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October is the month where horror fans unite
and rejoice, since the movie channels play all the
best horror movies. Many of the publishers also bring out their biggest scares and frights
in October. While the horror genre has not been as popular among most readers in the
past couple of years, hardcore horror fans are still delighted to see their favorite author
having no problem trying to scare the hell out of them.
Like I mentioned last month, horror is the one genre in which there are no rules and
authors can take things from the other genres to create stories that chill the reader to the
bone. So with such a wonderful genre, why are authors and publishers shying away from
horror novels? I’ve asked myself this question many times and the only answer that I can
come up with is that horror has turned too much into gore, which is better on a screen
than in a book. But let’s face it, we all love a good scare and a horror novel is the place to
turn. While they might give you nightmares, you can’t deny the fact that if it happens, the
author is an incredible storyteller.
Arguably, one of the greatest storytellers of all time is Alfred Hitchcock. His writing
is mainly horror, even though in today’s standards it might be considered more suspense.
But the fact is that Hitchcock produced many of the greatest horror movies of all time. If
you take the Universal Studio tour in Hollywood, the tour guide points out his bungalow.
You still drive along the grounds of the Bates Motel and the Psycho House, among the
most iconic buildings in movies.
Yes, horror is a very important genre in
writing and in movies, and one never to be
overlooked. It is a shame that we really only
think about horror in the month of October,
as it should be considered throughout the
whole year. Do yourself a favor and search out
some horror writers, either past or present
and give yourself a treat, not a trick. Enjoy
the beauty of horror writing and the range of
emotions that you feel when reading it and
you will see that the horror genre is not only
the most diverse writing genre, but the most
emotional.
John Raab
CEO/Publisher
Suspense Magazine 
“Reviews within this magazine are the opinions of the individual reviewers and are provided solely to provide readers assistance in determining another's thoughts on the book under discussion and shall not be interpreted as professional advice
or the opinion of any other than the individual reviewer. The following reviewers who may appear in this magazine are also
individual clients of Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine: Mark P. Sadler, Starr Gardinier Reina, Ashley
Dawn (Wintters), DJ Weaver, CK Webb, Elliott Capon, J.M. LeDuc, and Terri Ann Armstrong.”
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OUIJA!

By Donald Allen Kirch

SOME THINK OF IT AS A CHILD’S GAME.

Innocent and fun. Others see it as a
board game sold at any department store meant to pass the time on a stormy night. “Truth or Dare” has nothing on the
“innocent” avenues that can be used to scare your date on a dark Friday
night, than that of an Ouija board. The subject has received a lot of
press over the years. A Ouija board is at the fictional heart of all the
“Paranormal Activity” movies, and has been used as a center of drama in
most thrillers. Simply put: they are scary!
However, these ancient doorways are not to be taken lightly. At one
time in human history, they were used to decide the fate of empires, to
test the future for war, and to help guide royalty down the path of their
earthly reign. Some have benefited from the advice given, while others
wished they had taken it more seriously, and cursed the day they ever
placed their hands upon the device and opened “the door.”
The Ouija did not come into popular American culture until Kate
and Margaret Fox started the spiritualist movement in 1848. They called
it “spirit rapping” and had their tiny hamlet in upstate New York in a
craze. The “game” became so popular, that even President Lincoln was
known to host an occasional séance in the White House. Lincoln was said
to have been given a dire warning by his board just before the breakout
of the Civil War.
Conventional history places credits for the modern Ouija board with
a Baltimore-based toy company owned by William Fuld. He claimed to
have invented the board around 1890. For a long time after the game
giant Parker Brothers obtained the rights to the Ouija, they labeled each
box with the phrase “William Fuld’s Talking Board Set.”
Norman Rockwell painted this picture during the height of Ouija
Ouija was on its way!
Board madness
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The origin of the name “Ouija” has its legends as
well. Sellers of the device claimed that its name was
an ancient Egyptian term for “good luck.” It isn’t. Fuld
stated that it was a marriage of the French and German
words for “yes.” That’s more likely. A more absurd
explanation: an early investor of the invention stated
that Ouija spelled out his “spiritual” name. In any case,
mystery does exist.
However popular an “American” pastime the Ouija
board game is, it is not a modern appliance. Boards
similar to the Ouija were being used as far back as the
sixth century before Christ. Everyone from Pythagoras
(540 B.C. France) to the Mongols to the Ancient
Egyptians have all possessed Ouija-like devices. Cults,
worship, and sacrifices seep from every pore of this
“game.” It should never be called, labeled, or addressed
Modern Ouija Board
as simply “a game.”
There are several horrifying stories about how terribly wrong an Ouija can get. Tales so frightening and deviant they
make a Stephen King novel seem tame by comparison.
Although most accept the Ouija board as a “kid’s game,” consider this: the board itself is a door. Doors can be opened
from the other side as well. All that is needed is a willing key.
There are malignant forces involved when dealing with the hidden powers of the unknown. Stories of honest and caring
individuals, who tried to communicate with the beyond, were using an Ouija, and who had spent the rest of their lives
regretting their actions. At first, the spirit contacts those using the miracle of helpfulness. They become a magical part of
that person’s life—a life usually filled with loneliness. Gifts are exchanged. A beloved article, considered long lost, is suddenly
discovered, its whereabouts given to the victims as a sign of faith. The unfortunate victim then becomes addicted to the line
of communication, even going against promises to stop, just to hear another “revealed” secret. There have been documented
cases of threats and horrific terrorizing by dark forces, who demand constant attention from the one who had contacted
them. Hugh Lynn Cayce, son of the eminent psychic Edgar Cayce, has cautioned untrained users of the Ouija, that it is a
dangerous door into the human unconscious.
In the world of parapsychology, spirits can play a frightening game with human behavior. Could there be, somewhere
in a mental institution today, a paranoid schizophrenic who might have been in touch with something brought about by the
non-scientific powers of the Ouija?
Several documented cases come to mind…
On March 7, 1920, in El Cerrito, California, a fifteen-year-old girl was found walking naked along a newly constructed
State Highway, babbling to herself. It was discovered that the girl in question had spent several nights alone in her room,
using an Ouija board, obsessed with talking to the spirits. While trying to explain her hell to one of the police officers
involved, she managed to get him to use the Ouija. As if on cue, the grown man started to take off his clothes, wishing
to join the disturbed girl in her quest to find the voices calling to him. To prevent future “stripping,” the Ouija board was
banned within the city limits—still is!

THE 1930S WERE A COLORFUL ERA FOR OUIJA.

Dorothea Turley and her daughter Mattie became an American sensation in the news when they claimed the powers
of Satan—channeled through an Ouija—had been responsible for the death of their husband and father of the family.
Both testified that demons ordered them to take up a shotgun, wait for him to return home, and instructed both women
on how to “kill” their victim. Neither woman ever had negative encounters with the law.
Later, after conviction, it had been determined that neither Satan nor demons were involved with the crime, but
the sinister cashing of a life insurance policy. Such actions during the Great Depression were common. However, three
years after another such case involving an Ouija, Dorothea was released from prison. Cause for acquittal: unknown.
Mattie stayed in a reform school until she turned twenty-one.
Contrary to common belief, the young are not the only victims of the demonic. Modern motion pictures, like
“Paranormal Activity,” focus on the innocent and the young. What about the elderly? Those who have been around
the block and know a hell of a lot about life?

4

Suspense Magazine October 2012 / Vol. 039

Case in point:
In 1935, in Kansas City, Herbert Hurd, a seventy-seven-year-old man, well-known and respected, told police he had to
kill his beloved wife, Nellie. He cried and pleaded with the police to understand his anguish.
“My wife went crazy, using a witch board!” he repeatedly screamed.
Nellie received messages from her Ouija board, stating that Herbert had a secret lover and had given her over fifteen
thousand dollars to live off of. This, of course, was nothing but a lie. Spirits LOVE to lie, and…they are TERRIBLE spellers!
Nellie went nuts, for lack of a better word. She obsessed herself with channeling the spirits, and would not heed the orders
of those concerned. When all was said and done, Herbert woke up one horrifying morning and found himself tied to his bed.
Herbert’s wife followed instructions given to her by a spirit named “Billy,” and whipped him constantly, burning him
with a red-hot poker, stabbing him several times in the shins, and forcing confessions from him by holding a loaded gun to
his head.
This went on for six weeks! Nellie started to lose both weight and health, focusing more on her Ouija than eating.
Nellie, one night, left the gun on Herbert’s nightstand. Seeing a chance at freedom, the desperate and terrified man
grabbed the gun and shot his wife. He barely had the strength needed to venture over to a neighbor for help.
When he had the chance, he burned the Ouija board.
The courts ruled the killing a justifiable homicide.
The Ouija board has also been used to destroy one of the strongest bonds on earth: motherhood.
There is the case of Carol Sue Elvaker of Minco, Oklahoma. Carol was a quiet woman and beloved mother.
Family was important to her, and all were surprised when
she came home one night with an Ouija board.
“It’s a fun little game we can play on a Friday night,”
she was heard saying.
Well, Friday night came and went…
Carol killed her son-in-law, then put her two
grandchildren and her daughter into a car, and headed
toward Tulsa—no reason ever given. Police chased her
all the way. She later slammed into a road sign trying to
kill all within the car. Fortunately, this didn’t happen.
Realizing her failure, she crawled out of the car, ripped
all her clothes off and ran naked through a nearby forest.
She kept screaming something no one could understand
at the top of her lungs, and was eventually caught two
weeks later. Whatever “fright” she was suffering, it was
powerful enough to keep her on the run with two broken
ankles.
An early article advertising the Ouija Board from the 1929 Johnson Smith novelty
Those possessed by the Ouija have been documented
catalogue reprint
with superhuman strength.
One of Hollywood’s greatest motion pictures in horror
also centers on the universe of an Ouija.
In Cottage City, Maryland, a young boy started displaying crude behavior after the
death of a favorite aunt. It was later learned that the aunt and he delved into the communications of
the dead, using a rather fancy Ouija board. In late 1949, paranormal activity was so profound The
Washington Post even got involved. There was “talk” of the boy being possessed by a demon, and
he was later taken to St. Louis for a rare exorcism.
This episode later inspired William Peter Blatty to write the horrific masterpiece “The Exorcist.”
Keep in mind, that there are good things that can come from communications with the spirit world, but with all things…
ALWAYS do it with those trained in the field. There are wonderful and fascinating things to experience in this world. When
keeping an open heart, also tread with caution.

EVIL OFTEN WINS UNLESS GOOD IS VERY, VERY CAREFUL. 

To learn more about this author and his work go to: www.donaldallenkirch.com. To leave a comment about this article email the
author at: Storywriter1967@yahoo.com.
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The
HOUSE
Without
DOORS

By David Floody

“I got here a little early. The front door was unlocked.”
The startled owner could see she had been wrong about the door being boarded up—and about me—standing just inside,
holding it open, and out of sight from the quiet street. I had carefully pried off and hidden the boards, front and back, the
night before and come in by the back door earlier this morning. The old locks were child’s play. It was not the first time I’d
done it, but it would be the last.
And I was still a shade too black for this Montgomery, Alabama neighborhood in 1956.
Yet in December, eight months before, Rosa Parks had refused to give up her seat to a white man on the Cleveland Avenue
bus and things were less certain. Mrs. Parks was a great believer in the “self-help” philosophy of Booker T. Washington. I was
too, long before she kept her seat and took a stand. I practiced a selfish, more extreme form of that philosophy.
I waited with laughter in my heart.
“Uh, I’m Deborah-Lee Deveraux. But call me Dee-Dee, everybody does.”
Dee-Dee looked very white, putting aside the unladylike crowbar and returning the skeleton key to the clutch purse that
matched her pale pink shoes and summer dress. The noon hour was drowsy and hot. Beads of perspiration jeweled Dee-Dee’s
upper lip.
“Jackson Mississippi. I’ve looked forward to meeting you,” I said.
The hesitation was fractional before the Ipana Toothpaste smile was in place and she extended her hand to shake mine.
“Just like the town?”
“Yes. Not very original. Thank you for making this time available after I phoned only this morning. I go by Jack.”
“Well, uh, Jack, why don’t we start with the basement? The rest of the doors are there, or used to be.”
“The basement would be perfect.”
Dee Dee led the way down the center hall to the empty basement doorway, halfway along. The house was stripped of
furniture, decoration and any personal touches. The throw rugs were gone and left behind only their lighter shadows on the
worn pine boards of the floors.
“The kitchen’s straight ahead, of course, with the water-heater in the broom closet by the back door.” She hesitated again

2012 Short Story Contest Submission
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when she saw the back door hanging open, yet decided not to mention it.
Now I bit down on the laughter before it could escape my lips.
“The plumbing’s a bit primitive like everything else in these old prewar cottages. The house really needs some TLC.”
“Yes, it does.”
I waited until she pushed the button of the old basement light switch and then followed her downstairs. The light from
the single, clear-glass bulb amplified the effects of humidity and neglect. The corners remained in shadow.
“Damn! Watch it, Mr. . . . uh, Jack.”
Dee Dee had hit her head on a low joist and had to pull cobwebs from her stiff brown hair. But I had control now.
“I’ll be careful.”
She took a few steps forward. “This is the furnace, although we rarely had to use it when I was growing up.”
The ancient coal-burner sat like a leprous toad in the middle of the windowless room, the white paint gone gray and
peeling. Its heavy iron door lay on the floor in front of it, and the black circle above looked like a mouth gaping in frozen
surprise.
“You’d probably want to convert to oil,” she said. “It’s cleaner. Not as much soot to contend with.”
“Probably.”
Dee-Dee stooped under the fat octopus arms of the furnace pipes that appeared to support the house above. “All the
wiring is still knob and tube though, and I’m afraid it may not be safe anymore.” She indicated the pairs of white, ceramic
insulators carrying the crusty black wires to the single light.
“So I noticed.”
“The doors are in a pile over here…at least they were.” Her mascara brow wrinkled briefly in a delicious puzzlement.
The doors were laid out in a neat line in the dim space behind the furnace.
Dee-Dee stepped forward for a closer look—then abruptly lurched sideways with another curse. I reached out to help
her. Didn’t want her to hurt herself.
“Thank you, Jack. These rotten old floorboards are not made for high-heels.” She stooped and tenderly probed her right
ankle. The grey boards sat unevenly on the dirt floor. A dark smudge of dirt marred the fabric of her shoe. “Darn. I think I’ll
wait here if you don’t mind? I may have a bit of a sprain. I hope the doors are all here.”
“Not at all. And, yes, I believe every one is here.” I stepped into the shadow behind the furnace. The doors had the same
pale, scabrous appearance as its cast metal surfaces.
“I confess we have had the house on the market for almost a year, ever since Mr. Villier’s wife had the coronary. The
poor woman’s heart was weak. And then he disappeared himself, nine months ago. The sheriff searched the place, but found
nothing. I accept he’s dead in the woods out back somewhere, but no body found yet.”
Why did she call her father, “Mr. Villier,” and her mother, “the poor woman?”
“Yes. That is strange.”
“I finally did take down the sign and my husband boarded the place up three weeks ago, after some vandalism. Just me
left now. Mr. Villier had two older daughters and the twin boys. But almost two years back they were driven off the road by a
hit-and-run driver on their way here before Christmas.”
“Oh my. I can’t imagine…”
More control as she nodded in painful remembrance.
“Such bad luck, too. The one time they would all be together. But the children’s annual reunion was a tradition of sorts.
Almost killed Mr. Villier, as well. Five children and four of them gone in the same accident.”
“Yes. A loss that must mark you for the rest of your life.”
“It’s so very true, Jack. And I might have been with them. My husband and I were waiting for them to pick me up here in
Montgomery for an afternoon outing, just the five of us. When we got the news, why I just couldn’t believe it.”
I offered her my fine cotton handkerchief. Still that brief reluctance, but she took it and pressed it against the corner of
each wide blue eye, blotting the dark mascara.
“Who could?” I agreed.
If only I was there to enjoy the horror on Dee-Dee’s pretty pink face. But of course, I had to be miles away by then. She
returned the mascara-smeared handkerchief with an apologetic smile.
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Donald
Allen
Kirch
“...genuine horror with
a perfect balance of
suspenseful thrills in his
latest creation—“REICH”!”

—Barbara Watkins, co-author of
“Six-Pack of Blood”

“ONCE HE STRETCHED
OUT HIS HAND AND
EUROPE TREMBLED.”
A U-boat Captain is ordered
to transport Hitler to a secret
military base in Norway
during the closing days of
World War II. While on this
mission, he discovers that
there is more to Germany’s
“S
“Supreme Warlord” than
meets the eye. To his horror,
the Captain discovers the
ird Reich’s darkest secret:

HITLER WAS A
VAMPIRE!
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“Now Mr. Villier’s wife is lying beside them in the old Villier family crypt, in
the cemetery down the road a bit, waiting for her missing husband.”
Dee Dee didn’t mention that the once prosperous, slave-owning family had
fallen quite a ways since the Civil War scattered them, and that the big wreck of a
house was finally torn down to provide space for the cemetery. Or that she often
went by only the Villier name herself. She certainly didn’t mention that my mother,
too-early dead from a cancer these three years past, was their housekeeper, let go
when her pregnancy began to show. Old habits die hard in the south.
The gloom hid my smile, bitter this time.
“I’m sorry to hear all that,” I said.
My efforts at the cemetery had been considerable, and the smells of putrefaction
were perfume to me. All worth it. I didn’t correct her.
“To be truly honest, Jack, I’m desperate for any offer.”
“Seven.”
“Hundred?”
“Doors,” I said. “I counted them.”
“Oh. You wouldn’t think there’d be that many in a small house like this, even
with the front and back I mean.”
“Yes. I didn’t count those.”
“Mr. Villier took the doors off himself, you know. And began to leave the lights
burning all night. Drove the nearest neighbors to distraction.”
“Why, I wonder?”
“I asked him that. He said, ‘To keep away the shadows.’”
“Ah.”
“Kind of embarrassing. Must have gone a little crazy after his wife’s death.” I
could just make out Dee-Dee’s moue of distaste. “He found her body right here,
behind the furnace.”
Strictly speaking, the wife wasn’t necessary. I could sympathize. She was a kind
of victim, too. Yet I was curious about the effect her added death would have on the
old man.
“Found here? Are you sure?” I waited…and Dee Dee finally felt her way over,
favoring her right foot like a wounded animal.
“Just where you’re standing,” she agreed. “I guess he about tripped over her in
the dark.”
“Yes, I know.”
Deborah-Lee Deveraux, “call me Dee Dee, everybody does,” didn’t have a
chance to scream.
I opened the seventh door in the row and kicked her body into the hole
underneath. Next came a thick layer of quicklime, smoothed with the shovel like
the frosting on a wedding cake, one my mother never had. Husband, wife, sisters,
and brothers—one big, happy family together again.
Almost.
“Six children, actually, Dee Dee. Welcome back, little sister.”
The final door was closed, like it and the others had always been. Now I was free
at last to leave the home I’d never known. This time I walked out the front door into
the empty street and let it hang open behind me. The sun was blinding white, so I
slipped on my dark glasses.
I left the light burning in the basement against the night to come.
“For you, Father.” 
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MElegant
ODERN
H
ORROR
Reads for the Witching Season

By Alma Katsu
Press Photo Credit: Tim Coburn

It’s the time of year when our reading appetites run to dark and
chilling supernatural tales.
Of course, some of us don’t wait for Halloween and read this way
year-round, but for those of you who prefer to wait until pumpkin season
for your spooky reads, here’s a list of elegant horror novels you might
consider for your annual indulgence. For a change of pace, we thought
it would be fun to skip the more gory and graphic horror novels in favor
of the more fantastic. There’s something singularly sinister about horror
when it comes from an unexpected place.
“The Little Stranger” (2009) by Sarah Waters: If you ask me, the
hardest type of horror to write successfully is the ghost story. It’s difficult
to put a new spin on them—it’s awfully easy to fall into a rut—and they tend to be slow to build,
which seems to run contrary to many modern readers’ tastes. Not so with this modern classic.
The pacing is so perfect, and the post-World War II era is evoked so thoroughly that the fact
that it’s a ghost story may elude you until the very end.
“Those Across The River” (2011) by Christopher
Buehlman blends Southern gothic, Civil War historical and
werewolves in this well-written debut novel, which came
out in 2011. The prose is lovely, setting you up perfectly
for some scenes that are unexpectedly and breathtakingly
disturbing.
“Breed” (2012) by Chase Novak (Scott Spencer): Many
have compared this novel, the first written by two-time
National Book Award finalist Scott Spencer under his pen
name, to Rosemary’s Baby, but the twist is that it’s the parents
who have turned demonic, not the children, which seems
very fitting for this day and age. Reportedly the first in a

SuspenseMagazine.com

9

series of horror stories to be written by Spencer.
Not wanting to submit Suspense readers to my preferences alone, I asked W.
Scott Poole, history professor at the College of Charleston and author of “Monsters
in American: Our Historical Obsession With the Hideous and the Haunting” (Baylor
University Press) for recommendations. As you might expect from an academic and
expert in the genre, he selected two works that combine thought-provoking literary
approaches with dark fantasy and horror.
You may feel you are already familiar with the terrors of the daily grind, but “My
Work Is Not Yet Done” (2002) by Thomas Ligotti, subtitled “Three Tales of Corporate
Horror,” will doubtless give you a whole new outlook. Bram Stoker Award and World
Fantasy award winner, Ligotti’s writing is frequently compared to Lovecraft and Poe
and has been described as “philosophical horror”. For
readers who are looking for dark
reminders of the
terrors and decay of
the everyday world.
“Witches On The Road Tonight” (2011) by Sheri
Holman is about more than witches or monsters: it’s a story
about fear itself and particularly how fear has played a role in
American life over the past century. This theme is played as
we follow three characters: Tucker, a Depression-era writer;
Eddie, a small-time TV fright night host dying of cancer; and
Wallis, his daughter, a TV journalist, as they grapple with
their fears in this ambitious novel. For dazzling storytelling,
you can’t go wrong with Holman, author of the best-selling
historical novel “The Dress Lodger.”
Suzanne Johnson is not only the author of urban fantasy
novels “Royal Street” and “River Road” (coming November
2012), but she writes the Fiction Affliction columns for science
fiction-fantasy website Tor.com, keeping an eye out for new releases in all thing paranormal
and fantasy. When asked what she would recommend for chilling
Halloween reading, she recommended Alex Bledsoe’s Memphis
Vampire books, “Blood Groove” (2009) and “The Girls With
Games of Blood” (2010). These books are perfect for readers
looking for their vampire-book fix but want it with a twist. In
these books, Bledsoe brings an old-world vampire who thought
himself dead back to life in 1970s Memphis, providing the perfect
vehicle for his noir-ish, edgy stories. 
Alma Katsu is the author of “The Taker” and “The Reckoning”
(Gallery Books/Simon and Schuster), the first two books in a
spellbinding trilogy of love, magic, betrayal and redemption. Part
historical novel, part dark fantasy, “The Taker” was named a top ten
debut novel of 2011 by ALA/Booklist. For more information, please
visit www.almakatsu.com.
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Preview of

THE
RECKONING
by Alma Katsu
VENICE, 1261
No good would come of it—That’s what was said at the time
of a young man’s fascination with magic. And for most of the
young men held in magic’s thrall, nothing good did come of
it: many were taken to the dungeon or the pyre, though Adair
was saved by his family’s high rank. A bad end came to his
own tutor, the bedeviled old Prussian, Henrik, the one who
had introduced Adair to the craft. Adair was too young at the
time to do anything to save the old man when he was dragged off by the inquisitors, and his parents had made it clear that it
was only with a lot of maneuvering that they’d kept this scandal from ruining Adair’s life.
After Henrik was taken away, Adair did go to Venice to train as a doctor—that much was true. Given his peculiar
leanings and the blight of association with the suspected heretic Henrik—black magician, alchemist, or wizard, depending
on your disposition—young Adair declared that he would devote his life to medicine rather than to warfare or diplomacy
or governance. His brothers and cousins had fulfilled those duties for the family, hadn’t they? The physic’s art— the blend of
magic and alchemy, the natural and the supernatural— would be Adair’s future.
Of course, his name was not Adair then. He’d nearly forgotten his real name, the one he’d been born with, his nearly
unpronounceable given name and his illustrious and noble surname. He’d traveled in the peasant boy’s body for so long that
his old name eluded him, like trying to hold smoke in his hand. And when it finally came to him he wrote it down, because
a secret name was a powerful talisman. According to the tenets of magic, if someone learned his secret name, that person
would then have power over him, be able to command him like a puppet.
His family had tried to turn him away from magic when they learned of his interest, but nothing could stop him once he’d
witnessed his first miracle—the one that proved to Adair that there was more to life than what he’d seen with his own two eyes.
Old Henrik had used his bag of well-practiced tricks to impress his young wards, the special boys he’d already determined
had the inclination or “the gift” or both, as Adair did. The tricks were minor manipulations: for example, combine a dram of
a malleable solid with a drop of a liquid, work the two together and witness, the compound became hard and fast like a piece
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of iron. Want to touch it, see for yourself? Henrik had offered with a sneer of superiority to his awestruck charges. Such tricks
passed for magic among the credulous. Touch it if you dare.
It wasn’t until a few years later, when he and Henrik had done many experiments together in the old man’s studio, that
Henrik showed Adair the one impressive feat he could do. Henrik brought that baby bird back to life, though how he’d
managed the feat had been as much a mystery to Henrik as it was to Adair. There was no disputing that the bird was dead to
begin with: Adair had held its limp body in his hand, light and fuzzy as a dandelion head, loose bones in a thin sack of flesh.
No, there was no question that Henrik had indeed brought the bird back from death, but it wasn’t quite right the few days it
lived, glassy-eyed and nearly inert, not a peep nor squawk from it.
Adair argued that they needed to try the spell on a man, because, once revived, a man would be able to tell them what
it was like on the other side—whether there was a heaven and hell—but Henrik recoiled from the idea. That was heresy and
possibly witchcraft, and even as he was seized with the idea, Adair had to agree.
The one thing Adair had not been able to determine, not in all his time and study, was where the powers came from.
Changing the materials from liquid to solid, or bringing the baby bird back to life: had the power come from the materials
themselves? Did it originate with God? Or could it be proof of the presence of the devil? After all these years, Adair was no
closer to knowing, but he was beginning to believe it was pure energy, a certain rare, remote energy that existed in the ether.
An energy you could generate with enough focus and determination if one knew how to harness it.
Many years of collecting recipes and perfecting spells elapsed before he acquired the crown jewel of his power: the
alchemist’s holy grail of immortality. Looking back, Adair saw that every experience he’d had—everything he’d learned and
done in the past—had prepared him for acquiring that capability. By then, he’d been a practicing physic for decades. His title
and family estate waited for him, a spit of land in the area that changed hands between Hungary and Romania. The duchy was
his now, as his brothers were all dead, killed in battle or fallen to disease. He chose instead to work as a physician to royalty,
traveling from court to court as cover for his real intention: to track down every major practitioner of alchemy and absorb
their skills, learn their best recipes.
He’d heard rumors that there was an adept in St. Petersburg, that glorious and wretched city, an alchemist with the
strongest powers imaginable, much stronger than Adair’s. He was an old man by then, very nearly blind, and even though
he’d known of the elixir of immortality from his earliest days even before he had left for Venice—it had eluded him his entire
life.
When he was young, Adair had convinced himself that he wanted it only as a matter of professional interest. It seemed
cowardly to chase immortality; only cowards were unable to face the end of their lives. But as the years passed and he grew
more infirm, he felt desperation accumulate in his bones like silt dragged in on the tide. He lost sight in one eye and most
in the other. His joints had stiffened so badly that he was continually uncomfortable, whether sitting, walking, or even lying
in bed. And his hands had become so gnarled and numb that he couldn’t hold a quill or carry a jar from his desk to his
worktable. Yet, he wasn’t finished living. He needed more time. There were too many mysteries that continued to elude him.
That was how he came to be shuffling down the alley in search of a certain man, dirty snow rising above his ankles and
trickling into his boots. He cursed as he struggled on, searching for the address, but once he found it, he was sure he was
in the wrong location. How could this be the place where they were to meet? the physic scoffed. It was a poor neighborhood,
practically a ghetto. Any alchemist who could grant everlasting life would be an adept indeed, and likely would have made
himself wealthy with his talents, or at least be able to keep himself in a comfortable manner. Full of suspicion, he finally found
the correct doorway. Once inside, he saw that the place was beyond modest: it was the equivalent of a mouse’s nest, tiny and
squalid with one narrow bed, one small round table, and one candle burning on the mantel. The entire room was untidy at
the edges with dirt accumulated in the corners, and soot crawling up the wall over the fireplace.
The alchemist, too, was suspect—and slightly mad, judging from the way he gibbered under his breath and his eyes kept
darting around the room, settling on Adair only when he thought he wasn’t looking. He was short and stout and wore a heavy
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black tunic that swept to the floor, a full beard matted like sheep’s wool, and hair tied back loosely. He seemed like a runaway
from a sect, a dervish in hiding.
An intermediary had arranged the meeting for Adair, but now that the two were face-to-face, he realized he had no way
to communicate with the other alchemist, for he knew no Russian, which he assumed was what the crazy little man was
speaking. Adair tried to pantomime his intentions but, in the end, slapped a sack of heavy gold coins on the table and folded
his arms over his chest, indicating that negotiations were over.
The alchemist peered into the sack, picked through the contents with a finger, grumbled and fussed, but eventually he
went to a cupboard, unlocked it with a key that hung around his neck, and retrieved a small earthenware jar. He placed it on
the table in front of Adair proudly and gravely, as though he had presented him with holy Communion.
Adair peered into the wide-mouthed jar, skepticism curdling his face. First of all, it looked like no elixir he’d seen before;
nearly every accomplished alchemist had an elixir of life in his repertoire, and this one resembled none that he’d ever come
across. Then again, other alchemists’ elixirs could do nothing more than extend life for a few years, and it occurred to Adair
that perhaps they were the ones who’d gotten it wrong.
Adair scoffed. “What’s this? I’m not buying the potion, you fool. I want the recipe, the knowledge. Do you understand?”
The alchemist stood adamant, unyielding as a boulder, his arms folded, and it was clear that he was not going to offer
anything more than the elixir itself.
Eventually, Adair’s desire won out, and he grasped the jar and brought it to his lips, then paused, looking the adept in
the eye. The alchemist nodded, maintaining an even stare as he regarded Adair expectantly, urging him to go on. Adair
swallowed the viscous jelly dotted with specks of dirt in one long draft and immediately felt the inside of his mouth begin to
burn as though coated with the most intense pepper. Bile began to back up in his throat, his eyes teared up, and his vision
lightened, then blurred.
Adair fell to his bony knees, doubled over, and began retching violently. To this day, he still remembered the agony of
that transformation, and he would see that same pain reflected in the face of every person he transformed. But at the time he
was sure he’d been poisoned. Making one last lunge toward his killer, he reached for the alchemist—who merely took a step
backward to evade Adair’s grasp—before falling face-first on the floor.
Adair awoke on the alchemist’s tiny bed, looking up at the low ceiling, dark like storm clouds hovering overhead. Still . . .
despite being in a strange room under strange circumstances, he felt warm and safe in the alchemist’s bed, like a child in a
nursery.
It wasn’t until his senses came back to him fully that he noticed the alchemist sat at his bedside, back upright, hands on
his knees. Adair thought for a moment that this gnarled old man might be sleeping with his eyes open, he was so still; but
after a moment he leaned close to the physic, studying him.
Adair tried to raise his head but the room began to tilt violently, so he lay back against the pillow. “How long have I been
lying here?” The alchemist remained as still as a hunter in the woods, and so Adair assumed he hadn’t been heard, or that the
alchemist ignored him since they didn’t understand each other’s language. But suddenly he said, “A day, no more” with an
air of calm that struck Adair as deliberate. Strangely, the alchemist’s words fit in Adair’s ear, making sense for the first time.
“Aha,” he said, thinking he had caught the other man in a deceit. “So you do speak Romanian after all.”
The alchemist smiled in amusement. “No, I am speaking Russian. It is the only language I know. It is you who are
conversing in Russian.”
Adair rubbed his eyes and looked askance at the alchemist. “But I don’t speak Russian. You must be mistaken,” he
retorted, but the other man offered no explanation for this seeming miracle, and just regarded him with distrust.
Adair pressed a hand to his clammy forehead and wondered if he had damaged his mind by ingesting the potion. He
felt dazed as if in a thick opium haze. Indifferent to Adair’s obvious state of shock and confusion, the alchemist pulled his
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chair closer to the bed and continued. “Listen to me. Since it seems we can now understand each other, I want to explain my
actions. I have agreed to this deal with you because I trust the man who sent you here. He swears that you are a practitioner
of great renown, and if this is the case, it stands to reason that you are then a man of integrity, too. But know this: if not for
the dire situation that I am now in, I would never have agreed to sell the elixir for money, not even to a fellow practitioner.
“I am not the adept who created the recipe for this elixir, you know; I am only his apprentice. That adept is a very wise
man—wise enough to unlock the mysteries of the world, but also wise enough to respect the limits of our earthly knowledge.
My master has gone away on a pilgrimage and left me to care for his property and his recipes. If I did not require a little
money to keep from starving and to buy enough firewood to keep from freezing, I would never share my master’s elixir with
anyone else. You should understand the tremendous responsibility that accompanies our work, and I trust you to use wisely
the power you have now gained.”
He scooted the stool closer to the bed so he could fix Adair with an ominous stare as he continued. “There are a few
things you must know, now that you have taken the elixir of life. First, there is no going back. There is no antidote, as it were—
no cure. You sought eternal life, for whatever reason, and now it is yours. God grant that you use this gift to better the lot of
your fellow man and as proof of god’s glory. Any other path will only bring misery.”
“How do you know that god is behind this gift?” Adair asked in a tone so fierce and challenging that it seemed to give
the alchemist pause.
The alchemist replied, “My answer to you is that we could not extend our lives without god’s help, because god is the only
creator of life, and the ultimate taker of life, too. We can do nothing without god’s approval or his help. Do you not believe
this to be so, or are you not a god-fearing man? I did not think anyone would have the clarity of mind to become an adept if
he did not believe in god.”
As he was not interested in arguing with a zealot, Adair turned his attention to the new sensations he felt. Adair sat up
in bed, aware of the miracle of his new circumstances. Sight had come back to his dead eye and the cloudy one was clear. His
gnarled hands surged with dexterity, and his legs were strong. He felt as though he could leap out of bed and run through the
square as swiftly as the strongest of horses.
By now, the room had ceased to spin, and Adair felt ready to start his new life. He stood without pain for the first time
in decades. “So that is the only warning or advice you have for me: ‘go forth and do good in the name of god’?” he boomed
at the little man.
The alchemist eyed him warily and, ignoring his tone, said, “There is one condition you must be aware of: you are
impervious to all things but one. The maker of this potion saw fit to build in one fail-safe, the reason for such a caution
unknown to me, for I am nothing but the humble caretaker of the elixir. As I have said, you are immortal now in all
circumstances except for one: your life can be ended by the hand and with the intent of the one who gave you immortality.”
Adair turned this twisted braid of words in his head. “The one who gave me immortality?” he repeated, raising his brows.
“What does that mean, exactly? In this case, would that be you, since you gave me the elixir to drink? Or would it be your
master, who made the brew in the first place?”
“As the one who gave you the potion, it is by my hand that you are now immortal,” he pressed a hand to his chest and
bowed slightly. “And it is by the strike of my hand alone that you can feel pain and by the strike of my sword that you will
know death.”
What a foolish man, Adair thought, to reveal such a thing to him. As long as the alchemist before him was alive, he was
technically not immune to death. He would not truly feel immortal and he would never feel truly secure.
Adair gathered his cloak and walking stick from their perch beside the fireplace, taking his time as he thought about
what he should do next. “So you lied to me. You have not given me what you promised. I paid for immortality—that was our
arrangement. And yet . . . you can destroy me if you see fit.”
The alchemist pulled his hands into his sleeves for warmth, shaking his head. “I have given you my word. I have granted
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you eternity, for whatever reason you seek it. I am a god-fearing man of science, as are you. And you are the living, breathing
proof of my master’s work. I have no wish to destroy you—as long as you abide by the terms of our agreement and do not use
this gift to harm others.”
Adair nodded in assent. “Tell me, this elixir—surely you have tried it for yourself?”
The old man leaned away from Adair as though he were contagious. “No, I have no desire to live forever. I trust god to
know the right time to call his servant home. I trust my god with my life.”
A foolish pair, master and acolyte, Adair thought. He’d seen their type before: afraid of the capabilities they themselves
had uncovered and now held at their command. Cowering at the edge of a great discovery, afraid to step into the glorious
unknown. They used religion as a crutch and a shield. It was laughable, really: god wouldn’t reveal such power to men if he
didn’t intend for them to use it, Adair figured. Men hid behind religion to keep others from seeing how frightened they were,
how inept. They were weak vessels, to be trusted with such power.
“So this is all your master told you of the fail-safe? It seems a major provision, seeing that you can take my life at any time
and for unknown reasons,” Adair said, prodding the alchemist once more.
The alchemist pursed his lips, seeming to draw on the last reserves of his patience. “As I said, my master did not tell me
why he built in this ability. It would seem to run counter to the very reason for the spell. But, knowing my master, I think it
may be out of compassion.”
“Compassion? Why would a man who cannot die—possibly the most powerful man on earth—require anyone’s
compassion?” Adair scoffed.
“Yes, compassion. For the day when a man says immortality is too much and asks for the cup to be taken away, for it is
too full.”
Adair grunted. Now he was certain this man and
his master were addlepated.
The alchemist closed his eyes. “I think you can see
that my master is a wise and compassionate man. God
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That is all I wish,” he said, making the sign of the cross.
Adair saw his opportunity, and took it. “Alas, I
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Adair stepped over the body and began searching
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the room for the alchemist’s recipes. He would have
kept them close if he was in the acolyte’s position; no
one would risk leaving such valuable material beyond
arm’s reach. At last he found them: loose sheets of
parchment kept in a leather pouch along with a rosary
of lapis beads. He let the rosary fall next to the dead
man and disappeared into the cold night with the
pouch of recipes tucked close to his heart. 
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Man and his Best Friend
with SPENCER QUINN

Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit of Spencer with Audrey: Diana Gray

Spencer Quinn’s exciting Chet and
Bernie mystery series has been leaping
off the shelves from the very beginning.
The first, “Dog on It,” reached #7 on
The New York Times bestseller list.
The second Chet and Bernie book,
“Thereby Hangs a Tail,” came out in
January 2010, and was also a New York
Times bestseller, as was the third, “To
Fetch a Thief ” (September 2010) and
the fourth, “The Dog Who Knew Too
Much” (September 2011). Book five in
the series, “A Fistful of Collars,” was
just published in September 2012 and
if history is any indication, being on the
bestsellers list is very close at hand for
this one as well.
In “A Fistful of Collars,” everyone’s
favorite detective team returns in a new
adventure as canine narrator Chet and

his human partner, P.I. Bernie Little, find that Hollywood has gone to the dogs:
Hoping to bring some Tinsel town money to the Valley, the mayor lures a movie studio to town to shoot their next
production, a big-budget Western in the classic tradition. The star is none other than ruggedly handsome—and notoriously
badly behaved—Thad Perry. When the mayor decides that someone needs to keep an eye on Thad so that he doesn’t get into
too much trouble, Bernie and Chet are handpicked for the job. The money is good, but something smells fishy, and what
should have been a simple matter of babysitting soon gets more complicated, especially when they discover that Thad has a
mysterious connection to the Valley that nobody wants to talk about. What kind of secret could he have left behind when he
went to Hollywood to seek fame and fortune? The only people who might know the answer have a bad habit of turning up
dead before they can talk.
As Bernie’s relationship with his longtime girlfriend Suzie goes long-distance, and Chet’s late-night rendezvous appear
to have resulted in an unexpected dividend, it’s all our two sleuths can do to keep Thad and his varied entourage of yes-men,
handlers, and hangers-on in their sights. Worst of all, Thad is a self-proclaimed cat person, and his feline friend Brando has
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taken an instant dislike to Chet.
Like the books before it, this fifth book in the series combines a great mystery with genuine humor and a perceptive take
on the relationship between human and dog that will stay with you long after the case is solved.
As if that’s not enough, on August 14, “A Cat Was Involved,” an e-short story about the fateful day Chet met Bernie was
published.
Quinn is a full-time writer of twenty-eight novels. Before that he worked in radio and as a spear-fisherman in the
Bahamas. Now there’s a job! As for his accolades, he’s won the Edgar and Agatha Awards and been nominated for others as
well.
We are honored to have this opportunity to interview Quinn and maybe get a little inside information for you, our
readers and his fans. Enjoy!
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Can you give us a little behind the scenes information on your latest Chet and Bernie book,
“A Fistful of Collars?”
Spencer Quinn (SQ): I wrote it with my own two hands. (No ghost writer will ever touch my work!). The idea came to me in the
shower. Not the first time that’s happened, not even close. Something amniotic is going on there. Advice to prospective writers:
take long showers. Swimming also works. The writing took about four and a half months, working just about every day. I revise as
I go along, so the final go-over was done in less than a weekend: i.e., I finished the last chapter on a Friday, e-mailed the finished
manuscript Sunday noon, and uncorked a bottle.
S. MAG.: How has the relationship between Chet and Bernie evolved through the five books in the series?
SQ: This one’s hard! Reminds me of why I wanted to get out of college as fast as possible. First, there’s the reader’s perception of
the relationship. That’s certainly deepened as the reader learns more about them. (Readers interested in the true story of how
Chet and Bernie met, alluded to in all the books, might be interested in the e-story, “A Cat Was Involved”). As for the relationship
itself: the love between Chet and Bernie is the heart of the story, and love, the kind that lasts, is constantly evolving, probably by
definition.
S. MAG.: In “A Fistful of Collars,” which character was a pleasant surprise, having a larger voice than you thought they would?
SQ: Although he’s hardly pleasant, Thad Perry, the spoiled-rotten Hollywood action star Chet and Bernie are hired to babysit,
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turned out to be much more sympathetic than I’d imagined. His artistic side—and despite all the trappings he’s trapped in, he
really is an artist, even of the tortured variety—emerged over the course of the book and surprised me, lifting the whole moviemaking part of the story above satire; or at least grounding the satire in something more affecting.
S. MAG.: What scene in “A Fistful of Collars” can you look back on and say, “I nailed that one?”
SQ: Very dangerous to get into that retrospective nail-gunner mode! I try to avoid habits like that. But what I read at signings is
the boxing scene, where Thad Perry goads Bernie into climbing in the ring with him. I chose it mostly because it’s a good example
of how Chet’s narration works.
S. MAG.: What is your favorite word and your least favorite word and why?
SQ; I like punchy words like punch. I hate pretentious words, like trope. So let’s
go with punch and trope.
S. MAG.: Do you have any plans for a spinoff of the series?
SQ: You just gave me the idea.
S. MAG.: The beginning or the end: which do you feel is the most
important part of a story?
SQ: It’s all important. You could argue that it’s the beginning, because
without a good beginning a lot of readers will stop right there. You could
also argue that it’s the end, because readers whom you’ve made to feel
like time-wasting saps will never read you again. That’s why I don’t like
to argue.
S. MAG.: Do you still have a little anxiety on the release date of a new
book? Do you do anything special on release day?
SQ: Anxiety? Yes. This is a business, after all, and more “businessy”
every day. On release day I do what I always do, which is to get my
writing in. So on the day “A Fistful of Collars” came out I wrote a few
pages of the next book in the series (which takes place mostly in bayou
country). I also did a radio interview or two, went to the gym, played
with the dogs (Audrey and Pearl) and toyed with the notion of mowing
the lawn.
S. MAG.: After “A Fistful of Collars,” which book should a
new reader start with in the series?
SQ: They can be read in any order. What would Chet do? Seize a
particular one for no particular reason!
S. MAG.: What can we expect from Spencer Quinn in the future?
SQ: More of Chet and Bernie. Ideas go through stages, like life, from baby to decrepit. This series feels, from my end, at least, like
it’s now in its late twenties, full of energy and eager for new things.
Suspense Magazine is very honored to have had this opportunity to speak with Quinn. Chet the Dog has a website, which
you can visit at www.ChetTheDog.com, and even Quinn, a.k.a. Peter Abrahams does, too at, www.PeterAbrahams.com. Stop
by them both and have a good time. 
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The

MADALINE
Incident

By David Byrne

The flashing lights and screaming sirens did little to deter Samuel from completing his task. He had set

out earlier that evening with his one goal, and he fully expected to get it done. If he was not successful then everything would
fall apart, life as he knew it would end; he would have no part of that.
Quickly, he pushed the body into the freshly dug hole. With shovel in hand, he began the laborious task of filling it with
dirt. Twenty minutes had passed and Samuel knew that he had to hurry up or he would be caught by the authorities. His plan
was almost fool proof, he knew that if he could finish with the digging, that no one would discover the tarp-wrapped body.
Deep in the woods, far enough in that people who were unfamiliar with them would get lost, Samuel had scouted his
burial site. This murder had most certainly been premeditated. In his own mind the killing had been just, to end the savage
beatings of Madaline Grey. The piece of garbage that now lay under twenty plus pounds of dirt was unworthy of her beauty
and loveliness. Now that the dead man was out of her life, she would be able to break away from her old life, and move on to
find true happiness.
When he was satisfied that the hole was filled enough, Samuel picked up the small spruce tree that he had uprooted the
day before. Taking his time, he stood it up and placed it down right over the spot where the hole had been. He then scooped
up dirt and soil and covered the roots. This took another ten minutes or so, and he knew now that he was truly pressing his
luck to the extreme. The tree roots being covered, he then grabbed the shovel and put the rest of the loose soil back under
the tree. He had been prepared for this. Reaching into the black trash bag that was off to the side of his site, he pulled out
pine needles, and sticks and twigs. Scattering these around the base of the tree gave the precise look that the man had been
wanting; that of a normal tree, just exactly like every other fern in the surrounding woods.
Gathering up all of his items, making sure not to leave one single article behind at the site, Samuel made his was through
the heavy wilderness. He had heard the men’s voices, their shouts to one another, nearing him as he walked calmly away
from the site towards the back gravel service road where his truck had been parked. When he approached the driver door, he
removed the heavy work gloves that he had been wearing. He knew that it was important that he not touch anything while
wearing the gloves. They had small amounts of blood on them, and he did not want to leave any evidence in his vehicle.
Placing the gloves into the black trash bag, he knotted up the bag, and tossed it in with the rest of the trash bags in the back
of his truck. He gently set the shovel down in the bed as well, not wanting to scratch the paint. Calmly, Samuel went back to
the driver side door, opened it up and climbed into his truck.
Driving down the path, he made sure that he went slowly enough so as not to hit any person who may come stumbling
out from the woods. It was the evening after all, and most people would have no knowledge of this small road. He turned on
his spot light and began to scan it over the woods as he drove along, hoping to spot the search party that he could hear now
almost clearly.
After five minutes of driving, he found them. A small group of four men, although he knew that there must be more, out
covering all the ground that they could in the huge Appalachian park. He had hoped that they would come out in full force,
and they seemed to have not disappointed him in the least.
Shining his beam onto the group of men, they instantly raised their hands to shield their eyes from the penetrating light.
Samuel left the spot light focused on them, and put his truck into park, but left the engine running. Climbing out from the
cab, he placed his right hand on his small revolver while he held his flashlight in his left hand. Slowly making his way to the
group, he addressed them in his most intimidating voice.
“Good evening gentlemen, what are you doing out here?”
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He could see that the men were in uniform, but did not acknowledge them as officers, he would let them make that leap.
One of the men, wearing a rounded cap spoke up.
“Could you get that damn light out of our eyes. We are county sheriffs, looking for a murderer.”
Acting like this was a surprise, Samuel spoke hurriedly, even making his voice squeak just for the effect.
“I’m sorry officers, of course.”
Turning off his flashlight, he ran back to the truck and turned off the spot light. He turned the ignition off of the truck,
and placed the keys back onto his utility belt. Then making his way back to the sheriffs, he let them do most of the talking.
The man in the hat explained how there had been an altercation between two men at the Sunoco gas station about a mile
down the road.
“The witnesses had called 911, and as soon as they got through to the dispatcher, it ended in gun shots, and the crazy
bastard grabbing the shot man and putting him in the back seat of a red Ford Focus. The murderer then sped off, attempting
to escape the crime scene with the victim. Fortunately for us, although this was extremely stupid, one of the witnesses
followed the Focus. When the witness got close enough that he could see the parked car on the side of the road, and that the
car had been abandoned, he went back to the gas station and called us from the Sunoco’s phone. We had already sent out two
cruisers, but when we got this call we sent out everyone we had.”
Samuel could hear the excitement building in the man’s voice as he told what had happened. Deep inside, he knew that
the hunt was something that every man craved; himself included. Trying hard to keep the smile down deep within himself,
Samuel kept nodding at what the man was saying. These men had no idea that their killer was standing right in front of them,
a wolf in sheep’s clothing. When he put Craig into the back seat of the focus, it had already been lined with a ten foot strip of
plastic tarp. Not that Samuel cared about getting the back seat bloody; the focus was a stolen vehicle. He had taken it from a
residential neighborhood only an hour before the shooting. All of these events were planned out, he did not plan on spending
his life behind bars.
As he nodded on, the man in the rounded hat continued to speak.
“One of the things that is going against us is the sheer size of these woods. We only have twenty men, and two dogs. The
way we see it though, is that this guy, the murderer, he is carrying his victim. He already ditched the car, we are pretty certain
that he did not plan on a bystander following him. So if he were to carry the guy, then how far in could he really have gotten?”
Again having to restrain his smiles and laughter, Samuel actually bit his tongue. He had indeed carried the victim from
the back seat of the focus, wrapped up tight like a swaddled baby so not to get blood on anything. However, he did not carry
the body very far. He had his Ranger truck parked off the side of the road, all he did was transfer the body from one vehicle
to the other. Then he drove the truck down to the entrance of the service road, to the spot where he left it. From there Samuel
lifted the tightly wrapped body out from the back of the bed, and carried it into the woods to his planned burial site. He made
sure that his site would be easy enough for him to get to, but deep enough in the woods so that he would have plenty of time
to do what needed to be done.
“Of course he could have gotten tired and simply dumped the body. That is a real possibility, then he would be able to
move much faster toward his escape.”
Feeling that it was his turn to say something, that the other man was expecting it, Samuel made his pitch to the group,
his final selling point for his plan to pay off.
“Well I heard some yelling, and thought that you guys were some punk kids, maybe out in the woods drinking or
smoking reefer. Hell maybe having an orgy, who knows. Can I help you out at all? I mean, I do know these woods pretty well,
I’ve been a forest ranger here for nearly a decade. I was just on my way to drop these trash bags off at our facility.”
He made sure to say that last line. He didn’t want anyone wondering about the trash bags. Most of them did indeed
contain trash that he had picked up from the parks cans, or litter from the ground that he had personally collected. There
was only one bag in the bunch that he did not want to ever be opened, it contained blood splattered gloves with his DNA
on them, the bloody tarp, and the spare clothes that he had been wearing over his uniform. Samuel was positive that the
items would never be discovered.
The group started to get anxious, and one of them blurted out, “Give him the transmission station so he can call us if
he sees anything. But let’s get on with this, it is late and I’ve been working for eleven hours, Bill!”
The man in the rounded hat, Bill, became obviously irritated by this, but said nothing to the other man. He looked
Samuel up and down, and then spoke somberly.
“Now listen, this isn’t your job, so you be careful out there. This guy is a real killer, and he has a pistol. But if
you do decide to help in the search, well then we would be very thankful. The radio station is 99.03. You do have a CB
right?”
Nodding his head ever so slightly, Samuel reached into his pocket and took out a small note pad and a pen. He jotted
down the number.
“What is your name, sir? I’ll be sure to be careful, but I’ll do what I can to help you guys. We can’t have some nut hiding
out here killing our citizens.”
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And that was that. Samuel had escaped the law, and had done it in a manner that almost frightened himself. He had been
calm and collected. The fact that it had all happened so fast, did not faze him at all. When the group of men left, he pulled off
and kept heading down the utility road toward the park’s trash facility. He threw all of the bags away, then simply left. On his
way out, he made sure to call Sheriff Bill Payton, letting him know that he had seen no one as he made his rounds, but that
he would let the other rangers know, and to be on the look out.
#
The next morning, Samuel made his way over to see Madaline. This was the part of his plan that he was unsure
of. He knew that she had wanted his help, she had practically reached out to him and begged him on more than one occasion.
There were nights when she looked as though she had been in a boxing match, although she would never come right out and
say that her Daddy was the one who had delivered the beating.
This would be the first time that he had ever gone to her unannounced though, and he worried how she would react.
After all, Madaline was a very busy woman. He would call her normally, and she would let him know when would be a good
time to stop by. Over the last few months, he had started supporting her more and more. She was a single mother who was
barely getting by on the low income job that she worked, she had told him of the long hours that she put in; he had voluntarily
started giving her more and more money. Samuel saw nothing wrong with it though, he considered Madaline to be his
girlfriend.
Climbing the stairs of her apartment building, Samuel kept having the following scenes of what would happen play
through his mind. He would go to her, and she would listen intently to what he was saying, as she always did. He would lead
up to what he had done, by rehashing every little bad thing that Craig had ever done to her. This would make her sad, she
would probably cry a lot, but Samuel would be prepared for that. After she had settled down, he would tell her the story of
their confrontation. He would tell her how Craig had attacked him, and that he had to shoot him, in self-defense. Of course,
Madaline did not need to know all of the gory details, she was much too delicate for all of that. What would be important, the
only details that would matter to her, was that she no longer had her Daddy around to make her life a living hell. She would
thank him, over and over again. They would lie down together, and she would make the sweetest love to him that they had
ever shared.
He knew it was a fantasy, but he also knew that she had real feelings for him, and that whatever happened, it would be
close to what he was now envisioning. As he strolled down the hallway of her floor, he had a huge grin on his face. He had
been seeing her for almost a year now, and every time that they were together had been magical. Sometimes when they were
finished, laying there in her bed, Madaline would tell him just how great he really was. How lucky any girl would be to have
such a hard working, and truly handsome man such as himself. When she spoke to him like this, he would always ask her
why she just wouldn’t let him be her man. Then the conversation would be shifted, and Samuel always knew why. Her daddy,
Craig; a completely horrible man. Samuel knew that he beat her, and had taken from her any chance that he could. After
almost a year of this, without letting Madaline know, Samuel decided he would end all of that pain and suffering. He would
kill the man she referred to as her Daddy, and then she would be free to come with him, and live a real life.
Making his way to the door, he could hear some commotion from within. He knocked hard, and waited. Moments later,
he heard her soft voice from behind the closed door.
“Hang on, who is it?”
Without hesitation he spoke up.
“Samuel. I have a surprise for you, Madaline.” He was unable to contain the excitement in his voice.
From the other side of the door, he heard her muttering.
“What the hell, Samuel hold on, what are you doing here? I am busy, I just cannot see you right now.”
Inside he was momentarily crushed, why would she not open the door to see him? Did she not know that he cared for
her more then anyone else?
“Go away, Sam! I will call you later tonight.”
She had dismissed him. And was that another man’s voice that he heard coming from behind the closed door? He swore
again that he just heard her laughing, and then the deep boom of a man’s laughter. Now infuriated, Samuel banged on the
door harder.
“Open this door now, Madaline!”
Seconds later, a dark haired man wearing only a towel wrapped around his waist yanked the door open.
“Hey buddy, get the hell out of here!”
Seeing this man naked had Samuel seeing red, without thinking he pulled back and punched the shorter man in his face.
He then shoved him down on the floor and walked into the apartment, closing the door behind him. He surveyed the room,
and saw Madaline crouched down in the corner, hands to her mouth in a look of fright, completely naked.
“So this is how you really are then, whore?” spittle flew from his lips as he shouted down at her.
She screamed and then stood up, her complete beauty momentarily subduing his anger.
“Get the hell out of here you lunatic! How dare you come here like this.”
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Conflicted, he understood that she wanted him out of her apartment. At the same time, he knew
that he had to take care of his business, and that meant showing this man who really ruled the house
here.
“I can’t believe you, Madaline.” Looking at the man, who had gotten back up from the floor,
“Get the hell out of here before I break you.”
The naked man looked from Madaline then back to Samuel, he had blood trickling from his
nose. He was upset, and yelled at Samuel before he charged him. With a swiftness not often associated
with big men, Samuel stepped to the side and shoved the other man back down to the floor. Looking
directly into Madaline’s burning blue eyes, he spoke to the man.
“I gave you warning enough.”
Turning back to the man, Samuel kicked him in the ribs, and then started stomping on his head. All he saw was
red, he ceased to think from that point on, and when he came to from his fit of rage, the man no longer had a face; there was
blood everywhere.
When he came to, looking around at this living room as if it were a new place to him, he did not see Madaline. The door
to her bedroom was closed though, and he had a good idea that she was on the other side of it, locked, and had already called
the police. Walking with intent, he reached for the handle, as he assumed it would be, it was locked. He hiked up his leg and
knocked in the door with one hard kick. Her screams filled the room, and he knew that other tenants would soon be making
their way over to see what was going on. As she screamed, he shouted at her.
“I did this all for you! I loved you, and this is how you treat me, by sleeping with that loser?” As he spoke, he made his way
across the room towards her. She had been crouched down behind the bed, and was keeping her hands out of his line of sight.
“I would do anything for you, Madaline. I love you!”
With an ice cold tone, she responded to him.
“I hate you. I only sleep with you because you are a shmuck who pays more than the average trick! Now get out of here,
the cops are on their way!”
This stopped Sam in his tracks, she did not love him.
“I even killed that bastard Dad of yours! Craig was a bad guy, Madaline. I saved you and this is how you repay me.”
Hearing this, she let out a long harsh cry, and then stood up from behind the bed, exposing the large pistol that she was
hiding from him.
“You did what? No, no, no. He was the only man who really ever cared for me, now I truly do hate you, Samuel.”
In a blinded state of rage of her own, Madaline shot Samuel in his stomach. As he stumbled across the room towards her,
she shot him again. This time in the throat. That was all it took, as he fell to the ground and died.
#
When the police finally arrived they found the beaten man, dead on the living room floor. His towel had
come off, he was covered in blood, and there was blood pooled around what had been his head.
“Oh my God,” said the Deputy Sheriff.
“Bill, you have got to see this.”
Bill Payton entered into the crime scene behind his deputy, and was indeed astonished by what he saw.
“The dispatcher said there were gunshots, Fred. Let’s go check out the rest of the apartment.”
Closing the door behind him, Sheriff Payton side stepped the bloody body, and together the two men made their way
to the open bedroom. The Sheriff entered the room first, noting the kicked in and broken door. Entering the room, they saw
the large dead man, face down on the floor, just in front of the bed. From where they stood they could see blood splattered
on the far wall. Payton walked around to see if there was a body, and he found a naked woman, gun in her hand, and a bullet
in her head.
“Well isn’t this a fine way to start our day, Fred?” The Sheriff wiped his brow and looked over at his deputy, who had been
crouched down beside the man who had been shot.
“What is it, Fred?”
Deputy Sheriff Fred Polick glanced away from the body, and looked up at Payton. He gestured him over to where he was
at.
“Come and tell me if this man looks familiar to you, boss.”
Crossing the room, moving around the bed, Sheriff Payton bent over and took a good long look at the man’s face.
“Well I’ll be damned. I wonder what sort of mess you got yourself into, Ranger?”
#
Craig, Madaline’s “Daddy” has never been seen since the night of his disappearance. He and his control over woman have
not been missed at all. 
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By CK Webb

Hex: a magic spell, usually with malevolent
purposes, such as a curse.

James Dean’s Death Car
“Little Bastard”

James Dean was a bright burning star that was extinguished
way too soon. Considered one of the “cool kids” in Hollywood
during the 1950s, Dean was adored by men and women alike. He
was easy on the eyes and he was a man’s man…fast cars, beautiful
women (or men)…the good life. All of that would change in an
instant when on September 30, 1955 around 6 p.m., Dean with
his friend and mechanic, Rolf Wütherich, were involved in a
deadly car crash. A twenty-three-year-old student from Cal
Poly suddenly turned in front of the Porsche Spyder driven by
Dean to take the left fork onto Route 41. David Turnipseed—
the driver of the other vehicle—hesitated just as he crossed
over the center line and Dean’s car could suddenly, sadly, be
seen. It was rumored that Dean tried to “power steer” the
Spyder, a racing maneuver often used to gain control of a
vehicle in a tight space, but it simply was not meant to be.
James Dean collided with the Ford driven by Turnipseed,
head-on, at a high rate of speed.
Upon impact, the Porsche flipped violently in the air
before coming to rest on its wheels in a small ravine near
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the junction of the highway. The crash was so hard, the sheer
velocity sent Turnipseed’s heavier Ford almost forty feet down
Route 466 in the westbound lane. In an interview some years
later, the first responders on the scene, Officers Tripke and
Nelson shared their memories of that fateful day.
James Dean was extricated from the Spyder’s mangled
cockpit before the officer’s arrival. It was noted that Dean’s
left foot was badly mangled from being crushed between
the clutch and brake pedals. Dean had a broken neck, and
several internal and external injuries. He was unconscious
but still breathing on his own when he was loaded onto a
stretcher, bound for Paso Robles War Memorial Hospital,
located twenty-eight miles away from the accident site.
Dean’s friend and passenger had been thrown clear of the
wreckage that pinned Dean in and sealed his fate. Dean
and Wütherich were taken in the same ambulance. James
Dean would never recover from his injuries and he was
pronounced dead on arrival at 6:20 p.m. by the attending
physician in the emergency room. Wütherich suffered
extensive injuries that required dozens of surgeries. In
the aftermath, he was never able to say who had actually
been driving.
Now I know a ton of you are thinking, this is just a car wreck…nothing

strange here, BUT…
This is only the tip of the story. Less than three years after Dean’s death, Little Bastard had been linked to a
whole host of deaths and injuries!
Many believe Little Bastard not only killed James Dean but killed and maimed many others who were somehow
connected with the car. George Barris, who did the customizing for James Dean on the Spyder, bought the remains
of the twisted wreckage for twenty-five hundred dollars. The first victim of the supposed curse came when the car
arrived at Barris’ garage. A mechanic had his legs crushed and broken when the car slipped off the trailer, pinning
him beneath it.
Within a few weeks, Barris sold the engine and drive train to Troy McHenry and William Eschrid. The parts
were placed on each man’s vehicle in preparation for an upcoming race against one another. During the race, the
two drivers, who were also good friends, were both involved in accidents. One would never walk away from his!
McHenry lost control of his car and hit a tree, killing him instantly. Eschrid’s car seized up in the race while
taking a corner. The lockup caused a rollover and the driver was seriously injured. At this time, Barris still had two
tires from Dean’s Spyder which were untouched in the accident. He sold them without a second thought, until his
discovery that both tires had blown out simultaneously, sending the driver careening into a large ditch. After the
last injury involving parts from the Spyder, Barris decided to lock up the car and keep it with him, refusing to sell
any more parts from the cursed Porsche. Unfortunately, the car caught the overenthusiastic eyes of a couple of car
thieves. The bumbling robbers were both severely injured in the attempted robbery. As one of the crooks tried to
steal the steering wheel, his arm was torn open to the point where surgery was later required. The other robber
sustained unknown, critical injuries when he attempted to remove the seat, which was still heavily soaked with the
blood of James Dean.
*I tried to no avail to find out what the actual injury was, but sadly, was unable to come up with much. I was
able to glean that the injury was extensive and required a great deal of aftercare.
Little Bastard was clearly not your average car and to avoid any more carnage, dismemberment or death, Barris
decided to hide her away and end her reign of terror. But wait…there’s more…
Before the car was to be crated and hidden away, the California Highway Patrol convinced Barris to allow them
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to use the car for a safety exhibit at a few local schools. Barris agreed, but it would be a mistake.
The first showing of the car was a complete failure. Fire had broken out in the garage where Little Bastard was
being stored—destroying everything! Everything that is, except for Little Bastard which, mysteriously, ended up
without a single trace of fire or smoke on it. The next showing at a local high school ended tragically when the car
fell off of its display and landed on a student, crushing his pelvis and breaking his hip.
For Barris this was the final straw. He knew he must get rid of the car. He had to hide her away so no one
would ever be harmed again. But, the curse had bigger, better plans to inflict more pain and suffering. During
Little Bastard’s first attempted transport, the truck carrying the car lost control. Now right here, is where things get
really freaky. The driver of the truck fell out of his vehicle and somehow became crushed beneath Little Bastard,
which had magically fallen off the back of the transport! Little Bastard was again loaded onto another transporter.
Within miles of being loaded up, Little Bastard fell off the back of transport #2. Two years went by until another
transport was ordered. The car was secured by the driver and the CHP lawmen escorting it…once again, Little
Bastard would not be contained and the car fell off again, this time onto a busy, rush hour freeway. Fortunately, no
one was injured in the last attempt at relocating Little Bastard.
While transporting the car to Barris, Little Bastard mysteriously vanished and has not been seen since. There
have been many speculations as to what became of Little Bastard, but at the end of the day that is only speculation.
Little Bastard disappeared in 1960 on a freeway in California and she hasn’t been seen since! Still don’t believe in
curses?
On a side note, there has been a $1 million dollar reward offered to anyone who finds the lost roadster. But
beware…
Little Bastard appears to have an agenda all her own and she just might have other plans for you.
Someone…somewhere…is ALWAYS getting away with murder. 
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Preview of

Treachery
In Bordeaux

The First in the Winemaker Detective Series
By Jean-Pierre Alaux and Noël Balen
Press Photo Credit: David Nakache

1
The morning was cool and radiant. A west wind had
swept the clouds far inland to the gentle hills beyond the
city of Bordeaux. Benjamin Cooker gave two whistles,
one short, the other drawn out, and Bacchus appeared
from the high grass on the riverbank. He had that
impertinent look that Irish setters get when you remind
them that they are dogs. Cooker liked this clever and
deceptively disciplined attitude. He would never roam his
childhood landscapes with an animal that was too docile.
The Médoc was still wild, despite its well-ordered garden
veneer, and it would always be that way. In the distance, a
few low wisps of fog were finishing their lazy dance along
the Gironde Estuary. It was nearly 11 a.m. and time to go
home.
The Grangebelle’s graceful shape rose among the
poplar trees. The building would have seemed bulky,
were it not for the elegant roof, the lightly draped
pergola, the delicate sparkling of the greenhouse
and the old varnished vases set out in the vegetation
with studied negligence. Elisabeth moved silently
among the copper pots in the kitchen. She shivered
slightly when her husband kissed her at the base of
her neck. He poured himself a cup of Grand Yunnan
tea with slow and precise movements. She knew he
was tired. She was perfectly aware of his nights of
poor sleep, the deleted pages, the files he relentlessly
ordered and reordered, the doubts he had when he
completed a tasting note, his concern for the smallest detail and the chronic worry that he would deliver his manuscript
late and disappoint his publisher. Benjamin had worked in his office until 5 a.m., taking refuge in the green opaline halo
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of his old Empire-style lamp. Then he had slipped under the
covers to join her, his body ice-cold and his breathing short.
Who could have imagined that France’s most famous
winemaker, the established authority who caused both grand
cru estate owners and unknown young vintners to tremble
was, in fact, a man tormented by the meaning of his words,
the accuracy of his judgments and an impartiality that he
brandished like a religious credo? When it came time to
hand over a manuscript, his self-doubts assailed him—the
man whom the entire profession thought of as entrenched
in certainty and science, which was also a fine art. Benjamin
Cooker knew that everyone, without exception, would
be waiting for his book to arrive in the stores. They would
be weighing his qualifiers and judging his worst and best
choices. It was essential that the publication of his guide
never blemish his reputation as a winemaker and very
sought-after, even secret, advisor in the art of elaborating
wines. He made it a point of honor, which he proved with his
sometimes scathing criticism of wines he himself had crafted.
To him, moral integrity stemmed more often than not from
this astonishing faculty of uncompromising self-judgment,
even when it was forced and terribly unfair. He sometimes
thought it belonged to another century, a faraway time, when
self-esteem and a certain sense of honor prevailed over the
desire for recognition.
He closed his eyes as he drank his tea. He knew that this
moment of rest would not last long and that he should make
the most of it, appreciating these slow, spread-out seconds.
Elisabeth remained quiet.
“Send him to me as soon as he gets here. I need to have
a few words with him before lunch,” he said, calmly setting
down his cup.
Benjamin Cooker dragged himself back to the halflight of his office. He spent more than an hour examining
his tasting notes for a Premières Côtes de Blaye and finished
by persuading himself that there was nothing left to add.
However, his preamble about the specific characteristics
of the soil and the vineyard’s history was a little short on
information, despite his in-depth knowledge of every acre.
There was nothing wrong in what he wrote, but nothing
really specific either. He would have to draw a more detailed
picture, refine the contours and play with an anecdote or two
to clarify the text. He did not even lift his eyes from his notes
when the doorbell rang out in the hallway. He was nervously
scribbling some poetic lines about the Blaye citadel when
Elisabeth knocked at the door. She knocked three more times
before he told her to come in.
“Our guest has arrived, Benjamin.”
“Welcome, young man!” Cooker said, pushing his glasses
to his forehead.
An athletic, honest-looking young man with short hair
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honored him with a strong handshake that left Cooker
wondering if his fingers would still work.
“So you’re Virgile Lanssien,” Benjamin said, lowering his
reading glasses again to the tip of his nose.
He invited the young man to sit down and observed him
over the top of his lenses for a minute. The dark, brooding
good looks would have been almost overwhelming, were
it not for the spark of mischief in his eyes. He was dressed
simply in a pair of slightly washed-out jeans, a navy blue polo
shirt and white sneakers. He was smart enough not to feign
a laid-back attitude when everything about him was on edge.
Benjamin appreciated people who did not posture.
“I have heard a lot about the time you spent at the wine
school. Professor Dedieu was unending in his praise for your
work, and I have to admit that I was rather impressed by your
thesis. I have a copy of it here. The title is a little complicated,
Maceration Enzyme Preparation: Mechanism of Action and
Reasonable Use, but your reasoning was straightforward
and clear, particularly the section about blind tasting an
enzymatic treatment of cabernet sauvignon must. Well done,
very well done! Please do excuse me for not having been part
of the jury when you defended your dissertation.”
“I won’t hide my disappointment, sir.”
“In any case, my presence would not have changed the
result: You greatly deserved the honors you received. I had
an emergency call that day to care for some grapevines in
Fronsac, and it couldn’t wait. The flowering was tricky and
required quite a bit of attention.”
“I understand, sir. Did you save them at least?”
“More or less. There were enough grapes for me to offer
you a bottle,” Cooker said, smiling.
The young man settled into the armchair and relaxed a
little. He knew that these formalities foreshadowed a flow
of questions that he would have to answer with candor and
precision. Benjamin Cooker was a master no cheating could
fool. Virgile had read everything written by this man, whose
reputation spread as far as the New World and South Africa.
He had also heard everything there was to know about the
“flying winemaker”—all the scandal mongering and bitter
words, along with the passionate commentaries and praise.
Everything and its opposite are the usual lot of exceptional
people, the ransom paid by those who have succeeded in
imposing their singularity.
Virgile Lanssien tried to hide his apprehension and
answered as distinctly as possible the sudden volley of
questions that descended on him. They covered so many
topics—layering, copper sulfate spraying, sulfur dioxide
additions, microclimates, grand cru longevity, aging on lees,
filtering and fining, gravel or limestone soils, fermentation
temperatures, primary aromas and degrees of alcohol—in
such disorder, yet Virgile managed to avoid the traps with a
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skilled farmer’s cunning.
“Well, Virgile—I can call you Virgile, can’t I? I think that
after these appetizers, we have earned the right to a meal.”
Elisabeth, wearing a checkered apron tied at her waist,
welcomed them into the kitchen.
“We will eat in the kitchen, if that does not bother you,
Mr. Lanssien.”
“To the contrary, Madame. May I help with anything?”
“The plates are in that cupboard. The cutlery is here. I
leave you to set the table.”
Benjamin was surprised to see his wife accept the young
man as if he were already part of the family. But Elisabeth
knew her man well enough to guess that this first job
interview was going well.
The winemaker grabbed three stem glasses and poured
the wine he had decanted that morning, before the walk with
Bacchus.
“Taste this, Virgile.”
Cooker observed his future assistant while he cut the
bread and placed the even slices in a basket. The boy knew
how to taste. He used his eyes, his nose and his palate in a
natural way, with the attitude of someone who knew more
than he showed.
“Wine can be so good when it’s good!”
An amused smile crossed Cooker’s lips. The young man
had a talent for finding the truth beneath the surface but kept
a certain innocence. Virgile was a cultivated ingénue with
enough freshness and spontaneity to compensate for the
long years he had focused entirely on his studies.
“I will not be so cruel as to subject you to a blind tasting,”
Benjamin said, turning the empty bottle to display the label.
“Haut-Brion 1982!” the young man said with a note of
rapture. “To tell you the truth, I’ve never tasted one of these
before.”
“Enjoy it then. It’s harder and harder to grab this vintage
away from the small-time speculators who are complicating
our lives.”
“I made something simple,” Elisabeth interrupted,
putting an old cast-iron casserole on the table.
Virgile paused, unfolded his napkin and gave the pot
an apprehensive look. Large chunks of eel floated in a thick
greenish sauce filled with so many herbs, it looked like a
patch of weeds.
“I know, at first glance it does not look very appetizing,
but it is a recipe that deserves overcoming your first
impression.”
“I think I know what it is.”
“Lamprey à la bordelaise. It’s a classic,” said Elisabeth.
“With this dish, you should always drink the wine
that was used in the cooking,” Cooker said, dishing out
generous portions. “And nothing is better with lamprey
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than a red Graves.”
Virgile stuck his fork into a piece of eel, dipped it in the
sauce and nibbled at it.
“It is first rate, Mrs. Cooker! Excellent.”
“And now, let’s try a little of this Haut-Brion with that,”
Benjamin suggested. “Just a swallow, and then tell me what
you think.”
Virgile did as he was told, with a pleasure he had some
trouble hiding.
“It is beautifully complex, particularly with the tannins
that are very present. Rather surprising but not aggressive.”
Cooker remained silent and savored his lamprey.
“It leaves a very smooth sensation in the mouth,” Virgile
continued. “And yet it has a kind of grainy texture.”
“Very perceptive. That is typical of Haut-Brion. It is both
strong and silky. And what else?”
“It’s fruity, wild fruits, with hints of berries, blackberries
and black currant fruit.”
“True enough,” Benjamin said. “You can taste cherry pits
later on, don’t you think?”
“I didn’t notice, but now that you mention it.”
“Beware of what people say. Some may not find that hint
of cherry pits, and they wouldn’t be wrong.”
The guest took the blow without flinching. Cooker had
no trouble pushing his interrogation further. The PessacLéognan grand cru loosened Virgile’s tongue, and secrets
slipped out in every sentence. He recounted his childhood
in Montravel, near Bergerac, where his father was a wine
grower who shipped his harvest to the wine cooperative and
had no ambitions for his estate.
“You’ll take over the business one day, won’t you?”
Elisabeth asked.
“I don’t think so. At least not as long as my father is in
charge of the property. My older brother is all they need for
now to take care of the vineyards.”
“That’s too bad. Bergerac wines have come a long way
and could certainly benefit from your talent,” Cooker said.
“Perhaps one day. I rarely go back, truth be told. Mostly
to see my mother, who accuses me of deserting the nest, and
my younger sister, who is the only one I can confide in.”
He talked a lot, not so much because he wanted to
monopolize the conversation, but rather to satisfy his hosts’
unfeigned curiosity. To earn his future boss’s trust, he felt
it was appropriate to answer the Cooker couple’s unspoken
questions. The winemaker needed to know what was
hidden in this excellent and dedicated student. Never had
he experienced a job interview that was so informal and
piecemeal. He disclosed himself without ostentation, without
mystery and without immodesty. He talked about swimming
in the Dordogne River and playing for the Bergerac rugby
club, but only for one season, because he preferred canoeing
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and kayaking. He mentioned his first medals when he joined
the swim team, his years studying winemaking at La Tour
Blanche, near Château d’Yquem, before he did his military
service, his studio apartment on Rue Saint-Rémi, from which
you could see a little bit of the Garonne.
Between two anecdotes, Cooker went to get a second
carafe of Haut-Brion and gave way to telling some personal
memories. It pleased Elisabeth to see her husband finally
relaxed and able to forget the tribulations of his writing for
a while. Benjamin recounted the crazy, hare-brained ideas
his father Paul William—an antique dealer in London—
had and his mother Eleonore’s patience. Her maiden name
was Fontenac, and she had spend her entire youth here in
Grangebelle, on the banks of the Gironde, before she fell in
love with that extravagant Englishman who collected old
books in a shop at Notting Hill.
Virgile listened. His brown, handsome eyes were wide
open, and he looked like a slightly frightened child as he
began to fully comprehend that this was the famous Cooker,
the Cooker, whose books he had devoured and who was
now sharing confidences. The oenologist enjoyed telling
the young graduate about his chaotic career. He had studied
law for a year in England, spent a year at the Paris Fine Arts
Academy, worked for a year at the Wagons-Lits in train
catering and sleeping-car services and then a year bartending
at the Caveau de la Huchette in the capital before being hired
by a wine shop in the fifth arrondissement in Paris, where he
worked for three years while taking wine classes.
“The year I turned 30, I started my wine consulting
business,” Cooker said. “Elisabeth and I ended up moving
here after my maternal grandfather, Eugène Fontenac, passed
away. Since that day, I haven’t been able to imagine living
anywhere other than Bordeaux.”
“That’s an unusual career path,” Virgile said.
“Yes, it is atypical. I had been around wine since I was
a kid, when I visited my grandfather in Grangebelle during
summer vacations, but I needed a little time for all that to
distill. I had a lot of doubts during my Paris years, and I spent
a lot of time searching. I have followed a rather roundabout
path, but I do not regret any of the detours.”
“It’s intriguing, like the path a drop of Armagnac takes
before it comes out of the alembic.”
“That’s a fine image,” Elisabeth said, “but sometimes it is
better not to know all of the mysteries lying in the dark.”
“This is one area in which my wife and I differ. I believe
you should always seek to uncover secrets.”
“I don’t really have an opinion on the subject,” Virgile
said, studying the bottom of his empty glass.
Benjamin Cooker stood up and folded his napkin.
“My dear Virgile, from now on, consider yourself my
assistant. We’ll discuss the conditions later. I hope that this
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wine cleared your mind, because I believe you will need
all of your faculties. We have a particularly delicate mission
awaiting us.”
“And when will I be starting?”
Cooker took a last sip of Haut-Brion and set his glass
down slowly. He slipped a hand into his jacket pocket, looked
Virgile in the eye and handed him a set of keys.
“Right now.” 
© 2012 Anne Trager for the English translation, first published
in French as “Mission à Haut-Brion,” world copyright © 2004
Librairie Arthème Fayard
Find out more about “Treachery
in Bordeaux” at http://www.
treacheryinbordeaux.com.
“Treachery in Bordeaux” is the first
in the 20-book Winemaker Detective
Series
(http://www.lefrenchbook.
com/our-books/crime-fiction/thewinemaker-detective-series/). Le French Book sets out to
publish French books you’ll love in English. We are a digitalfirst publisher that brings France’s best crime fiction, thrillers,
novels, short stories, and non-fiction to new readers across the
English-speaking world. If we love it, we’ll translate it. http://
www.lefrenchbook.com
About the authors: Jean-Pierre Alaux and Noël Balen came
up with the Winemaker Detective over a glass of wine, of
course. Jean-Pierre Alaux is a magazine, radio, and television
journalist when he is not writing novels in southwestern
France. He is a genuine wine and food lover, and won the
Antonin Carême prize for his cookbook “La Truffe sur le
Soufflé,” which he wrote with the chef Alexis Pélissou. He is
the grandson of a winemaker and exhibits a real passion for
wine and winemaking. For him, there is no greater common
denominator than wine. Coauthor of the series, Noël Balen
lives in Paris, where he shares his time between writing,
making records, and lecturing on music. He plays bass, is
a music critic, and has authored a number of books about
musicians, in addition to his novel and short-story writing.
About the translator: Anne Trager has lived in France
for over 26 years, working in translation, publishing, and
communications. In 2011, she woke up one morning and
said, “I just can’t stand it anymore. There are way too many
good books being written in France not reaching a broader
audience.” That’s when she founded Le French Book to
translate some of those books into English. The company’s
motto is “If we love it, we translate it,” and Anne loves crime
fiction.
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FALLEN MASTERS

A SUNLESS SEA
By Anne Perry

It’s never a surprise
to say that Anne Perry
has created yet another
unforgettable
book
featuring William Monk.
For those of you who have
been on an island with
no libraries or Kindle
service, Monk is the Commander of the
Thames River Police, and his longtime
friend is Barrister Oliver Rathbone.
It is November 1864, and
Commander and Mrs. Monk, along
with Rathbone, are investigating the
murder of a very expensive prostitute
on the London docks. In addition, they
are looking into the apparent suicide of
Dr. Joel Lambourn. It seems that Dr.
Lambourn supported Zenia for many
years, and was also creating a report to
send to the government on the abuse
of opium in England. He’d just finished
and was about to unveil the horrific
issue and ask for regulations of this very
dangerous drug.
It would seem that most
Londoners wouldn’t care very much
about the murder of a prostitute, except
for the fact that her demise occurred
very openly and was horribly done.
And finding out that the person who’d
paid all her expenses each month had
also turned up dead, well…the people
want to know more.
Barclay Herne, who is the brotherin-law of the dead doctor, is part of the
Commission and involved in the whole
case. Dr. Lambourn’s widow, Dinah,
tells Commander Monk that he did
not commit suicide, and insists that he
investigate. Little does she realize that
by making Monk reopen the case, she
will end up being arrested and charged
in her husband’s murder. But did she
do it? And who, exactly, took out the
prostitute and why? Was someone
afraid of the government report, or is
this a crime of jealousy?
The cast of characters are
fascinating as always and there’s a
whole lot of courtroom drama from
Rathbone, who’s worried one minute
and intensely brilliant the next.
A truly entertaining novel (as
always) and full of intrigue. Readers
of Victorian suspense will eat it up!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of
“Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense
Magazine 
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By John Edward
A myriad of characters, interwoven together yet individual, all come together in
this earth-shattering saga of good versus evil.
Edward takes us to the other side where evil battles with good and where good
hopes to reign supreme by using the ‘godness’ of the human race. Souls partner with
humans in a race to save Earth as we know it. Characters from around the world are
thrown together in a confusing and tumultuous showdown.
The President of the United States is slain and his son is kidnapped. IRA, the President’s guide
on the other side, tries to help him understand why he’s there, while the counsel have their own
struggle to bring the President to their side, knowing he and his son are key to the ultimate death
of or the stay of execution of Earth’s existence. Will evil win out? Will the human race have enough
faith and good in them to help the other side?
Edward does a fantastic job of not only bringing the characters together but also of making
sense of and bridging each character’s individualized calamities, making known the reason they are
brought together in the first place.
This is a good read, but be sure you have a lot of time. It’s definitely not a one-dayer.
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina, author of “One Major Mistake” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine 

LIVE BY NIGHT

By Dennis Lehane
Joe Coughlin tells you on the first page why he’s facing his own death. It’s all Emma Gould’s
fault. Emma is the mistress of Albert White, the new underworld big shot that gets a piece of
everything in prohibition era Boston. Coughlin was a small time hood that got caught up in a
botched bank robbery and sent to prison for the murder of a cop. While on the inside, he gets
caught in the middle of the power struggle between White and another boss, and only by using his
brains and risking his life does he survive. When he is released, Coughlin is given a mission by his
new boss. Go to Tampa, Florida and take charge of the rum business there.
Tampa, in the early twentieth century, was a melting pot of cultures, mixing Cubans, Spaniards,
and Italians with the white population that resented their presence. Joe Coughlin is dropped into
the middle of this and must navigate the currents of politics, religion, race, revolution, and treason
while trying to grow his businesses. His hands are guided by his wife Graciella and her desire to
improve the lives of those living under harsh conditions, and his boss, who wants complete control
of Tampa by any means.
It was Emma Gould that set everything in motion, and Coughlin discovers the truth behind
his former love.
“Live by Night” by Dennis Lehane, is a phenomenal read. It picks up the thread from “The
Given Day”—the first book in the proposed trilogy—and runs with it. As he has shown before,
Lehane spares no detail in immersing the reader in the world of the character, whether it is the geopolitical environment of the 1930s, the process of making rum, or the religious rebirth enveloping
the South. “Live by Night” will leave you wanting more.
Reviewed by Brian Blocker for Suspense Magazine 

KISS THE DEAD

By Laurell K. Hamilton
Step aside “Shades of Gray,” you’ve met your match. If “Kiss the Dead” was any
more sexually charged it would come with a warning label that states, “Reading May
Cause Hot Flashes!”
Vampire hunter, U.S. Marshall Anita Blake dons her gear in search of a thirteenyear-old girl who has been abducted by a gang of vampires. Responding to the distress
call of fellow officers, she finds the vampires; a motley crew of unlikely vampires in
that they are elderly, middle-aged, or children, and two of her fellow officers are dead
after being mauled by the vampires. The vampires are young in terms of being undead; all refuse to
be governed by a master.
While working the case, Anita is dealing with growing tension in her personal life. Her lovers
are all vying for her attention and it’s getting to be an overwhelming task to keep them all placated
and wondering if she should cut one of them loose.
The hunt culminates with a showdown that will decide the fate of someone close to Anita’s
heart at the hands of a madman.
Filled with steamy sex and bloody scenes, Laurell K. Hamilton’s story once again wows her
readers with the action they have come to expect. Her protagonist is a no-nonsense, hard-hitting
woman that you either love or hate and no matter what side of the fence you are on, you keep
coming back for more, proving Laurell K. Hamilton has hit her mark.
Reviewed by Jodi Ann Hanson (chaptersandchats.com) for Suspense Magazine 
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DETROIT BREAKDOWN
By D.E. Johnson

“Detroit Breakdown” is the third book in a mystery series set in Detroit in the 1910s.
Johnson makes good use of period details, especially the little-known nuggets, like the
popularity of electric cars at the time. Lead characters Will Anderson and his fiancée Elizabeth
Hume each carry some baggage; sometimes the references to past events is interruptive, but
overall their back stories drive them in compelling directions. The novel alternates between
first-person narration from Will and Elizabeth, an effective technique giving insight to both,
although there is some repetition early in the book. The format is most effective when the two are separated.
The title is a play on words, evocative of automotive breakdowns in the Motor City but really referring
to mental breakdowns. As the novel opens, Elizabeth’s cousin Robert, a resident at the Eloise insane
asylum, is accused of murder. Between terrible childhood memories of visiting the asylum and her mother
developing dementia, Elizabeth is concerned about her own mental health. When the hospital’s doctors and
police force seem happy to sweep the murder—which some claim is the latest in a series—under the rug,
Will feigns amnesia to get committed to the asylum and investigate what’s going on himself. He questions
the patients, some of whom, of course, have a shaky sense of reality. Meanwhile, Elizabeth volunteers at
Eloise under an assumed name.
False names, fake amnesia, real insanity, and a killer right out of “The Phantom of the Opera” blend
together to keep the reader guessing. Johnson also makes great use of the asylum setting, exploiting the
often atrocious treatment of the mentally ill in the time period, both through abuse and ill-conceived
therapies, to ramp up the danger at Eloise. By the end, many of the characters have had to face their deepest
fears, which gets them through the current situation while also developing the characters across the larger
story of the series.
Enjoyable on its own, but the close connections to continuing story arcs from the first two books
would make it better when read in its proper order.
Reviewed by Scott Pearson, author of “Star Trek: Honor in the Night” for Suspense Magazine 

THE ACCOMPLICE

By Charles Robbins
When it comes to the muck of political campaigns, nothing beats actual life. “The
Accomplice” however, gives reality a run for its fundraising, back-biting, corrupted, and
murderous money. It’s a story of how far a man can be pushed and how many values he can
sacrifice before saying enough.
Henry Hatten, politico, is hired by the staff of presidential hopeful, Tom Peele, a
Nebraskan Senator as a communications director. Even before he begins his duties, he knows
Peele is not the clean cut farm boy, ex-actor that is to be portrayed to the country. Ensconced mostly in
Iowa, Hatten faces not only keeping Peele’s dirty secrets and extra marital affairs but a dangerous foe as a
campaign manager. Hatten falls for a staffer while still battling his feelings for an ex-lover who is currently
in the enemy camp. As the weeks and months pass, Hatten is pulled deeper into the underworld of political
campaigning, but when the situation turns murderous, he’ll have to use some slick spinning of the facts to
come out on top.
I really enjoyed the fact this story is mainly set in Iowa. Living so close to Des Moines, I made a
connection to the various locales. “The Accomplice” does a slow build up, but when the murder occurs,
things start moving. Don’t expect shoot ‘em up action, but you’ll always feel the tension hovering a few
inches above the surface.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine 

MISTLETOE, MERRIMENT AND MURDER

By Sara Rosett
Ellie Avery, wife of an Air Force officer, has started a business as an events coordinator.
Setting her new career up on the Air Force base, Ellie intends to keep busy when her husband is
deployed with his squadron very soon. She’s delighted that her husband will not have to leave
until after Christmas and will be able to spend the holidays with her and their two children.
However, Ellie is not so delighted to learn that a rival organizer by the name of Gabrielle
Matheson is also setting up a business in town and is stealing clients right out from under
Ellie’s nose. One night Gabrielle even crashes a Christmas party that Ellie is throwing for the Air Force
wives and immediately begins to steal one of Ellie’s customers during the festivities. But when Ellie and her
rival get into a very loud, heated argument, things go from cheery to downright mean.
Feeling bad about her display of bad temper, Ellie makes a date to meet Gabrielle at the home of
Gabrielle’s sister Jean in order to apologize. When Ellie arrives, she finds Jean dead. When Gabrielle appears,
she tells the authorities that Ellie found the body and points out the fact that the murder weapon used was
the ‘gag’ gift that Ellie had ‘drawn’ at her own party. But, as with most cozy mysteries, the two women end up
setting their anger aside and putting their heads together in order to unmask the real killer.
This is the seventh installment in the Ellie Avery Mysteries and is a completely fun read that will keep
readers busy for a nice, long afternoon. Ellie and her friends are great investigators, and not only is the
crime interesting but the in-depth look at how families get along while living on a military base is extremely
poignant. Enjoy!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense Magazine 
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AS DEAD AS IT
GETS
By Katie Alender

This series has been a
solid ‘hit’ from book one, and
each and every step of the way
seems to get better and better.
With this newest tale, we
are right back with the ‘girls’
who—once upon a time—
decided to use a bit of magic
and power to become part of
the ‘in’ crowd. Alexis is the
one who readers are focused
on, as she tries to deal with the
fact that she witnessed Lydia
Small’s death at the hands
of some truly supernatural
powers. Although most
people believe that Alexis
was actually a killer in this
scenario, the truth is far worse.
Not only is Alexis being
stalked by Lydia’s ghost, she
is also seeing yellow roses
appear—Lydia’s
signature
flower—to let Alexis know
that she’s planning her
revenge. Girls are soon
disappearing, with a rose left
behind for others to find,
but is Lydia the mastermind
behind everything?
Not only must Alexis find
a way to watch over her little
sister, but she also faces falling
in love (on the rebound) with
a boy who is definitely not
what he seems. Add in the fact
that Alexis can no longer even
pick up her beloved camera
because of all the rotting and
decaying bodies she now sees
appearing in the lens, and you
have a girl who must remain
strong in order to solve the
mystery of a murderer who
could be either dead…or
alive.
From word one, the
reader will be hooked. It’s so
good. In fact, readers should
head back to the beginning of
this series in order to not miss
a single minute of the ‘magic’
that brought Alexis and her
friends to this point in time.
Best part? This series isn’t
over. Although some things
are solved, there are still many
characters, as well as an odd
agent who Alexis still has
scurrying around in her life. It
will be a true joy to watch this
whole thing play out!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor,
author of “Tallent & Lowery 13” for Suspense Magazine 
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ISLAND OF BONES
By Imogen Robertson

This thrilling book is
the third tale featuring the
extremely clever and totally
charming team of Harriet
Westerman
and
Gabriel
Crowther. Harriet is a naval
widow who helps Gabriel in his
work which is best defined as
18th century CSI.
In this new tale, the
pair has once again been
drawn into a spot of trouble.
Trouble is not ‘new’ for them
considering that local villagers
as well as authorities in various
towns have caused them grief
regarding their particular
investigative techniques on
past cases. (Of course, without
the help of good, old DNA this
job was not exactly easy back
then.)
In this case, the tomb of
the Earl of Greta is in danger
of disintegrating as the land
around it is eroding. The
townspeople are in the process
of digging up the Earl and his
wife in order to inter their
remains in the local churchyard
when—surprise, surprise—
they find another far more
recent corpse in the tomb.
Crowther and Harriet are
called in to use their talents to
discover who the victim is and
how on earth they ended up in
a place that’s been supposedly
sealed for a long time.
Clues arise that stem
from the ownership of the
land to the Earl’s old political
problems, as well as Crowther’s
own family history that he does
not want revealed, and the
mystery grows larger and larger
with each page. Harriet, who
is strong willed and refuses to
take ‘no’ for an answer, begins
to investigate the latest victim
and is determined to find out
the secrets Crowther is doing
his best to bury.
The cast of characters
from the real-life team to
the townspeople to the
ghosts from the past are truly
intriguing. And as always
where these particular books
are concerned, readers will be
hoping that another Crowther
and Westerman ‘case’ will be
along very, very soon.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor,
author of “Tallent & Lowery 13” for Suspense Magazine 
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YOUR HOUSE IS ON FIRE, YOUR
CHILDREN ALL GONE
By Stefan Kiesbye

Kiesbye’s supernatural novel
speaks straight to our innermost fears.
In Hemmersmoor, some children
grow up and never leave while others
leave by fates worse than death.
Christian, Linde, Anke, and Martin,
four of Hemmersmoor’s children, tell
a tale of a village wrought with ghosts
and evil. There are dark and sinister secrets and
enigmas that neither the old nor the young dare
speak of.
The children were sentinels of this town’s
secrets, until Kiesbye reveals all. Children are killed,
beaten by their own parents and raped while adults
act on jealousy, love, hatred, and rage.
It’s best not to read this creepy book at night
while alone. Keep the lights on and someone
nearby. It’s a dark book and not one I recommend
to young adults.
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina, author of “One
Major Mistake” published by Suspense Publishing,
an imprint of Suspense Magazine 

THE PLAYDATE

By Louise Millar
There are three women all living on the same
street in London whose lives connect and entwine.
Callie is a single mother whose daughter has a heart
condition. Suzy is Callie’s married best friend who
is a home-sick American with three kids, and helps
her out a lot, especially with her daughter. There is
a distinct difference between the two social statuses,
but they seem to have a codependent relationship.
Debs, a teacher, has just moved to the street with her
new husband.
When Callie gets a job offer, things start to
change. Callie and Suzy’s friendship has always
been a bit different, but she is afraid to tell Suzy.
Debs’ behavior is all around strange and she is a bit
paranoid.
Everyone has a secret. Each of the ladies has
their own hidden stories. A series of unusual events
occur that lead to a lot more questions than answers.
What is the darkness swirling around all of them?
Who should really be trusted?
Scarily believable characters and story! The
storyline makes you think carefully about who and
how much we trust.
Reviewed by Ashley Dawn, author of “Shadows of
Pain” for Suspense Magazine 

DEAD SCARED

By S. J. Bolton
Every once in a great while, you have the gift of reading a book that is so good, you know
that your review will not do it justice. This is that book!
DC Lacey Flint is back. Briefly thought of as a murderer by one, Mark Joesbury, DI, she’s
back in the ‘fold’ being asked by Mark and his superior to help with a case. She will be in no
trouble this time around and doesn’t even have to investigate anything. All she has to do is
go undercover as a ‘lonely’ student at Cambridge University and see what the other students
are talking about.
You see, there has been a rash of suicides at Cambridge, suicides that don’t make sense. Not only have
people taken their lives in amazing ways—as if they’re trying to outdo one another—but each and every
one is said to have been an awkward, lonely person who was getting help by a counselor on staff. Their
friends say they were complaining about nightmares that seemed real, not to mention being ‘foggy’ and
distant right before their tragic ending.
Perhaps Lacey can come off as a brand new recruit—vulnerable and insecure—so that the person
who may just be preying on these people will come out of the woodwork. Trouble is—even after all Lacey
has been through—she is far from vulnerable. Except when she’s close to Mark, who has been under her
skin since day one.
From a clever beginning to an unbelievable ending (that no reader will guess), this ‘fresh’ plot is a
thrill ride that’s emotional, entertaining, frightening, and highly addictive. In fact, if you’ve never had the
pleasure of reading the novel that introduced Lacey, (a remarkable story about a Jack the Ripper aficionado
called, “Now You See Me”), you will immediately race to the nearest library to continue your S.J. Bolton
affair. This is one reader who truly wants to see these characters again as soon as possible!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense Magazine 

HOLLOW STRENGTH

By Art Keller
In “Hollow Strength,” Art Keller accomplishes two things: he tells a great story from
the mind of one who has been in the ‘business,’ and he has an uncanny knack of letting
his reader know what Iranian culture is truly like. The story begins with the sinking of
an Iranian naval vessel by its own government and the captain who figures out the plan.
“Hollow Strength” centers on the proud Iranian Naval officer who realizes he is being used
as a pawn by the Iranian government and his attempt to bring his family to the United States
and the two American agents who devise an intricate plan to try and help him.
There is a lot of background information in the beginning, but once the action begins it is non-stop.
It is a heart-throbbing thriller that will keep you glued to the page. If you enjoy espionage and are into the
U.S./Iranian political tug of war, Art Keller’s “Hollow Strength” is a no brainer. You will love it.
Reviewed by J.M. LeDuc, author of “Cursed Days” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine 
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DEAD TIME

DEATH BED

By Anne Cassidy

“Dead Time” is the first of the Murder Notebook series by Anne Cassidy. Cassidy has
penned over thirty books during her career and her latest series follows two teenagers,
Rose Smith and Joshua Johnson.
Twelve-year-old Rose’s mother and fourteen-year-old Joshua’s father live together
happily until one night the kids’ parents go out to dinner and never come back. Nothing
is heard of them again and the two are sent to live with different relatives.
Five years later, Rose and Joshua are due to meet up, having not seen each other since that fateful
night. As Rose waits in a train station heading to their rendezvous, she is harassed by a boy from her
college who has constantly made her life a misery. He finally walks away only to be stabbed and killed
on the railway bridge in full view of Rose. She sees the attack, but it occurs too far away for her to
identify the assailant. After being befriended by the murdered boy’s girlfriend, things become even
more frightening when the girlfriend is also found dead in a nearby cemetery.
As Rose is dragged into the mystery of the murder investigation, she and Joshua also begin to
believe they may have found clues to the disappearance of their parents. Rose is as feisty and stubborn
as Joshua is thoughtful and melancholy, which makes for good conflict.
As in all good YA books, Cassidy fills her story with teenage awkwardness and simmering
emotions. Even though some may be disappointed with the lack of answers on the overall mystery of
the parents’ disappearances, the solving of the murder was satisfying. Certainly, there will be many
waiting for the next book of the series as the two continue their hunt to solve the mystery of their
parents’ disappearances. Any young adult fan reading this will certainly not feel they have spent any
dead time with this author.
Reviewed by Susan May http://anadventureinreading.blogspot.com.au for Suspense Magazine 

REAP WHAT YOU SEW

By Elizabeth Lynn Casey
A short time ago, Tori Sinclair finally found a home. Sweet Briar and especially the
Ladies Sewing Circle have welcomed her and she is now a part of them. The current buzz
around town is that a movie is going to be shot in town. Everyone wants to be a part of
the movie and Tori actually lands a role as an extra.
Everyone is excited and ready for the filming to begin when the leading lady is
murdered! The way the actress is murdered and some comments made, make a member
of the Ladies Sewing Circle the prime suspect of the murder investigation. Tori had some success
solving mysteries and now she has a friend in need and a mystery to solve. With the help of the Ladies
Sewing Circle, she is determined to clear her friend of any implication of wrongdoing.
Sweet Briar has a lot of drama and plenty of people to lend a helping hand or opinion. Tori now
has to figure out who the real killer is and fast to help her friend and safeguard her little town.
A good cozy mystery with a town full of interesting characters to get to know and love!
Reviewed by Ashley Dawn, author of “Shadows of Pain” for Suspense Magazine 

FAR NORTH

By Michael Ridpath

It is said that “Revenge is a meal best served cold,” and this concept truly fits with
this incredible story.
In 2009 in the lovely arctic island scenery of Iceland, the value of the local money
has been lowered and banks, savings, and lives have been devastated. Not the greatest
place for a vacation, in the North Sea. The island is not only desolate and depressing
but Revolution is coming. Even though this is a solitary place, it is hard to be incognito,
especially when a list is made of the people responsible for the country ‘going to the dogs,’ with each
name being up for elimination.
Detective Sgt. Magnus Jonson has come from Boston to Reykjavik to handle two cases concerning
the credit troubles in Iceland. One is very close to home for the detective, while one has worldwide
importance.
Oskar Gunnarsson is the ex-Chairman of the Odinsbanki. A major name for elimination, he has
escaped, or so he thinks, to London. But that’s not nearly far enough to run for the person who appears
and blows him away. Even though the Metropolitan Police in London aren’t sure that his killer was
from his home country, they send Detective Sgt. Sharon Piper to meet with the local law in Iceland.
Magnus Jonson is assigned to the case. Jonson soon connects Gunnarsson’s killing to a suspicious
suicide that happened a few months before—Gabriel Orn Bergsson, who was Odinsbanki’s manager.
He decides that whoever killed Gunnarsson has more targets in the crosshairs and will not stop until
he/she gets rid of all the names on the list. As politicians, bankers, and other ‘money men’ start to bite
the dust in Iceland and abroad, it’s up to Magnus and Sharon to figure out who the conspirators are
and haul them in.
An excellent and very intricate story, the author offers readers some truly compelling characters
who must play against the backdrop of the unforgettable, frozen ‘Far North.’
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense Magazine 
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By Leigh Russell

In this fourth
novel in the series
featuring Detective
Inspector
(DI)
Geraldine
Steel,
readers walk beside
her through London.
Having just been
relocated from a small town,
Geraldine finds herself on unknown
ground because she’s never worked
with a large ‘company’ of police
officers before. Because ‘Fate’ has
a sense of humor, she’s sent to the
scene of her first case before she
even has time to unpack.
It’s a grisly murder. The body
of a black girl is found in an alley
covered with a plastic sheet and
left with the trash. This should be
enough for the new DI, but there is
far more to come…
A little while later, another
body of a black girl is found on a
hidden path. The police department
is concerned that this is a racist
killer, until a white man is suddenly
missing along with a young white
woman.
Two of the grotesque clues to
the murders of the black girls are
that they were found with two teeth
extracted and a body part cut from
them postmortem. Coming from
two different worlds—one worked
in a massage parlor, while the other
was wealthy—the victims seem as if
they have nothing in common.
Soon the focus falls on a
customer from the massage parlor,
but proving that this person was
involved is almost impossible. As
the story breaks away from police
procedure, the killer picks up
another person and takes them
back to his attic where he keeps
his ‘collection.’ And from there…
the reader is drawn into a criminal’s
mind that will keep them up at
night.
As the pace quickens, the
author offers the best thing an
author can when it comes to a
mystery—solving the case on the
last couple of pages. Practically
impossible to figure out who the
killer is, the author has certainly
done her job and done it well.
Geraldine is a fascinating character
and deserves even more tales in the
future.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of
“Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense
Magazine 
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A FISTFUL OF COLLARS
By Spencer Quinn

A motley mix of
characters make up the
fifth book of Spencer
Quinn’s
entertaining
series of Chet the dog
and his P.I. buddy
Bernie Little. Add in
an amusingly awful
Hollywood
movie
production and a dog as the narrator,
and you have a treat of a read.
Low on money, Bernie agrees
to work for the mayor’s office at the
behest of his old friend Gronk. The
assignment: watch over aging action
star Thad Perry and make sure he
avoids trouble. But trouble seems to
be Bernie’s specialty as well, and he
has a lot to contend with: Cal Luxton,
the mayor’s head of security, is low on
information, but high on suspicion;
Thad Perry is a petulant and troubled
star who likes things his own way;
Jiggs, Perry’s bodyguard, is hiding a
past tied to the valley; and to top it
all off, Bernie’s current love, Suzie, is
considering a job offer that would take
her to the other coast. But Chet has
bigger problems: Thad Perry’s willful
cat, Brando.
When Bernie follows Jiggs to a
seedy house and sees an exchange of
money with an even seedier unknown
man, Chet and Bernie smell something
fishy. They sit on the house and soon
find a new visitor arriving, namely
Cal Luxton. What’s the connection
between the mayor’s office and Thad
Perry’s bodyguard? Or the connection
between Jiggs, Thad Perry, and the
valley? Nobody’s telling, and the lies
flow. But when the lies lead to the
murder of one of Bernie’s friends, Chet
and Bernie are determined to uncover
the truth. And the truth reveals former
acquaintances with past tales of
murder that no one wants to revisit; no
one, except Chet and Bernie.
Although the premise is as
serious as they come – it is a murder
mystery after all – it’s written with
dry wit and light-heartedness. I found
myself chuckling aloud at times. If
you’re looking for a fun read with an
engrossing story, look no further than
this latest installment from Spencer
Quinn.
Reviewed by Sharon Salonen for
Suspense Magazine 
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BETWEEN TWO FIRES

By Christopher Buehlman
When you think of the word ‘epic,’ this is the book you will think about.
Set in the year 1348, readers come upon a quartet of men walking through a
barren world, passing by deserted villages where the Black Plague has wiped out the
countryside. Coming upon an abandoned house, the quartet stop to rest. However,
there is a soul in their midst, a young waif of a girl with blonde hair and tattered
clothes that begs them to help her bury her father.
One of the men—the leader, in fact—is a hideous man who wants far more from the child
than she’s willing to give, and makes demands. Luckily, there’s also one man in the group who is
far more ‘knight in shining armor’ than monster, who stands up and saves the girl’s life. It doesn’t
take long for Thomas to wish he hadn’t, considering the fact that she’s now tied to his side, asking
question after question, as they travel onward.
The female is a bit odd. She’s beyond calm. Even in the most threatening and gruesome
situations, she seems to have her head somewhere else, as if she chooses not to get upset about the
scary world around her. All she wants is to go to Paris and then on to Avignon to find items. What
she will do after that, she tells Thomas, is still a mystery.
As their journey continues, Thomas goes through everything from wrestling a monstrous
snake-like creature to helping desperate people to doing his best to get revenge and save his own
soul, as another War begins. Lucifer is about to unleash pain and agony that will make the Black
Plague look like a walk in the park, and soon the exhausted knight and a girl whose ‘job’ turns out
to be important get caught up in a war of epic proportions.
The author has certainly done his research and tells a tale that will have fans of ‘Heaven versus
Hell’ running to the bookstores. On every page there seems to be a ‘new’ battle to fight and, even
though at times the scenes run on a little too long, the story is truly illuminating.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense Magazine 

ALL THE PRETTY HEARSES

By Mary Daheim
January is slow for the Bed and Breakfast Judy and her husband Joe own. The inlaw suite behind the B&B is home to Judy’s mom who is a character all her own. Joe
is working a P.I. case, and then is arrested on suspicion of murder.
Though the season is slow, there are still guests that need tending to, including
guests from a fundraiser donation Judy made. A strange mix of people, all with
different issues and stories make up the guest list.
Judy is kept busy with all her guests and their peculiar requests and needs. She is getting
absolutely nowhere with answers about her husband’s case, even from trusted sources. How will
everything come together and can Judy solve the mystery before her husband goes down for
murder?
A nice cozy mystery with an interesting mix of characters, each with their own agenda.
Reviewed by Ashley Dawn, author of “Shadows of Pain” for Suspense Magazine 

ALCHEMYISTIC: A SPELLMASON CHRONICLE

By Anton Strout
This story was full of fantastic fantasies! I read to escape, to fall into a different
life. And I can tell you that being a rich heiress like the one in this story, one who lives
in some huge building in Manhattan, well that is a great dream for starters. Add to
all of that, this main character, Alexandra Belarus, has a great, great grandfather who
was a spell mason, a man who could bring living stone statues to life! These statues
or gargoyles, great-winged men, come to life to personally protect her and her family
even generations later. All sounds good, right?
Now, while I easily got all wrapped up in the fantasies presented, this novel was all about the
plot line. You know how in every story there are usually one or two things that just stand out that
the author does really well, whether characters or descriptions, etc.? Well, in “Alchemyistic,” the
author created a great story line. It was unique and pulled in the reader with its mysticism. The
twists and turns were never what I expected, and they kept me turning the pages.
That is not to say the author did not master other parts of writing—not by far. His descriptions
allowed me to see a stone gargoyle fly with ease, clearly in my mind. I also felt I could walk into the
Belarus art studio and feel like I knew the place, like I had been there before. And his character’s
idiosyncrasies made them human, endearing them to the reader.
I highly recommend this series, and I am looking forward to more of them releasing.
Reviewed by Kiki Howell, Author of “Hidden Salem” for Suspense Magazine 
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THE LINCOLN LETTER

THE SPY LOVER

By William Martin

William Martin, the bestselling author of “The Lost Constitution” is back with his
latest book “The Lincoln Letter.” William brings us back to Civil War America leading us
to ask the question, did Abraham Lincoln have a diary, one that could hold secrets that
he never meant to let out? If this diary existed, what if it fell into the wrong hands, would
his legacy and the legacy of the Civil War be changed forever? Every President in history
has taken secrets of his Presidency to the grave, and Lincoln is no different.
William takes his main characters Peter Fallon and Evangeline Carrington, on a journey in search
of the missing diary. William has in the past, done a fascinating job of taking the reader on an historical
thrill ride and “The Lincoln Letter” could be his best book to date. By blending the past and present in
“The Lincoln Letter,” readers will be engrossed in a mystery and suspense that is a first class read. For
the reader that has not picked up an historical thriller, William Martin’s “The Lincoln Letter” should be
your first read and then you will be hooked.
Reviewed by John Raab, CEO/Publisher for Suspense Magazine 

GHOST TOWN

By Jason Hawes and Grant Wilson with Tim Waggoner

Drew, Amber, and Trevor are back. They are invited to the Esotericon Conference
in Exeter, the supposed “Most Haunted Town in America.” While there, Trevor decides
to take full advantage to sell his book about their experiences at the Lowry House. After
what happened there, none of them are exactly keen on experiencing a paranormal event
again this soon, but they have no choice.
They are thrown headlong into figuring out whom the Dark Lady is and why she’s
trying to destroy Exeter. Before things get heated up, Connie Flaxman, Drew’s boss,
all of a sudden feels the need to find out just what Drew is up to and follows him to
the paranormal conference in Exeter. She, surprising to the rest of them, inserts herself into their
investigation.
Enter Mitch, Amber’s ex-boyfriend. An, let’s say, assertive individual decides Amber’s quick
dismissal of him and her show of strength in an earlier meeting, have him deciding to get Amber back,
willingly or…otherwise. He makes a good ally for the Dark Lady, who doesn’t hesitate to exploit his
anger to her benefit.
Erin decides to make a film about the town and employs a crew, who arrive in Exeter with wellknown paranormal investigator, Arthur Carrington. The fun begins and it all happens during the town’s
celebration called Dead Days. The Dark Lady is angry and wants them to ‘stop.’ Who is to stop what?
That’s what Drew, Amber, and Trevor—with the help of a few others—need to find out if they are to
save Exeter from certain disaster…again.
Once you pick this book up, you’ll find it hard to put down. The authors do a fabulous job of
weaving in glimpses of their past investigations with the current one. This is a quick yet titillating look
into the “other side” and just what paranormal evil lurks in our midst. I thoroughly enjoyed this book.
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina, author of “One Major Mistake” published by Suspense Publishing,
an imprint of Suspense Magazine 

THE TIME KEEPER

By Mitch Albom
Years ago, I wept as I read Mitch Albom’s “Tuesdays with Morrie.” So when I saw
he had a new book on the horizon, I thought now was a good time to reacquaint myself
with his unusual style and take on the world.
In “The Time Keeper,” he writes an engrossing parable on the meaning and value of
time. Imagine if you didn’t have a word for time? There wouldn’t be a tomorrow. There
would be no plans for next weekend. We would live in the moment. It’s a difficult thing
to imagine in this technological world we now inhabit, where every second is usually filled with some
kind of plan.
Our world before the concept of time is the place into which Albom first introduces us to his
lead character. Dor, an early inventor, one day happens upon the measurement of time, building the
first sundial and devising other concepts for tracking time. When Dor’s beloved wife Alli falls ill, he
confronts and challenges God to save her. In response, God banishes him to a mystical cave where he
is transformed into Father Time, and then forced to endure the constant pleading from the inhabitants
of earth forever. They beg for more time, less time, time to speed up, and time to slow down; the time
he invented now rules the world.
As his soul withers from the constant voices and the monotony of isolation, he is granted the
chance to escape his prison by saving two seemingly unconnected people using a magical hourglass.
Sarah Lemon is counting down time as she anticipates her first date. Victor Delamonte, one of the
world’s richest men, finds his wealth can’t save him from a terminal disease, until he devises a scheme
to cheat death. How can Dor save these two people when he cannot even save himself?
This very question kept me reading way past my bedtime. Albom writes in a unique and simplistic
style, but his lessons are deep and thought provoking. Whilst reading, you will be reminded of at least
one truth: time passes quickly when you hold in your hands a fabulous book.
Reviewed by Susan May http://anadventureinreading.blogspot.com.au/ for Suspense Magazine 
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By Kiana Davenport

Johnny Tom is a
Chinese immigrant
who
agrees
to
fight for the Union
Army in exchange
for
American
citizenship.
On
the other side of
the coin, we have a
Confederate cavalryman, Warren
Petticomb, who has already lost an
arm in battle, and becomes ‘joined’
with Johnny when he falls in love
with Johnny’s daughter, Era.
In the beginning, Johnny
doesn’t know where his wife
and daughter are. Heading into
battle, he’s captured and kept as a
prisoner of war where he tries his
very best to help his other soldier
friends. At the start of his military
career, he fought for the South, but
switches to the Union as he hates
the concept of slavery. While he
fights for the ‘right side,’ he spends
all of his time looking for his
missing family.
Era Tom, Johnny’s daughter,
is a nurse in the Confederacy, but
spies for the Union Army. She
deals with the fact that her mother,
an American Indian, was killed
by Confederate soldiers and uses
her intense hatred of the South
to continue her mission. During
her tumultuous existence, she
falls for Warren when she assists
in the amputation of his arm,
but being loyal to the Union, she
soon finds her heart being torn
apart. She struggles to understand
how she can possibly love a man
in a Confederate uniform—her
complete and utter enemy—who
is the kindest and most loving man
she’s ever met. Hence, Era is ‘The
Spy Lover.’
This author does a fantastic
job presenting the scenery, pain,
and depth of the Civil War and
how it truly split loved ones apart.
Sometimes in horrific detail,
especially the battle of Gettysburg,
this author makes it feel as if the
reader is actually on that field
experiencing every death. Having
these characters based on the
very real souls of the author’s own
ancestors who came to America
during the 1800s, made the story
even more compelling, and is
highly recommended.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for
Suspense Magazine 
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SUMMER LIES
By Bernhard Schlink

This is a collection of seven
stories by Bernhard Schlink
(translated from German by Carol
Brown Janeway).
One of the best offerings for
readers is the very first story titled
After the Season. On Cape Cod,
after the season has ended, Richard,
a German immigrant and flautist
with the Philharmonic in New
York City, meets Susan, a woman
who works for a foundation in Los
Angeles. Drawn to each other, the
more time they spend together,
they become very close. Richard
is staying at a B&B while Susan
lives in a small cottage on a huge
estate. Soon, Richard finds out that
Susan’s extremely rich and that her
foundation, as well as the estate,
belongs to her. Richard isn’t fond of
‘rich folk,’ but finds that he has fallen
in love and makes plans to move in
with Susan in New York. Not only
are these characters truly believable
there’s also a veil of mystery that the
reader must use their imagination to
see through when the story comes
to an end.
In another tale, The House in the
Forest, the main character is a writer.
Married to another writer, who’s
become extremely successful when
he has not, a bit of envy arrives
in the household. When his wife
becomes a little too successful, the
family moves into a lovely house
set deep in a forest to get away from
the city and live in peace. Soon…a
bit of obsession comes the family’s
way and some intriguing, slightly
frightening, problems arise.
In yet another tale, Thomas
must face a painful choice in
The Last Summer, when a retired
professor brings his family together
for the very last time.
Beauty and intensity are
found in many of these stories,
and the added intrigue of allowing
the readers to experience and
imagine things for themselves is
an interesting twist. Although the
stories are short page-wise, they are
very long on talent.
Reviewed by Amy
Lignor, author of
“Tallent & Lowery
- 13” for Suspense
Magazine 
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GRANDAD, THERE'S A HEAD ON THE BEACH

By Colin Cotterill
Jimm Juree is a journalist or she was before her mother bought a beach hotel. Now,
because of her family she is stuck in south Thailand. The hotel is the middle of nowhere
and nothing interesting or exciting ever happens. She had to leave a promising career as
a crime reporter because of her family and is none too happy about it.
She is somewhat disgusted and somewhat intrigued to find a head on the beach.
Her grandfather is a former cop and also interested. She is surrounded by her family, her
older brother/sister, body-building brother, and erratic mother. Add to the mix there are two strange
women that are guests at the hotel with a history.
Though she is in the middle of nowhere, Jimm doesn’t let that hamper her. She is determined
to find out who was murdered. If she figures out the ‘who’ and the ‘why,’ she may find more than she
expected and just might find a way to continue her career!
Quirky, original characters make this thriller less intense and at times comical, but still a good
read!
Reviewed by Ashley Dawn, author of “Shadows of Pain” for Suspense Magazine 

ONE BLOOD

By Graeme Kent

Graeme Kent’s new novel, the second featuring Sister Conchita and Police Sergeant
Kella set in the Solomon Islands, reflects his love of the lore and culture of the islands,
where he served as head of the BBC Schools broadcasting for eight years.
It’s 1960 and the Solomons are becoming a tourist destination, though it’s not
long since headhunters went on raiding parties and even shorter—seventeen years—
from when the islands were liberated from the Japanese during World War II. Sister
Conchita has been appointed as the temporary head of a mission school and convent
on Marakosi in the western region of the Solomons. She pushes the three old nuns of
the convent into having an open house, which is attended by almost everyone in the area. During the
open house, she meets an odd American tourist named Ed Blamire who enquires about sanctuary
within the mission. A short time later, Blamire is found dead.
Sergeant Kella is a man of the modern world yet is grounded in his tribal heritage. He’s educated
with degrees from universities in both Australia and England, but he is also an aofia, a justice bringer
and holy man. He’s dispatched to the western Solomons as well, tasked with finding out who’s trying
to sabotage a logging operation on one of the islands.
Kella senses that his investigation is somehow connected with the death of Blamire. There
are however, other players in the game, including a beautiful young island woman with dreams of
political power, a former boxer and hereditary chief who’s always looking for ways to make money,
and three tourists who are very interested in an incident during the war when a Japanese destroyer
sank a PT boat under the command of John F. Kennedy, who’s now running for the US presidency.
It’s Sister Conchita though, who may hold the key to unraveling the mystery.
Kent’s depth of knowledge of the Solomons is displayed throughout the book. It’s part travelogue,
part history lesson, all wrapped together in a very satisfying mystery.
Reviewed by David Ingram for Suspense Magazine 

FATAL INTENTIONS

By Curtis L. Alcutt
The second in the Sins of a Siren series draws readers in to watch the second
anniversary of Officer Darius Kain’s death. His widow places the blame on the police
for not truly punishing the young woman who was having an affair with her man. As far
as she’s concerned, Trenda Fuqua was the one who corrupted him in the first place and
if it weren’t for Trenda, her husband would’ve remained a well-liked officer with the
Baltimore PD.
Darius Kain had many more issues than Trenda. He was dark, evil, and on the take, so much so
that he would have made the Godfather look like a ‘nice, upstanding guy.’
Trenda is steps away from her freedom and wants a chance at a life. Although she’s been offered
a deal for her story, she’s turned it down. Of course the threatening letter she receives definitely helps
make up her mind.
Trenda has to deal with everything from having nightmares about her dead mom hexing her
from the grave to her complete and utter fear of her father. Getting back on her feet and staying far
away from her criminal past is going to be impossible, and all she has is Detective Max Brice who’s
mixed up in Trenda’s world because of a cold case he’s investigating. Add in another cop who’s just as
bad as Darius Kain was and that widow who may just be as sleazy as her dead husband, and Trenda
spirals out of control, right back into the depths of the streets that destroyed her life in the first place.
This story speaks about Trenda being ‘sexy, sinful, and seductive,’ but that is a far ‘prettier’
description than what she really is. This is a suspense that’s not for anyone with a weak constitution.
However, for any reader who’s fine with swear words galore and some intense scenes of a sexual
nature, then this is a novel right up your alley.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense Magazine 
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THE TASTE OF FEAR

SEVERE CLEAR

By Jeremy Bates

In “The Taste of Fear,” Jeremy Bates writes a gripping thriller wrapped inside the
world of celebrities and terrorism…and makes it seem real.
In the beginning, we are introduced to the Hollywood actress, Scarlett Cox and
her billionaire husband, Salvatore Brazza: an estranged couple who try to reconcile
by going on an African Safari. Scarlett’s intuition tells her that her husband is keeping
secrets from her, but she has no idea to what degree. She discovers, too late, that he has
crossed the wrong people and that someone is threatening his life. What she doesn’t know is that an
assassin is in the Congo with them. Damien Fitzgerald, a killer for hire has never failed to accomplish
his task. Although he is aging, he is as lethal as ever. We find out early just how lethal he is, what we
don’t find out until the climax is that he also has a heart.
Once in the Congo, Scarlett and Salvatore end up in the wrong place at the wrong time and
are abducted outside the American Embassy by an al-Qaeda terrorist cell. Along with two embassy
workers and a very likable Aussie, ‘Thunder’, they are blindfolded and bound and taken into the
jungle. The captives escape only to be captured again by Congo rebels. What plays out in the jungle
is dramatic, frightening, realistic, and pure genius.
When I started reading “The Taste of Fear,” I was a bit skeptical. I feared the story would be
contrite and predictable. I was wrong. Jeremy Bates kept me glued to the page with the nonstop
action. What makes this novel a must read are the relationships between the characters. This is what
drives the storyline and makes their adventure so harrowing. I found myself caring about them. In
the scheme of things, isn’t that what we are looking for in a book?
Jeremy Bates has written a great book that would make a great Hollywood screenplay!
Reviewed by J.M. LeDuc, author of “Cursed Days” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine 

TIES THAT BIND

By Natalie R. Collins
This stand-alone mystery thriller takes places in Utah, so of course it deals with
Mormons. But it also deals with their social and cultural issues from the vantage point
of an author who grew up in that faith, which is what made this such an interesting read
for me.
The sleuth, a police detective named Sam, is the first woman detective in the
history of the small town of Kanesville, where she grew up. She has a hard enough time
being a female in the male-oriented society, rife with overt sexists. But she’s also dealing with old
family problems, the death of her sister when she was a girl. Her grief, still very much alive, manifests
itself as eating and sleeping problems. Detective Ray Jones, her partner nicknamed D-Ray, is a good
friend to have, her only ally on the force.
A series of deaths by hanging eerily echo the suicide of Sam’s sister so many years ago. Evidence
is found however, that throws these recent verdicts into doubt. Not everyone believes—or wants to
admit—that a serial killer is operating in the tightly controlled community, but Sam does. She also
knows it’s up to her to figure out exactly what’s happening.
Collins’ other books deal with the Mormon culture also, but they are not part of a series except
in a loose sense—no recurring sleuths. The author gives us a riveting read and a glimpse inside a
culture I know so very little about. I’ll bet you’ll enjoy this book as much as I did.
Reviewed by Kaye George, author of “Smoke” for Suspense Magazine 

SOWEST: DESERT JUSTICE

By Sisters in Crime: Desert Sleuths Chapter

From haboobs and heat to hoodlums and hunters, volume four in an anthology
from the Sisters in Crime Desert Sleuths Chapter brings us desert justice in many forms.
In devious tales featuring cheating spouses, revenge from beyond the grave, failed
car-jackings, and ill-gotten gains, the Arizona desert helps serve up its own form of
justice with stories complete with failed brakes, saguaro impalements, snakebites,
shamans, poisons, and allergies.
In a series of twenty short stories, the Sisters in Crime have served up a smorgasbord of justice—
desert style. The desert is a dangerous place to traverse, but more so when your companion has
revenge on their mind. Whatever your taste in crime fiction, you are bound to find a tale or two that
will tickle your fancy.
The Sisters in Crime Desert Sleuths Chapter have outdone themselves yet again.
Reviewed by Mark Sadler, author of “Blood on his Hands” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine 
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By Stuart Woods

This is the twenty-third book
that calls out to the millions of Stone
Barrington fans across the globe, and
is yet another in the long line of cases
for the ‘super-sleuth’ lawyer who
never seems the least bit stumped
when it comes to solving the mystery.
Still alive and well in New York
City, Stone Barrington is living,
loving, and lawyer-ing each and
every day. Recently however, Stone
has taken on the added extra job of
working with his detective friend,
Dino to look for a new restaurant
that can take the place of the famous
Elaine’s.
Readying themselves to fly
off to Bel Air, Stone and his friends
are going to be a part of the grand
opening of “The Arrington.” This
is a new ‘5-star’ hotel that will offer
patrons the absolute best in luxury,
and has been built on the grounds
of the former home of Stone’s late
wife. Let’s face it, this is going to be
the ultimate ‘party of the century.’
Invitations were sent out to everyone
who is ‘anyone’ in the area; a long
list that includes socialites, stars of
stage and screen, true royalty, and
billionaires from every continent.
Being that this is the age of
‘watching’ and ‘spying’ in the
technological
world,
various
telephone conversations have come
to the attention of the NSA. These
‘talks’ have proven to the government
that international terrorists are
keeping a very close eye on the
Bel Air party—especially since the
President of the United States, as well
as the President of Mexico are among
the attendees.
Stone Barrington, as fans all
know by now, has friends in the CIA,
and calls in some favors from his
buddies to have them keep watch
over the event as it erupts in mystery!
The usual suspects are all here,
and the tale is as fast-paced as all of
Woods’ books are, making it a perfect
one-day read. Familiar characters,
a good storyline, and humorous
dialogue still abound and Woods,
most likely, is already working on
number twenty-four.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of
“Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense
Magazine 

Suspense Magazine October 2012 / Vol. 039

#1 Top-Rated
Crime Fiction on
Kindle and a 2012
Readers Favorite Winner!
“Sellers is an expert at creating
deeply human characters,
together with a plot that kept
picking up speed as it hurtled
to an ending that sent chills
up and down my back. Sellers
just keeps getting better
and this is her best one yet.
Highly recommended.”
— Crimespree magazine

“Dying for Justice is an
amazing story! You’re
caught up from the first
sentence. The characters
are so real...and every page
brings something new and
unexpected. Don’t miss
this one!”
— Fresh Fiction.com

Available as a $3.99
e-book and in print.

ljsellers.com

Movies

Looper
2012

Genre – Action/Thriller (R)
The exciting idea with time travel stories is they can pose interesting and difficult
moral questions. If you had the chance to kill Hitler as a child, would you? Could you stare
into the eyes of an innocent child and pull the gun trigger? How would you live your life
if you knew you had thirty years to live; no more, no less? Your choices at say twenty-five,
may look rather foolish when you’re fifty-five.
Looper, a very original film from Director and screenwriter Rian Johnson, poses
these very questions in an intelligent and thought-provoking way. Time travel in 2074
is invented and outlawed but still used by the mob to remove targets whose bodies are
difficult to hide. So they send back their victims thirty years to a designated spot at an
exact time, hands tied and their heads covered in a sack. Waiting for them is a Looper, like
Joe (Joseph Gordon-Levitt), to kill them instantly with a blunderbuss and then dispose of
their body.
Loopers are run by an underworld boss, Abe (Jeff Daniels). The only downside of a
Looper’s life is that eventually the mob will ‘close the loop’ on them. They will send back the Looper’s self from the future to
be killed by his thirty-year younger version who will be paid handsomely, after which he retires to live the rest of his thirty
years knowing one day his time will come.
When Joe’s older self (Bruce Willis) escapes execution by his younger self, we discover he is on a mission. He must find
the 2044 child version of a powerful gangster nicknamed ‘The Rainman’ in order to save the future, or at least his future. This
search brings younger Joe into contact with Sarah (Emily Blunt) living on a peaceful farm with her son Cid. It seems all roads
will lead to this farm and it is here that the future will be determined.
Looper may not appeal to those who love their sci-fi action-packed. There are thinking-man moments which require
some patience. But your patience will be rewarded with this haunting piece of cinema and storytelling which is certainly a
cut above anything we’ve seen in recent time-line.
Reviewed by Susan May http://anadventureinfilm.blogspot.com.au/ for Suspense Magazine 

FrankenWeenie
2012

Genre – Comedy/Horror (PG-13)
Just when you thought you had seen everything fantastical at the cinema, Tim Burton
takes us to another level of superb in Disney’s Frankenweenie. This film is so beautifully
crafted I will be seeing it again as I missed so much due to the constant superlatives that
spun in my head during my first viewing.
Frankenweenie is the moving tale of a young science prodigy, Victor Frankenstein
(Charlie Tahan) and his beloved dog Sparky. Victor attends New Holland Elementary
School where he is mentored by the misunderstood Mr. Rzykruski (Martin Landau) who
teaches him that “science can do both good and bad things and that if a scientist does
not put his heart into his experiment, there could be disastrous consequences.” The first
sign of trouble is heralded by the class ‘Weird Girl’ (Catherine O’Hara) when she delivers
to Victor a prediction that something ‘big’ will happen to him because Mr. Whiskers,
her cat, has dreamt about him. How does she know what the cat dreams? Well, it’s quite
imaginative and amusing.
‘Big’ happens when Sparky is hit by a car and dies. An inconsolable Victor hatches a
plan to patch Sparky together and then successfully brings him back to life, hiding him
away in his attic. Sparky’s resurrection does not stay a secret for long though and once the school creepy guy Edgar “E” Gore
(Atticus Shaffer) discovers the truth, it isn’t long before word spreads amongst the other kids with monstrous results. Along
the way, you will be captivated by the myriad of quirky characters voiced by other major talents like Martin Short, Robert
Capron, Christopher Lee, and Conchata Ferrell.
It is filmed in black and white and that choice only adds to the experience. Parents may have to convince their retinaenhanced iPad children that watching a black and white animated film will be fun. However, from the opening sequence all
complaints will be silenced as Burton’s Frankenweenie takes parents on a trip down memory lane and introduces the young
ones to what we mean when we say, ‘there was something special about those old black ‘n whites’. Just like Mr. Rzykruski’s
science, it’s not the special effects but the heart that’s put into it that makes all the difference.
Reviewed by Susan May http://anadventureinfilm.blogspot.com.au/ for Suspense Magazine 
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Featured
Artist
María José Hidalgo Barranco

Hasta Luego al Pasado
SuspenseMagazine.com
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Letras Magicas

Expressing Herself Through Art

Interview by Suspense Magazine

M

aria Jose Hidalgo Barranco was born in La Fonda, a small town of Mieres in the
province of Asturias (Spain). When she was two years old, her family moved to
La Rebollada, where she lived until the age of ten. It is there where her best memories of
childhood come.
Maria comes from a humble family. Her dad was a professional firefighter in a
metallurgical company and her mother was a stay at home mom who spent all her time
taking care of Maria and her sister. Times were hard for everyone and although Maria says
she was not aware of the reality, now she knows who made great efforts to get ahead and
give them everything they needed, and looked after their welfare. Her mother sewed their
clothes and her father—in his free time—got her on a bicycle and took her fishing and hunting. Maria tells us that those were
wonderful times.
She studied at the School of the Carmelite Sisters and later at Colegio Santo Domingo (Mieres), but at the age of ten her
parents moved to the city of Gijón, where she could finish her studies and get the title of Directors. From that moment her
life changed completely, beginning the stage of obligation, responsibility, and of course, maturity.
Maria has been married twenty-two years and has one daughter. Because of the profession of her husband, she had
the opportunity to visit different provinces of Spain, finally settling in a beautiful seaside town, San Vicente de la Barquera
(Cantabria), where she currently works in a Center on Aging. Maria loves her job and the development environment.
When her daughter finished her studies, she went abroad to perfect her skills. It was then when Maria found herself
needing to write her emotions, and still get used to her daughter’s absence from the house. But every paragraph she wrote
out in verse. Someone told her it was a good idea to create a site to expose and express her thoughts and feelings. Then she
thought it would be good to implant images that reflect the meaning of each writing. It was then that she found the desire to
learn to design.
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Vaciando el Sombrero

“I want to accomplish two things really:
“

to be satisfied with the result of a job,
and know that others like it too.

She took a course for Corel Paint Shop Pro and
every time she did a piece, she was more fascinated,
turning a necessity into an even bigger necessity.
Suspense Magazine is honored to have this
opportunity to speak with Maria and bring her and
her work to you. Enjoy.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Have you ever had a
piece that you would not sell because you were too
attached to it?
María José Hidalgo Barranco (MJHB): Yes.
Although I would be willing to part with my poetry,
it never sells.
S. MAG.: Before trying to find a way to express
yourself and your feelings, have you toyed with the
idea of making art?

Zapatos Nuevos

MJHB: No. That is something that arose from the
need to somehow show what I felt at times. For me it
was a revelation, because until then I had not known
that the ability to convert an emotion in poetry and
that this somehow calmed me.

From here, every change that appeared in my life (my daughter Iris leaving home, the death of my dog Ron, labor problems, etc.)
I wrote about, and so came my interest in appearing to go further, and I thought I’d create images.
This idea made me feel much better, because I could
recreate, keeping my mind occupied while everything
relaxes. I’m trying to improve and perfect. What at
first was about feelings is now a hobby.

Mira Hacia-Arriba

S. MAG.: What do you hope to accomplish with
your work? Are you hoping for the cover of a book
or music CD, perhaps?
MJHB: Basically I want to accomplish two things
really: to be satisfied with the result of a job, and
know that others like it too. On the other hand, if it
is recognized and gives me the opportunity to show it
on the covers of books, magazines, music CDs, etc., it
would be a joy for me to know that I’m doing so well.
S. MAG.: What does your family think of your
work?
MJHB: Whenever I speak or show something about
my work, they just give me their opinion. With
respect to photomanipulation it’s much the same,
especially when comparing the original photo with
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the end result.
S. MAG.: Finish this sentence: “If I had to stop doing my artwork I would______.”
MJHB: Possibly cultivate a small garden.
S. MAG.: Did you have any heroes as a child?
MJHB: I do not remember having any childhood idols.
S. MAG.: Who is your favorite artist?
MJHB: In DeviantArt, Elena Dudina definitely. As a
writer, Paulo Coelho.
S. MAG.: What do you think are your three best
qualities? The worst?
MJHB: This is the million-dollar question! It’s a little
difficult to stop and look and accept flaws, but I
prefer to start with the good stuff.
I think the best quality that I have is to be honest
and straightforward (sometimes this has given
me problems because people usually do not like to
hear such things). On the other hand, honesty and
responsibility.
And the worst: perhaps arrogance, pride, and a bit of
vanity, depending on the environment and trying to
be aware of how I’m acting at all times.
S. MAG.: Have you ever had a piece that was not
what you were going for?

Destruccion

MJHB: Yes, on several occasions. Even after hours
of work, I have not been satisfied with the result.
I’ve left it alone and returned the next day and tried
again. This lasted several days because the idea I formed I liked, but it would not give way in my work. In
the end I’ve discarded pieces. From time to time one of them that I keep, I look at it for a while, but somehow
I cannot find a way for it to be acceptable to me.
S. MAG.: Is there a piece you are working on right now that we can expect?
MJHB: No. I have no clear idea right now. Maybe, if I work with the components that when put together, can
become a beautiful scene, I’ll then start working on it immediately. But for right now, I have nothing in mind.
We are so happy we were able to bring you some insight into this talented author and her work. If you’d like to see more,
visit her page on DeviantArt at, http://mariajosehidalgo.deviantart.com. 
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America's Favorite
Suspense Authors
On the Rules of Fiction
Catherine Coulter's Ten Rules for
Writing Sharp, Fast, and Deadly

By Anthony J. Franze

In this series, author Anthony J. Franze interviews other
suspense writers about their views on “the rules” of fiction.
This month, #1 New York Times bestselling author Catherine Coulter discusses her rules for writing sharp, fast,
and deadly. Next month, bestseller John Lescroart shares
his rules.
In the annals of fiction lore, Catherine Coulter was inspired to write
her first novel after throwing a paperback across the room and saying, “I
can do better.” And did she ever.
Coulter is the author of sixty-two New York Times bestselling
novels. That’s right, more than five dozen bestsellers. And she’s
one of those rare writers who has garnered success in different
genres. Her latest thriller, “Back Fire,” is considered her best yet,
loved by fans and critics alike.
I caught up with Coulter recently, and she confirmed that
the paperback-across-the-room tale is indeed true. She also
let me in on one of her main writing secrets: E.B. White. Yes,
E.B. White, as in the author of “Charlotte’s Web.” But Coulter is
not referring to the 1952 childhood classic, but rather, White’s
other little masterpiece, “The Elements of Style”—a/k/a Strunk
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& White. The book, Coulter says, should be “your Bible. Keep it under your pillow and beside your computer. Reread every
three months. For the best description of how to write, read this short compact gem written in the early twentieth century,
and pay close heed.”
She means it. Most of her core rules of writing find their origin in the influential writing manual. And she draws both
conventional, and not so conventional, wisdom from the little book. The following—in her own words—are Coulter’s ten
rules of writing:

BE CONCISE.

Strunk & White put it best: “Vigorous writing is concise. A sentence should
contain no unnecessary words, a paragraph no unnecessary sentences, for the same reason that a drawing should
have no unnecessary lines and a machine no unnecessary parts. This requires not that the writer make all his
sentences short, or that he avoid all detail and treat his subjects only to outline, but that every word tell.” You want
to keep prose razor-sharp. Pay more close heed.

DON’T OVER WRITE THE SEX SCENES. If you include
a sex scene, it should be more about feelings than cataloguing nitty-gritty body parts. Also, don’t use dialogue that
would make the reader barf, like “Oh, baby, that feels so good.”

AVOID ADJECTIVES/ADVERBS.

Strunk & White say: “The
adjective hasn’t been built that can pull a weak or inaccurate noun out of a tight place.” About adverbs: “Do not
dress words up by adding ‘ly’ to them, as though putting a hat on a horse.” That says it all, folks.

LET “SAID” SAY IT ALL.

You want to (1) identify all verbs other than “said”
that follow dialogue (“He offered, he retorted, she vowed, she shrilled”); (2) identify all adverbs following “said”
(“He said meanly, she said broodingly”); and (3) change them all to “said.” Struck & White agree: “Dialogue heavily
weighted with adverbs . . . is cluttery and annoying. Inexperienced writers . . . do this, apparently, in the belief
that the verb ‘said’ is always in need of support, or because they have been told to do it by experts in the art of bad
writing.” Believe it—stick with said.

REIGN IN THE EXCLAMATION MARKS!

Allow
yourself a max of three exclamation marks per book. And when you do use an exclamation mark, read the sentence
aloud. If you do not quiver with violent emotion, deep-six the !

ELIMINATE THE EUPHEMISMS.

Don’t even think of writing
“Blue orbs for eyes, or long tresses for hair.” That just makes readers pause and takes them out of the story, a big bad.
After all, an eye is an eye, a tooth a tooth.

NO STEREOTYPES.

Make your characters unique, make them true to themselves,
and, this is the biggie—make them three-dimensional, particularly the bad guys. Never forget that real women and
men don’t look like Playboy/Playgirl centerfolds. Make them real, bad skin, bad hair, bad manners, and all.
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NO GRATUITOUS VIOLENCE AND LANGUAGE.

Gratuitous violence, gratuitous bad language, and gratuitous sex pull the reader out of your story and that’s a big
no-no. If it doesn’t serve a genuine plot purpose, cut it.

NO ENDLESS INTROSPECTION.

Bor-ing. Don’t kill the reader with
endless internalizing. If the character can say something aloud, rather than think it, say it.

FINAL BIGGEST RULE.

Any rule under the sun can be broken, if
broken well, and in the right setting. What you want to do is take in all advice, mull it over, chew vigorously,
and decide whether or not to swallow. Be yourself and trust yourself. To once again quote Strunk & White:
“Writing is an act of faith, not a trick of grammar.” 
*Anthony J. Franze is a lawyer in the Appellate and Supreme Court practice of a major Washington, D.C. law firm and author of
the debut legal thriller, “The Last Justice.” In addition to his writing and law practice, he is an adjunct professor of law, has been
a commentator for Bloomberg, the National Law Journal, and other news outlets, and is a contributing editor for the Big Thrill
magazine. Anthony lives in the D.C. area with his wife and three children.

Press Photo Credit: Robert Dugoni (www.robertdugoni.com), Tess Gerritsen (www.tessgerritsen.com), Steve Berry (Kelly Campbell), Richard North
Patterson (Miranda Lewis), Gayle Lynds (www.gaylelynds.com), John Lescroart (provided by author), Catherine Coulter (provided by author)
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Holding
Millions
of
Readers
Hostage

PETER JAMES

Interview by Suspense Magazine

I

nternationally bestselling author, Peter James was born in Brighton, Sussex, England and educated at Charterhouse
and then Ravesnbourne Film School. His mom, Cornelia James, was Glovemaker to Her Majesty the Queen, running
the business with his late father who was a chartered accountant. Their firm is today run by his sister, Genevieve
and her husband, and still supplies the Royal Family. James says, “There is a tenuous but classy link between gloves and one
particularly great writer (not that I would dare put myself in his league): Shakespeare’s father was a glove maker!” But James
has countless awards to back his case.
James made publishing history. In 1994, in addition to conventional print publishing, Penguin published his novel,
“Host” on two floppy discs, and billed it as “the world’s first electronic novel.” It caused huge controversy; he was pilloried
on the Radio 4 Today Programme for attempting to destroy the novel, and was front-page news in many papers around the
globe, all equally furious! In the following years, James became a media spokesperson for the electronic publishing age, and
in 1996, found himself as a keynote speaker at a conference at UCLA on the future of reading, alongside Steve Jobs and the
CEO of Time Warner. Now there’s a great fifteen minutes of fame!
A couple of his interests—among many—that we found fascinating were his skiing: he was selected to train for the
British Olympic ski team when he was fifteen, but his parents, (probably very wisely, according to James), felt it would be too
disruptive to his education. He does however, still ski a lot. He also runs seven days a week two to five miles every day. That’s
real dedication. He’s also interested in classic cars, motor racing, and golf.
James’ leap into entertainment started early. He acquired a holiday job at sixteen as assistant to Jack Tinker, the late, great
theatre critic, who was then the film critic on the Brighton Evening Argus. The highlight of this was when Jack phoned in
sick and told James he had to go and see the press screening of In Search of the Castaways, the new movie starring the then
massively famous teenage Hayley Mills, and then interview her afterwards. James says he was “nervous as hell, took along a
notepad into which I scribbled illegibly, pretending I was doing shorthand! She was very sweet to me.”
He’s worked in television, with his start in Canada, since 1970. He wrote daily for a half-hour TV program for preschoolers, Polka Dot Door, graduated to writing science programs, and then started his own film company, Quadrant Films.
It became Canada’s largest independent feature film production company during the ‘70s.
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He’s also worked as Orson Welles’ house cleaner.
(Seriously!) He needed money while at film school and got
the job cleaning Welles’ London home for ten shillings an
hour.
James has films tucked under his belt along with all of
his books. In 1979, he decided to concentrate on his career
as a novelist, with his first novel, “Dead Letter Drop” (1981)
which he says he deliberately keeps out of print. From that
point until 2005, he decided to devote his time to being a
full-time writer. He divided his time between writing books,
involvement in several businesses—including his family’s
business—and writing and developing film and television
before going back into production itself.
His books have held millions of readers captive across
the globe, from “Possession” (1988) to his latest novel, “Not
Dead Yet.”
In “Not Dead Yet” (the eighth novel in the awardwinning Detective Superintendent Roy Grace crime series),
“deadly obsession is only the beginning…”
Suspense Magazine is thrilled, proud, and honored to
have this time with Peter to find out a little bit more about
him and his work. Sit back and enjoy.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Your latest book “Not Dead
Yet” is now out. Can you give us a little behind-the-scenes
action?

I’m claustrophobic and scared of heights, so I did have to
question my sanity when I was taken up in the roof spaces of
this building, where I had to crawl through a two-foot-high
hole, and then, on my back, crawl up the inside of its highest
dome, in order to examine the fixings of the grand chandelier
in the Banqueting Room. This chandelier weighs one and a
quarter tons and contains sixteen thousand prisms. George IV
was nervous of sitting beneath it. So, of course, I had to bring
it crashing down in a key scene in this novel. An interesting
facet of the Pavilion’s design is its concealed “double skin” (a
network of corridors and passageways enabling servants to
move around unseen) and of course, in a Peter James novel,
the villain.
In “Not Dead Yet,” Gaia Lafayette, rock supremo turned actress,
has fought hard to get the role of Mrs Fitzherbert—a film she
believes could win her a coveted Oscar. But not everyone is
happy for her. She has begun receiving anonymous death
threats in her Los Angeles home, warning her not to take the
part. Before she leaves for England to start work on the movie,
there is a botched attempt to kill her, which leaves one of her
assistants dead. Sussex Police are warned by the LAPD that the
killer, who has vanished, will likely strike again.
In all my writing I am a strong believer in an inseparably

Peter James (PJ): “Not Dead Yet”
centers around a Hollywood movie
being shot in Brighton, about the
scandalous love affair between King
George IV and his mistress Maria
Fitzherbert. The producers of the movie
hope this will become the new The King’s
Speech, but all Detective Superintendent
Roy Grace of Sussex CID hopes is that
its global superstar leading lady isn’t
murdered on his watch in his city.
Originally the Prince Regent
(nicknamed
Prinny)
before
becoming King, it was George
IV’s royal patronage that turned
Brighton into the most glamorous
resort in the county, and ultimately
the vibrant, edgy city it is today.
Among the many achievements of
this flawed man was one of the most
extraordinary buildings in the UK,
Brighton’s magnificent Indian and Chineseinspired Royal Pavilion.
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trinity of character, plot, and research. For my crime novels
I try to understand the perspectives of the police officers, the
victims and the perpetrators, and the worlds that each inhabit.
Very often my starting point for a book is a true-life event that
has intrigued me. Ever since that terrible night when Mark
Chapman shot John Lennon, imprinted on the brain of all of us
kids of the ’60s and ’70s, I’ve been fascinated by the sinister
cult of celebrity stalkers, and with it, the wider cult of celebrity
obsession. All the more so since I myself have had a number of
stalker fans. Mostly they are pleasant enthusiasts, but for years
I had one who really scared me. She would appear at every
event I did: bookstore talks, signings, after-dinner speeches,
events I opened, anywhere in the UK. This went on for several
years. She would even apologize to me in advance if she wasn’t
going to be at an event and hoped I would be okay without her
presence…erm, well it would be a struggle, but yes, thanks.
It was a chance meeting with a Madonna fan who is a true
obsessive that gave me the idea for this novel. This lady, in her
early thirties, attractive, living with her boyfriend in the north
of England and with a modest job, has been a serious fan of
Madonna for as long as she can remember, and spends almost
every penny she earns in pursuit of her icons appearances and
memorabilia. The two top rooms of their small house have been
turned into her Madonna museum, although “shrine” would
be a better word. Although she plays down the money she has
spent over the years, it is in the region of £300,000. She will buy
a front row ticket to every day of a Madonna concert—her last
tour cost her £1,300. She will bid to the death on online auctions
for costumes Madonna has worn, and has paid over £15,000
for one, with these trophies mounted on mannequins. The
ever-growing collection includes autographed posters, shelves
stacked with her CDs, framed tickets, concert tour schedules,
books, bottled drinks, and every product the icon has ever been
involved with. This particular fan is not alone, there are about
twenty-five hard-core Madonna obsessives like her, both male
and female, connected online, sharing information, sometimes
friendly to each other, but sometimes deadly enemies, and
always jealous of each other.
Has she ever met her idol, I asked her? She told me that earlier
this year she managed to get a seat for the London premiere of
WE, the film Madonna directed, as well as tickets to the VIP
drinks before, where she inadvertently collided with Madonna.
“What did you say?” I asked her. She replied, “Nothing, I was
too nervous!”
So what makes someone become so obsessive? And what turns
an obsessive into a killer? Through researching with a number
of psychiatrists and psychologists, I have found some of the
answers, and tried to give insights in this story.
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Central to all of my Roy Grace novels is Sussex Police, and
frequently police in other countries too—the LAPD in this
book, who actually have a celebrity stalking team—called the
Threat Management Unit. I met its boss, Chief Moore, who
gave me a wonderful line: “You know, Peter, the problem with
a lot of these ‘A’ list celebrities, these are high-voltage people
who create their own weather.”
One of the joys, for me, of doing research is learning brand
new stuff, especially the latest developments in forensics. One
of the most intriguing elements in my research for “Not Dead
Yet” was learning about the very new field of forensic podiatry.
According to my expert, Haydn Kelley, who appears as himself
in the story, it really is possible to obtain sufficient data from
a single footprint, to enable an expert to identify someone
walking along a street by their gait.
Villains may constantly be getting smarter and more savvy;
but so, fortunately, are the police. And now there’s a whole new
meaning to the term “legging it!”
S. MAG.: “Not Dead Yet” is the eighth novel in the Roy Grace
series. How has Roy evolved so far?
PJ: All eight Roy Grace novels have taken space within one
year, in real time, although as I write a book a year, I move
each one forward a year culturally, to be current. I made this
decision for two reasons, firstly because I didn’t want to have to
age him a year in each book, as say Ian Rankin did with Rebus,
because eventually he would hit retirement age, which is very
young in the British police force. Secondly I wanted to show his
developing love affair with Cleo, after he finally starts to get
over his loss of Sandy, and, as all of us know, those first weeks
and months of a love affair are the really intense ones. So Roy
gets one promotion during the year, but otherwise, he remains
unchanged.
S. MAG.: For fans that are just finding out about the series,
would you suggest they start at the beginning or can they
pick up “Not Dead Yet” and then go back in time?
PJ: Each Roy Grace novel is written as a standalone thriller,
and can be read without needing to have read any previous.
However, in the first, “Dead Simple” we learn that Roy Grace
has a big mystery in his life. When we first meet him, we learn
that nine years earlier, on his thirtieth birthday he came home
and found his wife, Sandy, who he loved and adored, missing.
In the subsequent nine years, whilst functioning as a very
effective homicide detective, he has hunted high and low for
her, even going to mediums, as well as coming under suspicion,
and investigation, for perhaps murdering her himself. During
“Dead Simple,” he is finally starting to move on, firstly going on
a disastrous blind date, then becoming interested in the lovely
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Cleo, who is the chief mortician at the city morgue. In the
subsequent books this relationship develops. Also, relationships
between different members of his team develop, too. So a reader
will get the most out of my series by starting at the beginning
and working through.
S. MAG.: If Detective Superintendent Roy Grace is sitting in
front of you, what question would you like to ask him?
PJ: I would ask Roy to think really hard back on his married
life with Sandy and to question himself on whether it really was
as idyllic as he thought, or had love made him a little blind?
S. MAG.: Which scene or sentence in “Not Dead Yet” do you
think captures the essence of the book?
PJ: I guess in some ways the very first line of the book: “Don’t
take the part, bitch; take the part and you are dead.” Some of
my favorite scenes are with the awful producers of the movie,
who will do anything to get the film made, regardless of the
fact that they will be altering history! I also love the obsessive
fan that Gaia has in Brighton, who has made her tiny house a
mirror image of her idol’s home, right down to the marble floor.
S. MAG.: Your first book, “Possession,” came out in 1988.
How has the business of publishing changed for you, either
good or bad?
PJ: First the bad: I think it is so sad to see the demise of high
street booksellers and of libraries. When I started, unless you
were an established bestseller, none of the big chains, which
dominated the market, would buy a new author’s novels,
except very rarely, and then mostly in tiny quantities. So it was
the independents, hand-selling books they loved, that really
helped me, and countless other authors, start to get known. So
that is a real tragedy. The plus is that it is so much easier for an
author who cannot get a conventional publisher to self-publish
and get substantial sales. We’ve seen some dramatic success
stories recently, such as “Fifty Shades of Grey.” I find the e-book
market exciting, but have one very big caveat: not many people
know that in 1994 the world first electronic novel was my book,
“Host,” published by Penguin in the UK and Villard here in the
UK. I was pilloried around the world, accused of killing the
novel!
S. MAG.: What was your strangest experience at a book
signing?
PJ: I’ve had a stalker for ten years in the UK. I do events in the
UK at least once a fortnight around the year. This lady used
to turn up at every signing and by the same book, over and
over—she clearly helped me keep in the bestseller lists! The
problem is you get “face blind” in signings. One time, she had
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changed her hairstyle and I did not recognize her and asked
what name she would like in the book. “MINE!” she screamed
at me, and then stormed off. Later she sent me a ten-thousand
word e-mail, berating me, saying she could not believe she had
been my number-one fan for nearly a decade and I couldn’t
remember her name! It was a chilling moment. Then I did not
hear from her for two years and I thought, “Phew, she’s gone!”
No luck. When “Not Dead Yet” came out last summer, I was
doing a signing down in Bristol and a copy of the hardcover
slammed down in front of me. I looked up, and there she was.
“I’ve decided to forgive you,” she said.
S. MAG.: Finish this sentence: If I wasn’t a writer I would be
doing _________?
PJ: A lot more motor racing, which is my passion. I drive
in around seven races a year, but could happily race every
weekend. But equally, knowing what I have learned over the
past thirty years of regularly being out with the police, I would
very seriously think about joining the police force.
S. MAG.: Do you see a big difference in American readers vs.
British readers?
PJ: No, I don’t at all, but what I do see is a big difference
between British and American crime writers. Many British
crime writers tend to write “puzzle” novels very much in the
tradition of the likes of Agatha Christie, with a body in the
early pages of the book, and the rest of the story being the puzzle
about solving it. Slow-moving and intense. Whereas the top
American authors write much more adrenaline-fueled stories,
where you are totally gripped—closer to thrillers than to crime
novels. I’ve always been a huge fan of the American crime/
thriller writers, and that is very much my style of writing.
S. MAG.: What can we expect to see from Peter James in the
future?
PJ: I’m currently working on the ninth Roy Grace novel, which
will have more of a U.S. setting than any previous ones. It
begins in Brooklyn in 1922 with the murder of a lieutenant
in the infamous Irish White Hand Gang. The story then picks
up in Brighton, England in 2012, and then later moves back
to New York where the climax happens. And beyond that I’m
already planning Roy Grace ten and eleven. Separately, last
year I had my first standalone in a decade, “Perfect People,”
published in the UK. It’s a thriller about “designer babies” and
I hope this will be coming to the U.S. soon.
We thank Peter James for his time. If you’re like to read
more about internationally famous author Peter James, check
out his website at, http://www.peterjames.com and enjoy
getting to know this amazing author. 
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PETER MAY

INTRIGUED BY EVERY MYSTERY
Interview by Suspense Magazine
PETER MAY’S DREAM WAS TO BE A NOVELIST AND
he spent his childhood and teen years writing, so journalism seemed like a reasonable career choice for a writer. No
sooner was he in his first post when—at the age of twenty-one—he won the Scottish Young Journalist of the Year
Award. But the pull of fiction continued, and every spare
moment was spent on creative writing. His dedication was
rewarded with the publication of his first novel at the age of
twenty-six. The novel was to become a major BBC television
drama series and change the direction of his writing career.
May left journalism and began writing television drama. By the age of thirty, he created two major TV series, The
Standard and Squadron, for the British television network,
the BBC. He went on to garner more than one thousand TV
credits in fifteen years and became one of Scotland’s most
successful television writers, creating and writing primetime drama serials for both BBC and ITV in the UK. In his
homeland, he guided the top-rated Take the High Road as
script editor and scriptwriter through its most successful
era, when the show regularly topped the viewing charts in
Scotland and achieved an audience of six million viewers
across the UK.
One of Scotland’s most prolific television dramatists,
Peter May has garnered more than one thousand credits in
fifteen years as scriptwriter and script editor on prime-time
British television drama. He is the creator of three major
television drama series and presided over two of the highest
rated serials in his homeland before quitting television to
concentrate on his first love, writing novels.

With the approach of the new millennium, May quit
television to return to novels and embarked on a series of thrillers that took him halfway across the world. He made annual
trips to China, spending months at a time there, building an extraordinary network of contacts. He gained unprecedented
access to the homicide and forensic science sections of Beijing and Shanghai police forces and made a painstaking study of
the methodology of Chinese detectives and pathologists. His outstanding China Thrillers series of books, featuring Beijing
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detective Li Yan and Chicago forensic pathologist Margaret Campbell, are now published worldwide. The books have been
short-listed in France for Elle Magazine’s Best Crime Novel in 2005 and the Prix Polar International in 2008. In 2007, “Snakehead” won the Prix Intramuros.
As a mark of their respect for his work, Chinese crime writers in the Beijing Chapter made Peter an Honorary Member
of the Chinese Crime Writers’ Association. He is the only Westerner to receive such an honor.
His latest series of books, The Enzo Files, is set in France. Hailed by author Steve Berry as “intelligent…and ingenious,”
several reviewers have praised the cerebral nature of the cold case investigations tackled by the Scottish forensic scientist
Enzo Macleod. The endearingly flawed hero has been described as “a cross between James Bond and Inspector Clouseau.”
May’s Lewis Trilogy begins with “The Blackhouse” (2011). It spent eight weeks in the UK best-sellers’ list when published
in paperback in September 2011. It was also selected by the Richard and Judy Book Club in the UK and won the vote for favorite book of autumn 2011. In October 2011, it won one of the world’s largest readers’ prizes, France’s Cezam Prix Litteraire,
which involves more than thirty-five hundred registered readers who judge and vote on a shortlist of ten novels.
“The Lewis Man” (2012) spent twenty weeks in the UK hardback best sellers’ list, and “The Chessmen” is due to be published in January 2013 in the UK.
Born and raised in Scotland, May now lives in France where his novels have a large following. Suspense Magazine is honored to have this opportunity to speak with Peter May and bring him to his U.S. fans as well as everyone else across the world.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Can you give us a little behind-the-scenes information on “The Blackhouse”?
Peter May (PM): “The Blackhouse” is a dark tale set on the remote Scottish island of Lewis. Our central character, Fin Macleod,
was born and brought up there, but left to go to university and has not been back for eighteen years. Now, working as a police
detective in Edinburgh, he is forced to return to the island to investigate a murder with striking similarities to one of his Edinburgh
cases. But this is no ordinary return. Fin finds himself confronting a past he has
hidden from most of his life and a cast of players from his youth who
resent the fact that he escaped the island while they did not. Soon Fin,
the hunter, finds that he is the hunted.
The book was inspired by the six years that I lived on the island for
five months a year during the filming of a TV drama series which
I produced. I got to know all the faces and moods of the island
itself, as well as the people who live there, and was drawn by a
centuries-old tradition in which twelve men from the northwest
of the island sail out to a rock in the Atlantic for two weeks every
August to slaughter young gannets. This event takes center stage and
becomes the focus for the resolution of the murder.
S. MAG.: What is something the readers would be shocked to know
about Fin Macleod?
PM: Fin is a seriously troubled young man, carrying dark secrets deep

“READERS MIGHT BE SHOCKED
TO LEARN THAT MUCH OF HIS
EARLY LIFE WAS BASED ON MY
OWN...”
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inside. Readers might be shocked to learn that much of his early life was based on my own,
although I hasten to add that we do not share the same dark secret.
S. MAG.: It looks as though The Lewis Trilogy is not only a riveting tale but also takes the reader through the emotional turmoil in Fin Macleod’s life. Am I correct?
PM: Yes. The books in the trilogy, “The Blackhouse,” “The Lewis Man,” and “The Chessmen,” peel back the layers of Fin’s past
during the investigation of three murders, casting light on his present, and shaping his future.
S. MAG.: What scares Peter May?
PM: I am scared that I might inherit the dementia suffered by my father, the experience of which I used as the basis for the
character of Tormod in “The Lewis Man.” We are, after all, only the sum total of all our memories. If we lose these, we lose
ourselves.
S. MAG.: What was the best piece of advice you received when you started writing?
PM: The best advice I ever received was to write about what you know. Of course, being young and knowing everything, I ignored
that advice during the writing of several early novels—which were never published. It wasn’t until, while working as a journalist,
that I wrote a thriller about an investigative journalist, and it became my first published book.
S. MAG.: Within The Lewis Trilogy, was there one character that surprised you in having a bigger voice than you expected
when you started?
PM: The character of Donald Murray, the Presbyterian minister, grew through the trilogy in a way I had never foreseen. He
became a counterpoint to the character of Fin, a point of reference that highlighted and contrasted the different roads they had
taken, only to lead them back—in the end—to the same place.
S. MAG.: What is the greatest compliment you could receive from a reader?
PM: The northwest part of the Island of Lewis is called Ness, and the people there are known as Niseachs (in the Gaelic language).
No matter how long you might have lived there, if you are not a native you will always be regarded as an outsider. It was this
part of the island that I chose as the childhood home of my hero, Fin Macleod. But, of course, not being an islander myself I was
always worried about how the books and characters would be received on the island. About three weeks ago I received a tweet
from a reader in Ness who announced that he had just read “The Blackhouse” and it made him feel “proud to be a Niseach.” I
cannot imagine a more telling compliment.
S. MAG.: If you could solve any mystery for yourself, what would it be? i.e., Jack the Ripper, Stonehenge, etc.
PM: I am intrigued by every mystery and view every police investigation with a degree of frustration, feeling certain that with
access to the evidence and a little imagination I could do a better job. Though I am probably quite deluded in that.
S. MAG.: What is your favorite word and least favorite word, and why?
PM: I would probably have to say that my favorite word is “coruscating.” My brother-in-law says I use it too often. But I cannot
think of a better single word to describe the phenomenon of sunlight playing on water. It is impossible to hate words, since each
and every one of them is a tool of my trade and has a place in my toolbox. What I hate is the misuse of words. And one of my
pet hates is the misuse of the word “presently” to mean “at present.” It removes from my toolbox a fine word meaning “in the near
future.”
S. MAG.: What can we expect to see from Peter May in the future?
PM: Post-trilogy, I am working on an epic mystery that spans two continents and more than a century-and-a-half. At one end
of the story lie the Scottish Hebrides of The Lewis Trilogy, at the other a remote archipelago in the Gulf of St. Lawrence and what
appears to be a straightforward domestic murder on one of the smallest and least inhabited islands. I am currently researching
in the Magdalen Islands, and will head off to Spain to start writing it in November.
Peter May has accomplished so much in his life and you can find out about all of it by visiting his website at http://www.
petermay.info. Please take the time to visit, there’s a lot to learn there. Thank you, Peter. 
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WHY DO WE LOVE

HORROR?

By Al Natanagara
Fava beans
What image came to mind when you read those two words?
While it is possible that a few of you pictured a mouth-watering plate of Ful Medames, the overwhelming
majority of you had “…and a nice Chianti” on the tips of your tongues as your mind’s eye saw a murderous
Anthony Hopkins leering from behind a wall of bulletproof acrylic.
Horror movies are mainstream entertainment and a mainstay in world culture. Why do we love to be scared out of our
wits?

SHRUNKEN HEADS

Mental health professionals have come up with a variety of explanations for the love of horror, from the simple “It’s a
way to get out our aggressions without hurting anyone,” to more complex theories involving various bodily parts such as
the amygdala, a section of the brain that plays a role in regulating emotions and—coincidentally—is a well-known zombie
delicacy.
There is no consensus among the metaphoric head-shrinkers as to the causes of horror fandom, nor is there agreement
upon whether or not viewing horror movies has a positive, negative, or neutral effect upon an individual’s well-being.
Perhaps there are no definitive answers, as there are too many reasons why people enjoy being frightened, just as each person
is affected differently by such films.

THE MASOCHISTS

There are horror fans who—even as adults—can’t sit through a half-hour of Goonies without curling into a fetal ball,
sobbing, and sucking a soothing thumb. Despite the difficulty of sitting through films that others would consider mild, they
persist. Do their brains crave a release of chemicals? Are they trying to prove to themselves or others that they can conquer
their fears? Perhaps they are subconsciously seeking ways in which to deal with their fears surrounding real violence in their
lives or feelings of hopelessness about world events.

THE SADISTS

There are those who are the first in line for the latest offerings from Mike, Roth, and Wan. They view scenes of abject
brutality with eyes wide opened and lips curled upward with glee; they leave the theater pumped up on an adrenaline high.
To them, The Human Centipede is as frightening as “Green Eggs and Ham.”
Are they likewise addicted to the chemicals that ooze from their brains as they witness savage human butchery? How
can they possibly enjoy “torture porn?” Do they place themselves in the shoes of the killer or the victim? Do these films
desensitize fans or otherwise cause an emotional change that makes them less compassionate or empathetic toward others?

THE HUMANITY

There are so many questions, and not enough answers. Since there is no incentive for Hollywood to stop producing
horror movies, it’s a certainty that they will remain a staple of the multiplex. The only answer we have is this: keep asking the
questions. If you are a concerned parent, ask your children how scary images affect them. If you are a fan, ask yourself how
your interest in horror affects your relationships. If you are someone who is easily frightened, ask yourself if a few hours of
getting the bejeezus scared out of you might help you overcome your fears. 
Al Natanagara is a writer, journalist, and blogger whose career includes stints with ZDNet, CNet, CBS, LexisNexis, and Law
Enforcement. He has written about topics ranging from child safety to sharpening hunting knives; from the best violent driving
games to purchasing car insurance.
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Special Preview from David Lyons
PROLOGUE

One of the two men would die
within the hour; the one who should
have known better.
They sat in a small office, identifiable
as such only by the cheap desk in the
middle of the room. There was no
sign outside to indicate what purpose
this anonymous space served. Bob
Palmetto sat behind the desk. Unruly
wisps of sparse blond hair fell down
his forehead, but received no attention.
An occasional toss of his head kept
the errant strands out of his eyes. He
was extremely thin, as if eating was a
routine largely ignored. His closely-set
eyes darted from the man sitting across
from him to the tinted floor- to-ceiling
glass wall, all that separated the room
from the sidewalk and parking lot of
a dingy strip mall. A frayed pea-green
shag carpet sported coffee stains. In an
old wooden chair across from the desk,
lawyer Dexter Jessup sat in sport coat
and tie; the tie loosened, a Windsor
knot hanging at his throat.
“Why’d you set that damn meeting
for tomorrow afternoon? I need you in
court with me,” Palmetto said.
“An attorney from my office
will meet you in front of the Federal
Building,” Jessup said. “Her name is
Ruth Kalin. Don’t worry, she knows
what to do.”
“I’m supposed to produce more
documents,” Palmetto told him. “Last
time the judge said he’d throw me in jail
if I didn’t turn them over. He had two
Federal Marshals just standing…”
“I was there, Bob, remember?”
“Sorry.” Bob Palmetto looked
down, studying the bony fingers
splayed across his desktop as if seeing
them for the first time. “I wish I’d never
started fighting this thing. They’re too
powerful.” He looked up. “And what
you’re doing scares the hell out of me.
What good is a dead lawyer to me?”
“I’m going to talk to the FBI Bob,
not the Mafia. I have proof of a federal
judge accepting bribes, stealing your
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intellectual property. The
bastard belongs in jail, not
on the bench. I’m going to
see he gets what he deserves,
and you can finish what
you’ve started. You’re going
to be a rich man.”
Palmetto waved
away
this
last
remark.
“My discovery
is dangerous. If it
gets in the wrong
hands, the damage
could be irreversible. I’ve
got to make sure that doesn’t
happen.”
Dexter looked away
from his client to the
parking area outside. The
afternoon sun hung low in
the sky and reflected in the
windshields of less than a dozen cars,
one of them his, casting blinding flashes
of light. It was so incongruous. In a
two-room office in a failed strip mall,
sat a man who had invented a process
that could double the world’s available
fossil fuel deposits by withdrawing
methane gas from the frozen sub-sea
surface. A leading energy company was
stealing from him, and using a federal
court to do it. There was no doubt.
Photos of surreptitious meetings with
the judge, documents stolen from court
files; Dexter had found this and more.
Tomorrow he would share his findings
with the only people who could do
something about it, the FBI.
“I’ve got to go,” Dexter said. He
stood and extended a hand over the
desk. “I might be late, but I’ll see you in
court tomorrow.”
Palmetto clasped the lawyer’s hand,
staring at it, speaking to it, not raising
his eyes. “Be careful,” he said. “Be
damned careful.”
*
The lawyer’s route from Palmetto’s
office took him due east, towards
downtown New Orleans. He knew the
direction he was traveling because the

sunset was in his rearview mirror. He
adjusted it, rendering it useless for its
intended purpose, but at least keeping
the reflected sun from blinding him.
Five minutes later, the sun had dropped
and he readjusted his mirror. That’s
when he spotted the car behind him,
a black Jeep Cherokee. He knew that
car and its driver. What did he want
now? Dexter slowed down. There
was no other traffic on this little used
secondary road. The Jeep flashed its
lights. It pulled up right on his tail
and flashed again. He could see the
driver waving one arm out the window,
motioning him to pull over. He pulled
over onto the shoulder and got out of
his car, leaving the door open and the
motor running. The driver of the Jeep
also got out and moved toward him, a
little too fast. There were less than ten
feet separating them.
“What do you…”
Dexter saw the gun in the man’s
hand. He turned and jumped towards
his car’s open door but slipped on the
loose gravel of the shoulder, falling
painfully to one knee. His pursuer was
on him in an instant. He felt the metal
against the back of his head. He did not
feel the bullet that blew out his brain.
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The body was left next to the car
with the motor running, the radio
playing the nation’s number one pop
single, Ice Ice Baby.
It was October, 1990.
For more than two decades, Dexter
Jessup’s death would be all but forgotten.
Not by Bob Palmetto.

CHAPTER ONE

Jock Boucher sang ‘Orange
Colored Sky’ in the shower. For a
Federal District Judge, he could do a
pretty good imitation of Nat King Cole,
his father’s favorite singer. He’d done a
fair share of singing, humming, even
whistling over the past two weeks since
his swearing in. It had been a long year
with the Congressional vetting process,
but now it was over. His life’s work lay
ahead of him, and it was his dream
job. He smiled at the recollection that
his first act as a member of the federal
judiciary had probably been illegal as
hell. He had recorded the President
calling him at home to extend his
congratulations. He’d been informed
of the call in advance of course. You
don’t want the leader of the free world
calling and getting a busy signal or
no one at home. The President had
pronounced his name correctly; booSHAY. Most people seeing before
hearing it mispronounced it ‘butcher.’
The President said he knew that the
judge’s nickname, ‘Jock,’ was bestowed
after lettering in basketball, football and
track in college. The two spoke as if they
knew each other, which in many ways
they did; two black men whose love of
country could not be challenged. Judge
Boucher did not correct the President’s
error. He would have loved to have told
him the true origins of his name; that his
father, a black Cajun from the bayous of
Louisiana had named his son Jacques.
The French pronunciation sounded
almost like ‘shock,’ but with accents of
the deep south and demonstration of
athletic ability at an early age, ‘Jock’ it
became and ‘Jock’ it was to this day.
The Senate confirmation process
had gone smoothly; his credentials
were lauded and deemed more than
adequate to assume the lifetime post of
federal district judge, one of the most
powerful positions in the land. ‘Slam,
bam, alakazam,’ he sang. He stopped
and listened. Had he ever taken a
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shower and not thought he’d heard the
phone ringing? No, there it was. Who
could be calling him at this hour of the
morning? He cursed, turned off the
water and dried himself in the shower
stall. He was not about to track water
from the bathroom across his polished
hardwood bedroom floor or his midnineteenth century Oriental rugs. The
phone rang and rang as he toweled
himself dry. ‘I’m a federal judge and
you’d better have a damn good reason
for getting me out of the shower,’ he felt
like saying as he walked to the phone,
but instead answered simply, “Judge
Boucher.” He listened and his frown of
annoyance became one of concern.
“Oh no,” he said. “When? Of course.
I’ll be there within the hour.”
He dressed and went downstairs
to the kitchen, made himself a cup of
instant coffee, and pondered the news
he’d just received. Senior District Judge
Epson had suffered a heart attack. He
was expected to recover, but as the new
kid on the block, Jock Boucher was
being asked to take over his docket
in the interim. Had anyone given a
thought to the fact that his own docket
was already full? No matter. It had just
gotten fuller. Boucher gulped down
his coffee. He would have bolted from
his house, but it was one of the most
historic homes in the French Quarter,
filled with period antique furniture he’d
spent much of his adult life collecting.
From such a majestic presence, one did
not bolt.
The judge was granted admission to
the underground parking lot of the Hale
Boggs Federal Building without having
to show his ID, recognized by security
after only a short time on the bench.
His vehicle had a lot to do with it. Of all
the members of the Federal Judiciary
of the Eastern District of Louisiana,
Jock Boucher was the only one who
drove a Ford F-150 pickup truck. No
one knew he was also the only one who
made weekly visits to neighborhoods
decimated by Hurricane Katrina where
he would pick up and carry off refuse.
After the oil spill, he had scoured
beaches and wetlands to help with
clean-up activities in any way he could,
including the heartbreaking task of
rescuing oil-soaked wildlife.
On this eventful morning he
took the elevator up to his floor and

walked the deserted hallway to his
office. His administrative assistant
was already at her desk; also having
received an early call. She followed
him into his chambers. About as good
as government offices got, his private
quarters were spacious but stark; thick
grey wall-to-wall carpet, a large oak
desk stained dark, a ponderous suite
of sofa, chairs and tables, and built-in
book shelves, so far largely empty.
“I’ve already spoken with Judge
Epson’s office,” his assistant said. “He
has a trial starting Wednesday, motion
hearings today and tomorrow. Here’s
your copy of his calendar. You have
docket call at nine, and it’s a long one. I
thought maybe we could just post a sign
outside Judge Epson’s court moving his
cases here; unless you know how to be
in two places at one time.”
“Give me a minute to study his
calendar.” She started to leave, but he
motioned her to stay. After a couple
minutes, he said, “We’ll do this. Have
Judge Epson’s law clerk ask the lawyers
appearing if anyone wants to reschedule.
If both parties agree, have them prepare
the orders for my signature. I’ll move
my docket call along as fast as I can,
then I’ll go to his courtroom and deal
with whatever’s remaining.”
“Yes, sir.”
He moved his own docket along
at lightning speed and was ushered to
Judge Epson’s bench barely an hour late.
The courtroom was empty.
“Where’d everybody go?” he asked.
Judge Epson’s law clerk sat beside
the idle court reporter. “Sir, everybody
asked to reschedule. We’ve received
dozens of calls from other attorneys
asking the same thing. They prefer to
wait and see when Judge Epson will be
back.”
“They got something against me?”
“It’s not that, sir.”
“OK. Well, I guess I’ll head back to
my own territory.” He rose to leave from
the bench when two Federal Marshals
burst through the door next to the jury
box, a prisoner held tightly between
them, his hands manacled. They saw
him and looked at each other curiously.
“Sorry, Your Honor. I thought we
were in Judge Epson’s court.”
“You are. Judge Epson is in the
hospital. I’m Judge Boucher. I’ve been
assigned his cases till he returns.”
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“I think we’d better wait till Judge
“Good. Tell you what I’m going court reporter were dismissed. Only
Epson gets back,” the marshal said, and to do. One of these two gentlemen is the judge and the former fugitive were
began to turn away.
going to my office, get on the computer in the courtroom, the judge escorting
“Stop right there,” the judge and check the records to see if there the frail man to the exit.
ordered. “Bring that man here.”
are any other warrants or outstanding
“Off the record,” Judge Boucher
With obvious reluctance, the two enforceable judgments against you. asked, “why didn’t you appear in court
federal marshals approached the bench, The other marshal is going to stay here that day?”
their prisoner shuffling between them. while you tell me about this contempt
“I’d have been killed, just like my
The man was as emaciated as a human order Judge Epson entered against you lawyer was,” Palmetto said.
being could be, with a thick grey beard all those years ago.”
“Oh? And just who might have
hanging down his chest. He wore
“I’d be happy to, Your Honor.”
killed you?”
raggedy street clothes, not an inmate’s
“Good. Sandwich and a Coke
Bob Palmetto turned and pointed
jumpsuit.
alright? I’ll have someone bring them his bony finger toward the now empty
“What’s this man charged with?” here.”
bench where for the last twenty-five
the judge asked.
“Could you make that a Diet Coke, years until this morning, District Judge
“Contempt,” Your Honor. “He was Your Honor?”
Epson had presided. 
brought in this morning.”
*
“Let me see the file.”
Disposition of the matter took Published by Emily Bestler Books/
Again, the reluctance of the about as long as it took to eat the Atria, a division of Simon & Schuster
marshals was obvious, but one stepped sandwich. Palmetto had been held in
forward and passed a couple of sheets contempt for failure to appear and About the authors: David Lyons is a
of paper to the clerk, who handed them produce documents in a case that was former international lawyer. His globeup to the judge.
later dismissed on plaintiff ’s motion trotting profession necessitated endless
“This warrant’s twenty years old,” about a year after the contempt was hours spent in airplanes and hotel rooms.
Judge Boucher said. “Is it still good?”
ordered. He stated that his business had Reading to pass the time led to writing
“Well, Your Honor…”
been burned to the ground about that to pass the time, and an avocation
“What I mean is, is the underlying same time and any documents he might led to a vocation. Lyons is still a world
judgment still valid? After this length have had were long since destroyed, traveler though these days his pace is
of time, if it hasn’t been revived, thus mooting any basis for contempt. more leisurely, and what little spare time
it’s probably unenforceable. Is the The marshal returned and admitted he has is more focused. He is currently
contempt civil or criminal?”
that he could find no other judgments at work in the next of the Jock Boucher
The two marshals looked at each against him. The two marshals and thriller series.
other.
“You don’t have to answer
that,” Judge Boucher said, An immersive theatre
event live inside
reading the file. “Most judges
don’t know the difference. I’m
Mountain View
going to give this man the
Mausoleum and
benefit of the doubt. Undo his
Cemetery!
handcuffs.”
There was movement
“Because haunted
under the man’s bushy, grey
houses are for
beard. It was a smile. Rather
wimps.”
than hold his hand out for
Daily Candy
the cuffs to be unlocked, the
Featuring
fully
staged
adaptations
of:
prisoner dropped his arms,
“Celebrate the
and the cuffs fell and clanked
spooky season!”
to the floor.
- Los Angeles Times
The judge cracked a smile
himself. “What’s your name,
sir?”
“Move over,
“Bob Palmetto, Your
Hollywood
Honor.”
Forever!”
“Have you eaten lately, Mr.
- CreepyLA
Palmetto?”
“I
had
something
Limited Engagement: October 12-31
yesterday, sir.”
“Are you hungry?”
“I wouldn’t mind a bite.”
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SANDRA
BROWN
Texas Powerhouse

Interview by Suspense Magazine

New York Times bestselling author Sandra Brown
began her writing career in 1981. Since then, she has
published over seventy novels, including “No Rest for the
Dead,” “Smash Cut,” “Play Dirty,” “Chill Factor,” “Hello
Darkness,” “White Hot,” “Fat Tuesday,” and “Lethal,”
bringing the number of copies in print worldwide to
upwards of eighty million! That’s right, it’s not a typo,
80,000,000 copies. Her work has been translated into
thirty-three languages.
Sandra was born in Waco, grew up in Fort Worth,
and attended Texas Christian University, majoring in
English. Before starting on her writing career, she worked
as a model at the Dallas Apparel Mart, and in television—
including weather casting for WFAA-TV in Dallas—and
feature reporting on the nationally syndicated program
PM Magazine.
She is much in demand as a speaker and guest
television hostess. Her episode on TruTV’s Murder by the
Book premiered the series in 2008, and in 2010 she was
one of the launch authors for Investigation Discovery’s
new series, Hardcover Mysteries.
In 2009 Brown detoured from her thrillers to write
“Rainwater,” a much-acclaimed, powerfully moving story
about honor and sacrifice during the Great Depression.
Brown recently was given an honorary Doctorate
of Humane Letters from Texas Christian University.
She was named Thriller Master for 2008, the top
award given by the International Thriller Writers
Association. Other awards and commendations
include the 2007 Texas Medal of Arts Award
for Literature and the Romance Writers of
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America’s Lifetime Achievement Award.
Her latest book, “Low Pressure” is—if we are any judge—another bestseller:
Bellamy Lyston was only twelve years old when her older sister Susan was killed on a stormy Memorial Day. Bellamy’s
fear of storms is a legacy of the tornado that destroyed the crime scene along with her memory of what really happened
during the day’s most devastating moments.
Now, eighteen years later, Bellamy has written a sensational, bestselling novel based on Susan’s murder. Because the
book was inspired by the tragic event that still pains her family, she published it under a pseudonym to protect them from
unwanted publicity. But when an opportunistic reporter for a tabloid newspaper discovers that the book is based on fact,
Bellamy’s identity is exposed along with the family scandal.
Moreover, Bellamy becomes the target of an unnamed assailant who either wants the truth about Susan’s murder to
remain unknown or, even more threatening, is determined to get vengeance for a man wrongfully accused and punished.
In order to identify her stalker, Bellamy must confront the ghosts of her past, including Dent Carter, Susan’s wayward and
reckless boyfriend—and original suspect in the murder case. Dent, with this and other stains on his past, is intent on clearing
his name, and he needs Bellamy’s sealed memory to do it. But her safeguarded recollections—once unlocked—pose dangers
that neither could foresee and puts both their lives in peril.
As Bellamy delves deeper into the mystery surrounding Susan’s slaying, she discovers disturbing elements of the crime
that call into question the people she holds most dear. Haunted by partial memories, conflicted over her feelings for Dent,
but determined to learn the truth, she won’t stop until she reveals Susan’s killer.
That is, unless Susan’s killer strikes her first!
Sandra really puts Bellamy through the paces. But that’s what makes her stories so wonderful: putting a character through
so much, and then witnessing their rise to the occasion only to come out the other end. They might be a bit more unhinged,
but they are still viable and alive to fight another fight. There’s nothing better than a roller coaster ride from bestselling author
Sandra Brown.
Suspense Magazine is honored to have the opportunity to sit down and speak to her today. We hope you enjoy it as much
as we did.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Can you give us a little behind-the-scenes action with your latest book “Low Pressure?”
Sandra Brown (SB): Last year when cities in the South and Midwest were
being ravaged by tornadoes, I watched, as everyone did, videos of the
devastation and, unhappily, the bodies being pulled from the rubble. I asked
myself, “What if it was discovered at the morgue that one of the casualties
wasn’t a victim of the storm, but had instead been murdered?” The tornado
would have destroyed the crime scene.
That was the basis of the plot for “Low Pressure.” My heroine, Bellamy, had
an older sister who died in such a way. Eighteen years later, Bellamy’s written
a book about the event and the mystery surrounding it. The book upsets the
people who lived through the incident…particularly the murderer, who, thus
far, has gotten away with it.
S. MAG.: What is your favorite word and your least favorite?

“EACH MORNING WHEN I
APPROACH THE KEYBOARD, I’M
CONVINCED THAT THE LAST
SEVENTY-FIVE BOOKS HAVE
BEEN FLUKES...”
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S. B: “Can” is my favorite word. “Can’t” is my least favorite.
S. MAG.: You can take one book, one movie and one CD with you, what are they?
SB: Tough one! The book would be “Testimony of Two Men” by Taylor Caldwell. The movie would
be An Officer and a Gentleman and the CD would be Elton John’s Greatest Hits.
S. MAG.: What is on your bucket list that you would like to cross off?
SB: I’d like to go on a photographic safari somewhere in Africa.
S. MAG.: What scares Sandra Brown?
SB: Everything! I’m a card-carrying coward. I’m afraid of the ocean. I’m afraid of heights. I’m claustrophobic. Name
something. It probably frightens me.
S. MAG.: Your main character in “Low Pressure,” Bellamy Lyston, is sitting in front of you. What would you like to ask her?
SB: I’d ask Bellamy, “What took you so long to give in to Dent?” (He had me at “hello.” Well, he didn’t actually say ‘hello,’ but you
know what I mean.)
S. MAG.: Is there a subject matter that is just too dark for you that you can’t write about in your thrillers?
SB: I can’t write about bad stuff happening to a child. A couple of years ago, I started toying with an idea, but after a few weeks, I
just couldn’t bring myself to develop the story any further. It was too disturbing. I didn’t want to live with it for the year it would
take to write the book, or to subject my readers to a situation that upsetting.
S. MAG.: Do you still get a little anxiety when a new book of yours hits the shelves?
SB: I suffer anxiety every day! Each morning when I approach the keyboard, I’m convinced that the last seventy-five books
have been flukes, that I’ll never have another good idea, that I’ll never compose a captivating sentence or create an interesting
character. I’m sure I’ll be exposed as an imposter who’s had everyone buffaloed up to this point.
Yes, I suffer a lot of anxiety.
S. MAG.: What is the greatest compliment a reader can give you?
SB: I love it when readers tell me, “I hated for it to end.” Because I know that feeling! There are books that I’m enjoying so much
I dread to see the end coming, yet I can’t stop myself from getting there.
S. MAG.: Is there one scene or one sentence in the book “Low Pressure” that captures the essence of the story?
SB: The essence of “Low Pressure” is captured when Bellamy tells Dent, “And what I think...what I’m afraid of…is that
someone read the book, and knows what I left out. He knows whatever it is that I can’t remember. And he doesn’t want
me to.”
Thank you, Sandra, for giving us the time to get to know you a little better. If anyone would like to read more
about this talented writer and learn about all of her books, check out her website at http://www.sandrabrown.
net. 
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St. Georges
By Stanley Wilkin
St. Georges seemed haunted at night. Whenever the thousands of children were no longer there it became disquieting, a
place of echoes. The lines of desks looked unnatural without children sitting at them scribbling away. The corridors seemed
infinite without little children running through them. Even the caretaker hated to go in there at night.
But it was considered one of the best schools in town, no matter its nightly strangeness. When the government, in its
wisdom, decided to close the school down one year, things changed. The school became malevolent.
The school was left to gather weeds, moss, and lichen climbed its walls, filled its offices and classrooms. The windows
cracked. Glass covered the classrooms. The paint peeled off the walls and the doors swung aimlessly on rusting hinges.
Neither the government nor the local Education Authority accepted such a large building gathering dust. The land on
which it stood was after all of immense value, and could be utilized profitably for private housing or even a shopping mall.
To that end, inspectors were sent in to estimate how much could be made from St. Georges.
There was a party of five, of both sexes, and all distinguished in their fields. They arrived at the school at 10 a.m., loaded
down with survey instruments and laptops. As they knew each other, conversation between them was instantaneous, devoted
at first to wives, husbands, siblings, and children. It was a small town. After drinking coffee they set off around the school.
Two of the surveyors had attended the school when nippers. They viewed the dilapidation with solemn, sentimental eyes.
They strolled down the corridors with visions of their younger selves smiling, jumping, playing tag. Every so often, as they
walked past, a classroom door swung open in the slowly gathering winds.
The school was gradually pulling together all the information that had passed through it for a hundred years. Endlessly
repeated sums and alphabets. Its floor boards groaned, ‘one and one is two, two and two is four.’ The surveyors craned their
ears to catch the ghostly creaking words. Looking at one another, they shook their shoulders and went about their business.
They looked into each room, noting the measurements and condition. As they did so, they grew increasingly surprised
at the number in that part of the building. As children, they thought the school was enormous, but that was when they were
tiny children. The corridor became seemingly endless. The building appeared to be expanding. The two women looked at
each other in bewilderment.
Either side of them the doors swung wide open exposing purplish darkness, which stretched out towards them. In
seconds they were engulfed.
Although the old school adored human flesh, ripping it off them, their eyes widening in horror, and enjoyed sucking the
goodness from the bones, it was their brains it craved. It nibbled at them for several minutes, taking in every thought and
experience.
The school did not always enjoy eating people as ingestion was slow. By then, it had eaten five people, the two middleaged women, and three homeless men who came in out of the cold to sleep. Although it absorbed whatever knowledge the
people had, their carcasses were deposited in the boiler room. It had yet to find an alternative way of disposing of them.
The surveyors did not realize that they were missing two members until lunchtime. They spent the next hour searching
everywhere for their colleagues. Now, the school rarely acquired proper sustenance. It was empty most of the time and had
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been for five years. The flood of thoughts it had long tapped into had dried up and all it was left with—in comparison—
was a tiny raindrop or two. It was indeed slowly dying of thirst. Given its predicament, it began gobbling up the rest of the
surveyors.
It was—needless to say—unusual for such a small town to have five people suddenly go missing. While one surveyor
disappearing might have seemed acceptable, but five!
It took weeks before anyone thought of searching the school. It was pleased about that as it had still to fully digest
its previous victims. The knowledge it acquired was coursing through its walls and floor boards even now. It was a truly
wonderful feeling. It was almost as if the children were back.
A member of the local council entered the building with two young police officers a week later. They did not expect to
find anything. It was the afternoon, and already hot. The school stank of rat dropping and rat urine. Buoyant dust gathered
in clouds drifting above their heads. Each noticed how much larger the school looked inside.
The council member had never attended the school and so retained no feelings for the ruin he’d entered. He saw only a
dangerous building that required knocking down. Regularly, he wafted the stench from his nose.
“My God. Why wasn’t this place knocked down years ago. Its falling apart as it is.” He could speak dismissively because
he had gone to the better school on the other side of town. He had no sentimental connection here. He kicked at a discarded
beer can. “Left here by an old student no doubt.” He sneered.
The sound of the tin can bouncing over its floorboards put the school on edge. Besides which, it was hungry.
The council member laughed. With the policemen, he began a slow search of the building. The policemen reluctantly
tagged along, unlike the council member visualizing their younger selves racing down the corridors. They were local boys
and had been pupils of St. Georges. The school picked up the memories, delighting in the taste of eagerly remembered
feelings of nostalgia and recoiling from the negative feelings of disdain that emanated from one of them. It felt their tread as
the men explored its empty rooms.
“I’ve scheduled demolition for Tuesday. Not before time,” the Council member said.
The two policemen sighed. Each cast a regretful eye upon the crumbling structure surrounding them.
“Not before bloody time,” he murmured.
He particularly hated old Edwardian schools with their claustrophobic classrooms full of shadows and ghosts. He would
be pleased to see its plaster gargoyles and grey walls pulled down.
They continued, searching every floor.
“Nothing of course.” He pointed downwards with his pen. “We’ll look around in the basement, although God knows
what’s down there.” He chuckled.
Searching around, he found the door to the boiler room. Unlike the other doors, it was locked. He kicked it and it
opened. The smell was overwhelming.
The light was flicked on and the three men carefully navigated the uncertain steps. The boiler room was in shadows. The
smell was worrying. Searching, they found nothing untoward until the ever vigilant council member saw a pile of assorted
junk in a corner. In his usual assured manner he approached it. His face fell when before him he saw bones and ripped and
discarded clothing.
“Jesus,” said one of his companions, “there’s dozens of them. Dozens of bodies.”
The council member turned, shock etched into his pallid features. Within a moment, his mouth was jerked open in a
scream as both his arms were ripped off. A policeman clutching his truncheon immediately lost his head. It twirled in the
air, falling back face down. The second policeman had his heart ripped out. Blood shot into the schools many receptacles.
Intestines were dragged out disappearing into the shadows.
After eating the council member’s brain, the school felt nauseous. The man’s thoughts were of the school, cruel thoughts
that filled it with fear. It shook. It felt its end. The brain carried memories of its end, even if the school didn’t fully understand
what the word and idea meant. It had no concept of dying.
The next search team failed to investigate the basement and soon after, wrecking balls were pounding the school’s sturdy
walls. As windows caved in, the school began to feel fear. Part by part it was ceasing to exist.
Eventually, the roof shook and slowly slid downwards, crashing into the floors below. Doors snapped in two. Within
the day, St. Georges, much to the sadness of the neighborhood, no longer existed. Only the basement remained, full now
of dust and bricks. Much diminished, the school was still cognizant. It still had thoughts and ideas. But isolated as it was,
without contact now with the outside world, it grew increasingly mad. There it stayed, underground, grey brick, an old boiler,
emptiness and shadows, waiting to be freed. 
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John Sandford

JOURNALIST TURNED BESTSELLING AUTHOR

“

Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit: David Burnett

VIRGIL WAS ORIGINALLY CONCEIVED AS A
SOMEWHAT LIGHTER, FUNNIER CHARACTER
THAN LUCAS DAVENPORT...

“

ARGUABLY, ONE OF, IF NOT THE BEST AND
most accomplished authors of our time is John Sandford,
American author and journalist. He’s written thirty-one
books, the best-known of which are the “Prey” books
featuring Lucas Davenport.
“Mad River” is Sandford’s latest, but before we explore
that, let’s touch on his career. John, a former newspaper
reporter, won the Pulitzer Prize in journalism in 1986, and
was one of four finalists for the prize in 1980. He also was the
winner of the Distinguished Writing Award of the American
Society of Newspaper Editors for 1985.
Sandford’s novels have appeared—in one format or
another—on the New York Times Bestseller lists. He is also
the author of two non-fiction books, one on plastic surgery
and one on art. His books have been translated into most
European languages, as well as Japanese and Korean.
Born February 23, 1944, in Cedar Rapids, Iowa as John
Camp, he attended Cedar Rapids Catholic and public schools,
graduating from Washington Senior High School in 1962. He
received a bachelor’s degree in American Studies in 1966,
and a master’s degree in journalism in 1971, both from the
University of Iowa.
In 1966, Sandford was married to Susan Lee Jones, and
together they had two children, Roswell Camp and Emily
Curtis, and three grandchildren, Benjamin, Daniel, and
Gabriel Curtis.
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Sandford took some writing courses at the well-known Iowa
Writer’s Workshop at the University of Iowa, but only as a minor
elective. He also wrote articles for The Daily Iowan, the university
newspaper, but didn’t get seriously involved in journalism until he
was in the Army. His most intense training in journalism came
at the U.S. Army’s Defense Information School at Fort Benjamin
Harrison, Indiana. After graduation from that school, he became
a military journalist in Korea, running a base newspaper for the
4th U.S. Army Missile Command in Chunchon, Korea. In an odd
coincidence, the command’s information officer, Lt. Robert Keeler,
who was the only other American involved in the tiny paper, later
worked for Newsday newspaper on Long Island, and also won a
Pulitzer Prize. Ever heard of kismet?
“Mad River,” featuring Davenport-series spinoff character
Virgil Flowers, a Minnesota Bureau of Criminal Apprehension
detective, is Sandford’s latest novel.
This time, Flowers is on the track of three teens on a traveling
crime spree.
The first person they killed was a highway patrolman. The
second was a woman during a robbery. They kept going, cutting
a swath through rural Minnesota, some of it captured on the
killers’ cell phones and sent to a local television station. Flowers
joins the growing army of cops trying to run them down.
And neither do we, but we certainly can’t wait to find out!
We’re excited to have this opportunity to speak with Sandford.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): “Mad River” is the latest Virgil
Flowers book. Can you give us a little behind-the-scenes action?
John Sandford (JS): Virgil desperately tries to track down three young people on a murder spree. They are three kids who never
really had a chance: not very bright, few skills, can’t make even enough money to hold on to a boardinghouse room. They
are effectively homeless when the spree starts, but because of the countryside that they’re traveling across (somewhat sparsely
populated farm country), they are hard to track down, and the problem is made more difficult by the random nature of the spree.
S. MAG.: For readers who know your character Lucas Davenport from the “Prey” series, how is Virgil different from Lucas?
JS: Virgil was originally conceived as a somewhat lighter, funnier character than Lucas Davenport—the Flowers series weren’t
intended to be humorous novels, but just not as dark. However, the way it’s worked out, a couple of the novels are quite dark
indeed, and this is one of them. Although, “dark” might not quite be the right word. “Stark” might be better. There’s a certain
hopelessness to the situation in the newest book; nothing good can happen. There’s no real redemption available.
S. MAG.: For the past six years you have been writing two books a year. How has that been for you?
JS: Hard. I write the Flowers books with co-authors, old newspaper friends of mine. That takes a bit of the burden off, but I’ve got
to write through what my friends do, and essentially get the book done in four months. It has been a grind, but not uninteresting.
S. MAG.: In “Mad River” the killers are teenagers. Was it difficult to write young people as villains?
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JS: No, not really. They’re just sort of a less well-formed species of human being. As a newspaper reporter, I came in contact with
all kinds of people, and a lot of the violence in police reporting often involves the young. The hardest thing about dealing with
contemporary young people is that so many of them seem to have unrealistic views of life, taken from television—you see kids
who want to be rock stars or actors or some other glamorous job, and who really give themselves no fallback. They dream of it,
but have no idea of how to make the dream come true, and no idea of how unrealistic it is. This is an ongoing tragedy, and can
break your heart when you see it.
S. MAG.: Do you have any superstitions when you write?
JS: Not superstitions, but I really don’t like people to see the work before I’m done with it, or almost done with it. If all they wanted
to do is read it and then go away, keeping their mouths shut, then I could probably live with it. But usually, they want to say
something about it, and I hate commentary. It throws me out of the concept that I have going. Their ideas might be good, but for
a different book…not my book.
S. MAG.: “Mad River” is the sixth Virgil Flowers book. What do you tell readers who are new to the series about having to
read them in order?
JS: All the books stand alone. They don’t have to be read in any particular order. There are a few recurring background characters,
other than Virgil, who continue from book to book, but you really don’t have to know about them to read any of the books.
S. MAG.: Do you have a certain scene or sentence in “Mad River” that captures the essence of the book?
JS: I don’t want to give away too much here, but there’s one sequence in a truck, when the young killers are hiding out—one of
them has been badly hurt—and they talk about getting away and going somewhere and living their lives, and you see how sadly
unrealistic all of this is, and sense that they are finally beginning to realize it. I’m trying to get the readers to empathize with
a couple of crazy killers, to see things from their point of view; it’s not something that readers are usually asked to do, and I’m
hoping to move a few people away from their comfort zone.
S. MAG.: What is on your DVR right now?
JS: I don’t have one. I had to look up “DVR” on wiki. I probably watch twenty hours of TV a year…that would be about eight
to ten hours of football and several movies on DVD.
S. MAG.: What scares John Sandford?
JS: Clinical depression.
S. MAG.: The big question everyone wants to know, who would win in a fight, Lucas Davenport or Virgil Flowers?
JS: Lucas would. He’s larger and much more naturally violent than Virgil. Virgil is a somewhat tough guy, but
Lucas is extremely tough, and Lucas enjoys a good fight, while Virgil tries to avoid them. Virgil, by the way, gets
pretty badly beaten up in “Mad River,” in a fight outside a bar. He’s saved by…well, read the book. I can tell you,
though, no fictional detective has “ever” been saved by a similar group. It’s almost unthinkable.
Suspense Magazine thanks John for his time and is thrilled to have had this time. If you’d like to learn
more about John and his work, be sure to check out his website at, http://www.johnsandford.org. 
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What Does it Take to be a
Successful Short Story
Writer?

By Jeani Rector
Editor of The Horror Zine

As the editor of The Horror Zine, I receive many e-mails from people asking me,
“What are you looking for? What will make my story stand out from the pack? What will
get my story published?”
These are good questions, and I would like to take this time to answer them.
No one simply wakes up one day to find themselves a successful author. To get there is
a process. Many famous writers received their start by submitting their work to magazines
and small presses.
And as you know, these days the competition for writers is daunting because of
online zines, e-books, and other products of technology. Computers have created a glut:
anyone who wanted to be a writer but who used to be intimidated by the awkwardness of
typewriters is now jumping in because of the ease that computer writing can offer.
So what is a writer to do? How can you, as an author, get your work to stand out and
therefore succeed in this highly competitive business? Because as talented and creative as you may be, it is still a business that
takes a plan.
The first thing to do is to honestly ask yourself about your motivations to be a writer. Why do you want this?
John Shirley (author of “extreme” works such as “Everything is Broken” and co-writer of the movie The Crow, starring
Brandon Lee) says: “Someone once said you shouldn’t try to be a writer unless you must be a writer. I think this is so, for most
people anyway. Of course, if you have a day job and time on your hands between responsibilities, and you have some ideas,
why not give it a shot. I’m just saying don’t try to make it career, your big goal, unless writing is a compulsion, is part of your
very being and won’t let you alone, because writing is usually too difficult to do unless you must do it.”
I agree with John. For those for whom writing is a compulsion, there is no getting around it. You must do it because the
choice is not yours to make. It was born into you. For others, writing is a lark, a hobby, something they will “eventually get
around to doing.” For the latter category, I say to find an easier hobby. Maybe stamp collecting.
But if you are one of those who must write no matter what, please keep reading this article. Because for you, it is understood
that this is a compulsion, so next we need to explore the how.
Where do you get your ideas? Some of the best writers simply look at their surroundings. The old saying, write what you
know, is true. Authors like Ramsey Campbell and Bentley Little are masters at taking ordinary people and thrusting them
into extraordinary situations. This creates the idea that “it could happen to you.” The reader relates to your character and feels
personally involved. This is the result that good writers want to achieve.
For example, in Bentley Little’s book “The Association,” the protagonist is a regular, normal guy with a family who moves
into a new home. The guy could be you or me. We have all moved, right? Slowly the character comes to the realization that
his new home is involved in a conspiracy by the Homeowner’s Association to force its tenants into conforming to very
undesirable things.
So you can see how Bentley took a normal, everyday situation and turned it upside down. “The Association” is a very
effective story in what it sets out to do.
Other writers simply relax and let the ideas come to them. Simon Clark (British Fantasy Society award-winner for
“Humpty’s Bones” and best-selling novelist of the Vampyrrhic series) likes to ask himself “what if ” questions, as revealed here:
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“…there are times when it’s
best to let your mind coast
along in a beautifully random
way. You can do this by employing
something that has been referred to as
the art of wandering. Here you don’t search
for ideas—you let them come to you. The way to
do this is simply to walk or ride through the landscape
in a relaxed way, and allow your imagination to engage
with the sights you see. For example, imagine you find
a strange old house on the hill—who lives there? Why
do they live there? Why have they painted over the
window panes?”
So now you have an idea. What next?
Writing takes work. Conrad Williams (British
Fantasy Society award-winner for his novel “One”)
states: “Keep going. Write every day. It’s a muscle prone
to wastage just like the muscles in your body. If you’re
stuck, write something else: haiku, a letter to a dead rock
star, a horoscope for the mysterious 13th constellation,
a serial killer’s shopping list. Anything. It’s a tough job,
racking up pages. You have to put the hours in. You
have to get so many things right: character, plot, pace,
narrative arc…it’s easy to give up. Thousands have.”
Conrad is saying that writing requires discipline. I
used to write two pages one day, and then the next day I
would edit those two pages. Editing is best after a good
night’s sleep away from your work, making you more objective. I recommend being ruthless, remove the bad or the excess
that distracts from or bogs down the flow of your story. Stay crisp and concise. And then when you are finished editing those
two pages, write two more.
Okay, so you must be a writer, you have your great idea for a story, and you are disciplined at your craft. Is that enough?
Absolutely not. Next you need to convince an editor to publish your work. This is where I jump in.
My name is Jeani Rector, and I am the editor of the e-zine titled The Horror Zine. I founded this online magazine in
July 2009 as a response to the fact that, probably due to the economic crisis, many of the online magazines that new writers
depended upon for exposure either went on hiatus or folded completely. That is why I stepped in to try to fill the void.
These are my credentials for writing this article for Suspense Magazine: I have over three years of experience working with
both new and professional writers every day. The Horror Zine enjoys over thirty thousand hits per week worldwide. We are an
award-winning e-zine that also produces anthology books containing the works of contributors. The Horror Zine consists of
myself, Dean H. Wild as assistant editor, Christian A. Larsen as media director, and of course all of our contributors.
The Horror Zine is not just about horror; we welcome other genres such as mystery, suspense, thriller, “Twilight Zone,”
and some sci-fi. We do not accept themes that include abuse of women or children, gore for gore’s sake, splatterpunk, erotica,
or spree or serial killers.
We are a “4theluv” market, but that doesn’t mean we aren’t extremely choosy. We are. We demand quality content. We
can afford to be. There is a glut of writers out there.
Which means that you need all the advantages you can get to make your work stand out from the pack and get the
attention of editors like me.
First things first. When getting ready to submit to an editor, remember that it is similar to a job interview. Appearances
matter. Read the Submissions Guidelines carefully. If it says to single space at Times New Roman 12, do what it says!
Never submit your work with typos or misspellings or grammatical errors. Have a second set of eyes read your work
before you ever submit it to an editor. Right or wrong, if your work contains errors, the editor will assume you don’t care
about your story, so why should she care either? All editors expect your best, so give your best.
All stories need a “hook” in the first three paragraphs. That is usually the length of time a reader will “try out” your work.
If the reader is not grabbed and absorbed within the first three paragraphs, he/she will simply stop reading and go elsewhere.
Did I mention the glut in writers?
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From there, I can only tell you what I
look for personally when I receive submissions
for possible publication. First and foremost, if the first
paragraph is devoted to descriptions or (horrors!) a rambling account of history (the why the story is being
told), I immediately reject it without reading any further.
I recommend starting the first paragraph smack in the middle of the story, in the middle of the action, and then
gradually weave the descriptions and history into the body of the story. That sort of thing takes talent to achieve.
Here is what, in my opinion, makes for a successful short story:
1. Start with action
2. Familiarize the reader with your protagonist; make him/her likeable
3. Provide an obstacle for your protagonist
4. Describe how your protagonist overcomes, or at least deals with, the obstacle
5. Provide an exciting chase scene
6. Give the reader hints as to the ending
7. Provide a completely different ending than your hints
It is also important to balance the amount of dialogue to the amount of action. Too much dialogue and you are “telling”
the story instead of “showing” the story.
I automatically reject any story that is told in the form of a diary or someone recounting an event that occurred previously
through lots of dialogue. That sort of story is told in a passive voice. There is no suspense to an event that has already occurred.
I want stories that are “in the moment,” that are occurring as we speak.
Graham Masterton (Edgar award-winner and best-selling author of numerous novels since 1978) says: “Don’t lecture—
show, don’t tell. Even if you’ve done some really amazing research, don’t pound your readers’ ears about it. It’s enough that
you know…your knowledge will come across in the confidence with which you tell your story.”
Now I will discuss “style.” What is your voice?
Joe R. Lansdale (Stoker award-winner for Lifetime Achievement and best-selling author of the Hap and Leonard series)
tells us how Southern writer Ardath Mayhar helped him find his own voice: “I read a story of hers in an Alfred Hitchcock
anthology, and it took place in East Texas and was written in East Texas vernacular, and at that point my life changed. I was
already writing, but I was trying to write like a New Yorker or someone from Los Angles, and in that moment, when I read
[Ardath’s story] “Crawfish,” my brain switched and went South where I belonged. I’ve always thought career-wise that there
were some major turning points for me, and my reading of “Crawfish” was in some ways the second most important.
“I had been trying to write about things I didn’t know and people who lived in places I had never been, and about things
I had never experienced.
“And then I read that story, “Crawfish” by Ardath Mayhar, and things changed. Hers was an East Texas voice, at least in
that story, and it was not too unlike my own real voice, and from then on, I knew what to do.
“So here is my advice for new and upcoming writers: write what you know, write what you are, and write where you are.
The authenticity will come out, and the heart of your story will show.”
Now you are done with your story, you have a finished product that has been polished and is free from errors. You just
know that all the editors to whom you submit will be thrilled to have it and your story will be automatically published.
Right?
Not always.
I try to stress to contributors that opinions are subjective. Different editors have different tastes.
What I suggest is that if you get a rejection, query the editor as to why. A real writer, the one with the compulsion to write,
wants to do what it takes to better his/her craft. The goal is to produce the best product possible. And for that, the real writer
needs to not only seek advice, but to listen to it.
Tim Lebbon (Stoker award-winner and screenwriter for the coming film The Secret Journeys of Jack London) tells us:
“Everyone gets rejection letters. They should make you stronger—I wrote dozens of stories trying to get into the magazine
The Third Alternative, and eventually got there, and I think I improved immensely doing so. Take positive comment from
rejections, and don’t let them grind you down. They’re as much a part of the learning process as anything, and a good writer
never stops learning.”
So there you have it. I will close this article with one more quote about the challenges of being a writer.
Joe McKinney (Stoker award-winner and author of the four-part Dead World series), says: “Basically, being a writer,
being a slave to that muse, can turn you into a mean son-of-a-bitch. Doing this writing thing, on top of the day job and the
family and all the other responsibilities, is stressful, and it takes a lot of hard work. There’s no way to varnish that truth.”
Are you up to it? If so, you might be a real writer! 
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THE BALLAD OF

Leonard

and

Leonard and Mary Shenfield had been happily married
for thirty-five years. In that time, they barely had an argument
with one another or indeed, any kind of row. Despite their
happiness with one another’s company and the sharing of
their life together, they never had any children. Although
they were childless, Leonard and Mary remained happy even
after they both retired from their jobs. Leonard had been a
banker, while Mary had been a nurse, but she’d given that up
when she married Leonard.
Perhaps to make up for the silence and lack of pitterpatter from tiny human feet, the Shenfield’s purchased a
succession of dogs to accompany them upon their journey
through life. Their latest canine companion incarnate was a
cocker spaniel named Charlie. Once they were in their late
sixties however, there was the issue of an increasing sense of
loneliness they both felt, and the sudden lack of income now
that Leonard retired. Their house was two stories high and
their garden was huge. There was a lot of work for Leonard to
do. So they decided to take in a lodger, who might also help
them both with the daily chores, now that they were getting
old.
They advertised in the local newspaper, describing the
spare room on the second floor, which had been empty for
many years, unless they had guests around to stay. Since
Mary’s dinner parties had faded from her diary ever since the
early 1980s, that event in itself had not been an occurrence
for such a long time.
Six weeks went by and no one replied, so they cut the
price of the rent. Finally, in the seventh week, someone
replied.
He was a scrawny, squinting young man with a mop
of unruly light brown hair and a jutting jaw. He told the
Shenfield’s that his name was Ned Sparks. Leonard and Mary
interviewed him in the living room while the cocker spaniel,
Charlie, barked relentlessly at him. There was a strange
smirk that played upon his lips as he talked to them and they
noticed—particularly Leonard—that he was evasive in his
replies. He was an architect, he told them, working freelance.
“The dog don’t like you much,” Leonard commented
dryly at one point.

Mary

By Steven Mace

“I don’t like it,” Sparks replied curtly.
Understandably perhaps, Leonard took an instant dislike
to the young man, but he was stunned to discover that Mary
had taken the opposite view. She had apparently taken a
liking to Ned Sparks and was eager to rent the room to him.
“I know he seems a bit blunt, but I think that’s his
upbringing. He’s a pleasant young man, Len!” she’d said to
him in the kitchen, in rebuke to his anti-Sparks tirade. They
were out of earshot of the young man, who patiently waited
in the lounge for them. “He’s just a bit shy, that’s all.”
“Huh! Shy? He’s a funny sort if you ask me,” Leonard said
grumpily, but he was happy enough to trust her and go along
with his wife’s opinion.
As long as Ned Sparks paid his rent on time, was polite
and respectful, and didn’t wreck the house, Leonard would
not be bothered. If his wife was happy with this young man
as a lodger, Leonard was prepared to give him a chance.
“Right then,” Ned Sparks said after he’d seen the room
and heard their offer. “I’ll just move some of my things in
then.”
He was back within minutes, with a suitcase that he’d
brought from his car.
“Where’s the toilet?” he shouted down to them from the
landing.
As Mary went upstairs to show him, Leonard shook his
head irritably, sank into his favorite chair and picked up his
newspaper. Charlie the cocker spaniel leapt up on to his lap
and he grinned as he stroked the panting dog. He wasn’t
sure why Mary liked that young man. Perhaps it was simply
a suppressed and frustrated need to indulge and mother
someone. For some reason, Ned Sparks gave Leonard an
unsettling feeling deep in the pit of his stomach, a tangible
sense of wary disquiet that he could not quite identify the
reason for. Perhaps it was nothing substantial or anything to
be worried about; just an awareness of the generation gap
that existed between them and Mr. Sparks.
*
Mary had been crossing the landing when she suddenly
realized she could hear peculiar noises coming from the
bathroom Ned used. She could not quite identify what the
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sounds were: they seemed to be flatulent, squelching noises
which then resembled a more nasal explosion, followed by
the artificial sound of what reminded her of a squeaking
pump. Mary frowned and stepped closer to the bathroom
door so that she could listen more carefully. The sounds were
loud, regular, and unusual, but she was certain that it was
Ned Sparks who was making them inside the bathroom.
She rapped on the door twice. “Ned!” she called out. “Is
that you? Is everything all right in there?”
The noises abruptly halted, and then she heard the
sound of furtive movement beyond the barrier of the door.
Moments later, the latch on the bathroom door opened
with a sharp sound, and a sheepish-looking Ned Sparks
stood there, dressed in his gown and slippers. Mary glanced
behind him and noticed an odd-looking set-up on the floor:
an odd contraption which looked like some type of canister,
with curious-looking tubes attached, and a device which
resembled a bicycle pump. There were thick plastic sheets laid
out upon the carpeted bathroom floor, an artificial covering.
“I’m sorry if I disturbed you, Mrs. Shenfield,” he said.
“What on earth was that noise?” Mary asked. “And what
is that?” She pointed toward the canister on the floor and its
various tube-like appendages.
“Ah...well...” Ned laughed nervously. “I suffer from a rare
sinus complaint, you see...I have to flush out my nose and
throat with saline solution. That’s what I was doing just now.
The noise you heard was the pump.”
“Oh, I see,” Mary replied softly, although in truth she had
never heard of such a thing.
Perhaps Leonard had been right after all when he’d
observed that the young man might be rather odd.
Her husband’s reaction, when she told him, was exactly
as she’d expected. He pulled a face and said to her, “I told you
that he was strange.”
Yet despite the fact that from then on they frequently
heard Ned in the bathroom making those odd noises with
his nasal flushing device, it was not mentioned again.
*
Aside from his eccentric bathroom habits, Ned Sparks
was a perfectly reliable lodger. He did not disturb them in
any other way, and he always paid his rent on time at the end
of the month. He was quiet, and he was exceptionally tidy,
almost to the point of being obsessive-compulsive.
However, Leonard and Mary finally began to wonder
what he actually did for a living. At the interview, just before
they had accepted him as their lodger, Ned had told them
that he was an architect. Since then, it became obvious that
he kept strange hours. He certainly did not go out to work
in the traditional sense, for the couple did not ever see him
leave the house, or return in daylight hours. Eventually, they
realized that the silence in the house during the day could be
accounted for by the fact that he was in bed asleep. Instead,
he roamed the house in the evenings and throughout the
night. His room was above their lounge, and when Leonard
and Mary were sat watching television in the evenings,
they could hear his heavy footsteps upon his floor when
he moved around.
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But if Ned didn’t work what was his source of income?
How was he paying the rent? Wherever he got his money
from, the rent and his share of the bills were always paid in
full at the end of the month, and so the Shenfield’s were not
unduly concerned. If it had not been paid, they might have
asked more questions, but they were delicate enough not to
feel the need to pry and enquire too deeply into Ned’s affairs.
*
“Mary, where is your wedding ring?” Leonard asked her
one day.
Mary had looked down, somewhat guiltily, at her naked
finger. “I really don’t know,” she confessed. “I must have put
it down somewhere.”
“But how can you lose something like that? You never
lost it before,” Leonard asked her, frowning. He knew that
Mary would only remove her wedding ring to shower or
bathe. “When did you lose it?”
“I can’t really remember,” Mary replied, shaking her head
ruefully.
Mary’s wedding ring was only the first item to go
missing. It was then that Charlie, the cocker spaniel, also
went missing. Leonard couldn’t find him in the house, and so
went into the garden to call for him, but the dog didn’t come.
Charlie was six years old and had never gone missing before.
“That’s funny,” Leonard said to his wife. “I can’t find the
bleedin’ dog.”
“He’ll turn up,” Mary said, hopefully.
But he never did.
Mary started to lose a few more things. A necklace, a
gold watch, a pair of earrings that Leonard gave her on their
anniversary.
“Len, I must be going senile,” Mary said to her husband.
“I’m losing all this lovely stuff...becoming so forgetful....”
“I don’t think so,” said a suspicious Leonard.
He knew who he suspected of stealing Mary’s things,
and the suspect might even have been responsible for the
mysterious disappearance of their dog. Namely, their newly
acquired lodger, Ned Sparks.
He went and knocked on Ned’s door, with an anxious
Mary following close behind.
“You know, I’m not sure that these things have been
stolen, Leonard,” Mary said tremulously, knowing what her
husband was like when he had a bee in his bonnet. “Before we
go accusing anyone, it may be that I’ve just mislaid them...”
“You didn’t lose things before this chap moved in,”
Leonard said grimly.
They heard Ned stirring within his room, and eventually
he came and answered the door. He was wearing his dressing
gown and his hair stuck up in great, wild clumps. He rubbed
his eyes, attempting to wipe away the frosty grip of sleep.
“Mmmm...yeah, what?” he grunted.
“My wife and I are somewhat concerned about a few
things, Mr. Sparks,” Leonard said with a stern officiousness.
Ned squinted at him. “Oh yeah?”
“We’ve had a few things go missing recently,” Leonard
told him. “My wife has lost her wedding ring, a necklace, a
watch, and a pair of earrings. And it appears that my dog has
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run off!”
“I’m sorry to hear that,” Ned replied, after a moment.
“But why are you telling me this?”
“I’d like to know if you can tell me anything about those
missing things, that’s why!”
“Excuse me, Mr. Shenfield,” Ned said, with a look of
apparent shock upon his face. “Are you accusing me of taking
those things?!”
“That’s exactly what I’m doing! Well, did you?”
“Leonard!” Mary tugged on her husband’s arm. “You’re
being rude!”
“Your wife is right, Mr. Shenfield!” Ned replied, angry
now. “How dare you accuse me of stealing things without any
proof? What kind of person do you think I am?”
“A thief, obviously!” Leonard shouted.
“You’re out of order!” Ned yelled back.
“You ask me why I accuse you, when all you do is lie in
bed all day and make strange noises in our bathroom and
then rake about all night....”
“Leonard, please calm down!” Mary begged. “I’m ever so
sorry about this, Mr. Sparks.”
“And so you should be,” the young man snapped. “I didn’t
have anything to do with these missing things or your bloody
dog. I’m going back to bed.”
As they went downstairs, Leonard said angrily to his
wife: “Why didn’t you back me up? Why did you take his
side? You’re too soft on that bloke.”
Mary shook her head, fluttering her hands as she
attempted to placate her husband.
“No. It’s not that, Len. You shouldn’t make such dreadful
accusations when you don’t have any proof that he was
responsible.”
“I’ll get proof...” Leonard said bitterly, under his breath.
*
However, Leonard’s plans to successfully incriminate
Ned were thrown awry, when that evening Mary suddenly
came into the living room and showed him the pair of
earrings that she was supposed to have lost, nestled safely
within their small case. “You see?” she said with a nervous
titter. “Ned didn’t steal them. I found them.”
“Where were they?”
“On the bedside cabinet, behind my clock.” Mary laughed
again. Nervous laughter. “I’d just put them to one side for safe
keeping, and now I just found them again. I forgot I’d put
them there. It just slipped my mind, you see.”
“Mary, you looked there before and they weren’t there,”
Leonard said firmly. “I remember you telling me.”
“No, I didn’t. It was....” She paused. “I’m not sure....”
“Yes. You looked there and you did tell me.”
“Oh well, it doesn’t matter now, does it?” she said brightly.
“No harm done. I’ve found them again.”
“Mary, he could have put them back. After we accused
him, he could have crept out of his room and put the earrings
back on your cabinet.”
“Oh, Leonard, stop being silly.”
“I’m not being silly,” Leonard said, red spots of frustration
appearing in his cheeks. “I know that there’s something not
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quite right about that bloke. And he can’t be trusted.”
*
A little later, on the landing at the top of the stairs, Leonard
and Ned came face to face with one another. Leonard didn’t
say a word, but Ned gave him a mocking smile.
“I hear your wife found her earrings,” he said.
Leonard said nothing.
“I think I’m owed an apology, aren’t I?”
Leonard gave him the darkest of looks. “Not on your
nelly,” he growled as he turned away, and then that was that.
*
That night Leonard found that he just couldn’t sleep.
He tossed and turned in bed, and repeatedly woke Mary up,
until finally she began to complain, albeit sleepily.
“I’m just going to go downstairs and fetch a glass of
water,” he whispered to her. She murmured something in
reply and turned on her side.
Leonard opened their bedroom door and crossed the
landing. As he was about to descend the stairs, he realized he
could see there was a light on downstairs. The tell-tale sign
was the yellow-white gleam around the frame of the door
at the bottom of the stairs, the door to their living room.
Someone was in their lounge, undoubtedly Ned Sparks.
Something inside told him to be discreet: to creep down
the stairs instead of letting Ned know that he was coming
down. He wanted to see what the lodger was up to. So Leonard
took off his slippers and stepped slowly and carefully down
the stairs, as softly as possible, in his bare feet. Leonard knew
exactly which steps creaked and where not to tread, and so
he was able to descend the stairs silently.
He wandered through to the lounge via the long way,
without switching any lights on, from the dining room
entrance, which was an open doorway. This way he would
be able to access the lounge without alerting Ned that he was
about to enter. When he quickly opened the door, he was not
entirely surprised to find the lodger in there, caught in the
act with his back to him. Ned was ferreting around, looking
inside a cabinet cupboard which contained private papers
and documents belonging to Leonard and Mary, and also
some petty cash.
“Hello, Ned,” Leonard said sourly.
The lodger started violently. He was greatly startled at
Leonard’s unexpected appearance in the room, and of course
he had been caught in the act of looking through their private
letters. He turned around with a guilty expression, and his
eyes like saucers.
“Leonard! Mr. Shenfield!” he exclaimed. “Er...I didn’t see
you there, I mean, I didn’t know....”
“What are you doing, Ned?” Leonard asked, interrupting
him. “Have you found anything interesting in there?”
Ned glanced down at the papers and documents which
he was still holding in each hand. Leonard smiled as the
lodger hurriedly thrust everything that he had been looking
at into the cabinet and snapped the lid shut.
“I wasn’t doing anything,” he said defensively. “I mean, I
was...well, I was looking for….”
“Looking for what, Ned?” Leonard rasped.

Suspense Magazine October 2012 / Vol. 039

He had a smile on his face, but it was a forced, artificial
one. Ned could sense the anger that lurked behind it.
“Well, I mean...I thought...I’d left something in there, I
was just….”
“Let’s cut the pretense. There’s nothing in there for
you.” Leonard approached him, and eyed the lodger keenly,
carefully watching his face. “I know that you’ve been stealing
things from me and my wife. I know that you took the
earrings, and then put them back after I confronted you, just
to make out that Mary was losing stuff.”
To Leonard’s surprise, the lodger did not attempt to
argue with him. Instead, he looked away and his shoulders
slumped, as if to signal: you got me, the game is up. Ned put
his hands in his pockets and took out a pack of cigarettes
and a lighter. He slouched over to one of the chairs in the
lounge, and sat down in it. It was Leonard’s favorite chair,
where he used to sit and read the paper, and have Charlie on
his knee. Ned took out a cigarette and lit it, without Leonard’s
permission. Leonard watched him in disbelief, feeling his
anger and irritation with the young man growing.
“Yeah, Mr. Shenfield,” Ned said finally. “Yeah, it was me.
I did all that.”
Leonard clenched his hands into fists, and trembled with
rage. If only I were twenty or thirty years younger, he thought.
“And my dog?” he said sharply. “What happened to
Charlie? Bloody hell, did you do something to him?”
Ned looked at him sharply through a cloud of rising
cigarette smoke. “Charlie? Oh, your bloomin’ dog? Well, I
never liked that animal, and it didn’t really like me.” Ned took
a pull on his cigarette and blew out more smoke before giving
Leonard a sly, sideways glance. “I caved its head in with a
spade. Buried it in the garden.”
“Get out of my house.” Leonard spat, snarled at him.
Fury at what he had just heard now consumed him. It took
almost all of his willpower to stop himself from launching
his elderly frame at Ned Sparks. “Get out of here. Right now.”
“Oh, I don’t think so, Mr. Shenfield,” Ned said quietly,
looking up at him. “You see, I know something about you.”
“I’ve got no time for games, you bloody toe-rag….”
“No games. You see, I have been looking through your
personal things. Your little private documents. I’ve read your
letters, the ones you keep out of sight where she can’t see
them. And I know your little secret. I’ve been having little
chats with Mary, and she’s got no idea has she?”
Leonard’s mouth hung open. He began to open and close
it like a fish gasping for air.
“She’s got no idea about what?”
“That you lost over half of your life savings. In that
business venture with Sam Templeton. Surprised? I know
you kept it a little secret from her, because you didn’t want
her to worry. Oh yes, I know about that. But I know Mary
doesn’t. What is she going to think of you, eh? So you see,
Mr. Shenfield, you won’t be throwing me out of your house,
because if you do, I’m going to tell Mary and get her to
ask questions about Templeton, and you’ll have a lot of
explaining to do. ”
“You….” Leonard wanted to say, but he couldn’t
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finish.
He was suddenly consumed by an increasing pain that
had exploded within his chest, an agony as if thick ropes
were tightening over his ribs and his stomach, crushing his
breast and making it impossible to breathe. He saw Ned
staring with wide eyes at him, before his vision was distorted
by stars detonating in front of his eyelids.
“Mr. Shenfield...?” he heard the lodger say.
Suddenly, he was lying on his soft living room carpet. He
wanted to shout out for help, to call out to Mary, but he could
not summon his voice. He no longer possessed complete
control over his body. He felt only the pain: the gradually
increasing, burning, rampaging agony within his chest.
*
“Looks like the old boy is having a heart attack,” Ned
muttered quietly to himself.
He sat in the chair, and smoked his cigarette, and listened
to any sounds that could be coming from upstairs. He could
not hear any signs of stirring or movement whatsoever.
It appeared that Mary had not been woken up by their
conversation. That was for the best.
After a long while, perhaps ten or fifteen minutes, Ned
got up and went to inspect Leonard where he lay. Leonard’s
eyes were closed, and he was not moving at all. Ned knelt
beside him, and put an ear to his chest. He couldn’t hear a
heartbeat, but he didn’t think Leonard was breathing. He
tried to check for a pulse, but he wasn’t really an expert on
such things. He crouched there, and watched the hands move
inside the clock upon the mantelpiece.
After he’d disposed of his cigarette, he ran up the stairs.
“Mary, Mary! Mrs. Shenfield!” he shouted. “Come quick!”
“Ned...what is it?” he heard her call out sleepily from the
bedroom.
“I think something awful has happened to Mr. Shenfield!”
he shouted back. “He’s collapsed in the lounge! I’m calling an
ambulance....”
“Oh! Wait, I’m coming!” he heard her cry out.
He went back downstairs, went to the telephone in the
hallway, and dialed 999. Meanwhile, as he was reporting
Leonard’s collapse he was also hearing Mary running
impossibly quickly down the stairs, faster than he would
have thought her capable of at her age. She went straight into
the lounge. As he put down the telephone receiver into its
cradle, he heard her shriek. When he went into the living
room, she was crouched over the prone form of her husband,
sobbing hysterically.
Ten minutes later, the ambulance arrived. The paramedics
came inside the house and confirmed that Leonard was dead.
They picked his prone form up off the carpet and placed his
body upon a stretcher.
Mary couldn’t seem to stop crying, and so Ned put an
arm around her shoulder to comfort her.
“Don’t worry, Mrs. Shenfield,” Ned Sparks told her softly
with a dutiful, consoling smile. “I’m here to look after you.”
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