compared with his. This is
probably a good thing because it means
I have developed my own style and have
not been influenced to any great degree
by his. My interest in meeting Stephen
King would not be from the standpoint
of asking him questions about writing.
Nope. My interest in Stephen King would
be musical. Like King, I am a guitar
player. I would love to sit down and jam
with him sometime. That would be cool.
Last but far from least, is Dean Koontz.
I have listened to audio versions of his
books on my daily commute to work.
I absolutely love the way Koontz can
create eerie atmospheres in his
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books. His choice of words and language
and imagery is amazing. His novel
“Intensity” had the perfect title. I have
never read such an intense novel before
or since. It was one of those experiences
one never forgets. Again, I would not
have writing questions for Mr. Koontz; I
just think he would be a cool person to
get to know and to hang out with.
S. MAG.: If you were forced to
relinquish all of your books and could
only choose one to read from this day
forward, which book would you choose
and why?
T.M.: That’s a tough one as I love all
of my books for one reason or another.
But if I were forced to choose, I would
have to choose “Burn Phone.” It was
one of those stories that took me on an
adventure; a movie in my mind and one
which I had no idea where it would end
up. I started that book with the simple
first paragraph, no story, no plan, and
no concept for what was to come next. I
simply opened my mind to any possibility
and let the story write itself. My focus
was imagery and creating an atmosphere
which would be creepy, disturbing, and
thought-provoking. I got lucky with that
book because not only was I able to do all
the above, but I was able to come up with
a pretty good story with a twist. None of
it was planned, but it just flowed from
my fingers as the scenes showed up in my
mind. It was not the darkest thing I have
ever written, but I came close.
S. MAG.: Any plans to write your own
version of a classic horror villain tale?
T.M.: Not at the present. But I have
learned never to say “never.” I like what
Dean Koontz did with Frankenstein.
If I find myself inspired to do so, then I
suppose I will, since once inspired, I have
no choice but to go where inspiration
leads me. But for now, it’s not on my
radar.
S. MAG.: What advice would you give
to the younger you, just starting out in
the literary business?
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T.M.: Let me preface this
by saying many aspiring
writers will not like this advice, especially
those who know they are God’s gift to
literature. But here I go anyway. Get a
job; a real job. Find a job which allows
you to pay your bills and write in your
spare time.
Writing is its own reward, but it does not
always pay the bills. There are writers
out there who are world-famous, who
have been interviewed on national TV
and magazines, but earn a fraction of
what most white-collar professionals
earn and can’t always pay their bills.
There are other authors who you will
never hear of who may be better writers
than the many famous authors, but who
will die unknown and in poverty because
they have chosen to dedicated their lives
to their art. Starving for one’s art may
sound noble and romantic when read in
a story, but in reality it stinks.
Get a job, pay your bills, and write
because you love to write. Write every
free second you have available. You won’t
be writing for money, but for love, and
your job will keep you from starving. The
result will be: you will write better and
more importantly, you will write what
you want to write, not what someone
tells you to write.
S. MAG.: What elements of your
storytelling and writing style do you
feel separate you from other horror
writers?
T.M.: I try to keep my dialogue as real as
possible. I try to develop my characters
so they too seem real. My characters are
usually regular people; someone most of
us can relate to. I realize some readers like
larger than life characters, but I’m just a
regular guy with a lot of strange stories
in my head waiting to be put on paper.
I can’t relate to the rich and famous
characters often portrayed in mystery
and spy novels. I grew up in a bluecollar Pennsylvania town and what you
see is pretty much what you get, so my

characters are regular people.
I also like the idea of using these
normal people in my horror stories
because there is something inherently
frightening about horrible things
happening to regular people. However, in
reality bad things do sometimes happen
to good, regular people. It takes the idea
of “it can’t happen to me” and blows it
out of the water.
S. MAG.: A good scare is pretty hard to
come by these days, whether in books
or film. What are your “go-to” scariest
books and films?
T.M.: That’s a tough one. Very little
scares me anymore. I still love the movie
Hellraiser, although it is somewhat
visually dated because of how old it is.
The book “The Exorcist” had me looking
over my shoulder for a week or so when
I was a teenager—the movie was OK. If
I want to really get scared I watch the
evening news or read the morning paper.
There is nothing I can dream up or
write as scary as the reality of the horror
one human can inflict on another. In
early March, a man was stabbed to
death on the main square in Reading,
Pennsylvania at noon in front of
dozens of witnesses. (Reading has a lot
of murders.) A friend of mine and his
coworkers who work in an office on the
square heard the commotion and looked
out of their windows in time to see the
man murdered right before their eyes.
No writer can accurately convey such
inhuman behavior in his writing and
probably shouldn’t. Most of my stories
avoid human on human violence. That’s
because such violence has become the
way of the world, and I prefer the fantasy
of imaginary horrors that cannot possibly
happen.
We would like to thank Thomas
M. Malafarina for taking the time
from his extremely busy schedule to
join us here at Suspense Magazine.
For more information on this author,
visit his website at http://www.
thomasmmalafarina.com. ■
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COVER OF SNOW

By Jenny Milchman
A blanket of snow
covers and masks
the sins of the past
and present in Jenny
Milchman’s
debut
novel. Set in the perfect
little
Adirondack
town of Wedeskyull
in upstate New York, it is the story
of Nora Hamilton, a woman whose
comfortable and well-ordered life is
shattered when her husband commits
suicide.
Family is a pervasive theme in
this novel. Brendan Hamilton was a
cop on the well-heeled and close-knit
Wedeskyull police force as was his late
father. Police Chief Vern Weathers is
the son and grandson of former chiefs.
All of Brendan’s friends are on the
force and they rally around Nora as
she grieves. Their support is welcome
as little sympathy is given by Irene,
Brendan’s ice-queen mother.
Someone took something from
Nora’s house during the funeral
reception. It wasn’t anything of great
value, except to Nora. That small
act, and an overwhelming desire to
understand why her husband took
his life, causes Nora to begin to ask
questions and come to question
Wedeskyull’s façade of perfection.
There are few people in whom
Nora can confide. One is Brendan’s
Aunt Jean, the mirror opposite of her
sister, Nora’s mother-in-law. But Jean
seems to be keeping secrets, too. Ned
Kramer, a newspaper reporter who
senses a story, could be an ally, but
how can Nora know for certain? What
of Dugger, an autistic man who works
at the filling station? He watches
everyone and everything and has an
uncanny way of assembling disparate
pieces of information.
There is both poetry and dread
woven through this novel. Passages of
crystalline beauty weave through the
narrative like an ice-covered stream as
it wends its way down from a pictureperfect village. A village where dark
and deadly secrets lie hidden under
the cover of snow.
Reviewed by Andrew MacRae, author
of “Murder Misdirected” for Suspense
Magazine ■
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A FRIENDLY GAME OF MURDER
By J. J. Murphy

Oh, what a night. Late December—New Year’s Eve, to be precise—in the late 1920s.
No, not a precursor to the Four Seasons song, but another delightful Algonquin Round Table
Mystery from the fertile imagination of J.J. Murphy. “A Friendly Game of Murder” is the
third installment in this series, which features the real life members of the Algonquin Hotel’s
Round Table of writers, led by the caustic and never pun-tied Dorothy Parker and her trusty
best friend Robert Benchley.
Mrs. Parker and Mr. Benchley are among the guests at a gala party in the penthouse of the Algonquin
hosted by movie luminaries Douglas Fairbanks and Mary Pickford. To while away the hours until midnight,
someone suggests playing an amusing parlor game—Murder. Each guest draws a card to determine their
role—detective, murderer, etc. But the game goes too far when the naked body of a young Broadway
starlet is found in the bathtub, where she had been frolicking in a champagne bubble bath. It’s up to Mrs.
Parker, party guest Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, and other members of the Round Table to stay alive—and
relatively sober—long enough to find the killer.
As Dorothy Parker is reported to have said, “I don’t care what you write about me, so long as it isn’t
true.” I think she would have approved of J. J. Murphy’s latest. I certainly do!
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Marriage Can Be Murder” for Suspense Magazine ■

FINAL SETTLEMENT

By Vicki Doudera
Blizzards, below zero weather, murder, Darby Farr, romance, a wedding, murder, snow, ice, murder,
Tina Ames, mayhem: are all part of the Final Settlement in Hurricane Harbor, Maine. Did I mention
murder?
Having run away years ago from the island to San Diego, California, Darby comes back for her friend
Tina’s wedding. But flowers and good cheer aren’t the only things Darby has to contend with. Because
Darby knew (slightly) a murder victim from the island and Chief Dupont asks her help. She gets entangled
in the mystery, resolved to find out who killed quiet, mousy Lorraine Delvecchio and why. The more
Darby investigates the more trouble she gets in. The more she learns of the reason for Lorraine’s death, the
more she is intrigued. So much so that she gets too close to the truth and someone wants her dead and will
do anything to accomplish that goal.
Suspects and suspense aplenty make for an entertaining, light-hearted mystery that is a great read
for a cold night in front of a fireplace. Be sure to turn the heat up high because this novel will bring chills.
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina, author of “The Other Side: Melinda’s Story,” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

THE BABYLON RITE

By Tom Knox
Historical, adventure, and suspense fans unite! This is one of those books that keep you
guessing while also making you put the book down and run to Google in order to discover
what is fact and what is fiction. Any Da Vinci Code fan will also love the fact that the Knights
Templar are once again being revisited, and their reputation is darker than ever before.
Two extremely interesting stories begin as this author puts pen to paper (sorry, fingers
to keyboard). The first centers on Adam Blackwood, a TV news reporter who has lost his job
and is now off to find the ‘story of a lifetime.’ Apparently, a Templar historian has just committed suicide in
Edinburgh, but not before leaving a clue behind inside the incredible and mysterious Rosslyn Chapel. This
clue will open a door into history that no one has ever walked though.
The second plotline begins in Peru, where Jessica Silverstein, an anthropologist, is researching
Judaism and Buddhism and their connection to the present day movements of a Peruvian drug cartel. This
drug cartel is more than a bit odd, especially considering the fact that there is a drug unlike any that has
ever been found before; a drug that’s actually existed since ancient times.
Both of these stories are extremely forceful and a great deal of research was done in order to bring
them to life. However, as the stories come together readers should be ready for the ‘gruesome’ (i.e., a cult
that’s unveiled by a rare flower growing in the Amazon). As the tales blend and progress, everything from
mind control to grotesque rites and death come into play.
This is a truly interesting read (providing you do so on an empty stomach). And although there are
horror scenes galore, the research is extremely invigorating and the mystery is beyond cool.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm: Tallent & Lowery Book Two” published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■
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ALL MORTAL FLESH

By Julia Spencer-Fleming
This book features the very cool ‘team’ of Clare Fergusson, priest at the local Episcopal
Church, and Russ Van Alstyne, Chief of Police in the small town of Millers Kill, New York.
Russ is a married man, with more than a few problems cropping up at home. He has been
fighting his romantic feelings for Clare, and both of them have desperately tried to squash the
flames they feel for each other and decide how best to handle their personal lives.
Making the decision to not see each other anymore, except for the chance meeting that
crops up in such a small town, Russ and Clare pretty much walk away. But when Russ’ wife, Linda, kicks him
out of their home and he moves in with his mother, the decision he and Clare made becomes twisted once
again. However, it’s about to get a whole lot worse…
After they’ve been separated for only a short while, Linda is found savagely murdered in her home
and Russ and Clare suddenly find themselves to be the lead suspects in the case. During the investigation,
he finds that his wife had her own cache of secrets. Clare is also investigating the murder to find a way to
exonerate herself and Russ. But as the secrets begin to unfold and the spotlight shines on a marriage that
was bathed in shadows, Russ and Clare soon find themselves wondering if there is any way possible for them
to not end up behind bars for a crime they didn’t commit. Add to all this a tipster who begins feeding the
local police information stating that the department is actually covering up for the Chief, and the small town
rumor-mill goes into overdrive.
As always, Russ and Clare are the core characters that truly bring this story to life, offering surprise after
surprise to the fans. This is one series that continues to shine!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm: Tallent & Lowery Book Two” published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

PRIVATE: LONDON

By James Patterson and Mark Pearson
The agents of Private International are back, this time doing it London style. This time
the Bobbys aren’t riding bicycles, but tracking a killer, while the lads at Private are deep into
a kidnapping case. Patterson and Pearson provide a perilous potboiler for the personages at
Private. And you know, with a Patterson tale, there are bound to be some twists and surprises.
Hannah Shapiro and her mother were kidnapped eight years ago. While her mother
died, Hannah was rescued. Now, she just wants to enjoy college in London, but runs afoul
of kidnappers for the second time in her life. On the case is the team from the local branch of the private
detective agency headed by Dan Carter. He soon discovers that this time the situation is not quite what it
appears, but expands to international proportions. Meanwhile, Carter’s ex-wife, a homicide investigator for
the London police, is faced with a serial killer that has a penchant for mutilation.
As a longtime fan of Patterson’s work, I was thrilled with the chance to read another Private novel.
Whether it’s an Alex Cross mystery, a standalone thriller, or the latest in the Private series, the action is quick,
the excitement carries to the last page, and the memorable characters leave me wanting their next adventure.
“Private” is packed and delivers the punch.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine ■

INTO THE DARK

By Rick Mofina
‘Page-Turner’ is not just an adjective where this book is concerned; every page seems
to have a new shot of suspense so no reader will ever find the time to get off the sofa and do
anything else. In other words, this one will keep people reading until the very last word.
Claire Bowen is a psychologist whose life has been dedicated to helping troubled women
learn how to rebuild their lives. She has a new husband, Robert Bowen, who is both a pilot
and a local hero. The hero part of the story comes from Robert’s courage, when he saved a
woman and her baby from an accident on the freeway.
Claire wants very badly to start a family with Robert, but has been dealing with health issues. And just
when things start to go Claire’s way, she stumbles upon some very disturbing things hidden in Robert’s past.
Detective Joe Tanner recently lost his wife and is trying to raise his little girl all by himself. Tanner has
become the head of a task force that’s hunting a monster who reappeared on the police radar—one who’s
about to start killing women. Detective Tanner and his men have been studying five cold-case murders that
occurred in Los Angeles when one of Claire’s patients suddenly vanishes. Tanner is sure that this new ‘lead’
will help him finally bring down the murderer.
Claire runs on guilt and fear as she tries desperately to find a way to save her patient, and finally comes
to realize that she will have to confront the “Dark Wind Killer” face-to-face.
This is a one-day read (most likely a two to four hour read, depending on how fast your eyes can soak
all this in), but with the exciting plot and a conclusion that is a true surprise to one and all, this is one book
that has to be seen ASAP.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm: Tallent & Lowery Book Two” published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■
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JUSTIFIED ACTION
By Earl Staggs

Ta l m a d g e
M c A l l i s t e r
Chambers, “Tall” to
his friends, is a direct
literary descendent
of Matt Helm, Mack
Bolan,
Superman,
and a smattering
of other action heroes. He’s a U.S.
soldier who lives in a black and white
world where everyone is either a
good person or a bad person. If they
are good, it’s Tall’s job to protect
them. If they are bad, then it’s his
job to kill them. As it turns out, Tall
Chambers is very good at both of
these things.
Back from the Middle East and
broken in rank for protecting a local
woman from an attack by a senior
officer, Tall has been assigned a desk
chair at the Pentagon and is counting
the days until he can retire from the
service. Relief comes in the form
of a telephone call from Stephen
Winslow, Tall’s old battle companion
and now the number two man in a
secret government agency. Stephen
offers him a chance to once again
venture forth to protect the innocent
and wreak havoc upon the wicked.
It’s an offer Tall is happy to accept.
Only a few hours removed from his
desk, Tall is back in his element as
he shoulders a rocket launcher and
takes aim at a truckload of suicide
bombers.
Tall Chambers has found
himself a happy home within the
agency and settles to rid the world of
terrorists. Then action in this novel
really ratchets up as an enigmatic
Russian brings Tall a proposition,
that they join forces, albeit briefly, to
achieve some common goals.
There is action galore in this
novel with enough explosions, knife
fights, and high-power weaponry to
satisfy the most avid fan of the action
genre. There’s a touch of romance as
well, showing the reader that Tall
Chambers knows how to treat a
lady. But most of all, there is Tall
Chambers acting as judge, jury, and
executioner for those who would
seek to destroy Truth, Justice, and
The American Way.
Reviewed by Andrew MacRae,
author of “Murder Misdirected” for
Suspense Magazine ■
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MIDNIGHT
SACRIFICE
By Melinda Leigh

Set in the frigid cold and
snow-covered realm of Huntsville,
Maine, this is the second book in
the series, alerting readers this is
one state where danger and evil
reside.
Danny Sullivan went through
a nightmare four months ago
when a vicious killer kidnapped
his sister, along with two others,
in order to perform a Celtic
human sacrifice in the deep, dark
Maine woods. This fiend was able
to murder two other people while
on his quest for pain; however,
Danny’s sister was able to escape
the evil clutches of the madman.
Unfortunately, in this new novel,
the killer has also escaped and
has disappeared into the Maine
wilderness once again, ready to
rev-up the terror.
The police have absolutely no
leads to go on, so Danny returns
to Maine to track the man who
nearly took his sister’s life. There
was one other survivor from the
first go around with this creep,
and her name is Mandy Brown.
Mandy owns a B&B in Huntsville
and is a beautiful woman who
Danny finds himself truly
attracted to. The only problem is,
Mandy has been hiding a secret
for a long time, and not even the
handsome Sullivan will be able to
bring that secret to light.
Suspicion is everywhere
and Mandy’s lack of cooperation
turns everything into a mess. The
murderer makes an appearance
and decides that Mandy should be
the next victim, but whether it’s
for her beauty, a new ritual killing,
or to help contain the secret she’s
harboring, equals a plot that will
definitely keep readers engaged.
For anyone who loved
“Midnight Exposure,” they will
absolutely love the passion and
desire involved in this new novel.
Whether they be from Danny and
Mandy, or the ultimate cravings
the killer has, the thrills and chills
are just as intense as the romantic
edge. Not only will this book
get your attention, it will most
definitely keep it!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “The Sapphire Storm: Tallent &
Lowery Book Two” published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine ■
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JUSTICE AT CARDWELL RANCH

By B.J. Daniels
Much like the ever-popular Ewing’s based at Southfork in Dallas, people want to see what
happens next at the Cardwell Ranch.
Two storylines come into play, featuring Jordan and Stacy. Beginning with Stacy, she arrives
at the Cardwell Ranch with a six-month-old named Ella in her arms. Dana Cardwell, who is very
pregnant, will not turn Stacy away regardless of the bad blood that still exists between them from
six years ago. Dana loves little Ella and could really use some help from Stacy, seeing as that her
own doctor has put her on bed rest until her baby arrives. Hudson, Dana’s husband who’s also the local Sheriff,
is not too thrilled about Stacy’s sudden appearance, but he knows that his wife needs to stay calm in her state
and doesn’t want to bring about any stress.
Stacy doesn’t volunteer any information regarding her baby’s father or why she has suddenly turned up at
the ranch after all this time, but one day she announces that she’s going to visit their father and simply leaves
Ella behind at the ranch.
Jordan has come back to his hometown for a reunion. One of Jordan’s former friends committed suicide
many years ago and now that Jordan’s back home he and one of his other friends are going to investigate the
tragedy a little closer. Deputy Sheriff Liza Turner sees Jordan on Cardwell land. Dana is Liza’s best friend, and
she doesn’t want Dana to suffer because her sibling has returned after all these years, for purposes unknown. So
while Jordan investigates and a murder occurs, Liza does her best to find a way to stop the madness.
From murder to lies, secrets to romance, these Cardwell’s have everything. The two storylines will keep
readers busy trying to figure out all the twists and turns, but most of all, the book is simply just good, old
American fun!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm: Tallent & Lowery Book Two” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

BAKSHEESH

By Esmahan Aykol
The whole thing started when Kati Hershel’s landlady raised her rent. The forty-four-year-old Kati,
owner of a crime fiction bookshop, decided enough was enough and starting hunting for a new apartment.
Though German, Kati has chosen Istanbul as her home, and is wise to the ways of the Turkish city. Or at
least she thought she was. The new apartment search introduces her not only to new parts of the city but also to
an intimacy with baksheesh she’d never thought she’d need. Is baksheesh tipping, or is it bribery? Though Kati
hasn’t made up her mind, she’s willing to give it a try to get the apartment of her dreams.
Before she can hand over any money, however, the current tenant turns up murdered and the police are
pointing at Kati as the killer. Even Batuhan, a murder squad policeman she might call a friend on good days, is
suspicious of her motives.
What’s a girl to do? Kati, working on the assumption that all those mysteries she’s read must have taught
her something, begins working to clear her name. She quickly finds that the victim, Osman Karakas, had
plenty of people who might have wanted him dead. His volatile uncle, his brothers, his political party, his Tatar
neighbor, his girlfriends; all have reasons for murder. Maybe not good reasons, but still reasons. When an
elderly woman is killed, Kati realizes it’s up to her to sort it out before there are more deaths, including her own.
Told in a breezy first person, “Baksheesh” has the feel of a chick-lit mystery but with an exotic edge. While
the mystery sometimes takes a back seat to Kati’s complicated love life, the ancient city of Istanbul is always
center stage. The city’s foods, sights, sounds, complex ethnicities, and timeless customs are woven so deeply
into the narrative that the story couldn’t take place anywhere else. Author Aykol is adept not only at creating
fascinating characters but also at bringing a city to life.
Reviewed by Laura Alden, author of “Foul Play at the PTA” for Suspense Magazine ■

SPEAKING FROM AMONG THE BONES

By Alan Bradley
Flavia de Luce is a young girl with a passion for chemistry, the focus of which is poison,
and a history of solving murders in Bishop’s Lacey. Her family is having financial difficulties and
their home is quite rundown. She lives with her father, who is in debt and likely to lose the family
home, and two sisters who try to torture her as much as they possibly can. It is the 1950s England
and Flavia is just coming into adolescence.
While the town is set to celebrate the 500th anniversary of St. Tancred’s death, there is a
mystery brewing. As a part of the occasion, the tomb of St. Tancred will be opened. When this happens, Flavia
is of course there and the first to see that the body isn’t that of the Saint but of the missing church organist!
Flavia jumps into the investigation and is determined to solve the crime.
While the family drama continues, Flavia stays focused on solving the murder. She has to have all the
questions answered and find every clue she possibly can no matter what she has to face.
The author definitely leaves you wanting more with this book!
Reviewed by Ashley Dawn, author of “Shadows of Suspicion” published by Suspense Publishing an imprint
of Suspense Magazine ■
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SNAFU

By Glen C. Allison
“Snafu” is the third in a series of self-published thrillers by Glen C. Allison starring Al
Forte, a yellow-eyed former Navy SEAL who runs a security agency in New Orleans.
The story opens on the seventh anniversary of the death of Forte’s wife at the hands of
a gang of youths. After her death, Forte sought out a drug-induced oblivion before he finally
pulled himself back together with the help of friends and family. Now, along with his security
business, he operates a sanctuary for at-risk kids, to keep the children safe and away from the
gang violence that took his wife’s life. Even with that positive activity, the anniversary of his wife’s death is
always a hard day for Forte, during which his equilibrium hangs by a thread.
That equilibrium is put at even greater risk when he’s visited by the boy who killed his wife. Martin
Bailey is a young man who now needs Forte’s help to save his young son Freddy from the kidnappers who’ve
taken the boy. On top of this, the governor of Louisiana calls in Forte to help recover his daughter who has
also been kidnapped. While Forte has little use for the governor, he agrees to help for the sake of the girl.
Both sets of kidnappers have named the same ransom: they want Al Forte.
As Forte combs through New Orleans for the two missing children, he becomes convinced that the
kidnappings are only a ruse. Something else is going on; something infinitely deadlier.
Allison does a decent job capturing the feeling of the Big Easy. If you’ve enjoyed his two previous
entries in the Forte Suspense series, “Miscue” and “Netblue,” you’ll likely enjoy this new entry in the series.
Reviewed by David Ingram for Suspense Magazine ■

REVENGE ON ROUTE 66

By Kris Neri
Since D.B. Cooper jumped from a plane disappearing with his loot, that scenario
has been fodder for many writers’ imaginations. Elmore Leonard used the storyline in his
televised series Justified. Neri uses the same premise in a startlingly entertaining mystery set
in fictional Tecos, New Mexico on a stretch of highway known as Route 66.
Tracy’s dad, aging Hollywood hunk, Alec Grainger used to take his daughter on road
trips to Tecos when she was little to cover visits he made to a young lady, Lucy, who ran a
luncheonette, The Lunch Pail Café. As a girl, Lucy had a collection of these handcrafted lunch pails.
The visits stopped long ago when Lucy ended up in the big-house, accused of shooting her boyfriend.
So when Daddy calls and asks her to meet him and his best friend, Philly, a wanna-be-gangster-type from
the old days, Tracy and her husband Drew drive from California to New Mexico, only they do it Tracy-style,
stopping at every kitschy little piece of Americana along the way, just like in days gone by.
From the Biker Bunny Bin, a storage unit where Grainger had left all of Lucy’s famous lunch pails, to
the Kontiki Pizza and Chinese Restaurant that only served waffles, Neri takes us on a road trip from hell.
When Woody, Lucy’s son and Grainger’s protégé turns up dead, the family is scrutinized for their possible
part in his murder and leaves Tracy on the lam from the FBI. Several mysteries unravel on this journey and
all will come to fruition because as Tracy says, “Route 66 is a vortex of coincidence. An amazing number of
paths cross here.”
Neri maintains an entertaining arc of mystery throughout, providing a litany of characters from the
quirky retired city cop masquerading as a western sheriff in a small county to the former beauty queen cum
minister’s wife who poses for risqué photos when she gets bored. You will be totally amused, delighted, and
engrossed with this light-hearted mystery on wheels.
Reviewed by Mark Sadler, author of “Blood on his Hands” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine ■

UNINTENDED CONSEQUENCES

By Stuart Woods
“Unintended Consequences” is another typical Stone Barrington detective masterpiece. As an attorney
for Woodman & Weld Law Firm, over the years he has seen and done it all. This novel takes him to Europe
with the strangest mystery facing him to date. He does not remember how he got there or why he is there.
Not only does Stone find himself involved with the CIA but he agrees to a business venture with Marcel du
Bois, who is believed to be the richest man in all of Europe.
Barrington and Marcel agree to build a chain of Arrington Hotels across Europe. Stone meets a new
love interest, Helga Becker who turns out to be a CIA Agent. He also comes in contact with CIA Agent
Rick La Rose who is acting as a US Consulate Attaché. During Stones stay in France, he and Marcel need to
dodge being killed by persons unknown and they stay alive only because of the help from agents Helga and
La Rose. Stone purchases a Blaise auto, well under the MSRP cost, from Marcel and they both head for New
York City for its introduction to America at the New York International Car Show and to complete their
business agreement that allows Marcel to buy into the Arrington Hotel chain. While in New York City, du
Bois stays with Barrington. They plan a weekend at Stone’s place in Connecticut. During that stay, they get
attacked by the Russian Mob lead by Yuri Majorov who believes that with Stone out of the way, he can also
negotiate ownership into the Arrington Hotel business. Stone’s house starts on fire and bodies fall.
This detective mystery is fast paced with twisting and turning events, new characters along with the
old.
Highly recommend reading this one!
Reviewed by Jerry Zavada for Suspense Magazine ■
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BETWEEN

By Kerry Schafer
Vivian Maylor is a nice girl.
Unfortunately, she’s brokenhearted
after her love says everything is off
and the future she’s expecting is
suddenly ripped away. Vivian heads
out of town so she doesn’t have to
deal with the memories, and takes a
job at a hospital.
Vivian is alone. Her only relative
is her mother, who’s unfortunately
mentally unstable. She sets up a
new life, which is quiet and she
feels lonesome and lost most of the
time. What she wishes for is sleep,
but thanks to her boyfriend (or, at
least, she assumes it’s because of the
stress she’s been going through over
her break-up), sleep will not come.
The sleeplessness could also come
from what her mother continues
to ramble on about, something she
calls “Dreamworlds.”
Vivian is in the ER when a
patient begins to rant and rave about
dragons. Then, right before her eyes,
that patient erupts into flames. All
of a sudden, scientific fact begins to
blur as Vivian begins to wonder if her
mother’s mythical prophecies may
not be myths after all.
Vivian is introduced to Zee
Arbogast, the owner of a bookstore
who gives her a book about
“Dreamworlds” and tells her a crazy
tale of how he’s held the book for
ten years in order to give it to her
when she arrived in town. The myth
suddenly comes to life, and all that
Vivian once thought was fiction
becomes glaringly factual.
Is Vivian the last in a long line
of “Dreamshifters”? The journey is
more than interesting. Vivian does
her best to learn what her fate really
is and what a witch named Johenna,
has stolen that Vivian must recover.
The world that lies ‘between’
waking and sleeping is told in a brand
new way with this story. Dreams may
sound lovely, but this author has
done a very good job showing how
nightmares and danger can easily be
interwoven.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “The Sapphire
Storm:
Tallent
& Lowery Book
Two” published by
Suspense Publishing,
an imprint of Suspense
Magazine ■
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THE ENEMY
By Tom Wood

This is a truly great read
featuring
an
unforgettable
character named Victor. Once a
hit man for the British, he is now
obligated to work for the CIA.
In the good old days, Victor
loved the fact he was a freelance
assassin. He would always be
given at least two week’s notice
to perform his duties: find a good
location, locate the best weapon
to use in order to get the job done
right, and research everything
there was to know about the
city so that he could draw-up an
excellent escape route that was
absolutely foolproof.
With Victor’s new employer,
he’s looking at a whole new world
that basically has him extremely
worried because the CIA plays by
their own rules. Victor is given a
list of three targets that are to be
killed immediately.
What originally promises to
be an ‘easy’ assignment for Victor
becomes absolute chaos and
tosses him into trouble where he
finds that he cannot trust anyone,
especially his new employers.
With the CIA comes a time clock,
giving Victor approximately two
days to finalize his planning.
Victor has to travel to Romania,
Russia, and on to Washington,
D.C. in order to carry out the
assignments, so he has very little
research time and no longer feels
like anything is foolproof. And he
must deal with a little romance
with an old girlfriend—a woman
who has no idea what his job
entails and ends up being put in
danger—and Victor is definitely
running around like an assassin
with his head cut off.
Warning: The reader must
pay close attention to this. Victor
is constantly chasing, or being
chased, while locating his targets
before he becomes a target
himself. Benefit: the exact same
as the ‘warning.’ This is a thriller
to the ‘nth’ degree and can’t be
called boring. Readers will crave
to see this one appear on the big
screen.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “The Sapphire Storm: Tallent
& Lowery Book Two” published
by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine ■
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THE GUILTY ONE

By Lisa Ballantyne
“The Guilty One” comprises two stories involving Daniel Hunter, a London barrister who
has made it big in the legal profession after surviving a troubled childhood, and the murder
case in which he is defending a child. Hunter’s mother was a drug addict, and he never knew his
father. He was in and out of foster homes until he was eventually adopted, but he rejected his
adoptive mother when he was at university, and they had not spoken in years. He attends her
funeral at the time when he has just taken on a case in which he is representing an eleven year
old boy who has been accused of brutally murdering an eight year old playmate in the neighborhood park.
The book paints a thoughtful but disturbing picture of the treatment of children in the criminal justice
system in Britain and elsewhere. At what point is a child old enough to be tried as an adult? In Britain, it is ten
years old. As Daniel works on the defense of Sebastian Croll, he remembers his own childhood—his adoptive
mother who betrayed him even as she tried to do what was best for him—and how he could have ended up in
similar circumstances to young Sebastian.
As well as providing a fascinating look at the British criminal justice system, “The Guilty One” asks
important questions about guilt and innocence. Who really is guilty when a child commits a heinous crime?
And how do our criminal justice systems handle these children?
The author uses these dual stories of Daniel Hunter’s childhood and his legal relationship with Sebastian,
a slight young boy with the innocent eyes who witnessed brutality in his own home that may have skewed his
own understanding of right and wrong. So who is the guilty one?
Reviewed by Kathleen Heady, author of “Lydia’s Story” for Suspense Magazine ■

BOLERO

By Joanie McDonell
The first in a brand new suspense series, the future bodes very well for this new character.
It shouldn’t take readers long to become attached to Nick Sayler, private detective. He is a bit of
an odd yet cool combination of other detectives readers have seen in the past; a little ‘Archer’
blended with a seedier version of everyone’s favorite, ‘Stone Barrington.’
This interesting P.I. battles with a heavy drinking problem every day, while living on a
Hudson River barge called “Dumb Luck” that’s moored on the New Jersey side of the river.
Nick is called by an ER doctor at Bellevue Hospital in Manhattan to see if he can help with the identification
of a lady, the victim of an attack. She was carrying Nick’s business card on her, and authorities think she knows
the P.I. personally. Nick is told that the woman must be a ballerina, considering how her feet are misshapen,
but she is suffering from amnesia and is unable to help with her own identification. As Nick gets involved in the
case, the doctor turns up dead, and another threat is issued from an unknown source. It becomes clear that the
dancer is the main target, and only Nick can save her.
The plot is extremely interesting and unlike other detective stories. Because of his past as well as his
drinking problem and how he’s trying his best to come out of the shadows and live again, Nick becomes human
and readers will identify with his pains and triumphs. By utilizing Nick’s past, not to mention a very interesting
supporting cast that includes Nick’s roommates on the barge, a retired psychiatrist and some gorgeous women
who are always calling on him to protect them, the author blends suspense with drama for a true story of hope.
A great beginning, it will be very interesting to see where Nick Sayler goes from here.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm: Tallent & Lowery Book Two” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

THE HIT

By David Baldacci
This is the second book by this incredible, bestselling author that features the unforgettable
character, Will Robie.
Will is an assassin working for the U.S. Government. He is a special secret that America
holds, being called into action only when the government needs someone to go into an area and
get rid of threats and undesirables. Will is an A-number-one hit man who is so good at his job
that he can eliminate the problem without any traceable evidence left behind.
Up until now, no one has been able to rise or even come close to the talents of Will Robie. Then, along
comes Jessica Reel—a female assassin who once worked with Will—utilizing him as her mentor, who has
become equally as professional in her work. But the higher-ups seem to believe she has gone off the rails and is
now working for herself, turning her talents against the agency. Following her own agenda, many are worried
that she has a hit list that includes agency members. Calling on Will, the government gives him the order to
bring her in dead or alive…preferably dead.
Will is hot on her trail, but seeing as that he taught her everything he knows it is a tough trail to follow,
as Jessica keeps one step ahead of him at all times. Soon, Will begins to believe that there’s a method to her
madness and that she may just have a legitimate reason for doing what she’s doing.
Let’s just say that when Baldacci writes a book, he never fails. This is yet another showing of his excellence
when it comes to building a plot that never stops. Jumping from location to location, and uncovering ideas and
secrets at a rapid pace, readers will be absolutely thrilled from beginning to end. A definite keeper!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm: Tallent & Lowery Book Two” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■
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THE LAST JUSTICE

By Anthony J. Franze
Focusing on the largest, and what is supposed to be the most admired realm that administers
justice, this plot veers in every direction.
Six Supreme Court Justices are assassinated when a killer literally walks into the Court
while a case is being heard, and guns them all down. The chaos begins, fear takes over and the
investigation to find out who perpetrated this hideous crime becomes a nail-biting experience.
In looking for the truth, the Solicitor General of the United States ends up implicated in
the case; not only as the person behind the assassinations but also in other killings that seem to be connected
in some way with the deaths of the justices. Completely angry, amazed, and confused at the charges, Solicitor
General Jefferson McKenna begins his own investigation, utilizing his office colleague, Kate Porter, to help
exonerate him before he becomes the one and only suspect.
The Court is literally numb, wondering how something like this could have possibly happened. But when
politics become part of the equation—with Congress in a race to seat six new justices as fast as possible—
McKenna’s office must work against a ticking clock that feels like a time bomb in order to solve the murders and
prove his innocence. As he and Kate go on the run, they begin to uncover dark secrets and corruption at the
highest levels of government, making their job that much harder.
The inner-workings of the Court are quite mysterious as readers get a glance at how the judicial body
conducts business. Trying to load the Court with people who have the same background and ideas in order to
get some shady things done, the action never stops. The reader will be turning pages long into the night in order
to see if actual ‘justice’ will win out!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm: Tallent & Lowery Book Two” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

THE MONEY KILL

By Katia Lief
Another installation in the Karin Schaeffer series, “The Money Kill” is a psychological thriller with tense
situations, action, and suspense.
The economy is sagging and people aren’t hiring PIs these days. So when a wealthy woman shows up at
the office with an infidelity case, Karin Schaeffer and her husband Mac McLeary take the job; quick money and
a couple days work to top up the bank account, why not? When another case comes up in London, England,
offering big money and a few weeks’ vacation in Sardinia, Karin and Mac figure it will be the perfect opportunity
for a family vacation after just one day’s work. Little did they know nothing is as good as it seems.
When the couple arrives at their vacation home, they find the family missing and little cooperation from the
police. Mac and Karin, determined to locate their kids, are taken back and forth between New York and Sardinia,
chasing leads and piecing together a conspiracy.
Lief has created a complex plot with twists and turns and false leads that is on one hand engaging, but is also
confusing as they play out; however, to cite examples would result in spoilers. The reader is shown glimpses into
the lives of the characters, but not enough to elicit a connection, with the exception of little Ben.
Setting the story in Sardinia would have been the perfect opportunity to draw the reader in with descriptions
of the island; however, it was overshadowed by the description of the vacation house with such detail one would
think it contained more relevance to the plot i.e.: hidden clues, leads. What is lacking in setting is more than made
up for with the imagination Lief brings to the book. Readers will be challenged to figure out how everything
connects before it is all revealed in the climax.
Is the book engaging? Yes. Does the book entertain? Yes. Is the book filled with action and suspense? Yes.
Would I recommend the read? Absolutely!
Reviewed by Jodi Chapters, chaptersandchats.com for Suspense Magazine ■

THE CRYPT OF DRACULA

By Kane Gilmour
Somewhere, Bram Stoker is smiling. He’s beaming from ear to ear because someone finally
got it right, and that someone is Kane Gilmour.
“The Crypt of Dracula” is how a vampire novel should be written. It’s suspenseful, frightening,
dark, and realistic. Well, as realistic as a book about a mythical being can be. It harkens back to the
day when ‘monster’ movies played at Saturday matinees and at midnight showings.
It tells the story of a couple devastated by the loss of their child, who, looking for a glimmer of
hope, move from Germany to Transylvania for a fresh start. The overall Impression of the book is
dark. From the tattered streets of the village, to the surliness of the townsfolk, to the disrepair of Dracula’s castle,
to the mystery of Count Dracula’s manservant.
Andreas Wagner is a stonemason who is hired by the count to repair his castle. From the moment he arrives,
he feels that something’s not quite right, but his rational mind always has an explanation. Suffice to say, some
things are not rational and cannot be explained away. Only time will tell if he sees the truth before he loses more
than just his mind.
Kane Gilmour has brought back a genre that has been missed in today’s literature...Pulp Horror. “The Crypt
of Dracula” is but a sliver, dare I say, a bite out of the life of Dracula and it leaves us...thirsting for more.
I can’t wait to see what Gilmour does next. 5 stars.
Reviewed by J.M. LeDuc, author of “Cursed Days,” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine ■
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STANDING IN
ANOTHER MAN'S
GRAVE
By Ian Rankin

Time to celebrate the
return of Scotland’s John Rebus
and another mystery from
one of the top crime writers.
Rankin unfolds a tale to keep
you guessing and hoping
and smiling. It’s packed with
everything I enjoy about crime
fiction. Emotion, bad guys,
tension between cops, imagery,
subtle humor, and the basic
revelations of a mystery.
Nina Hazlitt has been
looking for her missing
daughter since 1999. Every few
years she contacts the police
to inquire about the case,
now gone cold. This year, she
encounters John Rebus, retired
police investigator and civilian
consultant who is thinking
about rejoining the ranks.
Rebus is working the cold case
unit, pressured by his supervisor
to make sure progress is seen or
the entire unit is in danger of
being terminated. When Rebus
starts investigating the Hazlitt
disappearance, he discovers
other girls gone missing down
through the years, each within
close proximity to the first.
Along with his former coworker,
Siobhan Clarke and her team
from
Edinburgh,
Rebus
eventually teases out more clues
to the disappearances. There are
some flies in the ointment and
obstacles to overcome, two of
which are underworld mobsters
and an Internal Affairs officer
who would like to see Rebus
stay retired. The case takes a
different turn when one girl
might not be truly missing...but
more than originally thought
may be.
Rebus is wonderful on so
many levels. The music lover.
The drinker. The cynic. The risk
taker. The hopeless romantic.
Even the love of his overused
Saab is a unique quirk. This book
is loaded with crafty and creative
writing and enough intrigue that
I had difficulty remembering I
had responsibilities in my life to
see to rather than just sitting and
reading more. I’d stand in line
for “Standing In Another Man’s
Grave” because Rankin rules!
Reviewed by Stephen Brayton,
author of “Beta” for Suspense
Magazine ■
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CARVED IN DARKNESS

By Maegan Beaumont
Having read this on Kindle, I failed to notice the author’s name and so my biggest surprise when finishing was to discover the author is female.
This bold, eerily gripping suspense novel ramrods itself down your throat ‘til you choke. It answers questions for me personally regarding how far
you can take your reader when it comes to violence and torture; apparently, pretty far. I was unable at times to take the bloody, sordid depravity
of the gruesome torture and had to glance away; however, it kept pulling me back in. Beaumont knows how to keep you on the edge of your seat.
Melissa was kidnapped at fifteen, tortured, and raped repeatedly for eighty-three days. Her kidnapper dropped her body off at a local church.
Fifteen years later, after a miraculous recovery allowed her to restart her life, she emerges under an assumed identity, her twin siblings in tow, totally
separated from her past life, other than an occasional communication with her grandmother, until Michael shows up.
Michael’s sister endured the same torture and he wants help in bringing the killer to justice. As you might imagine, Sabrina, as she is now
known, is not excited by the idea of being bait, but her training as a police officer and her understanding that it was not just her and Michael’s sister,
but a girl every year that has been afforded the same fate. Not just that, but he just brutally murdered Grandma, too.
When she comes to the realization that she can no longer allow this to continue, she and Michael head home, to that little blink-and-you’llmiss-it town where one of the local yokel good-old-boys has been torturing and killing young girls for over a decade. Will they figure out which of
the inhabitants of this small town is the enemy before he takes her again?
Buckle up for the ride of a lifetime, this one is the roughest rollercoaster you ever had to endure.
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler, author of “Blood on his Hands” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

STOLEN

By Daniel Palmer
John and Ruby Bodine are a young married couple just getting by and hopeful of better times to come; Ruby is in school learning
acupuncture and herbal medicine, and John’s online computer game, One World, is pulling in more and more players. Things seem to
be going in the right direction—until Ruby gets cancer. Her prognosis is good, but an insurance technicality is putting them on the
hook for $300,000 in drug fees, and they don’t know what they’re going to do. John comes up with an insurance fraud scheme to save
the day. He steals the identity of one of his players, takes over the payments on the player’s better insurance policy, and, despite Ruby’s
reluctance, they start over living under assumed names. It goes smoothly until they get a phone call from a psychopath who threatens
to expose them to the authorities unless John commits criminal acts. Soon they are entangled in increasingly serious crimes, the psychopath willing
to kill people they know if they refuse to do just as he says.
It’s a clever set up, and it’s easy to believe that the Bodines feel they have no choice but to go along with the insane whims of the voice on
the other end of the line. As the hoops he forces them to jump through get more ornate, you may wonder if any criminal madmen really put
together such intricate traps, but the evil mastermind has been an entertaining part of mystery fiction since (at least) Conan Doyle’s Moriarty.
That said, the story does begin to stretch believability as their nemesis anticipates every possible way the Bodines could escape from his twisted
machinations. Later in the book, some decisions made are simply incomprehensible, most notably when police officers protecting an apartment
from the psychopath only watch the front door.
Aside from a couple of those significant lapses in the plot, “Stolen” is an exciting and creepy thriller. You may guess who the psycho is long
before John and the cops, but it’s a fun read with some nice twists.
Reviewed by Scott Pearson, author of “Star Trek: Honor in the Night” and cohost of the Generations Geek podcast, for Suspense Magazine ■

WHEN A SECRET KILLS

By Lynette Eason
For a truly interesting and ‘fresh’ afternoon, this book is it.
Jillian Carter had a reason to run away, not only from her high
school but also her significant other. It was the end of her senior year
and instead of the graduation parties and planning a future, Jillian
witnessed a murder. Unfortunately, the killer also witnessed her
watching.
Ten years later, Jillian is now Julie Carson. She has a job as a
reporter and a great man in her life; the ten years has treated her well
and the past is behind her. Can the criminal stay away or will the past
come back to haunt her?
When Julie and her love are out to dinner, her pleasant life
comes to a screeching halt. Julie’s dinner partner goes out to get the
car when there was a terrible explosion; her love is dead, and the past
has definitely caught up. After deciding whether to hide or run, Jillian
concludes that she must leave ‘Julie’ behind and head back home to
confront the murderer.
This killer has roamed free for ten years and Jillian has had
enough of it. No longer a petrified high school girl who ran away and
changed her life, she is now a woman who is sick and tired of looking
over her shoulder waiting for the axe to fall. Confronting her enemy,
she discovers every bit of truth in order to prove that the high-profile
man is nothing but a killer. Her old boyfriend, Colton Brady, is now a
policeman, but no matter what Jillian tells him, she can’t make Colton
believe that the killer is ‘close’ and knows their each and every move.
Being the third in this author’s Deadly Reunion series, she once
again provides readers with an ‘edge-of-your-chair’ ride. For fans of
suspense that want something unique, this is the series to get involved
in!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm: Tallent &
Lowery Book Two” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■
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THE BURNING AIR

By Erin Kelly
Erin Kelly has written three acclaimed, psychological thrillers, “The
Burning Air,” being the third.
The MacBrides are the perfect family…or are they? Secrets cannot
remain secrets forever and one seemingly insignificant lie told by the family
matriarch, Lydia, takes the family down a path of destruction that could tear
them apart forever, while destining one boy to a life filled with hatred and
revenge.
This story, told from several different viewpoints, takes the reader
through the intertwining lives of members of the MacBride family and a
young boy named Darcy Kellaway. It begins in the present as Lydia writes
her confession with all the intent of destroying it, but death claims her
before she can. The reader is introduced to the members of the MacBride
family and is given their backstories, each member having their individual
trials and tribulations in life.
Then enters Darcy, whose story begins in 1996 with a devastating slight
by the then-headmaster of Saxby Cathedral School, Rowan MacBride, the
patriarch of the family. Darcy is rejected by the headmaster for a spot at
the prestigious school, and the boy and his mentally unstable mother are
devastated.
Darcy begins to plot his revenge on the family, which includes a beating
administered to Felix MacBride that claims one of his eyes. His life becomes
a series of events that include lies, deception, abduction, and murder—
all of which Darcy feels the MacBrides deserve for Lydia’s part in his life’s
downfall.
Twists and turns and nothing is what it seems in the culminating
chapters and Erin Kelly makes the reader feel all of the pain, suffering, and
psychological trauma of every character. The writing is flawless and the story
is spot-on in “The Burning Air.” If you are a fan of psychological thrillers,
Erin Kelly has written another fabulous story that should not be missed.
Reviewed by DJ Weaver, co-author of “Collecting Innocents” published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■
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Movies

Iron Man 3
2013

Genre – Sci-Fi/Thriller (PG-13)
“Nothings been the same since New York,” laments Tony Stark (aka Iron Man) referencing the thrilling final fight
sequence in 2012 Marvel’s The Avengers. Iron Man fans could say the same thing. There have been so few great entertainment
movies since then we have become accustomed to settling for ‘not bad’ films as good.
Now with Iron Man 3, we remember why going to the cinema is worth the effort and the expense. A year after we thrilled
to the adrenaline packed and oh-so-clever super hero love fest that was The Avengers, finally Iron Man 3 day has arrived and
nobody should walk away disappointed.
Sure you can point out plot-holes and yes, there are a couple of draggy bits, but it is still 130 minutes of pure fun for
anyone over the age of ten. It’s got the mix of soul-searching and action just right—not an easy thing to do when you think
of Dark Knight Rises’ awkward pace. The baddies are scary-unstoppable à la the original Terminator and the conclusion has
a satisfying emotional finale akin to Alien.
This one is a safe bet for the studios after the critically acclaimed The Avengers set the all-time domestic three-day
weekend box-office record at $207.4 million. The film went on to gross over $1.5 billion worldwide becoming Disney’s
highest-grossing global and domestic release of all time.
“The exciting thing about Iron Man 3 is not only is it the culmination of the first two films but it’s also a follow-up to
‘Marvel’s The Avengers,’” says producer Kevin Feige. “It’s one of the first situations where you have a movie that is the sequel
to two different films.”
“Early on in the film you see Tony is wearing the Mark 42 and the last time we saw him he was in the Mark 7 and we
quickly learn that Tony has been very busy between the time of THE AVENGERS and IRON MAN 3.”
The terrific fun begins from the opening scenes where we learn all is not well in the Stark world. In 1999, during Tony’s
partying days, the mistake he makes in ignoring two brilliant scientists Aldrich Killian (Guy Pearce) and Maya Hansen
(Rebecca Hall) have come back to haunt him, or should we say taunt him, in a dangerous way.
Tony also suffers from super-hero post-traumatic stress and Pepper (Gwyneth Paltrow) who is doing a darn fine job of
running Stark Enterprises and maintaining the devotion of the world’s most popular hero is no longer laughing at his boyish
humor.
Whilst Tony is off playing with his suits, the Government assures citizen James Rhodes aka “War Machine” (Don Cheadle)
wearing a red, white, and blue Iron Man suit, and offers the country protection without the character flaws.
Enter terrorist Mandarin (Ben Kingsley). He likes blowing up things and creating
chaos. As he says in his supremely brilliant evil-overlord voice, “You will ‘neverrr’
see me coming.” And believe me, you won’t.
Taking terror to the highest degree, even the President’s plane is attacked,
creating a spectacular air rescue which involved, in its filming, sixty-two airplane
loads and over 500 hidden parachute jumps by the Red Bull Skydiving Team. After
challenging the Mandarin, our hero finds his world and all his toys destroyed
including his suit. He crash lands in a backwater town where he hunkers down to
locate and identity the Mandarin.
One nuance of Kingsley’s Mandarin that remained a mystery until he arrived
on set was the voice of the character. Kingsley came up with the voice in the
same way he approaches all of his roles; letting things manifest organically. “The
voice just came out of me one day when I was working. I was upset and just
rampaging around my hotel room,” explains Kingsley. “The front desk called my
room because of the noise and I just came out with a few Mandarin expletives in
response and they stuck.”
The rest of the film incorporates the twists and turns and the trademark offbeat humor franchise fans have come to love. There is a load of new technology
and suits and some laugh-out-loud scenes with smart-ass kid Harley (twelveyear-old Ty Simpkins).
Next off the ramp in the Marvel franchises is Thor: Dark World releasing
October/November. Ever since the first Iron Man, nothing has ever been the
same on the big screen. And we thank our lucky ‘Starks’ for that. These Marvel
films are entertainment that always lives up to the hype.
Reviewed by Susan May http://anadventureinfilm.blogspot.com.au/ for Suspense
Magazine ■
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Featured Artist

Priscila
Santos
Beautiful Inspiration
Interview by Suspense Magazine

My Immortal

My Darkland

T

wenty-three-year-old artist and graphic designer

Priscila Santos from Brazil is a passionate mother, wife,
and self-taught artist. Inspired by music, fairytales, books, and her
daughter, Alice, Priscila has transformed herself into an incredible
talent—not an easy feat, considering that she was told by a teacher
in her formative years that she had no artistic ability.
Priscila learned the tools of her trade and began honing her
skills by entering contests, working in Photoshop, and playing with
stock photos. She continues to build her impressive portfolio with
her beloved Wacom tablet and has an interesting take on how her
mood impacts her work.
A self-described pessimist, she finds tranquility in spending
time with her husband and child.
We hope you’ll enjoy this small taste of Priscila’s work as much
as we’ve enjoyed getting to know her.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): When did you first realize you had
a passion for art?
Priscila Santos (P.S.): I’ve always had a crush on art, music, cinema,
and pictures but it was only in 2003 that I started to create.
S. MAG.: Of all your pieces, which is your favorite and why?
P.S.: I love a piece called Disenchanted, because it reflects an idea
which I could execute very well.
S. MAG.: Do you have a specific process that you must follow when
you begin a new piece?
P.S.: It depends. If it is a commission, I start to build the background;
if it’s not, I always start with the model. It’s kinda curious.

No Love Anymore
42

S. MAG.: Do you allow someone to critique your creations before
you submit them to the art world?
P.S.: No, though I always appreciate critiques which help me to
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Grace

“ I’ve always had a crush
on art, music, cinema,
and pictures.

“

improve my work.

White as Snow

S. MAG.: Do you have an emotional
connection to your pieces?
P.S.: Hell yes, and a lot. My art depends on
my mood. If you see fantasy in my gallery, it
means that I’m in a good mood, something
good happened. When you see surreal, my
mind is confused over something. If you see
dark, well, that’s the way I have to escape
reality.
S. MAG.: Who is your favorite artist? Why?
P.S.: It’s hard to pick one, but in general, I like
Dan dos Santos’ works. He has an incredible
talent to paint on canvas and it looks digital.
When I see something from him, very often
I get inspired.
S. MAG.: What is the best piece of advice

you’ve ever been given?
P.S.: Never give up.

S. MAG.: What do you do for fun when you’re not creating beautiful images?
P.S.: I love to watch 3D animations to get inspired, like Brave, Hotel Transylvania, Monsters Inc., everything that
involves graphic computation.
S. MAG.: Money, possibility of fame,
or the fun of it? What motivates you?
P.S.: For me right now it’s the fun of it.
My daughter and my husband are my
great motivation. They taught me that we
can leave the things we love.
S. MAG.: What wouldn’t you do without?
Professionally and personally.
P.S.: Art. It makes me a better person: more
creative, sensitive, and passionate person.
Thank you, Priscila for taking time away
from your work and family to share a bit
about yourself with our fans. To learn more
about Priscila and to follow her work,
please check out her DeviantArt page at
http://eclipsy.deviantart.com/. ■
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By CK Webb

This month we find ourselves at number eight on my list of favorite books that became my favorite movies.
Just to refresh your memory, here are my personal guidelines for determining a great book to film adaptation.

1. True to the book, with no weird new characters or twisted existing ones.
2. Are the actors in the movie the right ones to play the characters in this book? (I know that every character will

not always feel 100 percent right, but I need to at least feel like the screenplay writer and director actually READ the
book).

3.

And finally, I always look for story and character development on the
part of the screenwriter that makes the book/film
better.

#8 To Kill a Mockingbird
“To Kill a Mockingbird” is an American novel
written by Harper Lee and published in 1960. “To Kill
a Mockingbird” was Lee’s first and only novel, but it has
made an enormous mark upon the literary landscape and
is easily one of the great classics of modern literature. Upon
its release, the novel drew praise from around the world
and was quickly awarded the Pulitzer Prize, cementing its
place amongst the greats in literature.
The story was warm and humorous, and for me, the
raw, human emotion and the serious issues covered in
it, made it jump from the pages as I became completely
engrossed in the tale. Though the book covers some tough
issues like rape and racial equality, it does so in a way that
it has stuck with me all these years, and somehow I felt changed after reading
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it. I have never forgotten.
In the book, the narrator introduces us to her father, Atticus Finch, a man who we can only hope to be like. Atticus Finch
has become a type of moral hero for readers and for lawyers, he has become the standard for integrity and what many strive
to be in their own rights. One lawyer was quoted as saying, “In the twentieth century, ‘To Kill a Mockingbird’ is probably the
most widely read book dealing with race in America, and its protagonist, Atticus Finch, the most enduring fictional image
of racial heroism.”
Racial equality and the loss of innocence are a big part of the story, but you will also find that Lee tackles other tough
issues like class, compassion for our fellow human beings, and bravery. Not just a work of fiction, “To Kill a Mockingbird”
is widely used around the world in English speaking schools as a tool for teaching tolerance and for denouncing prejudice.
Sadly, the book is often a target for groups who disagree with its dealings on the aspect of race relations in America and who
work diligently to have the book removed from schools and even banned all together…
Something I believe will never happen.
Since 1964, Harper Lee has refused ANY publicity for herself or the novel, but makes an occasional appearance around
the University of Alabama and sporadically around the U.S.
In1962, the film adaptation of Harper Lee’s, To Kill a Mockingbird, was released. It was directed by Robert Mulligan, and
starred Mary Badham as Scout and Gregory Peck as Atticus Finch.
To Kill a Mockingbird also marked the film debut of Robert Duvall.
Gregory Peck became synonymous with the role of Atticus Finch. In the 1962 paperback edition, he is quoted as saying,
“The Southern town of Maycomb, Alabama reminds me of the California town I grew up in. The characters of the novel are
like people I knew as a boy. I think perhaps the great appeal of the novel is that it reminds readers everywhere of a person
or a town they have known. It is to me a universal story—moving, passionate and told with great humor and tenderness.”
To Kill a Mockingbird is featured on several lists by the American Film Institute, including:
100 YEARS…100 MOVIES #34
100 YEARS…100 STARS #12
100 YEARS…100 HEROES & VILLAINS #1
100 YEARS OF FILM SCORES #17
100 YEARS…100 CHEERS #2
100 YEARS…100 MOVIES – 10TH ANNIVERSARY EDITION #25
In May 2006, Lee wrote a letter to Oprah Winfrey explaining her love of books and the written word. It was later published
in O Magazine. Lee was quoted as saying, “Now, 75 years later in an abundant society where people have laptops, cell phones,
iPods and minds like empty rooms, I still plod along with books.”
In November 2007, Harper Lee was presented with the Presidential Medal of Freedom. The medal is only given to those
that have an especially meritorious contribution to the security or national interests of the United States, world peace, and
cultural or other significant public or private endeavors. George W. Bush presented the medal. It is the highest honor which
can be bestowed upon any civilian.
I had the joy of seeing Harper Lee some years back on the campus of the University of Alabama. She spoke only briefly
and never uttered a single word about her one novel that had meant so very much to me as a child. It did not matter though.
Her words transcended that novel and were as pure and real and honest as any I have ever heard spoken. I have never
forgotten.
For me, there will never be another book like “To Kill a Mockingbird” and I know I will never forget that feeling I had
when I first read it. I will never forget how I felt when I first saw that film as a five-year-old girl perched beside my mother...
it has remained with me through all these years. Harper Lee created a world that, as a child, I COULD relate to because, I too
am from the south. Every time I read it or watch the film in all its black and white glory, I am reminded that even the smallest
little book can leave its imprint on who we are forever.
Harper Lee lives out her remaining days in an assisted-living home, where she is not only wheelchair bound but also
partially blind. She is read to daily and her love of books will never end.
Remember…
Somewhere, someone is ALWAYS getting away with murder. ■
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Pushing the Boundaries...

M.J. Rose
A

By Suspense Magazine
Photo Credit: Provided by Author

uthor M.J. Rose is the international bestselling author of
twelve novels and is back with her latest “Seduction.” M.J. has longed
balanced the art of the suspense genre with a pace of a thriller book.
Her previous book “The Book of Lost Fragrances,” was praised by New
York Times bestselling author Kate Mosse as “Clever…a wonderful
mixture of suspense and pace and good old-fashioned storytelling.”
These are the types of reviews you will see on all her books.
She is a founding member and board member of the International
Thriller Writers and the founder of the first marketing company
for authors AuthorBuzz.com. She started out in 1998 being a selfpublished author of “Lip Service” after getting turned down by several
publishers. However, a great storyteller always comes out on top, and
M.J. is that type of author. She took marketing to heart and showed
what some elbow grease and patience will do.
She has been profiled in Time, Forbes, Newsweek and the New
York Times, and continues to push the boundaries of suspense with
intriguing plotlines that take the reader to a different time and era,
when things were simpler but the crimes were still horrific. Running
two popular blog sites—Buzz, Balls & Hype, and Backstory—keeps
her busy when she is not publishing another book.
But we are here to get into her book “Seduction”:
A gothic tale about Victor Hugo’s long-buried secrets and the
lengths we go to for love....
In 1843, novelist Victor Hugo’s beloved nineteen-year-old daughter drowned. Ten years later, still grieving, Hugo
initiated hundreds of séances from his home on the Isle of Jersey in order to reestablish contact with her. In
the process, he claimed to have communed with Plato, Galileo, Shakespeare, Dante, Jesus—and even the
Devil himself. Hugo’s transcriptions of these conversations have all been published.
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“Write because you love telling stories,
not because you want to get rich or
famous.”
Or so it has been believed....
Recovering from a great loss, mythologist Jac L’Etoile thinks that throwing herself into work will distract her
from her grief. In the hopes of uncovering a secret about the island’s mysterious Celtic roots, she arrives on the
Isle of Jersey and is greeted by ghostly Neolithic monuments, medieval castles, and hidden caves.
But the man who’s invited her there, a troubled soul named Theo Gaspard, hopes she’ll help him discover
something quite different—transcripts of Hugo’s lost conversations with someone he called the Shadow of the
Sepulcher. Central to his heritage, these are the papers his grandfather died trying to find.
But what neither Jac or Theo anticipate is that the mystery surrounding Victor Hugo will threaten their sanity
and put their very lives at stake.
“Seduction” is a historically evocative and atmospheric tale of suspense with a spellbinding ghost story at its
heart, written by one of America’s most gifted and imaginative novelists. Awakening a mystery that spans
centuries, this multi-layered gothic brings a time, a place, and a cast of desperate characters brilliantly to life.
We are pleased to also interview M.J.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): “Seduction” is your latest book. Can
you tell us a little about the book that’s not on the back cover?
M.J. Rose (M.J.R.): Fantine, in “Les Miserables” by Victor Hugo is
such a tragic and heartfelt character. Who inspired Hugo to create her?
Being a writer I know it probably wasn’t as obvious as one might
guess.
When I write a novel I always need a question I want to answer. It’s
not what the book is about—the reader might not even notice—but it keeps
me curious and motivated.
Who was Fantine and how did she impact Hugo so deeply that she became
the heart of his masterpiece?
That is the question at heart of “Seduction” and nothing about it appears
on the back cover.
S. MAG.: What interested you in diving into Victor Hugo?
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M.J.R.: So many things. The Fantine question has haunted me since I read
“Les Miserables” years ago. But what hooked me was stumbling on the fact
that Victor Hugo spent two years of his life—while he was working on
“Les Miserables”—conducting séances in order to contact his daughter.
That hooked me. What drives a man known for his logic and
reason to visit with spirits and believe he’s talking to the devil?
And that’s true. Hugo participated in over a hundred séances
and claimed he spoke to everyone from Jesus to Napoleon to Dante.
S. MAG.: In writing a period piece that dates back to 1853, what
challenges did you face with “Seduction”?
M.J.R.: I found this novel to be the most challenging I’ve ever attempted. It
wasn’t the period, though—it’s easy to find out what the lamps were like and
how the streets looked.
But what hubris to think I could write a story from Hugo’s point of view!
How dare I? For months every time I tried to get started, I froze. How do you
channel one of the greatest writers you’ve ever read? It was while studying
his letters—not as lofty or poetic as his formal work—that I started to think
I might manage if I wrote Hugo as if he were just talking to an intimate. But
finally it was through an old fountain pen, a bottle of ink and a paper bought
in Paris in a store Hugo might have walked by—that I found him—or at least
my version of him. I wound up writing the entire novel in pen and ink—all
120,000 words.
S. MAG.: With “Seduction” being such an emotional ride to the reader, did
you find it difficult putting your mind in those places?
M.J.R.: Yes. Very much so. There were a few scenes that were the hardest I’ve
ever written. But I believe if a book’s not difficult I’m not really doing my job.
It was heartbreaking to live though the heartbreak of these characters, but
uplifting too because in the end each of them was so brave. There are quite few
places on those handwritten pages where the ink is blurry from tears.
S. MAG.: What one piece of advice that you received do you pass along to
authors that are just starting their journey as an author?
M.J.R.: Write because you love telling stories, not because you want to get rich
or famous. It’s a big lottery, so focusing on the winning ticket means you’ll lose
the magical journey that creating can be.
S. MAG.: Why do you think women really capture the essence of emotions
better than most men authors can?
M.J.R.: Do they? I never thought of it that way. I just think less men are
interested in the essence of emotions.
S. MAG.: What one sentence or scene in “Seduction” do you
think is the centerpiece of the book?
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SEDUCTION
By M.J. Rose

The unprecedented talent of this writer
enthralled readers with “The Book of Lost
Fragrances.” With this new offering, readers
will literally fall off their chairs.
It is the mid-1800s in Jersey—the Channel
Islands—where Victor is experiencing a
horrific twist in his life. The loss of his beloved
daughter causes his wife to turn toward a
world of séances, attempting to call souls back
from the dead. One night ‘The Shadow of the
Sepulcher’ arrives to make Hugo a deal: Herald
the evil Lucifer in writing and Hugo’s daughter
will be returned to the living.
In present day, Jac is still seeking
treatment. A woman in search of answers, Jac
is also working on a TV show that debunks
mythology. It’s her way of desperately trying to
figure out what her own strange episodes are all
about. Jac comes from a family of perfumers—
the best in the world at creating scents—and
has the unique gift of not only being able to
create amazing concoctions but to also link
history with them. What comes from this ‘gift’
is both enchantment and fear when Jac goes on
‘journeys’ through the past.
When an old friend—her first love—needs
her help with an all-out mystery involving
Victor Hugo and a lost diary, Jac heads to the
Channel Islands to check it out. Once she
arrives, not only does an old passion begin to
flame but a past involving everything from an
ancient tale of two brothers to a woman named
Fantine, is unveiled. Not only must Jac uncover
the truth but she must also save herself as she’s
led into a past that may not allow her to return.
As with this author’s last literary gift, the
sensuality, and the pure and utter dreamlike
state with which she writes is effortless and
engaging, producing yet another story that’s
impossible to leave behind. Each page feels as
if it’s actually breathing on its own, drawing the
reader into the depths of a sensual mystery that
they will truly never forget! THIS deserves a
standing ovation!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The
Sapphire Storm: Tallent & Lowery Book Two”
published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine ■
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M.J.R.: “But he had, in the end, chosen life.”
S. MAG.: What is the greatest compliment you can receive from a fan?
M.J.R.: That they stayed up too late reading. But really any compliment from a fan is the greatest.
S. MAG.: What one mystery would you want to solve for yourself?
M.J.R.: Are there ghosts?
S. MAG.: For fans just finding out about your work, besides “Seduction” which book should they pick up first?
M.J.R.: There’s no real order to any of my books so it’s more about what they are interested in. All are suspense.
Reincarnation and Ancient Rome: “The Reinarnationist”
Music and Vienna: “The Memorist”
Sculpture, the question of who owns art, and NYC: “The Hypnotist”
Perfume, ancient Egypt and Paris: “The Book of Lost Fragrances”
Contemporary – psychological and lots of sex: “Lip Service”/“In Fidelity”/all of the Butterfield Institute Books/“Lying in Bed”
We would like to thank M.J. Rose for taking the time out to interview with us. Summer reading is right around the
corner, and M.J. is an author that should be on your list. Check out M.J. by visiting her website: www.mjrose.com. ■
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By Donald Allen Kirch

“A Dead Man’s Chest?
The Mystery of Oak Island.”
In Lunenburg County on the south shore of Nova
Scotia, Canada, there is a tree-covered area of
about 360 islands in Mahone Bay that has captured the hearts of
treasure-seekers since 1795. It holds in its center some claim to the lost
treasure of the Incas, or the papers of Sir Francis Bacon, the Imperial
Treasure of France, or perhaps, the undiscovered pirate’s treasure of
Blackbeard!
Today, the site is simply called “The Money Pit.” It is the scene of
over two hundred years of treasure digging, tragic deaths, and endless
debate. Apparently man-made barriers as deep as 102 feet have kept most
from their prize. Also, several collapses and floods have made further
evacuations impossible. Critics argue that there never was a treasure, and
that the islands are just an excuse for those who seek escape from the modern world.
It all started with a ghost story...
Locals had always thought that the tiny island was haunted. One dark night in 1795, eighteen-year-old Daniel McGinnis
spotted lights coming from Oak Island. Talking with friends Samuel Bell
and Anthony Vaughan, all three surmised that the local ghost stories had
been started by pirates, who simply used the deserted spot as a place to stash
their stolen treasures. So, with the courage of young men, they all sought out
an adventure.
After arriving upon the island, it was said that one of the boys instantly
felt a feeling of being watched. There was even an unconfirmed tale of
them being chased by a local bear! Daniel soon discovered a large circular
depression in a clearing on the southern end of the island. Adjacent to this
depression was an oak tree with a tackle block hanging from one of its
overhanging branches. To them, this suggested evidence of wrongdoing.
All brought shovels and picks with them, and started to dig.
A few feet below the earth a layer of flagstones was discovered. On the
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walls of the emerging pit, there was evidence of visible markings of some unknown party using their own picks upon the
walls.
About every ten feet afterwards, the lads ran into a layer of locally cut logs. It was clear that whatever was at the bottom
of this “pirate’s pit” was not going to be easy to obtain. Their
adventure came to an end at thirty feet. Still, Daniel talked of
the buried treasure on Oak Island for the rest of his life, and
was mainly responsible for its build-up into the present day.
Seven years after the original digging, word spread about
the Oak Island “Money Pit.” The Onslow Company traveled
three hundred miles to the island to take on the challenge
of the treasure. The owners had read of the boy’s tale and
assumed that the pit was indeed a hideout for pirate treasure
or some sinister deed—in any case, there was gold to claim.
They dug as far down as Daniel had, and continued to about
90 feet. Again they found layers of tooled logs at each tenfoot mark. Also, between the layers of logs, curious packs of
charcoal, putty, and—curiously enough—coconut fiber at 40,
50, and 60 feet (12, 15, and 18 meters) had been discovered.
On one particular morning, the company came upon a
curious flagstone at the 90-foot mark. This large stone had
markings upon it that no one at the site could translate. After
a few attempts with the local professors, it was stated to have
said: “Forty feet below, two million pounds in gold lie buried.”
About to give up, workers hit a hard, and what sounded
like hollow, chamber below them. With the sun going down,
and the fatigue of work upon them, it was thought better to
wait until morning to discover what lay below.
It was a decision all would live to regret.
The next day after breakfast and tales of pirate treasures,
the crew returned to the pit. Tragically, all soon discovered
that it had flooded overnight, and that bailing wouldn’t reduce
the water’s level. The excavation was abandoned.
There have been at least seven deaths associated with
the backbreaking toil of trying to obtain the treasure of the
“Money Pit.” Local legends state that the pit will take a total of
twelve before she gives up her prize. Where this number and
legend started is not known.
Speculations about who originally dug out the pit
are legion. The mysterious flagstone said to contain the
inscription regarding the “two million pounds in gold,” hasn’t
been seen since the early 20th century. There are claims that
it had been used as a fire back in an investor’s fireplace, and
even as a doorstop at a Halifax bookbinder’s shop. As for the
lettering upon the stone: reports state that it resembled early
Coptic. One author in the 1950s suggested that the original
translation had been incorrect, and that it said instead, “Ye
need to remember thy god, or you will perish.” This last is
considered a political ploy, considering its message had been
released during social change in both Canada and the United
States at the time.
Of the many theories, pirate’s treasure still ranks high on
the list. Although the mysterious pit has been connected with
Edward Teach (Blackbeard), who went to his death saying,
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“My treasure is where no one but Satan and me-self can reach it!” There are those who say Captain Kidd has rights to the
mystery as well. Neither man’s fortunes were recovered by the authorities. Papers had been discovered, years after Blackbeard’s
death, which stated that he and locals of Oak Island conspired to use the place as a large repository bank.
Others believe in the possibility that Oak Island was created by the unfortunate crew of a Spanish treasure ship, or
perhaps the Royal Navy. There are records that the British forces lost a considerable amount of gold during their encounters
while trying to suppress the American Revolution. Some point further back to the Seven Years’ War, when the French might
have created the pit on Oak Island as a means to hide the treasure of the Fortress of Louisbourg. None of these theories can
be proven or disproven. Any claim is up for grabs.
Although it cannot be backed up by the proper paperwork, or proof, still others claim that Oak Island holds the very
heart of France—namely, the priceless jewels of Queen Marie Antoinette. Since the fall of the royal family in France, the
unfortunate queen’s jewelry has never been found.
In the world of literature, the mystery of Oak Island is said to hold proof that it was the philosopher Sir Francis Bacon
who had written the plays of William Shakespeare. There are claims that Bacon had hidden important documents “at the
ends of the earth,” said to prove not only that he was the author of these masterpieces but that they are in his own hand!
On the religious side, still others claim that the pit was a creation of the Knights Templar, and that the treasures hidden
upon the island are The Holy Grail or even The Lost Ark of the Covenant.
There have been ghost stories as well. A story of a pirate—name unknown—who patrols the southern coast of the island,
waiting for a ship to arrive. His eyes are said to be constantly crying, as if realizing his mates will never arrive. There is a story
of a woman dressed in white who howls at approaching vessels, trying her best to warn others away. This last is more of a
modern folklore.
Death is no stranger to those who seek to learn the island’s secrets. There was the tragic case of the Restall family in the
early 1960s. While cooking supper, the mother tragically discovered that her husband, sons, and a hired worker were killed
by an invisible and fatal natural gas which seeped up through the shaft. Evidence pointed to the sad fact that all four fell into
the pit and simply drowned.
To this day, on the anniversary of the deaths, a sad cry can be heard coming from the darkness of the pit. No one knows
if it’s a ghost or some sick practical joke set up by those who mock the “treasure pit” legacy.
Once, in the early 1920s, a crew had managed to drill through four walls of what appeared to be buried concrete. When
the drill bit was brought to the surface, debris was attached! Inspectors discovered links of gold chain, evidence of parchments
written in English, and shavings of iron. Historians seem to take this claim seriously, considering one of the mentioned team
members had been a young Franklin D. Roosevelt, joining his friends on a summer adventure.
Even future American presidents have had an interest in the Oak Island mystery.
Most of the natural evidence, pointing toward the “Money Pit” would suggest that it is just a natural sinkhole. However,
in 1851, treasure hunters discovered that the entire surface of the southern beach contains a layer of coconut fibers upon it.
Oak Island is too far north and does not grow coconut trees naturally.
How did the fibers get there? This had to be done by the hand of man. Coconut fiber is a natural siphon material. This
mysterious layer had to be placed upon the island’s beach as a means to provide “something” with a hell of a lot of water.
There’s also a suggestion that at least two waterways converge with the treasure pit. Concentrated red dye had been
placed in the pit by curious diggers back in the early 1920s. Surprisingly enough, two patches of the dye appeared on both
the west and east sides of the island. Geologists argue that Oak Island sits upon natural catacombs which lay across most of
the continental plate—this mystery of the red dye is of “natural” origins and not “man-made.”
Even a connection with the secretive Freemasons is made here. Investigators discovered that there were strong parallels
between Oak Island, the position of the Money Pit, and the allegory of the “Secret Vault of Knowledge” in the York City
Lodge in Great Britain. Free Masonry invites the curious to consider such leaps. There is a longstanding tradition of Masonic
rites involving a hidden vault containing a sacred treasure.
In point of fact, NOBODY seems to know what the story behind the Money Pit is. What was it that had caused Daniel
McGinnis to offhandedly look out upon Oak Island back in 1795 to create such curiosity and reverence? It is a strong
human instinct to seek out what we do not understand. A curiosity can make weak people move mountains, lose interest
in the important things in our lives, and unfortunately, take a life or two. We are curious creatures. Oak Island is certainly a
mysterious enigma worthy of study.
But as this author has observed...only from a distance! ■
If you are interested in learning more about the author and his work go to: www.donaldallenkirch.com.
Coming soon! “STRANGER THAN FICTION” on Suspense Magazine’s OWN radio show! STAY TUNED!
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A Day in the Life

LISA SCOTTOLINE
By Suspense Magazine
Photo Credit: April Narby

Having over twenty novels under her belt, Lisa Scottoline is one
busy author. Besides penning her New York Times bestselling novels,
she also co-authors “Chick Wit,” a witty and fun weekly column on
life from a woman’s perspective for Philadelphia Inquirer. The other
author of this column is her daughter, Francesca Serritella.
Lisa has served as president of Mystery Writers of America and
taught a course she founded: “Justice and Fiction” at The University
of Pennsylvania Law School. She has over thirty million copies of
her books in print and is published in over thirty-five countries.
Lisa’s books have been on many major bestseller lists, including
those of The New York Times, USA Today, The Wall Street Journal,
Publisher’s Weekly, Washington Post, and The Los Angeles Times. She
is the recipient of the Edgar Award, the Mystery Writers of America’s
most prestigious honor; the Fun, Fearless, Fiction Award
by Cosmopolitan Magazine; and named a PW Innovator
by Publisher’s Weekly.
Needless to say, Lisa doesn’t have a whole lot of spare
time and we are grateful to have been able to sit down with
her and bring to you the following interview.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Tell us something about
“Don’t Go” that we won’t find on the book’s back cover.
Lisa Scottoline (L.S.): The thing you won’t find on the back
cover of “Don’t Go” is that it’s my first novel that features a
male main character—and that I was scared to give that a
shot. I’d written women main characters for so long and to
a certain extent, explored the differences between men and
women as a subtext in many of the novels, especially the Rosato
series. It’s not like I had planned it that way, but had certainly
turned out that way, and then what happened was that over time, I began to wonder if I really could write a male main character.
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The fact that I’m divorced twice probably had something do
with that, but what’s a girl going to do? Finally, especially in the
standalones, the theme that I started to explore is what makes a
good mother, and so was a natural shift to start to understand
what makes a good father? “Don’t Go” is really about things
like, what makes a man? And what makes a hero, especially in
wartime? Is it possible to be hero on the home front, and if so,
how? So having decided I was going to write about men, I went
into it with a vengeance, and that’s the secret of “Don’t Go.”
S. MAG.: How does it feel having your daughter follow in
your literary footsteps?
L.S.: I love that my daughter Francesca is writing, because it’s
one of the many things she’s good at, and I think writing is good
for people. I encourage everyone to do it, and I think far too
many people think about it, but feel too nervous about giving
it a try. I feel nervous every time I sit down to write, every day,
and I know Francesca experiences insecurity too, from time to
time. Most writers do, whether published or not, and I really
want everyone who wants to write to give themselves that
chance, especially obviously, my beloved only child.
S. MAG.: Do you find it challenging to switch gears from
novel writing to column writing?
L.S.: No, I love writing the short form of 900 words and
the long-form novel of 90,000. In fact, I think five years of
writing columns has sharpened my novel-writing a great deal.
Writing a short essay teaches you to get to the point, and if
it’s humorous—or allegedly humorous—you have to be funny,
fast. The same thing is true in crime fiction. To get readers
turning the pages, you’ve got to keep the pace fast and furious,
and above all, don’t be boring. Writers are allowed to be boring
in real life, but not on the page.
S. MAG.: Your debut novel, “Everywhere That Mary Went,”
came out in 1994. And in April 2013, “Don’t Go” is being
released. From 1994 to now, how do you think your writing
has progressed? Has your voice and style changed over the
years?
L.S.: This is a great question and one that no one ever asks.
I think the most fascinating thing about writing, especially
doing a novel a year over time (and now two novels a year, one
standalone and one from the Rosato series), is that it forces you
as a writer to practice, practice, practice. Everything benefits

from practice, especially writing, and that’s why nothing you
write is ever wasted, even if it ends up unpublished. I wrote
a first novel over twenty years ago that never saw publication
and was roundly rejected, then I lost it. No matter, it made the
next novel I wrote much better, and that one saw the light of
day. I think my voice over the years has remained basically the
same, and it’s akin to your soul, it’s who you really are inside.
My writing over time has managed to get out of its own way; as
I said, I get to the point faster, and I’m more confident leaving
out detail that will bog down the plot or make a point that’s
already been made. I like to think that all of these refinements
make my books better and better, and I will tell you that that’s
my goal, from my heart.
S. MAG.: For those who have never read your work, how
would you explain your style, voice, and overall feel of your
storylines and characters?
L.S.: I think everything about me is real. I’m practical,
plainspoken, and I like fun and adventure. My characters are
the same way, whether women or men. I also think they are
stronger than they think, particularly the women, and that’s
what makes them resonate with people. So many women,
myself included, are more insecure than we need to be. We
doubt ourselves and edit ourselves. We’re afraid to take risk, or
just simply “give it a go.” We think every thing has to be perfect
before we even try. We frequently feel that were not ready to
write, try to get published, be on a panel, or speak to a large
audience. All of my characters feel that way in varying degrees,
and by the end of the books, they come to realize how strong
they really are. It’s a journey I think many people undergo
every day, even me.
S. MAG.: As an author who has been in the business for quite
a while, what is the most awesome part of the publishing
process? What is the most difficult part?
L.S.: I love everything about publishing in the publishing
process, including writing and editing. I think this is the best job
in the world, not only being a writer, but even being a reader. I
buy tons of books and love to read other people’s books. I read
all the authors who appear in your pages, I own almost all of
their books. So in answer to the question about what is the
most awesome, there is no “most awesome.” It is all the most
awesome.
As for the most difficult, because I’m so word-oriented and not
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very picture-oriented, I have a hard time with covers. I love
the covers I’ve gotten from St. Martin’s Press, but I couldn’t
have dreamed up a single one. They’re a wonderful publisher
and so they often ask me what I think should be on the cover,
and I never have an answer that’s respectable. I say, duh, how
about people? A dog? My name? I simply cannot look at my
own work from the outside in, only from the inside out. But I
forgive myself this failing (as I do all my failings; just ask my
ex-husbands), because my job is the sentence, not the cover.
S. MAG.: Since you obviously started with traditional
publishing in 1994, how do you feel about books going
digital?
L.S.: In some ways, I’m excited about books going digital. I
myself have a first love, which is a hardcover book, but I’m
wired that way and nowadays I own all the e-readers out
there and love to read on them as well. They’re great for travel,
because I can never be without a book or seven, and I’m the
idiot who used to lug them on planes and then get stuck not
liking any of them, leaving me with nothing to read but the Sky
Mall catalog. I also think more people are reading because of
the e-readers, and reading more, and as a citizen, that’s what I
really care about. The devices I worry about are Gameboys and
Nintendo, not e-readers. I care about reading, no matter what
form it takes.
But that said, I think it’s clear now that we’re losing great
bookstores, not only indies but chains like Borders, which
makes me feel very concerned. I love bookstores and spend
tons of time in them. As a book lover, I have my whole life.
I’ve always said that a bookstore like a hardware store for girls.
The notion that we will have fewer bookstores, or worse, that
there will be towns without bookstores, appalls me. It speaks
volumes, (no pun intended because this isn’t funny), about
the priority we place on reading and the life of the mind in
our culture. There is no place I’d rather be than a bookstore,
so I’m hoping that the economics sort themselves out and that
bookstores remain strong and vibrant.
S. MAG.: Other than writing, what fills your days? Hobbies?
Career?
L.S.: I write seven days a week, 2,000 words a day, so there isn’t
a lot of time to hang. When I do, however, I want to be around
animals, preferably outdoors. Whether it’s a dog, cat, chicken,
or pony, that’s where I’ll be. I live on a farm, and try to ride
three times a week. Otherwise, I walk the dogs. I enjoy the cat.
I pick up the chickens and try to teach them their names. It’s
a solitary life, if you don’t count the fur, feathers, and pages. I
wouldn’t have it any other way.
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S. MAG.: What is on your iPod?
L.S.: I just switched to an iPhone and of course, I’m in love with
it. It mostly has pictures of the aforementioned animals, which
I post on Facebook, Twitter, and send to my daughter because
really that’s all we are interested in. I also have music on it,
and my interest are really varied, from Frank Sinatra to Usher
to Justin Timberlake. I have a lot of throwback stuff on it, too,
like Steely Dan and Joni Mitchell. All girls have to have Joni
Mitchell on their iPods. I’m also a huge fan of audiobooks, and
I listen to them when I walk the dogs. I love to be told a story,
and that’s what a good audiobook does.
S. MAG.: If you could solve one mystery for yourself, what
would that be?
L.S.: Why I can’t get a date.
Thank you, Lisa for taking time out of your very busy
schedule to speak to us and your readers. To find a complete
list of Lisa’s work and a little more personal information
about her, go to: http://scottoline.com/. ■
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Class is in Session with

DAVID MORRELL
W

By Suspense Magazine
Photo Credit: Provided by Author

hen you think of bestselling author David Morrell, the
word “Rambo,” the famous character that he created
back in 1972, comes to mind first. For the past thirty
years, David has continued to thrill readers with over twenty-eight books
and numerous short stories.
Coming off of his latest adventure in which David took an
unconventional route and teamed up with Amazon to bring out “The
Naked Edge,” David brings us to “Murder as a Fine Art.”
David has been an Edgar, Anthony, and Macavity nominee as well as
a three-time recipient of the Bram Stoker Award from the Horror Writers
Association. The International Thriller Writers organization gave him
its prestigious career-achievement Thriller Master Award. He has more
than eighteen million copies in print. David’s love for writing started
early. Born and raised in Ontario, Canada, it was the classic TV series
Route 66, in which two men in a Corvette travel the United States
in search of America and themselves, that gave David the itch to
become an author. He received his Ph. D. in American Literature
from Penn State and was also a professor at the University of
Iowa for sixteen years before becoming a full-time author in
1986.
So let’s stop wasting time and see a little sneak peak inside
what is in store for us in “Murder As a Fine Art”:
The Ratcliffe Highway murders of 1811 were the most
notorious mass killings in their day. Never fully explained,
they brought London and all of England to the verge of panic.
Forty-three years later, the equally notorious Thomas De
Quincey returns to London. Along with his “Confessions of an
English Opium-Eater,” he is infamous for a scandalous essay
about the killings: “On Murder Considered as One of the Fine Arts.”
Days after his arrival, a family is killed in the same horrific way as the earlier murders. It seems someone is
using the essay as an inspiration-and a blueprint. And De Quincey himself is the obvious suspect. Aided by his
brilliant daughter Emily and two determined Scotland Yard detectives, he must uncover the truth before more
blood is shed and London itself becomes the next victim.
In “Murder as a Fine Art,” gaslit London becomes a battleground between a literary star and a demented
murderer. Their lives are linked by secrets long buried but never forgotten.
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“T

he most gratifying comments I receive are from people who
are in a crisis and who thank me for a particular novel because
it helped to distract them from their troubles. This is more
than simply entertaining readers—it’s being useful to them. The fear that’s
in a thriller can be an antidote to the fear that we experience in reality.”
We are honored to be able to interview David about the book, so check out the interview below.

Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): “Murder as a Fine Art” is your latest book. What can you tell us that is not on the back cover?
David Morrell (D.M.): Apart from dealing with the first publicized mass murders in England (the Ratcliffe Highway killings)
and one of the most notorious and brilliant personalities of the Victorian era (Thomas De Quincey), “Murder as a Fine Art” is
about 1854 London. I became so fascinated by the period that I hoped to convince readers that they were actually there. How
much did a middle- or upper-class woman’s clothes weigh? An astonishing thirty-seven pounds because of the whale-teeth hoop
beneath the woman’s dress and the ten yards of satin required to cover it. How many caskets were stacked on top of one another
in graveyards? As many as twenty. The gravediggers would excavate a hole and then jump up and down on the layers of caskets,
compacting the wood and the bones until they made room for another coffin. Weird details of this sort fill the novel and make
London one of the characters.
S. MAG.: Speaking of characters, you have built your career on writing thriller books with strong plots, but also with very
detailed characters. Which do you feel has more impact on the reader?
D.M.: These days, publishers seem to be attracted to plots with an easily summarized high concept, but no matter how intriguing
a plot sounds, it doesn’t matter unless the characters engage us. There are exceptions—the novel “Jaws,” for example, has extremely
dull characters. But on balance, we are drawn to characters, which explains the popularity of series. John D. MacDonald’s Travis
McGee is a personal favorite. The plots of all those books are pretty much the same. It’s McGee who draws me back. When I
proposed “Murder as a Fine Art,” I mentioned the Ratcliffe Highway murders, which were the first publicized mass killings. The
new mail-coach system delivered London’s fifty-two newspapers throughout England within two days, paralyzing the country.
Arguably, the murders created greater terror than those of Jack the Ripper at the end of the century. That’s a dramatic hook that
gained attention for the novel. But Thomas De Quincey and his daughter Emily are the true appeals of the book. Readers come
away entranced by them, which isn’t immodest to say when we remember that they were real people. I created new events for
them, yes, but I was essentially channeling the personality that De Quincey displayed in his writing.
S. MAG.: With “Murder as a Fine Art,” you explore killings dating back over two hundred years. Was it difficult to find the
research on this subject?
D.M.: P.D. James and T.A. Critchley wrote a history of the Ratcliffe Highway murders: “The Maul and The Pear Tree.” It’s very
thorough, so that aspect of the novel was relatively easy to research. But “Murder as a Fine Art” tries to be a multi-faceted
depiction of that long-ago era. My obsession became so great that it took me two years to research the novel. The only books I
read were related to 1854 London. I have shelves packed with histories about that time. I re-read them again and again. My
main character is a real-life figure, the brilliant and notorious Thomas De Quincey, who wrote a blood-soaked essay about the
Ratcliffe Highway killings, “On Murder Considered as One of the Fine Arts.” He was also the first person to write about drug
addiction in “Confessions of an English Opium-Eater.” He wrote thousands of ages during his long career. I re-read them again
and again until I felt I was channeling him. I became e-mail friends with De Quincey’s two biographers, Robert Morrison (“The
English Opium-Eater”) and Grevel Lindop (“The Opium-Eater”). I referred to an 1850s map of London so much that I swear I
could find my way through those murky streets if I were somehow transported there. I even learned the language of the period:
dippers, pew openers, dollymops, dustmen, and costermongers, for example. These were vital words in 1854, but now the culture
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feels as if it came from Mars.
S. MAG.: When you write a thriller book that doesn’t have modern CSI police techniques, what is a trap you don’t want to
fall into?
D.M.: A historical thriller shouldn’t be a costume drama in which the characters wear period clothing, but behave as if they’re in
the 21st century. With every scene, I needed to question my assumptions about details. For example, were locks the same in 1854
as they are now? Not at all. For one thing, they weren’t recessed into a door, but instead were bolted onto the exterior. I needed
to learn about the development of Scotland Yard, starting with its creation in 1829 and continuing with its first plainclothed
detectives in 1842. In every scene that involved detectives, I had to double-check that the techniques they use in the novel were
actually were in practice at the time. At one point, a detective makes a plaster cast of footprints, a new technique for which I
provide the recipe that they used. Thomas De Quincey anticipated concepts that didn’t become accepted until the twentieth
century. Whenever he suggests these new possibilities, other characters accuse him of being opium-muddled or insane.
S. MAG.: With publishing changing so much, you decided with “A Naked Edge” to partner up with Amazon on the release.
How was that journey, knowing that marketing would be almost 100 percent in your court?
D.M.: The e-book revolution began in 2009. A year later, Amazon approached my agent about releasing nine of my backlist
titles and one new novel (“The Naked Edge”) as e-books. I thought it would be interesting to experiment with the new way of
distributing books. The Los Angeles Times thought it was interesting too and mentioned my decision in a front-page article.
After a year, my exclusive with Amazon ended and other e-sites (including Barnes & Noble) acquired the e-books. As you note,
under those circumstances a lot of the marketing needs to be done by the author. On the one hand, I had to give up a lot of time
that would normally have been devoted to writing. On the other hand, it was a wonderful education, learning about social media
and other Internet ways of letting readers know about my work.
Since 2010, publishers expect authors to have these skills, so I feel that the entire experience was positive. But I need to add that
the use of social media as a marketing tool has reached the point where some authors spend three hours a day doing it, and even
more. There’s a disproportion between writing and marketing that isn’t healthy. I tell my writing students that writing should
feel like a vocation, not a profession. Often, when I’m with other authors, they aren’t talking about themes and plots and new
ways of telling a story that excite them. Rather they’re talking about their Amazon numbers and new ways of promoting. It’s a
discouraging trend.
S. MAG.: What scene or paragraph in “Murder as a Fine Art” do you feel captures the essence of the book?
D.M.: Thomas De Quincey was one of the creators of sensation fiction. He inspired Edgar Allan Poe, who in turn inspired
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle to create Sherlock Holmes. De Quincey is the progenitor of later detectives, and I wanted to use his
unique personality to approach crime detection in a different way. At one point, a Scotland Yard detective takes him into a
tavern where several people were brutally killed. Studying the bodies, De Quincey uses the theories of Immanuel Kant (does
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reality exist objectively or only in our minds?) to decipher the crime scene and
identify the killer. I couldn’t stop smiling when I wrote that scene. De Quincey
asks the detective if the sky is above us. “Of course, it is,” the detective says. “But
the earth is a globe,” De Quincey tells him. “Given England’s position on it, the sky
is actually to the side. What seems real is often not the case.” The detective thinks
that De Quincey is insane, but soon De Quincey uses this way of thinking to show
the detective the truth about the crime scene.
S. MAG.: When you teach at CraftFest (during Thriller Fest with the
International Thriller Writers organization), what is one piece of advice you
pass along that you feel was helpful with your writing career?
D.M.: I have several mantras that I emphasize when I teach writing. One is
“Don’t chase the market. You’ll always be behind it, and you won’t write the
books you really want to write.” Another is “Be a first-rate version of yourself
and not a second-rate version of another author. Don’t imitate. Be original. A
long career depends on developing a voice that’s unique and that readers want to
come back to.”
S. MAG.: Is there an era or event that you are looking at exploring further in
future writings?
D.M.: I’m currently writing a follow-up to “Murder as a Fine Art.” This isn’t usual
for me. In my four decades as an author, I’ve written very few sequels. It’s always
better to move forward. But Thomas De Quincey and 1854 London continue
to fascinate me, and I have so much more to say about them that I am in fact
moving forward.
S. MAG.: Your main character Thomas De Quincey is sitting in front of you.
What would you like to ask him?
D.M.: I probably wouldn’t need to ask him anything. De Quincey was so
entertaining in his everyday conversation that one of his friends wanted to keep
him as a prisoner and bring him out, like a toy, when he wanted diversion. But
if I had a chance to ask De Quincey something during the unlikely lull in his
remarks, my question would relate to his opium nightmares and the seventy years
that he said he endured each night. A half century before Freud, he invented the
word “subconscious” and referred to various chambers in his mind. I’d ask him
what were in those chambers. I also wouldn’t be able to resist asking him about
his close friendship with Wordsworth and Coleridge.
S. MAG.: What is the best compliment you can receive from a fan?
D.M.: The most gratifying comments I receive are from people who are in a crisis
and who thank me for a particular novel because it helped to distract them from
their troubles. This is more than simply entertaining readers—it’s being useful to
them. The fear that’s in a thriller can be an antidote to the fear that we experience
in reality.
We would like to thank David for taking the time out of his busy schedule
to sit with us. It isn’t everyday you get to interview the master of the action
thriller. Also check out a lot more about David and all his works on www.
davidmorrell.net. David will also be on Suspense Radio so check out our
website for the date. ■
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MURDER AS A FINE ART
By David Morrell

Murder may be a fine art, but this
author has also proven that writing is the
finest art of all—and he is the master of it.
The time of ‘Jack the Ripper’ will always
be a true favorite of readers. In this novel,
that same blend of deep, haunting emotions
combined with odd police work and a level
of the supernatural comes to life and jumps
off the page.
One of the notorious mass killings
was 1811’s Ratcliffe Highway Murders.
Much like “The Ripper,” these murders had
Londoners so frightened they didn’t want to
step out of their doorways.
Thomas De Quincey returns to
London forty-three years after the murders
take place. He is famous for many things,
including his once published essay about
the vicious attacks that basically spoke of
murder being a ‘Fine Art.’
A family is found murdered in a literal
bath of blood—mirroring the killings
that occurred in 1811. A crazed killer is
utilizing Thomas’ essay in order to make
sure these new murders are state-of-the-art;
treating them as Rembrandt would treat a
paintbrush.
Thomas is appalled to be considered
the one and only suspect in this new murder.
He investigates in order to clear himself,
and finds that there are two of Scotland
Yard’s finest who are willing to help him
accomplish his goal. Or perhaps they are
waiting for him to unveil the fact that he is
nothing more than a murderer who wants to
scare Londoners to death.
This novel is not a ‘tale of murder.’ Using
that phrase would diminish what this author
has created. The scenes written literally pull
the reader back in time—where they are not
only walking the wet, dark streets of London
beside a lunatic but also find themselves
witnessing murder with awe. Morrell is to
be highly commended, because this is one
thriller that is beyond thrilling.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The
Sapphire Storm: Tallent & Lowery Book
Two” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine ■
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Special Preview from Jeffrey J. Mariotte

Season of the
Wolf

By Jeffrey J. Mariotte

Chapter 22
Ellen thought sport hunting was a barbaric practice. Even
this excursion struck her as beyond the pale. The government had
marshaled its resources, like an army going to war, and had sent out
dozens of armed men to destroy a few wild creatures doing what
instinct demanded. A helicopter buzzed overhead like a giant wasp,
as if it wasn’t bad enough to outgun the wolves on the ground—they
needed the option of slaughter from the skies, as well. And then, to
top it all, other theoretically human beings had piled into trucks and
SUVs to follow, each member of the party armed, each one hoping
he (or she, but Ellen had only spotted two or three women, besides
herself, out in the forest that day) would be the one to fire a bullet into
an animal’s brain.
She knew what it felt like to be prey. She didn’t like it.
Peter was as bad as the rest. He was completely enraptured by the scene. When he remembered to shoot video, he did so
with the camera pressed to his eye and his mouth hanging open, as if trying to swallow the testosterone floating through the
air. His cheeks were flushed, and when he pulled the camera away the expression on his face, eyes slitted, nostrils flared, lips
parted, was so similar to the one he wore when he came that she wondered if he was staining his shorts.
What made the whole scene that much more awful was the grisly way the government hunters went about their task.
They were occasionally throwing split-open rabbits, calves, and goats out of one of their trucks. The truck Peter and Ellen
rode in, along with five other men in the bed, three in the cab, was sometimes close enough to the government trucks to hear
the carcasses land with a wet thump. When Ellen first noticed it, she complained.
“They’re probably poisoned, too,” Peter said.
“You think?”
“That’s what I’d do.”
“What about other animals who eat them? There are other animals that eat meat out here, right? And birds, insects—
aren’t they putting the whole ecosystem at risk?”
“Like mankilling wolves aren’t? If they don’t stop these wolves, then this area will be crawling with hunters. They’ll do
more damage to the environment than a few poisoned carrion-eaters.”
“I guess,” she said, not entirely sold.
“Anyway,” Peter went on, “I guess they think it’ll draw the wolves out. I hope they’re right—it’d be awesome to get the
takedown on camera.”
“You really have no compassion for the wolves, do you?” Ellen asked. She was beginning to think that Peter was more like
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other men than she had first believed. She thought of the cartoon of a fish eating a smaller fish, while being eaten by a larger
fish, which was in turn being eaten by a still bigger one, and so on, ad infinitum. Peter, she had told herself early on, was an
artist, a filmmaker, a creative soul who could see the inherently decent qualities in everyone. Since she had been with him,
though—and especially here in Silver Gap—she had come to see him in a different light.
Like the rest of them, he was enthralled by power. Who had it, how to get it. The powerful preyed on the less powerful,
and down the food chain it went. He was intrigued by the wolves only because they had proven themselves capable of killing
humans. Now he was caught up in the hunt, in the overwhelming force of humans who would, she had no doubt, destroy
every last wolf.
She had lived her life as an underdog, often taken advantage of, used, abused. But she had decided to claim her own
power, to defend herself against Peter’s kind with any means necessary. So far he had not acted inappropriately—he wanted
plenty of sex, but that was okay, so did she. He had never struck her or laid a hand on her in anger. If he ever did, she would
remove it.
But seeing his fascination with these hunters, his lust for the kill, she decided that their parting would come sooner than
that, before he had a chance to devolve far enough to seek to cause her physical pain. Tonight, perhaps, back in their motel
room, she would tell him she was leaving. If she could get a ride off the mountain, she would. Maybe Alex would help her
out. He was—
“Jesus!” Peter’s big hand clamped down on her shoulder, hard. In this case, she let it go; he hadn’t meant to hurt her, and
he pulled it away in the same instant, using it to steady the camera he had raised to his eye.
She didn’t have to ask what he was looking at. Everybody riding in the back of the truck was staring the same way.
Up on a ridgeline, thirty feet higher than them and about twice that far away, stood a huge, black wolf. It looked like a
shadow of a wolf there, dark against light. It watched the trucks below, and she could have sworn it understood what it was
seeing. It didn’t flinch away, didn’t try to hide. Just stood and watched, as if observing the approach of visiting emissaries from
another kingdom.
“My goodness,” one of the hunters said. “Look at the size of it.”
“Look at that chunk out of its ear,” another said. Her eyes drawn to it by the remark, Ellen saw what he meant. The
animal’s right ear was almost bisected by it, giving the impression of a single ear on the left and two smaller ones on the right.
“It’s a notch,” she said.
“Notch,” the hunter repeated. The truck was still rolling, but he raised a rifle to his shoulder, sighting along its length.
“This bullet’s for you, Notch,” he said. “It’s got your name on it.”
He fired. The noise was not as loud as she had expected, flatter somehow.
Then, as if that had been the signal, everyone was firing. The government hunters blasted away at the wolf, as did the
civilians who had followed them into the wilderness. Peter was trying to capture it all on tape, but he was so caught up in
the moment that he was swinging the camera wildly, and she knew the resulting footage would be unwatchable, vertigoinducing. His tongue showed at the corner of his mouth, like that of an excited boy running a relay race in gym class. The
racket of all those guns at once was deafening, and when it faded she wasn’t sure because it kept echoing in her ears, and the
smoke that filled the air was acrid and burned her lungs when she inhaled it.
As the volley began, the wolf turned and ran down the far side of the ridge, out of sight. Bullets chewed vegetation, cut
small limbs from trees, flew off into empty air.
No one seemed to care that thirty or forty shooters had failed to find their target. Instead, the hunters whooped and
shouted and every vehicle’s driver pressed on its accelerator. Unprepared, Ellen fell back against the guy behind her. “Better
hold on, little lady,” he said with a grin. He pushed her off, getting one hand firmly on her ass cheek as he did. “Ride’s about
to get bumpy.”
She swallowed her response, because he was right. The truck hit an uneven patch and she nearly flew from the truck bed.
She grabbed onto the side as the vehicle left the road altogether, charging up the ridge, cross-country, along with the rest of
them. The government trucks were in the lead, but not by much. All the wheels kicked up a dust cloud that swamped and
overwhelmed the gun smoke.
Ellen couldn’t see the wolf anymore, but she assumed that those in the government vehicles could. All the private trucks
followed the DOW ones over the hill and down the other side. Brake lights flashed as vehicles fell into single file, or something
approaching it, as they raced into a narrowing canyon with high, rocky sides. She heard the crunch of a collision, but nobody
stopped.
The truck she and Peter rode in wound up three from the end, because their driver risked a close encounter with a huge
pine in order to cut off someone who might have edged him out. Peter was laughing out loud. Ellen was clinging to the side,
hoping desperately that the thing could keep its wheels on the ground. The hunters gripped their guns and the truck with
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about equal ferocity.
Then the front DOW vehicle stopped suddenly. Brake lights flashed again, and trucks skidded on dirt, unable to grip
the surface, and slid into each other. She heard lots of banging and shouting and watched one hunter thrown clear out of the
truck bed. He landed belly-down in some bushes, and it took him a full minute to gain his feet again. In that time, the truck
Ellen rode in smashed into the one in front of it, popping the hood and knocking someone else out onto the ground. The
truck behind rammed into them.
“Why are we . . . ?” she began.
“Oh good Christ!” one of the men said.
“What?”
The man tried to speak again, but couldn’t. Instead, he pointed.
Five or six wolves had appeared on the rock-strewn slopes around them. Then more, showing themselves as if they had
simply manifested there, out of thin air. And still more came. Ten, fifteen, twenty-five. They kept coming. Thirty. Thirty-five.
She lost count.
A man in the front of the truck bed pounded on the cab’s roof. “Get us out of here!” he cried.
The driver tried to accommodate. The engine revved, but they were trapped, squeezed in front and behind by other
vehicles. The wheels spun, throwing out dirt clods and dust. Another hunter hammered on the roof, swearing. Peter was
aiming the camera at the wolves.
Ellen gripped the steak knife she had stolen from the restaurant. Her only weapon.
She saw the wolf they had called Notch, standing on a boulder, as if daring anyone to shoot.
Somebody did, but the shot missed the big animal.
As if that were the cue they’d been waiting for, the wolves charged.
More gunfire rang out, an unbroken, roaring fusillade.
Wolves fell, but there were more, always more, to take their place.
The two men who had fallen from their rides tried to scramble back onto them. Ellen saw wolves catch one by the legs
and yank him down. His scream was long and plaintive and filled her with a nameless dread. The second man was almost
into his truck when a wolf leapt onto his back. Huge jaws snapped and the wolf tore off part of the back of his neck and head.
Blood flew in a fine spray as man and wolf fell to the ground.
Every driver tried to get his vehicle moving, but most were hopelessly trapped. Wolves swarmed into truck beds and
open Jeeps like fierce waves swamping lifeboats. Gunfire and truck engines and shrieks and guttural roars filled the air.
Ellen smelled blood and the thick, heavy scent of furred mammals. Panic welled in her, panic and hopelessness and a will to
survive, somehow. The men around her were not even aiming anymore, just thrusting gun barrels out of the truck bed and
squeezing triggers, and the smoke was gray and bitter and the sound tore at her ears, and then the first wolf jumped into the
bed. The driver tried to free the truck from its prison of steel and rock but couldn’t, and then a wolf pushed through the open
passenger window and in the cab. And Peter fell, his throat torn from him, blood arcing into the air and splattering Ellen
like paint from a spray can. His camera spiraled up and then down, out of the truck and onto the ground, and a wolf caught
Ellen’s left arm in its teeth, and she stabbed it and stabbed it and stabbed it with the little knife. It let go once and she thought
she had won, she would survive this after all, until she realized it was only getting a better grip. Then there was another wolf
in the bed and it had her by the ribs and then another one and there were no hunters left, only her, and she thought: at least
I was the last girl standing, and then she— ■
Season of the Wolf Copyright 2012 by Jeffrey J. Mariotte
Cover Artwork Copyright 2012 by Stan Tremblay
All Rights Reserved.
Jeff Mariotte graduated from San Jose State University with a degree in Radio/TV/Film. He has worked delivering the Washington
Post, in a comic book store, fast food, selling encyclopedias door-to-door, and as maintenance supervisor for a large regional
shopping center. He was the manager of Hunteris Books, La Jolla when his first fiction was published. He has been VP of Marketing
and Senior Editor for comic book publisher WildStorm Productions, Editor-in-Chief for IDW Publishing, and a freelance writer.
He and his wife Maryelizabeth Hart and partner Terry Gilman are the owners of Mysterious Galaxy, an independent bookstore
specializing in mystery, science fiction, fantasy, and horror.
He currently lives on the Flying M Ranch in Arizona with his family, cat and three dogs, in a house filled with books and comics
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The one ‘Cold Case’
That Will Never be Solved
I

n the late 1880s, brutal killings
of prostitutes began to take place
in a small section of London called
Whitechapel. In the back alleys, they
had been carved up, cleanly and
precisely, as if a professional had
performed surgery under the cover of
night. The clues were simply not
adding up, and the panic and fear
that ran through Whitechapel was
immense as everyone wondered
where exactly “Jack the Ripper”
would strike next.
With each slaying, police
became increasingly stumped.
Scotland Yard focused its
investigation on butchers in
the area because they had the
background of being able to
“carve” flesh. The police explored
every lead as time rolled on, until
the river of evidence simply ran
dry. Then, out of nowhere, Mary
Jane Kelly took over the front page
of every newspaper across the globe.
This was the woman who would
go down in history as being the very
last victim of Jack the Ripper (his
official swansong), who reserved his
curtain call for his most gruesome kill.
To this day Mary Jane Kelly’s figure,
lying on the bed inside the small
apartment located at 13 Miller’s Court,
remains the bloodiest crime scene ever
photographed. Not to mention, the one
scene left behind by the only serial killer
in history who was never identified.
In present day, this location is
clean, and the streets of Whitechapel
are calm, luxurious, and beautiful.
Not one horrific clue or “eerie feeling”
remains in the air, and the threat of
anything evil is more of a myth than a
reality. There are many books—fiction
and nonfiction—that tell the tale of the
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By Amy Lignor
monster who got away. There are indepth looks into the mind of a killer
no one ever knew, leaving a mystical
legend behind that will never actually
be solved. Yet, there comes another,
offering readers an exciting puzzle
in which another demon—the self-

proclaimed devil, Aleister Crowley—
may have honored “The Ripper” with
his own treasure.
The story of Mary Jane Kelly was
far different than The Ripper’s other
victims. From 1888 to 1891, some say
The Ripper was responsible for six
slayings, others say eleven, but nobody
will ever really know. All the women
he preyed upon were poor, homeless,
and—in most cases—had no family or
friends to speak of. Mary Jane Kelly did
not fit that mold, however.
With her auburn hair and sparkling
blue eyes, Mary Jane was seen as
extraordinarily beautiful, and came
from the upper crust of British society.
She was smart as a whip, and even
though her situation involved being
“orphaned and shunned” by her wellto-do family, Mary Jane still looked at

life as though there was a stellar future
out there for her.
Until Mary Jane’s discovery, Jack
the Ripper had always killed in back
alleys at night. But the corner building
located at 13 Miller’s Court was quite
a busy place back in the day—and
evening. The one-room house had
two fairly large windows that faced
toward the street, and the seedy
bars as well as the girls waiting to
give their bodies for money saw
customers flooding the street in
front at all hours.
After the body of Mary Jane
was found, The Ripper simply
disappeared. People say that
Miss Kelly was The Ripper’s true
statement, and that he saved the
most gruesome for last. Jack’s kills
were certainly horrible, but Mary
Jane’s murder was a massacre. Law
enforcement reports, backed by a
very famous picture, show that the
interior of 13 Miller’s Court looked as if
gallons of blood had been used to paint
the walls. Before Mary Jane, the other
victims had been dissected—their
bodies were left “in a fairly clean and
orderly state,” as if like a surgeon simply
opened them up to study their organs.
But with Mary Jane, Jack seemed to be
digging for her soul as well.
A man named Barnett came
forward after the body had been found.
He had been living on and off with
Mary Jane at the time of her murder. It
seems he’d gotten upset that she always
let her friends live with them and not
pay any rent, so Barnett left about
a week before Mary Jane was found
dead. The other women who had been
friends with Mary Jane—most notably,
a prostitute by the name of Mary Cox—
said she’d seen Miss Kelly at her home
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around midnight, and she was singing
while standing at the open door. There
were lights in the big window, even
though a large sheet had been hung up
for privacy.
Although Mary Jane’s singing was
heard by others, a scream was not. A
man named Hutchinson said he saw her
around two a.m. and told the constable
that she asked him for a loan, but he
was flat broke. He testified that when
he was leaving, an elegant man came
walking down the street dressed all in
black. He had on a top hat and gloves,
as if he’d just come from the opera, and
was calmly strolling the sidewalk with a
polished cane in one hand and a black
leather bag in the other.
Hutchinson also told the police that
Mary Jane led this man into 13 Miller’s
Court, where they stood talking for a
time with the door open. Miss Kelly was
upset about losing her handkerchief,
and he said the mystery man pulled
a bright red one from his pocket and
gave it to her. Although Hutchinson
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saw an amicable meeting, as the door
closed behind Mary Jane, the elegant
man apparently transformed into the
monster that all the world was talking
about.
During the investigation, a woman
came forward who lived down the
street from Mary Jane and said that
around four a.m. she heard someone
scream, “Murder!” But no one else
heard a thing.
After that, the hideous Ripper
simply disappeared into the night.
Some say his master called him back
to Hell, as Mary Jane Kelly became the
largest unsolved mystery in the history
of the world.
As conclusions have been made
over time, many stories have arisen
about who “The Ripper” actually was.
Not only does the legend increase with
every story, there are now puzzles being
put together that link Jack the Ripper
with yet another dark and monstrous
being.
There are some who say that in

the early 1900s, the self-proclaimed
Devil, Aleister Crowley, had found a
way to hide a true treasure under the
floor that The Ripper once walked
across. Although 13 Miller’s Court had
been torn down and another building
put up in its place, the location is still
shrouded in mystery: did The Ripper
leave something behind that would
lead toward a solution? Or, did Aleister
Crowley find a way to speak to his and
The Ripper’s followers from beyond the
grave?
No matter what may be discovered
or investigated in the future, the death
of Mary Jane Kelly will remain the most
heinous crime in history. After all, the
legend of “Jack the Ripper” is the Cold
Case of monumental proportions. ■
To find out what exactly what was
discovered at the location of Jack the
Ripper’s final kill, read “Tallent &
Lowery: 13” written by Amy Lignor,
published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine
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“THE ANGEL OF HORROR CREATES A WORLD SO TERRIFYING AND BELIEVABLE ARDENT
ATHEISTS WILL FALL TO THEIR KNEES AND BEG GOD FOR SALVATION.”
�S.L. �ENEAR AWARD�WINNING A�THOR OF “DEADSTICK DAWN”

68

Suspense Magazine May 2013 / Vol. 047

BACK IN THE RING

By Richard Godwin

She had that glow.

...That was the year it all ended. I’d never felt such despair and desire. That time lives inside me even now. I relive it here
in my sepia world, searching for colour, apprehensive of the starless night.
Perry Como was singing of the chains that bind in “Prisoner of Love” the evening I first saw her shining in the smoke of
the Flamingo Bar. I thought then, standing in that crowded room, that I wanted to be shackled to her forever. She had this
erotic decadence that lived just beneath her skin. I wanted to be tethered to her, bound hand and foot, far away from my past.
As we danced, I held her so close I almost broke her ribs. Later I tasted her mouth. Then, not long after, we were wiping
the tears away with only the moon beaming down on us. I didn’t want to close my eyes. I only wanted to see her face.
***

I had the dream every night for a year after that. The world was ending. I was

trapped in a basement, a slender beam of light penetrating the darkness. I was trying to escape, to get to her. The crowd on
the street was screaming and the world began to go black. I dragged ten broken nails across the rough cement wall to climb
up to a small window, scraping the flesh from my fingers until they were no more than bones. I held onto the tiniest crevices
for dear life, like a mountaineer. I was afraid the last thing I’d see was that basement and not her eyes.
In the dream she was with Frank. She was with him when I saw the mushroom cloud in the distance. As I began to open
the window, I saw there were bars outside it and I woke up. It was always the same.
Mornings tasted of fear. A cold panic set in as I wondered what I’d done the night before. I’d stare at the ceiling, count
to ten, and reach out for Sally. I’d feel her warm body there beside me and listen to her breathing, inhaling her smell like an
erotic narcotic that saved my sanity each day. I hungered for her like sin, and she yielded to me. Until one morning all I felt
were empty sheets.
***
Summer of 1946.
Allen, South Dakota.

I’d never seen fireflies before that year. They didn’t belong there, but I welcomed them.
Maybe the bomb affected things, set the world out of balance. Everything was changing.
I watched them fall like burning cigarettes in the darkness. I remember thinking that Sally was the only thing left for me
in Allen. The whole city reeked of poverty and despair. The fireflies’ tiny fragile lights made me think of Christmas and the
things I’d buy if I had a family and a job. I’d get Sally a Mink coat and she’d wear nothing under it. No one would know but
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me, and we’d make love under the transient sky.
All those soldiers had come back from the War. And now we had something that made all wars redundant. I never
thought the sky would end, or how events that year would bring suicide to my dreams.
We got away from the burning streets as often as we could, looking for our lovers’ leap. Everything was second rate to
me, except her, and I was tired of making do. I had this sense of vertigo as I thought about the bomb. A million words were
being written in the newspapers about it.
That night we were sitting near Fort Pierre in the intoxicated night and Sally looked on fire. Sometimes I couldn’t even
look at her, because of the things she evoked inside me.
Even now, I can hear her voice, like the husky tone of a saxophone in a smoke filled room.
“Why do you keeping staring out the window, Harry?” she said.
“The fireflies.”
“They’re nothing special.”
“You are.”
“You always talk this way when you’ve had a drink.”
“Look at them.”
“I don’t see it.”
“I love their violent, erotic light as they catch the window pane and you sit there behind the wheel with your lover by
your side.”
“Is that what I am, Harry?”
She was wearing a burgundy dress, and she looked like a star, like Rita Hayworth’s double, the one who did the things Rita
didn’t dare. The satin hugged her figure so closely it took my breath away, and I thought of all the things I’d done and figured
I was nothing. I had to peel that dress off her and forget it all again.
“I want to be there with you if they let the big one off,” I said.
“Harry, you’re a romantic and that’s nice, but a girl’s got to survive. ...Living ain’t easy.”
I thought of them in New Mexico. The Trinity test was the beginning of the end for me. I could hear the countdown as
Oppenheimer watched and they let it off. They reminded me of spectators at a sporting event.
“Have you seen what they’ve created?”
“Sure, but we’re still here, aren’t we?”
“Oppenheimer said it brought to mind the Bhagavad Gita, ‘Now I am become Death, the destroyer of worlds.’ I keep
seeing the cloud, Sally.”
“Harry, they’re never going to let it off.”
“How do you know?”
“Maybe I need to believe it.”
She lit a Marlboro and looked out the window. The night was full of unknown shadows. The landscape had changed. I’d
noticed the horizon seemed to be shifting, and I felt as though I was falling off the edge of the world.
I wondered how I would make it with Sally, my bride in desolation. I knew death. I’d watched him in the ring years
before. He wore a cashmere coat and smoked a Cuban cigar.
That night as the Rapid City Journal sat in front of me on the dashboard of the Chevy, I thought about the kids we never
had, the life I’d led, and what happened in the ring with Chester. And the latest report about the bomb we’d made stared at
me from the front page like Chester’s ghost.
“I always know when you’re thinking about it, Harry,” Sally said.
I was clenching my fist and trying to drive the memory away. I didn’t like to touch her when those images of Chester
lying on the canvas filled my mind like a rising pool of blood. She was saying something, but her voice was far away, and all I
heard was the ref counting down and the medics coming on, Chester stretchered away, and waiting. The long day I quit. The
day I decided to be a good man. I knew I could only kid myself for so long. I looked away from her face, back at the night.
“Harry, you were a good boxer,” she said.
Her words echoed over and over like a mantra in my head and all I wanted to do was reach for the Chivas Regal that lay
like a stolen prize in the glove compartment. But my soiled lover was there and I could feel her hot and fertile body beneath
the falling stars. I felt trapped and alone. I needed her to relieve me from myself.
“Was I?”
“That’s what they say. You know I heard Chester had a condition, made him unfit to go in the ring.”
“How do you know?”
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“I know.”
“You’re just trying to make me feel better.”
She touched my arm. “No.”
“It was all I had when I got out of the can. It’s what I did when I went in. I’m not a thief. One dumb mistake for money
cost me a lot. I never even got to fight in the War.”
“You might have gotten killed and we wouldn’t be here.”
“I’m not a hoodlum, Sally, I want to show you.”
“I know that, Harry. One spell inside don’t mark you for life.”
“I couldn’t see the sky when they used to turn the lights out in there; I used to lay in the bunk thinking about it. I like the
way they light up the night.”
“Those fireflies?”
“They’re like falling stars in South Dakota.”
“They’re bugs, they don’t belong here.”
“We don’t belong here.”
“You make things romantic that aren’t, Harry. Don’t run from yourself.”
“What do you want, Sally?”
“I want to feel you; I want to feel your weight on top of me in this Chevy.”
I took her face, I took her flesh, and she dragged her nails across my back.
“Fill me with your babies,” she whispered in my ear.
We traded desperation, and I filled her there beneath the whispering sky. I raised the hem of her red dress and made
promises I could never keep. She was hungry. I had blood running off my lip when we went to eat with the last of my money.
But Sally was mine. We all need someone in this broken world.
Afterwards, as we lay together I thought I could smell him on her, but I drove the knowledge away with whisky, like I did
the image of Chester not moving on the mat, with the crowd milling around the ring. I know what it’s like when the world
goes out.
***

The next morning broke like a blister. I looked at the empty apartment and Sally sleeping,

naked and alone with her dreams, and I felt excluded and redundant. I wasn’t going back to the ring. We were going to get
away, leave the sick polluted town and start a better life.
I headed out into the yellow dawn that broke like sulphur over Junk Street. I’d make some money fast. I knew I’d run out
of excuses, and my feet felt leaden on the hard road.
Turning the corner to Railyard Street, I bumped into Frank with his salesman’s eyes, hair greased back, collar up to hide
the scar that ran in a red streak from his neck to his ear. I dreamt about him every night and now he looked surreal.
“Hey, Harry,” he said. “Thought you’d left town, with the amount of times I knocked on your door, how’s Sally?”
“I’ve been busy, Sally’s good.”
“I’m sure she is. You got work?”
“I heard you got out, I was going to visit you.”
“All that time inside, Harry. I saw you only once. I’ve been out for months.” Frank laughed. “It’s OK. I got plenty of visits
from people a lot better looking than you.”
“I wondered how you been doing.”
“Well, here I am, Harry. I got a job going if you’re interested.”
“I dunno.”
“No killing involved. Shooting that cop was dumb; besides, do I look like a cop killer?”
“Na.”
“Exactly. I got style; feel this coat.”
Frank offered his lapel and watched with canine eyes as I ran my hand across the material.
“Harry, there’s a cool two thousand riding on this, you get half. You want be a loser all your life?”
He jabbed me in the shoulder.
“Doing what?”
“Simple job, what do you say?”
“Half, huh? Maybe I’ll come round later and you can tell me more about it. I ain’t promising nothing though.”

SuspenseMagazine.com

71

He straightened my collar. “You need to smarten up Harry, you look like shit.”
***

It wasn’t what I wanted for Sally. And I couldn’t face her.

I lost days at the Flamingo Bar, hustled some guys at pool, and drank every cent. I pored over articles about the bomb.
And with each one I felt the same choking sensation I had in my throat when I heard the news about Chester. I didn’t think
the world would be there the next year, maybe even tomorrow.
I wanted to go back to Sally with the cash to change things, and I didn’t want it to come from Frank. But the longer I
stayed away, the more I got to thinking about the things we did for money in those Atomic days of loss and heartache. And I
was afraid. Some nameless shadow was following me and I didn’t know its name, it had no face.
Then I read about the two bombs they let off at Bikini Atoll in the Pacific. Everyone was making hoopla. I was living in a
nuthouse, it was worse than the can. It was July, and I had to get out.
Sally was sleeping when I went back to the damp apartment. Her naked legs were astride the night table; her arms
sprawled out on the grey sheets. A train chugged by and the bedroom shook as I read the note she’d left, “Either you get a job
or I’m leaving. I ain’t doing this no more.”
I thought about the life I’d given her, crumpled the note and threw it in the trash.
I stood there staring at the tattoo on her back, and the naked woman wrapped around a dollar bill that spread from her
spine to her buttocks made me itch inside for something better. I kissed the nape of her neck as I said, “I’ll buy you more
tattoos, Sally, you’ll see.”
Then I lay down and shut my eyes and waited for the mushroom cloud. Sometimes I was frightened that the dream might
bring it all about, like the time I’d dreamed of killing someone in the ring and watching as it happened to Chester.
When I opened them it was dark. I rose and tried the light. There was no bulb in it. I navigated the room in the lurid
beam shed by the streetlight, which illuminated the rusty water dripping down the back wall. Sally’s purse lay on the edge of
the sofa. I could see cash sticking out of it and I went to shower.
Sally was getting out of bed when I came out.
“I’m getting a job,” I said.
“And how are you going to do that?”
“You’ll see.”
“Harry, what have we got?” She fished her panties off the chair. “This hole by a railway line?”
I looked at her and thought how, with her deep green eyes and black hair she could have so many better men than me.
“I’m going to get us out of here.”
She lit a Marlboro, her eyes like pinpoints as she dragged on it. “You know something, Harry?”
“I know a lot of things.”
“Like what?”
“I know we’ve got to leave Allen.”
“Run away.”
“No, Sally, start a new future, like the pioneers did. This country was made from that.”
“The pioneers?”
“Sure. You can go anywhere in America.”
“You’re a dreamer. That’s the past, Harry, the thing you’re running from. The world’s changed, there’s no frontier anymore.
You got to do what you can. You can box again.”
“No.”
“Then how are you going to make money? That’s what you do best.”
“I’m out of shape.”
“You could be fit in a few weeks.”
“I’m not going back in the ring.”
“You didn’t kill Chester, it was an accident.”
“I know that, Sally.”
“You can’t spend the rest of your life hiding from that. Look at your hands—they’re fighter’s hands.”
I didn’t look.
“Are you scared you’re a killer, Harry?”
“What do you want me to say?”
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“I want you to stop trying to be someone you’re not.”
“What does that mean?”
“You’re holding back. You talk about the bomb, as if we’re going to die tomorrow and you’re all tense, you even hold back
in bed. But I need your hands on me; I need you to touch me with that fire you brought to my body the first time. It was like
you were wild and I was taming you. You used to bring me danger in bed; you made me tingle all over.”
“What do you want from me?”
“Talk to me how you used to, before it happened.”
I wanted to smack her. I wanted to put her over my knee.
“You’re inside me, I crave you, you’re eating me up.”
“Because I’m all you’ve got?”
“No, Sally, you’re all I want.”
“I’m pregnant.”
I reached out and touched her arm and she turned her head away.
“I’ll give it everything,” I said.
“How we going to bring a kid up?”
“I’ll make money.”
“Doing what?”
“I’ll find something.”
“We live in one of the poorest towns in America.”
“This time it’s going to live.”
“What future does our baby have Harry, with you and me as parents to look after it?”
“I’ll make money.”
“Working on Wall Street?”
“Remember burying her, Sally? That night, you and me, over by the park with a stolen spade? Remember that tiny body
in the cold ground? You puked your guts out.”
“How could I forget?”
“I read your note.”
“I ain’t doing it no more.”
“I know.”
“You don’t.” She sat down and shook her head. “It’s bad enough doing it, but I can’t take this pretending.”
“OK. I know this life ain’t right, I know we need more.”
“Harry, are you blind?”
“Give me ‘til tonight.”
She was about to say something, but I left her standing there and headed out beneath the rusted iron bridge which cast
a constant shadow on our apartment. A train thundered by as I made my way to meet Frank, my ticket out, my big goodbye.
***

He was waiting for me. Frank knew how I’d jump. I told myself all the way there this was the last time. I’d

take the money and leave, we’d find a new town and start a new life, and all the time I kept hearing the ref count down.
We sat on Frank’s new sofa and I looked at his lifestyle, he didn’t want for anything.
“So what’s the job?” I said.
“It’s simple. This friend of mine owns an office block, it’s all legit; I got the keys.”
“He wants you to rob his office?”
“He ain’t got no insurance, wants out, he’s given me the combination. We go in, get the cash out of the safe, and leave.”
“Simple as that?”
He laid a steady hand on my shoulder. “One thing I learned inside is not to go back in.”
“So why do you need me, Frank?”
“There’s a night porter, I know the times he does his rounds. We get to the office by the back stairs, he never uses them,
but I need you to keep watch while I’m getting the cash. My friend takes sixty percent and between you and me it’s a straight
fifty-fifty cut.”
“That’s kind of generous, Frank.”
“I’m a generous guy.”
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“It’s like you’re doing me a favour.”
“What’s wrong with that?”
“Frank, you only look after your own interests.”
“Harry, I got responsibilities. My kids ain’t getting all the things I’d like them to.”
“I seen them, they’re doing OK.”
“You don’t know. You ain’t a father yet, consider Sally.”
I thought of new tattoos, of another town where I didn’t feel like spitting at myself every time I caught my own reflection.
Beneath a sullen moonless sky we made our way to the office block that existed like a scar on a street teeming with
restaurants and bars. Raucous drunks staggered out onto the stained pavement, arms heavy on women who wobbled on high
heels, spraying cheap perfume into the air. We scurried by, heads down in the anonymous night.
Frank had a key to the back door and we scaled the iron stairs to an office on the top floor, assisted by the torches we held
in front of us like knives. It all went smoothly as we moved silently through the building. The safe was set in the wall behind a
painting of a man fishing in a lake; I helped Frank remove it and set it down on the floor. He fumbled with the combination as
I checked the hallway. All quiet except the satisfying click inside the office. Frank removed the cash and I helped him bundle
it in a bag. Then we made our way downstairs.
“Easy, see?” Frank said.
As we were passing the second floor, a door opened and a large security guard came out. He said nothing as he reached
for his gun. Frank pulled a .38 Smith and Wesson from his jacket and shot; the guard dropped to the floor like a wounded
bull and I watched the blood pool by his head. Frank headed outside, and I followed. All the time I kept thinking about his
mentioning Sally earlier when he spoke about his kids.
Back at his apartment he handed out the cash, licking his thumb and peeling back the notes one by one as he counted
them. It was the same gesture I’d seen him use out of the corner of my eye the night Chester died.
“What did you mean about Sally, Frank?” I said.
“She’s a good-looking woman, and you ain’t going to keep her if you don’t develop some style.”
“Is that what you’ve got, style, shooting the guard?”
“Screw him.”
“You can’t help killing, can you?”
“You mean like you and Chester.”
He lit a Cuban cigar; I remembered seeing him smoking ringside that night. In my mind the ropes looked like the bars
on the window in the basement. “Did you fix it?”
“Fix what?”
He had his yellow teeth clenched on the butt of his cigar and I wanted to knock them out of his mouth.
“Chester. You set the fight up.”
He held his arms up. “Now, Harry.”
“Chester could take a punch, how come he died?”
“Take your cash.”
I now had him by the shirt and his heels were off the ground.
“Tell me. I got out of prison and you said you’d promote me.”
“I heard he had something wrong with him, but only after the fight. I swear.”
“You swear?”
“Yeah.”
“Like you’re going to do in court that you didn’t kill that guard tonight? You just got out; you’ll be first on their list.”
“What you goin’ do, Harry, tell them?”
I put him down and watched him walk over to a cupboard. He reached in for some Jim Beam. I saw his cashmere coat
hanging there and I was right back in the ring.
“I remember that coat,” I said.
“Yeah?”
“Must have cost you.”
“You know I like classy things.”
“Like Sally?”
“Harry.”
“Have you screwed her?”
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A smirk began to crawl across his face. “I wouldn’t do that.”
“No? Did you tell her Chester had a condition?”
Frank poured a finger of whisky, drank it, and looked away. He was staring out at the black backdrop of night, smoking,
as I came up behind him, grabbed him by the shoulders, and spun him round.
I hit him in the face, knocking him over a chair. His cigar singed his lip and his nose opened up.
“That was a dumb thing to do, Harry, real dumb.”
I grabbed my money, and Frank pulled a knife. I was moving to the door when he slashed my shirt. I looked down and
saw the ripped cotton and the gash in my stomach. I held the bag in front of me to ward off the knife as Frank came again,
and all I kept thinking was that we could destroy the world and how I dreamt of being locked in a basement while Sally was
with him. I could feel the ropes, I could see a crowd with a mushroom cloud over their heads, as Frank said, “You lost your
balls after Chester.”
That’s when I opened up my shoulders and let loose all the anger I’d carried for years. I knocked Frank across his
apartment, picked him up and held him as I smashed his teeth out, using him like a punching bag until he slumped to the
floor and lay there without breathing.
Then I headed out the door and down the stairs with the money, his blood dripping from my knuckles on the ruined
steps.
***

Sally stirred in her sleep as I entered the apartment. I inspected the wound in the
bathroom. It didn’t look too deep and I bandaged it.
I had the dream that night, but it was confused. It was like I was trying to get away from something in the basement. The
window was dark as I climbed the wall towards it. I was running away, and I could hear someone breathing behind me. I
didn’t want to turn and see his face. I woke up sweating and my hands felt swollen, like when I’d done too much time on the
punch ball. I reached out for her and the bed was empty. I waited for her to return.
When she did, she walked past me and went into the kitchen.
“Where’ve you been?” I said.
She didn’t answer.
Over coffee I said to her, “Let’s get out of here—you, me, and the baby.”
“Where are we going to go?”
“Anywhere. I got money.”
“How?”
“It’s a loan.”
“There’s blood on your shirt, I saw it in the trash. You’re wounded.”
“I’ll see a doctor when we get out of here. Come with me, Sally.”
“Loan. You got involved with Frank, didn’t you?”
“Why do you think about Frank?”
She looked away.
We waited until night, avoiding each other in the wounded silence of the dripping, rusty apartment. We packed our
few clothes in our tattered bags. And we got the last train out of Allen, walking with the conviction of the hunted up to the
platform on the creaking iron bridge that scowled down on Railyard Street.
I clutched the bag with the cash, as if I was clenching the slender promise of a future in my hand. I jumped every time
someone walked up, but no cops came, and finally the last night train limped and wheezed down the line and we got on.
We sat side by side watching the long line of misery that was the final stretch of houses in Allen shrink and fade on the grey
horizon. Then, the empty train rocked its way into the unknown landscape.
“Where are we going, Harry?” Sally said.
“Anywhere away from here.”
“Away from us? We’re going nowhere; we ain’t got nowhere to go. Look at this, it’s like a ghost train and we’re the only
two riders.”
“I got cash. We got a future.”
“Stolen cash. They’ll find you.”
“No they won’t.”
“Harry, I know what you are, I’ve always known what you are.”
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“That’s right.”
“But you don’t. People like us do things to make money.
How do you think I got cash these past few months?”
“Doesn’t matter.”
“I’ve been keeping us afloat by seeing other men, what
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“You don’t know what you’re saying.”
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you don’t hold me no more? It takes a piece away Harry, it
steals your hope. I tried to be your girl. I tried to belong to
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The Lonely Mile, from an exciting book to a tight,
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impossible.”
“Whatever happened, leave it back there. There’s a
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terri�ic job. … Highly recommended!” - LJ Sellers
“It got spread around Harry. You’re the great pretender,
“I rate Jodie 6 stars out of 5!” - Ian Walkley, No Remorse
it’s like you went deaf with despair.”
“What did?”
Free sample edit for new clients
“You never heard them talking? I got used, everyone
knew. All those men...it’s killed something in me.”
“Men like Frank? Are you carrying his baby?”
We passed through a tunnel and in the altered light Sally’s face changed. She looked older, harder, like someone else. As
we came out of the tunnel she turned to me with cold clear eyes.
“I went to pay a visit to Frank this morning.”
“Why?”
“To tell him to leave you alone, and he was dead.”
“Whose baby is it?”
“Does it matter? Could be anyone’s. What are you, Harry? A piece of Frank’s charity? Look at this world. What are we
bringing life into it for anyway if we’re just going to blow it up?”
“You bitch...nothing is ever good enough for you.”
A stranger entered the carriage then, he’d been following me for days. As I looked at him in the bleak window of the
moving train I remembered him from the basement in the dream. It was him I was trying to get away from. Then, he hit Sally.
I had no control over this other man who punched her in the gut, as I tasted all the poisoned impotent years gathering like
a black tide inside me. Then Sally was screaming. I was trying to say her name, but my voice was torn in my throat and no
words came, only a gasp of despair like a howl erupting into the train.
I looked down at the littered floor. Sally was bleeding and I reached for her, my hand falling through the air, as the train
jostled on the broken track, knocking me against the rails of the carriage. I put my hand to my side and it felt wet. As the train
thundered on, my wound opened up and all we had left was the endless embrace of blackness around us, and the fireflies
bombing the night.
***
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I still look for the fireflies from my window when it gets dark, but
they’re not there. They belonged to that year when it all ended. I keep waiting for the bomb to fall. I can’t

see much from my window. All I can see when I look at my murdering hands are the scars on my wrists. They’re growing
faint—so one of the guards says. ■
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Daylight Nightmare
By Sherri Nemick

There was a lot of blood. It was everywhere. It was 3:00 a.m. the morning of daylight savings and I had just gotten out
of bed for a pee and maybe a fresh glass of water. I didn’t turn the lights on because after fifteen years of walking from the
bedroom to the bathroom in the middle of the night I knew where it was. I just feel to see if the seat is down.
Sitting down on the toilet, I noticed dark shading everywhere. The towels were darker than normal, there were dark spots
illuminated on the floor from the porch light coming through the bathroom window. The basin looked like chocolate syrup
was poured into it. Feeling a little uneasy, I wiped, got up, turned the dimmer to low and turned on the bathroom light. It was
everywhere. My blue and beige bathroom was now red. Floors, walls, towels, basin... everything was red. It was on the toilet,
too, which meant it was now on me. There was no blood outside the bathroom. It stopped at the door. Cautiously, I checked
on the rest of the family by poking my head in each of their rooms. They were all asleep and appeared to be “clean.” What the
hell happened in the bathroom in the middle of the night?
Not wanting to wake anyone, but knowing how fast blood “stains,” I ran to the kitchen to get some towels to start cleaning
up the blood. It was coming off pretty easy, which made me very uneasy. Wherever this blood came from, it was just recently
splattered in my bathroom. I stopped cleaning and checked around the house, and noticed that all the doors were still
locked... from the inside. I ventured outside, thinking perhaps it was the dog, but the dog was also clean and sound asleep.
Whoever was bleeding was inside the house.
Was I losing my mind? I went back to the bathroom because I had to finish cleaning it and that’s when I realized, I hadn’t
checked the bathtub. The shower curtain was pulled close over the tub. Like a psycho movie, I had to check the bathtub. I held
my breath, grabbed the curtain and prepared myself. Telling myself to just do it, I yanked that curtain as hard as I could. To
my relief, I think, the tub was clean. It was at this point that I decided I either needed a psychiatrist or a cold beer.
I couldn’t take it on my own anymore. I needed an adult to tell me I wasn’t crazy, that there is blood all over the bathroom
and there is a logical explanation. It was time to wake my husband. I wasn’t looking forward to it because he has a tendency
to sleep right through the sound of my voice and I didn’t want to yell and scare everyone. How do you calmly tell someone
that their bathroom is full of blood and you have no idea where it came from? Then I realized, crap (no pun intended), I
cleaned it up, he will never believe me and off to the psych ward I will go. I didn’t care. If he didn’t believe me then maybe I
do belong in a psych ward.
Gently, and then a little harder, I shook my husband till I got a “huh?”
Just as I was about to begin my nightmare story to him, he said, “I swear I will clean it in the morning.”
He knew, half asleep, why I was waking him.
Not being able to take not knowing what happened, I asked him, “What the hell happened in the bathroom in the
middle of the night?”
Calmly he replied, “Daniel had a severe bloody nose which started in the sink, but then he sneezed and
coughed and it went everywhere and the only thing we could use to stop the bleeding were the towels. Try to relax
and get some sleep.” ■
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