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Writing is essential for everyday living and
growing. Writing a good book is something that is
not easy to accomplish. However, if you do one very
simple thing, fans and readers will keep coming
back to your books, because they know they will
get the straight story told to them. I’ll sum it up in
one word: research!
Just as writing and reading have been around
since man has walked the earth, research has also
been around. One of the oldest questions an author
can get in an interview—and having interviewed hundreds of them, it’s one I’ve never
asked—is, “Where do you get your inspiration from?”
That is a personal question, and one that really has no value to the author at all
and shouldn’t to the reader. A more appropriate question to ask would be: “How much
research did you have to do in order to get it right in your book?” This one question will
let the reader know just how important not only the subject is to the author, but how
much time they spent on getting it right.
D.P. Lyle, MD and Jan Burke, both outstanding authors, came to us and said they
wanted to start a radio show on Suspense Radio, because they wanted to make sure that
authors got it right and let readers know what is real and what is fake. Crime and Science
radio was born. On the first episode, you will hear exactly how CSI shows get it wrong—
and it happens A LOT—and how they get it right. Readers need to understand that when
you read a certain paragraph in a book or see something on TV, even though it is fiction,
it should come from a place that is real.
Let’s take an example like Halloween. How many people actually know the true
origin of Halloween, how it started, why is it important, and when did children start
begging for candy? By knowing the basic facts, you can then write a book that includes
Halloween, and bring out the facts of the holiday to your story that will make it real. If
you listen to Crime and Science Radio for information about police procedures, crime
scene techniques, evidence gathering and data, you will know exactly how the police,
lawyers, forensics techs, and forensic doctors
get their answers.
Now you don’t have to write a complex
book to do research—any subject matter has
to have some sort of research included, even
romance or dark urban fantasy. So, authors,
learn the word research and do some. Make
it as important as writing that first sentence
on the page, since if you do your research
homework, you might just notice that the
writing comes a lot easier and your stories
come out a lot better.
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, S.L. Menear, and Amy Lignor.”
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Behind the
Shattered Glass

By Tasha Alexander
Press Photo Credit: Pret-a-Poser

Chapter One
“This, Emily, goes beyond bad manners.” Lady
Catherine Bromley squared her shoulders, shook
her head without displacing a single silver hair, and
glowered at me, her only daughter. “One cannot have
gentlemen falling down dead in the library, especially
on an eighteenth-century Axminster carpet! It is entirely ruined; there is no possibility that bloodstain
will come out. Such a thing would never be tolerated
at Darnley House. What would your father say? I thank
heaven that estate business took him home before he
could see this.”
“The dead are notoriously unreliable when it comes to standards of behavior,” I said. “Particularly murder victims. They
have no sense of decorum at all.”
Another evening en famille at Anglemore Park.
Anglemore, prettily situated in Derbyshire in the midst of the Peak District, had been the seat of the Hargreaves family
since Henry V’s victory at Agincourt, after which the land had been given by the grateful king to one of my husband’s ancestors for bravery in battle. During the reign of Henry VIII, the grounds, through a royal grant, expanded to include a nearby
abbey, defunct after the reformation and all but destroyed by Cromwell’s men. Its ruins, perched near a large lake, were some
of the most picturesque in all of England, as if the structure had crumbled with deliberately artistic intent. The main house,
originally built in the fifteenth century, had been added to and altered over the years, leaving it now with an Elizabethan
exterior replete with rows of the most charming bay windows giving nearly every room a perfect nook for reading and none
of the museum-like feel of so many great estates. Anglemore was a house that was loved, a house that had sheltered the same
family for more than four centuries. Generations of Hargreaves children (all born on the estate— no other location would be
tolerated, even today) had carved their initials in the wooden bannister on the back stairs leading to the nursery. The family
was rooted here, passionate about the land, deeply connected to their tenants, and confident beyond doubt that there was no
better place to serve as one’s anchor. Most of the family married in the chapel, and all of them were buried on the grounds in
a towering mausoleum built in the late seventeenth century by a Hargreaves gentleman who, horrified by the Great Plague,
determined he must make every effort to see his mortal remains well placed. In a letter written during the height of the epidemic, his wife, angry with him for spending what she viewed as too much time hunting, had threatened him with plague
pits.
Today, despite tens of thousands of acres of land, a sizable house, and enough outbuildings to hold several villages, the
estate felt nothing but crowded. Crowded by my visiting mother, the Countess Catherine Bromley, whose inflexible views on
child rearing, wholly at odds with my own, had not contributed to a state one could describe as domestic bliss. She had come
to Anglemore months ago, following the birth of our twins, but had not stayed long, informing us she would return once the
London Season had finished and after she had hosted at least two shooting parties. Only then, she said, would she have the
presence of mind and clarity of concentration
to ensure the children were being looked after
properly. Now we were bearing the full brunt Special Preview from Tasha Alexander
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of this mission. Her visit had weeks ago taken on the feeling
of an endless tour through one of Dante’s less pleasant circles
of hell.
The evening had started badly, with her complaining bitterly
about each course at dinner. She had found fault with the
game dish in particular, objecting to pheasant stuffed with
foie gras for reasons wholly indecipherable to me. Afterward,
we had retired to the library, where our second houseguest,
Simon Lancaster, Earl Flyte, offered his apologies and went
to bed after having been interrogated by her on the subject
of politics. One could hardly blame the poor man. Unhappy
with his views, she had hounded him, all but following him
to his room when he at last excused himself. My husband,
Colin Hargreaves, buried himself in James’s The Portrait of
a Lady, ignoring with deft skill my mother’s litany of questions about his views on how our boys ought to be raised. She
had, it seemed, either grown fatigued of political discussion
or realized she would be incapable of besting him on the subject. Eventually forced to accept that she was quite unable to
penetrate his wall, she turned her attention to reprimanding
a housemaid for not having tended adequately to the fire— a
fire I was not convinced we needed on such a fine night.
“There are infants in the house,” my mother said. “I shall
not allow Henry or Richard to catch a chill.”
“Or Tom, Mother,” I said. “You mustn’t forget Tom.” It
was the presence of this third child, our ward, that caused my
mother considerable agitation. “They are all two floors and
one wing removed from us, not to mention in the care of an
exceptionally capable nanny and her staff. I shouldn’t worry
if I were you. Furthermore, it is an unusually warm evening.
They are more likely to be overheated than cold.” To demonstrate the point, I crossed the room and flung open all six sets
of French doors overlooking the neatly manicured terrace, its
beds full of bright dahlias, chrysanthemums, and late asters.
Autumn was at its best, a perfect September night. The sun
had disappeared while we were in the dining room, leaving
only a few streaks of gold in the inky sky. I pulled something
to read down from the shelf without glancing at the title and
installed myself in an overstuffed chair as far from the fireplace as possible. Nothing, I vowed silently, would distract
me from this book.
Should it have become necessary, honoring this promise
would have proved exceedingly difficult. The volume I had
so carelessly chosen, a treatise on advanced mathematical
theorems, had no hope of holding my attention for long, but
it did not need to. No sooner had I soldiered through the introductory pages than the previously mentioned gentleman,
tall and broad in his evening kit, staggered through one of
the French doors. He braced himself on the frame, looked at
Colin, took one step in his direction, and collapsed facedown
on the floor.
My mother shrieked in a fashion so decidedly unladylike she would have been horrified to hear it. She swayed,
unsteady on her feet, and appeared on the verge of fainting.
I dashed to her side, took her firmly by the shoulders,
and turned her to face me.
“Now is not the time, Mother,” I said. “Do try to
remember there are no smelling salts allowed in this

4

house. Perish any thought you had of fainting.”
The words— and, no doubt, my tone— shocked her into
compliance, just as I had hoped. The color did not return to
her visage, but she steeled herself, pulled her back straight,
and looked away from the scene developing before us. There
was no time to comfort her. We needed to focus on the injured man.
My husband, a trusted agent of the Crown and, hence, no
stranger to trauma, disruption, and brutality, motioned for
me to stay back while he knelt beside the prostrate stranger.
“His heart is not beating,” Colin said, “and he is not
breathing.” His lips firm in a tight line, he closed the man’s
eyes. “I am afraid there is nothing to be done.” I moved closer, standing behind him, watching as he carefully inspected
the corpse for injuries.
“He is dead?” My mother’s voice was rising to a screech.
She pressed with trembling hands a linen handkerchief to
her face. “This is too dreadful. I cannot bear it.”
“Do try to be calm, Lady Bromley,” Colin said. “Hysteria
will help no one.”
“There’s a fierce scratch on his left hand,” I said, ignoring
my mother, who had started to sway again. This time I was
willing to let her faint, although I doubted she would bother
when the odds of anyone catching her were so low.
“He may have been fighting.” Colin lifted the man’s head
to reveal a deep gash splitting the skull, blood congealing on
the carpet beneath it.
“Have you any idea who he is?” I asked. “He is wholly
unfamiliar to me.”
“None,” Colin said.
This admission revived my mother. She took a step towards us, made a point of forcing herself to look at the unfortunate corpse, and spoke, her voice loaded with a mixture of
disgust and condescension. “That is Archibald Scolfield, the
new Marquess of Montagu. He arrived from London yesterday. You ought to have known that, Emily, given that he’s to
be your nearest— and titled— neighbor. His cousin Matilda
was hosting a party for him this evening. A party I believe
you didn’t bother to attend.”
“No, I sent her our regrets,” I said, noticing that my
mother’s face had gone an alarming shade of gray as she approached the body. She, unlike me, was not used to violent
death. I had initially become close to Colin while trying to
solve the murder of my first husband, Philip, Viscount Ashton. While embroiled in the case, I discovered I possessed a
certain aptitude for the work, and had subsequently contributed to the arrests of six more violent criminals, earning for
myself a reputation as a solid investigator. Colin and I, now
married, made an excellent team, as even the queen herself
had been forced to admit on more than one occasion.
I stepped to the marble fireplace, over which hung a fragment of a Roman fresco depicting a joyful scene of marriage,
and rang the bell next to it. “We ought to summon the authorities.”
“The authorities?” The color rushed back into my mother’s face. “Don’t be absurd. Lord Montagu fell and hit his
head, probably on a rock. Why on earth would you involve
the police or sheriff or whatever unseemly sort of authority is
to be found? Send for your personal physician and insist he
sign a death certificate at once and be done with the dread-
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ful business. Gentlemen ought not to be
so cavalier about wandering around the
countryside after dark.”
“Nothing about this situation suggests an accident,” Colin said. “I’m afraid
we’ve no choice but to summon the police, Lady Bromley.”
“Do you want a scandal?” she asked.
“On your own estate?”
“Surely, Mother, you are not questioning my husband’s judgment?” I
asked. “I can assure you he—”
“It is quite all right, Emily,” Colin
said. “Your mother has nothing but the
best of intentions. However, Lady Bromley, given my position, it is essential I report this incident with no delay. To do
otherwise would be less than honorable.
Perhaps you would like to retire upstairs
for a bit? It will give you a chance to recover from the shock of what has transpired. I shall send for you when the police are ready to speak to you.”
“Speak to me?” My mother’s eyes
bugged. “Speak to me? As if I would be
involved in such a thing.”
“You saw Lord Montagu take his last
breaths and collapse,” I said. “The police
will need to hear your description of
what happened.”
“I do not know why you are still
standing here, Emily,” she said. “If you
believe there is some sort of criminal on
the loose in the neighborhood who is going about murdering people, you ought
to be ensuring the safety of your boys
rather than embroiling yourself in an
unsavory debacle utterly inappropriate
for a lady. Children are always a mother’s
primary duty.”
I took a deep breath and paused before replying. First and foremost, I knew
I need not worry about the boys because
they were in the hands of a most trustworthy nanny. Second, the idea that my
mother, who had limited her involvement with her children up to the age of
twelve to formal visits made once daily
for not more than a quarter of an hour,
would condemn me for relying on said
nanny struck me as not a little hypocritical. I had always forgiven her neglect
because she and my father had lost so
many of their offspring to illness. I, the
youngest, was the only one of seven to
survive to adulthood. My mother had recovered from the death from influenza of
my twin brothers, the only of my siblings
I had ever known, by distancing herself
even further from me until it was time
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to mold me into a sparkling debutante.
“Perhaps you could take care of that for
me. Nanny should be put on alert.”
“I shall see to it at once,” my mother
said. “Heaven knows someone in this
household ought to be concerned about
what matters, rather than getting distracted by the details of some ridiculous
alleged crime.” She marched out, slamming the door behind her.
“I can’t think of less propitious circumstances in which to find ourselves.
She could impede an investigation before having her first cup of tea in the
morning.” I sighed. “One of us should go
to Montagu and inform Matilda of what
has happened.”
“Would you be so kind as to handle
that?” Colin asked. “You are better acquainted with her than I. I shall have
Flyte come down and inquire whether
he heard anything and then deal with the
police when they arrive.”
I nodded. “Of course. The police will
doubtless respond better to you than to
me. As for Matilda, I know all too well
there is no good way to have this sort of
conversation.”
Matilda and I were not close friends,
but our political beliefs, particularly
those regarding suffrage, had thrown
us together at meetings of the Women’s
Liberal Federation. We had worked to
educate and enlighten the women in
the district about their rights— that is,
the rights we both believed they should
have— and had organized several rallies
on our estates. Our success could only be
described as limited. While the women
were captivated and energized, their husbands reacted to the issues with somewhat less enthusiasm. Through it all, our
interactions had not escalated much beyond that of two business acquaintances.
Nonetheless, it was appropriate that I,
not my husband, speak to her about her
cousin.
“Shall I bring her back here?” I asked.
“She has a house full of guests whom I
imagine the police will want to interview.
It might be nicer for her to be in somewhat quieter surroundings.”
“Quite,” Colin said. “She may also
wish to see Scolfield.”
I shuddered. Colin gave me a quick
kiss, and I set off, dread consuming me.
I would never grow comfortable with the
task of informing someone of the violent
death of a loved one. ■

BEHIND THE
SHATTERED GLASS
By Tasha Alexander

Our setting is a lush, beautiful
estate in Derbyshire, England. This
is the home of Colin Hargreave, an
Agent to the Crown (which basically
means he does various jobs for the
Queen); and his wife, Lady Emily,
who is truly a character you’ll never
forget. At Anglemore Park this couple
lives extremely well; they have plenty
of money and Colin loves his work,
helping out whenever he can with
royal duties.
One evening the couple is
surprised when a neighbor, Archibald
Scolfield, Marquess of Montagu,
comes crashing into their home
and falls down dead at their feet. As
Colin and Emily have done a bit of
detecting in the past, they are asked
by the authorities to investigate and
try to find someone with a motive to
kill the man.
Could the killer be his cousin
Matilda, who is not exactly happy
that he’s her landlord? Or perhaps
the killer is a very good friend from
Oxford University—a man who the
Marquess claimed had cheated by
stealing a paper of his? The Vicar’s
daughter is also under scrutiny,
considering the victim promised to
marry her. Not to mention a stranger
who comes out of the woodwork
claiming to be a relative who is in line
to inherit the title.
Clues arrive in the form of
servants stating that Lord Montagu
was seen walking with a young
woman shortly before his demise.
And the Hargreaves find out that
he wasn’t exactly a gentleman when
it came to his seduction of servant
girls. More clues come to light as
the chapters turn from upstairs
to downstairs, allowing a bevy of
captivating servants to play as pivotal
a role in the story as the aristocrats
they serve.
Once again readers, this Lady
Emily Mystery is a true and utter
delight! As with the first seven novels,
this is a first class story that is the
perfect addition to your collection.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “The Sapphire Storm” The Tallent
& Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■
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WHEN OUR 16 TH PRESIDENT IS ON THE LOOSE, NO ONE IS SAFE!

Thought to be long dead, Abraham Lincoln has been slumbering for nearly 70 years, the victim of a
voodoo curse gone awry. When he awakens in 1933, the Great Emancipator wants to pick up where
he left off and help his countrymen through the Great Depression; but a fearful FDR and J. Edgar
Hoover want to keep him quiet. Faced with permanent house arrest, Lincoln escapes and falls in with
the notorious bankrobber John Dillinger. Now, the powers that be REALLY have a problem!!
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For autographed copies, please visit:
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Conquering the

Dreaded
Synopsis:
A Series of Ten Lectures

By Lisa Gardner
Press Photo Credit: Philbrick Photography

Lecture Eight:

The Long Synopsis
The long synopsis is generally ten to fifteen pages long. Some
publishers and agents will request it up front. Others want you to
start with a query letter and short synopsis. If they like that package,
they will then invite you to submit the first three chapters of your manuscript, accompanied by a long
synopsis.
Of course, submission requirements/policies vary by house, so make sure you do your homework up
front, and always follow the instructions an editor gives you for additional submissions.
The long synopsis and short synopsis are similar in many respects. First, they share the same goal—to grab an editor’s
attention and make her interested in your full manuscript. Second, they require a writer to utilize a strong opening and offer
a concise distillation of a long, complex novel. Essentially, they offer the writer the same challenges, so all of our lectures on
the short synopsis also apply to the long synopsis.
The key difference between a short and long synopsis, however, is that a long synopsis must reveal voice. In a short
synopsis, you have an excuse for why you end up telling about the story—not enough space. In a long synopsis, however,
that excuse is gone. With ten to fifteen pages at your disposal, you truly can show the story.
Think of the long synopsis as a mini-novel. You follow the same outline as a short synopsis. Introduce characters and
relevant backstory; provide the premise; summarize the major plot points and major turning points; and describe the
black moment and resolution.
In a short synopsis, however, you have only one paragraph to spend on each element, whereas in a long synopsis,
you can spend one page. Thus you can draw upon many creative writing techniques to jazz up your proposal. For
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example, you can include dialogue, create mini-scenes, and utilize multiple POVs. You
want to make the editor feel as if she’s reading a short story, learning about characters and
plot as she goes along.
One common mistake in a long synopsis is that now you have more room, you throw in more
scenes. Remember, it’s still only core story elements that matter—the major plot points and character
development issues. Using your extra space to summarize additional book scenes still risks “laundry list”
syndrome. You’re including more detail, but not more entertaining detail.
It’s better to maintain the tight focus of a short synopsis, but now flesh out those critical moments to demonstrate
your writing talent. Don’t just say hero and heroine meet and sparks fly. Craft that scene in four paragraphs, drawing from
your book. Use dialogue, letting the characters spit and holler and scream if necessary. In the long synopsis, you want your
characters to do the talking, not you.
At its best, the long synopsis covers the key elements of your story and vividly demonstrates your writing voice.

A GENERAL OUTLINE
One or two pages: Introduce characters and backstory. Establish mood/tone of novel.
One page: First meeting/set up scene. Capture emotional tone of scene.
Next three to ten pages: Spend one page on each key plot development and relationship complication. Describe what
brings the characters together, then how they are ripped apart. You probably have two main turning points and two main
romantic complications (first kiss, first sex scene.) The plot points, turning points, and romance complications form the heart
of your long synopsis, just as they formed the heart of your short synopsis.
One page: Build tension, summarizing the plot complications that move the story toward the black moment.
One page: Black moment. Delve into the big emotional issues that must be overcome and show the emotional triumph
of the hero and heroine.
One page: Resolution. Tie up major plot, secondary plot, and romance. End with a nice summary paragraph that gives
editor sense of relief.

CONCLUSION
For the long synopsis, voice is the key. You don’t need to include more elements, but instead use the additional pages
to artistically flesh out the core story elements you have already identified. You can definitely have some fun in the long
synopsis. Show snippets of witty dialogue, build moments of fear, and let your characters sparkle.
By the time the editor is done reading your synopsis, she should have a clear idea of your writing style. And of course,
she’ll be impressed!
Next up: the full submission package. ■
Lisa Gardner, a #1 New York Times crime thriller novelist, began her career in food service, but after catching her hair on fire
numerous times, she took the hint and focused on writing instead. A self-described research junkie, her work as a research analyst
for an international consulting firm parlayed her interest in police procedure, cutting edge forensics, and twisted plots into a
streak of internationally bestselling suspense novels, including her most recent release, “Touch & Go.”
With over twenty-two million books in print, Lisa is published in thirty countries. Her success crosses into the small screen with
four of her novels becoming movies and personal appearances on television shows.
Lisa lives in New Hampshire with her auto-racing husband and black-diamond skiing daughter. She spends her days
writing in her loft with two barky shelties and one silly puppy.
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Cries

in the Dark
By Gillian Scott

T

he quiet of the forest was broken only by the sound of splattering rain drops that showered down like the tears of
an unloved child. A mist shrouded the lake obscuring the house from view, but I knew exactly where it was, the
stone masonry house that had once boasted a splendid facade and played host to an equal number of splendid
gatherings. I could hear the squawking of the water birds as they made their way across a showcase of flowering
water lilies. It was a scene of matchless loveliness, surreal in its unique charm. The house now bereft of any former grandeur,
still managed to give an impression of aloofness, it stood tall and proud, an icon against a backdrop of forest land beauty. Its
dilapidated state was far removed from the illustrious home of my childhood, the unparalleled splendor of the gardens, my
mother’s pride, and of which she had boasted to no end. All now appeared a blanketed array of meandering pathways and
broken down fences—a sad reminder of a previous life.
The rains had been fitful all morning, but the clouds having eventually cleared, revealed flake-like rays of sunlight which
filtered down through the tall majestic trees, allowing me to glimpse the home of my past. Its run-down condition did not
detract from my remembrance of its former beauty and I was momentarily overwhelmed by a profusion of memories that
came flooding back. The chirpings of a Cardinal perched high in a tree briefly diverted me from my musings and I watched
enrapt as the dappled sunlight bathed its feathered coat in colorful glory. It was a captivating moment and another exhibit of
Mother Nature’s simple and uncomplicated beauty. The bird eventually flew away and I was drawn back toward the house,
wondering if the memories would indeed ever let go of me or I of them. Heaven knows, I had tried to forget, to escape the
abominable atrocity of that night, but I appeared to be stuck in a time warp in a past filled with insurmountable pain and
paralyzing terror. It was akin to a Pandora’s Box of memories that simply refused to die.
The soothing silence of the night was suddenly disturbed by the utterances of a night owl, and listening to its eerie
hooting, I was strangely comforted by its presence. It was much later in the black of night that the intruder must have entered
the house; it was a bulwark to a hideously shameful crime. The police assumed it the random act of a psychopath (which of
course, it was), but I knew the offenders identity and yet could tell no one. The assailant was on a spree of violence, a rampage
fueled by an adrenaline rush that could not or would not be dismissed. His actions were not the result of some misguided
retribution but borne out of a purely involuntarily biological need. His body required it, indeed demanded it, like an addict
needed a fix. The fact that he was able to achieve sexual gratification from these sordid acts of violence was purely an added
bonus.
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No one heard him enter and no one saw him leave. However, I had sensed the footsteps on the stairs long before I
heard them; the thump of a footfall on creaking wood followed by a heavy dragging sound. I listened for awhile for any
further noise, but none came and so I snuggled beneath the sheets burying my face under a myriad of pillows. Somewhere
between sleep and consciousness, I recall watching shadows of frightening, faceless figures dance across the vaulted ceiling.
Eventually, the beckoning world of castles and kings and knights in shining armor was too hard to resist and I was magically
transported to a land where every adventure left you breathless for more.
The footsteps I had heard or at least thought I had heard, did not come again and sleep had claimed me. It was sometime
later that I was awakened by the echoing scream that seemed to rock the very rafters of the house. The mysterious cries in the
dark came again and again, and I lay awake whimpering under the hooded cloak of night. The fuzzy hair on the nape of my
neck and young girlish arms stood to attention and my body was betrayed by a paralyzing fear that induced uncontrollable
shivers, but still I did not utter a sound. I felt the warm, wet liquid trickle between my legs and gasped in shame at the
realization I had urinated in my bed.
Then I saw it! Eyes of coal, set in a face of insufferable scorn that stared back at me from across the room, an unflinching
gaze of loathing held me mesmerized. It didn’t move, it didn’t speak, it just stood there completely still and expressionless.
Even for one so innocent, I knew without doubt that I was in the presence of evil. I could see him quite clearly now standing
in the doorway, the moonlight casting an eerie glow around him. My eyes were drawn to a large, heavy blade that he held in
his hand. It gleamed bright and shiny except for the dark, reddish black liquid that trickled down the edge before dripping to
the floor. His face appeared a contorted caricature and for some unknown reason, I remember thinking he somehow looked
familiar. As he advanced further into the
room I gasped for I did indeed recognize
him. I knew who he was! The crescendo of a
blood curdling scream rebounded into the
night and I remember wondering where it
had come from and then I realized it had
come from me.
He swung the blade with vindictive
malevolence once, twice, three times,
striking me again and again in a frenzy of
blows. I was helpless to stop him deprived
of both strength and power. The blade
sliced into my arms, legs, and torso, the
blood splattering the walls and ceiling. I
recall crying out as I heard the sound of
demonic laughter; the final blow severed
my head and my last temporal memory.
I now wander the grounds a haunting
wraith; a child forever lost in a world to
which she no longer belongs, a character
found amongst the pages of a macabre
manuscript awaiting its journey’s end. My
dreams of castles and kings and knights
in shining armor have long since ceased,
replaced by a continuous nightmare of
blood, mayhem and murder. As night
descends, so does my mist of tears for I hear
the haunting cries ring out, and I know that
they are mine...I search for solace, for if it
is not found, I will be destined to remain a
mere apparition, a disembodied spirit that
will wander the earth for all eternity. ■
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Lights Out

Spending the Night at the Missouri State Penitentiary
Jefferson City, Missouri stands as both a capitol and seat of power. However, that guarantee
hadn’t always been there. In the early days of the state, Columbia and
St. Louis battled for the reins as well. So, in order to establish the
site as a city of influence, Gov. John Miller suggested that a prison
be built there in 1831. In 1833, the bill was successfully passed by
the state House of Representatives and the establishment was built.
The Missouri State Penitentiary opened three years later.
The institution was once the largest prison in the United
States, housing over 5,200 inmates in its prime. Time magazine,
in 1967, called the place “The Bloodiest 47 acres in America.” The
magazine wasn’t far from the truth.
Feeding the prisoners, at the start, for as little as eleven cents
a day, the penitentiary had its share of manmade horrors: knife
fights, stabbings, murders, and carnage of the likes seen in only
the darkest stories of Lovecraft, Poe, and King.
The inmates would become as famous and infamous as
the hell they were locked up in. World heavyweight boxing
champion Sonny Liston served time within MSP’s walls—
it was there the man had learned his craft. Also, after a
successful escape, famed assassin James Earl Ray would
etch himself into history a little less than a year later as the
murderer of civil rights leader Martin Luther King.
For more than 168 years, the prison stood before closing
in 2004. It hosted more than forty executions, several riots,
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and a host of sicknesses.
There are tales of ghosts being seen late at night. Of
an old black man, standing by a three-inch wading pool
said to be the site of his drowning. Tourists claim to
have seen him standing within the courtyard, smiling,
looking at them as if they were out of place, silently
tipping his hat at them with amused respect. Sightings
have been made of a horrific specter within the oldest
part of the prison, staring down from his cellblock with
“bleeding eyes,” daring any and all to approach him.
He’s the infamous prisoner of cell number thirty-six,
and he had been one of the bloodiest killings within the
long history of the prison.
Across from his cell, there is said to be the only
witness to his death, a young boy, barely old enough to
be at the prison—his ghost is said to be forever bonded
with number thirty-six’s dark crime. Many a tour has
ended with people running out in fear, as at least one
witness seems to spot either “victim” or “witness” in the
realms of their haunt.
So it came as a great delight when I had been offered
a chance to spend the night at this place! Damn...I have a
sweet tooth for this s**t.
A small group of three almost missed the entire tour
after getting wrong the street address. Not to mention that when we had finally placed the correct
address into our GPS, we were haphazardly guided to a rundown bar—the kind that looked like you might have needed a
tetanus shot after visiting.
In any case...we arrived, cameras in hand.
The tour guides were wonderful. At midnight, it really wouldn’t
take that much imagination to get me feeling scared standing at
the front gates of an ancient ruin of a state penitentiary.
My companions, called “D” and “E,” joined me through
the main entry as the doors slammed behind us.
It was a cold and quite “isolating” sound. Nothing like
the special effects one hears in a modern prison movie.
I took out my camera and started taking pictures.
As a writer, I go crazy over signs that state Authorized
Personnel Only. My ongoing joke with such a sign usually
is, “I’m an author...so...that makes me AUTHORIZED.”
I know...bad joke.
I spotted such a sign at the door of an empty
administration office. The guide had stated that the room
used to be manned by deputies, secretaries, and office staff.
In its day, it was the “Social Workers” office for the prison.
I took a picture.
Upon arriving home and downloading my pics...I saw a
haunting horror that still makes me shiver. With hands tied,
and body hanging from the doorway, a figure appeared—
you look at the picture and tell me what YOU see!
We all heard stories of killings, riots, an outbreak of
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sicknesses and death, of graveyards that still held within them the rotted and forgotten corpses of unnamed prisoners. Why
were these souls not moved? Cholera can spread even AFTER the death and decay of a corpse—so, it had been decided back
in the day to leave several where they had been originally put to rest. The former graveyard was now a parking lot for the
state employees at a nearby courthouse—all new, all sparkling—all demanding attention today, with little respect or desire to
preserve the tombstones of yesterday.
It was all quite chilling, to say the least.
After the inspection of the main courtyard, and filing through some of the gift shops and regular tourists traps, we came
up on the women’s cellblock. Several personal cells were shown to us—one even featured a Nazi Swastika boldly painted upon
an opposite wall. Makes you wonder what female would praise or believe in an order which only saw her as a vessel to “breed”
soldiers from? In any case, the room spoke volumes for the darkness of those poor souls imprisoned to stay there.
It was within the emptiness of this temple of hate that we all had managed to spot “the ghost.”
“D” and I were slowly walking down what I had been told later had been the inspection tunnel used by the prison guards
to help maintain a lookout on the prisoners as they slept. It was dark, rather confined, and allowed barely enough room to
maneuver.
As I turned to take a picture, I spotted a small red “speck” in the corner. It looked similar to the end of a lit cigarette—“D”
thought that it could have been a battery light from electrical outlets, indicating that they could be powered up if needed in
an emergency. I was about to believe him and move on when the small light started to move downward and into the center
of the walkway.
A psychic was with us and had accompanied the group throughout the prison. She had been a veteran of this tour and
had served as guide for many years.
I heard fear in her voice as she spoke, “Is anyone here with us who would like to leave a message?”
The tiny red light started to twist and turn, changing course. It teetered
a few times, resembling a moth in its dizzying flight, and then it stopped.
“We are leaving now!” the psychic proclaimed, grabbing all the
hands that she could, including mine. “Out into the courtyard, people.”
I broke away from her, totally amazed.
Stepping forward, I challenged the dark.
I know...it was a foolish thing to do!
The light hovered as if watching us all.
I cleared my throat, “Is anybody
there?”
The light seemed to gain in
strength. “D” informed me that, as he
spotted the thing, its red color seemed
to brighten in its glow. Again, the
specter danced in the air. I heard a gasp
of terror coming from three of the people
in our little group. The psychic was again
closing her eyes and sensing. Her hands
were shaking.
“Is there anyone here who wishes to
speak of their innocence?” I asked.
“D” stated that my voice was almost to
the point of shouting, but I barely recollect
my stating this second question at all. In
fact, I hadn’t been this personally terrified
since my attack at “The Sallie House” back
in 2004!
The red light started moving toward us!
Slowly, inch by inch, and NOT changing
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in color or size, the little red “thing”—no bigger than
the flaming head of a cigarette, as I had mentioned,
came traveling down the hall heading in our direction.
Try as I might, I couldn’t move.
Both “D” and the psychic tried to push me out the
door.
My eyes, I am sure, were as wide as saucers! This
was it! This was one of those rare incidents in which
my personal questions about the paranormal could
have been answered. I licked my lips, and crazy as
it may sound, in the darkness of a closed prison, way
past midnight, I started walking toward the red light.
The light came within ten feet of making full contact.
I lifted my arm and took a picture in the darkness—
there was NO DAMN CHANCE of me ever capturing
something.
But...I DID!
“E” had been outside the building, trying her best to
calm down the ones who had run out. She said they were
rambling on about some “Man with a Stick!” Neither “D”
nor I ever saw a “Man with a Stick.” The psychic stated
that this encounter had been the most violent one she had
ever “felt.” If “D” had not grabbed by the arms and forcibly
pulled me out of that hallway, I do not honestly know what
would have happened.
Now, keep in mind, “D” is a trained police officer and knows how to control his emotions. He knew when it was time to
pull out and was only seeing me, a friend, in a dire and unusual situation. I cannot fault him his duty and care for my safety
more than I can explain my foolhardiness in standing my ground. It
was a “bonehead” thing to do, my friends. With all intelligence and
hindsight, I state for the record: No one should do such a dangerous
stunt by themselves! The supernatural, when faced within a group,
has its “buddy system.”
However...if given the opportunity to once more stare down the
advance of yet another ghost, I will do it in a heartbeat!
So, the investigation ended, we all went home, and looked at
the pictures taken. Some I have shared with you, and now doubts,
comments, and judgments of the evidence will inevitably be made.
All I can tell you is that it DID happen. I was there! I saw the
“Hanging Man” in my photos—invisible to my eyes. I witnessed a
fantastic encounter with a dodging and curious light that seemed
to respond to my voice in a most unprecedented manner.
Ghosts do exist.
I know...I have been both attacked by them, and now chased
by one.
Keep an open mind, learn to accept the impossible, and
whatever you do...never challenge the dark! ■
If you would like to discover more of this author’s work go
to http://us-mg5.mail.yahoo.com/neo/www.donaldallenkirch.
com.
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“Whatever you do,
DON’T TURN ON
THE LIGHTS!”

A matter of Light and Death . . .
"Pace delivers a page turner in DEADLIGHT that
should be on every horror / thriller readers bookshelf."
Suspense Magazine

Meet Bram Stoker Award Winner...

L.L. Soares
Interview by Weldon Burge

The horror fiction of L.L. Soares has appeared in many magazines, including
Cemetery Dance, Horror Garage, Bare Bone, and Shroud, as well as anthologies
such as “The Best of Horrorfind 2,” “Right House on the Left,” “Traps,” and both
“Zippered Flesh” anthologies from Smart Rhino Publications. His first story
collection, “In Sickness” (written with wife Laura Cooney), was published in the
fall of 2010 by Skullvines Press. He recently won a Bram Stoker Award for his first
novel, “Life Rage,” which was released from Nightscape Press in 2012.
Soares is an incredibly talented and versatile man, working not only as a writer
but as an editor, publisher, and frequent film critic. He took some time away from
his busy schedule to answer a few questions for us.
Weldon Burge (W.B.): Your novel, “Life Rage,” won the 2012 Bram Stoker Award
for Superior Achievement in a First Novel. Aside from the obvious ego massage,
how has the award benefited your writing career?
L.L. Soares (L.L.S.): To be honest, I think it’s too early to tell. I’m actually still in
shock—it all seemed kind of unreal at the time. I’m hoping it will make it easier to sell
future books, and that hopefully more people will read my work.
I am proud of the fact that I can put “Bram Stoker Award Winning Author” on my book covers now, though. That’s very cool.
W.B.: Your second novel, “Rock ‘N’ Roll,” was published earlier this year. It seems to be more of an erotic thriller than “Life
Rage,” but still laced with violence and horror. Which novel did you have the most fun writing, and why?
L.L.S.: Even though they are different in a lot of ways, both books do share a love of characters. My stuff is very character-driven,
and I think that is what links the books. “Life Rage” just deals with more characters, whose stories intertwine. For the most part,
“Rock ‘N’ Roll” is focused on one main character, Lash. Also, where “Life Rage” is more obviously a horror novel, “Rock ‘N’ Roll”
was harder for me to categorize. It’s almost more surreal than horrific at times.
But the truth is, they’re all fun, and I am comfortable in several genres. The first stuff I wrote as a kid in manuscript format—
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the first stories I sent out to magazines and publishers when I
was still in high school—were mostly science fiction, and some
fantasy. I am also really into noir fiction—Jim Thompson is
one of my heroes. So I incorporate all kinds of things in my
writing. I do notice that horror is one of the more universal
elements in my fiction, though. There’s always some horrific
element in most of what I write. I just have that sensibility, I
guess. I think of all genres, horror is the one I am most in tune
with.
W.B.: You’ve written a collection of short stories, “In Sickness”,
in collaboration with your wife, Laura Cooney. How did that
come about? And will you be doing it again?
L.L.S.: “In Sickness” just came to me as a fully formed idea.
Laura and I are both writers, and we’re in the unique situation
of being married and both writing mostly in the horror genre.
It also gave me a chance to spotlight some of Laura’s fiction,
as well as my own. I think she’s an awesome writer. The idea
was that the book would include stories by her, stories by me,
and then a novella (also called “In Sickness”) that we wrote
together. It was a pretty easy concept to pitch to publishers—
kind of pre-packaged and ready to go.
As for doing it again, Laura and I were asked to write another
novella together for a new publisher a little while ago. We wrote
it, and they liked it, but the publisher folded before they could
put it out, so we’re in the process of finding a new home for it.
It’s called “Green Tsunami,” and it is a different kind of take
on the apocalypse. No radioactive wastelands or zombies or
anything like that, but something completely different. I hope
to get that one placed somewhere soon.
W.B.: Aside from your wife, which author would you love to
collaborate with? And what would you write?
L.L.S.: I have actually done a LOT of collaboration. I wrote
a short story and a novella with Kurt Newton (the novella
is “Breaking Eggs,” available from Sideshow Press), which
came out quite well. A story I did with Daniel G. Keohane,
Mermaids, was published in Cemetery Dance. And I have
stories I wrote with Peter N. Dudar and John Dixon that
turned out really well. Aside from that, I write a movie review
column with Michael Arruda called “Cinema Knife Fight” that
is a collaboration I do just about every week. So I’ve had a lot
of experience “playing well with others.”
As far as someone I would love to collaborate with but haven’t,
I would love to work with someone like Clive Barker. I just
think he’s so rich with wonderful, dark ideas.
W.B.: Which authors have had the most influence on your
fiction?
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L.L.S.: Despite the fact that I write mostly horror, most of my
biggest influences have been outside the genre.
The first writers I got hooked on as a kid were Poe and Lovecraft.
Poe I was exposed to through school and Lovecraft I found on
my own. I was obsessed and read everything I could find by
Lovecraft. Then as I got older, I got into science fiction, and the
writers who really stood out for me were people like Fritz Leiber,
Theodore Sturgeon, and Harlan Ellison—the kinds of writers
who defied genre boundaries a lot of the time and who weren’t
afraid to take on taboo subject matter. Strangely, I don’t ever
think I had a period of time where I read much YA fiction. It
was just the classics and then on to the more intriguing science
fiction of the day. And comic books, of course.
I was also heavily into the whole “new wave” of science fiction
from the 1970s, which included writers like Thomas M. Disch,
Barry Malzberg, Norman Spinrad, Joanna Russ, Michael
Moorcock, and Samuel Delany, as well as Philip K. Dick (who
was pre-“New Wave,” but obviously had a big effect on it) and
Philip Jose Farmer.
Perhaps the biggest SF-related influence, though, was J.G.
Ballard, a writer who started out writing science fiction, but
whose reach went way beyond that genre. Ballard was very
important to me. I remember reading his novel “Crash” for the
first time and being totally blown away by it.
In horror, I’m a huge fan of Jack Ketchum, Shirley Jackson,
T.E.D. Klein, Clive Barker (especially his early horror output),
Dennis Etchison, David J. Schow, and Poppy Z. Brite. I was a
big fan of the Skipp and Spector novels, too. And there were
some comic book writers, like Steve Gerber and Alan Moore
who inspired me as well. And noir/crime fiction like Jim
Thompson and Charles Willeford.
Then there are so-called “mainstream” writers like Philip Roth,
Jerzy Kozinski, Harry Crews, Ian McEwan, Chuck Palahniuk,
and Dan Fante, all of whom I enjoy immensely.
But most of all, the writers who I had the most connection
with, were ones who kind of stood outside of genres, people
like Henry Miller, Charles Bukowski, William S. Burroughs,
Hubert Selby, Jr., and Hunter S. Thompson. Writers who were
pretty much genres unto themselves. But I guess one overall
connecting tissue among all these writers is that they were and
are risk takers. They were not satisfied to be held back by any
boundaries. I can relate to that.
W.B.: If you could start your writing career over, what would
you do differently?
L.L.S.: I’m not really sure. I started writing at a very young
age. I remember writing one-page stories based on movies I
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had seen on TV in a lined notebook when I was as young as six
or seven. So there was always that desire. I knew very early on
what I wanted to do with my life. I started sending out actual
manuscripts—short stories, mostly—to magazines when I was
in high school. I had this idea that I would start selling stuff
early on and have a long and prolific career, but it didn’t turn
out that way.
I sold my first story in college, to The Minnesotan Science
Fiction Reader of all places, for all of fifteen dollars, but it
folded before my story could be published. After that, it took
me another fifteen years before I made my next sale, which
happened to also be my first professional sale (at pro rates)
to Gothicnet.com. In the meantime, I was writing constantly
during those years in between. It wasn’t like I had given up. But
I got enough rejections over those years to wonder if I would
ever actually sell anything. So much for my plans for a long
writing career! I had a long period from the late ’80s to the
mid-’90s in which I was writing things that I never sent out at
all. I’d just finish one thing and go on to the next one.
In a weird way, finally selling stories and novels later in life is
satisfying because I’ve been working at it for so long. In another
way, it feels like now I am in a race against the clock to write
as much as I can in the time I have left. I guess any success I
have now is bittersweet, in the sense that, if this had happened
twenty years ago, I would have more time to create a much
larger body of work.
W.B.: When you write horror, are you more comfortable
going for the gross-out or the creep-out?
L.L.S.: I actually don’t have a preference. I know a lot of people
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who say they prefer the quiet chill to gore, but I don’t really
think one is better than the other. I see both subtle horror and
extreme horror as two different tools in my writer’s toolbox,
to be pulled out when they’re needed. I hear people say all the
time that subtle horror is better, that gore is just a crutch, and
while I’m sure that is true in some cases, I don’t agree with it
over all. Gore elicits a very visceral response, and sometimes
that’s exactly what you want. I just don’t even think about it
when I write, though. I write what fits the moment.
Another big influence on me has been movies, of course, and
I’m just as happy with a subtle old Val Lewton film as I am
with something like Romero’s Dawn of the Dead. I like both
kinds of horror, and I can appreciate them for what they are.
W.B.: What are you reading now?
L.L.S.: I try to read outside the horror genre as much as possible.
Not because I have anything against horror—I love it—but if
that’s all you read, it becomes tiresome. At the same time, I
have a lot of friends in the genre and I want to read their new
books when they come out. So right now I’m kind of reading
several things at once: I just finished a collection of interviews
with musician/spoken word artist Lydia Lunch who I love, put
out by Re/Search Books; I read Nick Cato’s latest novella, “The
Last Porno Theater,” which I really enjoyed; I’ve been reading
a biography of Aleister Crowley by Richard Kaczynski a little
at a time, and, every so often I read a book in the “33 1/3”
series about classic albums. My To Be Read pile includes “The
Evolutionist” by Rena Mason, “Mountain Home” by Bracken
McLeod, and autobiographies by directors William Friedkin
and Elia Kazan, to name just a few. So, yeah, I’m all over the
place.
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W.B.: You’ve been a film critic for the film review column
“Cinema Knife Fight” for a decade or so, focusing largely on
horror/suspense films. What do you think are the three best
“unknown” horror movies—incredible movies that almost
no one has seen?
L.L.S.: If I had to pick three off the top of my head, they would
be:
Possession (1981) by director Andrzej Zulawski is starting to
get more attention lately, but it still deserves to be discovered
by more people. It’s a story about a guy (Sam Neill) whose wife
(Isabelle Adjani) is having an affair. But the more we learn,
the more surreal it all is, going in some really Lovecraftian
directions by the end. Just an amazing, unusual film.
Lemora: A Child’s Tale of the Supernatural (1973) by Richard
Blackburn, is kind of a mix between a dream/nightmare and
a fairy tale. It has that kind of feel to it. About a girl who goes
back to her hometown and finds witches and vampires. It’s so
different and original that it’s refreshing.
Sugar Hill (1974) by Paul Maslansky is probably my favorite
movie from the whole “Blaxploitation” movement in the 1970s.
It’s about zombies, but the old-school kind, that are raised up
by voodoo. A woman (Marki Bey) whose boyfriend is killed by
gangsters, gets revenge using zombies. With a scene-stealing
performance by Don Pedro Colley as Baron Samedi, who is
the zombie master. Really terrific little flick. Also featuring
Robert Quarry (from the underrated “Count Yorga” movies)
as a gangster. With all the fuss about flesh-eating zombies these
days, it’s nice to just submerge yourself in a well-made movie
about traditional voodoo zombies once in awhile.
W.B.: How much does your love of cinema influence your
own writing style?
L.L.S.: I’m sure cinema has influenced me a lot. I was a fan
of horror movies before I was a fan of anything in other
mediums. I am a very visual writer—I picture these characters
and situations in my mind’s eye as I’m writing—and I’m sure
that’s a cinematic influence. I’m sure things like pacing and
drama come from that, too.
For horror, and movies in general, I think there were two big
periods. First, there were the 1930s—the time of the classic
Universal horror films and the peak of screwball comedies by
directors like Preston Sturges and Howard Hawks—which was
a true golden age for cinema. There just seemed to be so many
great movies made during that decade, and so many kinds of
movies. One thing I had as a kid that isn’t really as prevalent
now was the whole Saturday Morning Creature Features,
where they would show a lot of classic horror and SF films.
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That’s how I was exposed to a lot of this stuff, and kids today
just don’t have that kind of access. Or maybe they’re just not
interested. Sure there’s video, but there’s also this idea that
black-and-white movies are for old fogies, which is really sad.
It’s like there’s a whole world of movies out there that is being
unjustly ignored.
I remember seeing the original James Whale Frankenstein
(1931) when I was about six, and that’s the movie that really
did me in. That made me a horror fan for life. It just had such
a huge impression on me at the time, and it’s what led me to
seek out all things horror throughout my life.
The other major cinema period for me is the 1970s. This was
after the whole studio system in Hollywood came to an end, and
suddenly all of the strict rules that governed movies were gone.
So many directors pushed the envelope then. It didn’t always
work, but it was a time of experimentation and extremes. I
think the ’70s is my favorite movie decade. It’s when we got
everything from Easy Rider to The Texas Chainsaw Massacre
to Midnight Cowboy. Everything seemed new and exciting—
depictions of sex and violence, the emphasis on characters
even more than plot—and the decade taken as a whole is so
exhilarating.
But I’ve just watched so many movies throughout my life—and
many, many more to come—that I’m sure they’ve had some
kind of effect on me.
W.B.: So, what’s your next writing project?
L.L.S.: Coming up this fall is my first mainstream novel,
“Hard.” It’s coming out from a small press, but it’s not horror.
I am really curious to see what kind of reception it gets,
because it’s different from what people might be expecting from
me. Although it does deal with subject matter that isn’t that
much of a stretch—the porn industry during the 1980s—and
a character who is a torturer. So I’m sure fans of my horror
fiction will be able to get into it pretty easily.
In the meantime, I have several projects I’m working on,
including a crime fiction/noir novel called “Binge,” and a novel
that takes place in my fictional city of Blue Clay, Massachusetts,
that really opens up some of the mysteries I’ve created around
that place in some of my short stories, called “Buried in Blue
Clay.” Plus I’ve been working on a few new short stories and
novellas. So I’m plenty busy these days.
Thanks, L.L, for a great interview! We look forward to
reading more of your work in the coming years. Good luck
with your future writing endeavors! Read more about L.L.
Soares and his work at his web site, www.llsoares.com. ■
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Killing Time in

NASHVILLE

E

By David H. Ingram

ight years ago, Clay Stafford told his wife, “I’m going to put on a conference for mystery writers.” His wife’s first
question was, reasonably enough, “When?”
“In two months,” Clay answered.
With the help of volunteers and support from Barnes & Noble as well as the Mystery Writers of America, Clay put
together the first Killer Nashville Conference. Since then, mystery, thriller, and suspense writers—both published and those
still seeking to be—have gathered in Nashville on the fourth weekend in August for the Killer Nashville Conference.
Stafford explained, “I’ve always had mentors, and I wanted to give that help to others.” Clay founded Killer Nashville with
three goals: 1) to assist authors starting their careers, 2) to help authors develop a better understanding of the craft, and 3) to
ensure that law enforcement and forensics are portrayed in a fair and accurate manner.
The size of the conference is capped so that it remains a gathering where everyone is approachable. “What separates
Killer Nashville from other conferences,” Stafford told the attendees on the first morning, “is that it’s about relationships. This
is a caring group, where we want you to become our next success story. There are no egos in this building. This conference is
about you. Approach people, make contacts. Don’t leave here Sunday without making it happen.”

Guests of Honor

Each year Stafford seeks to have two exceptional guests of honor, one a master of the writing side of mysteries and
thrillers, and the other an expert in forensics or law enforcement. This year’s guests of honor were bestselling author Anne
Perry, and author/cardiologist D.P. (Doug) Lyle, MD.
Dr. Lyle opened the conference with a session called “Best-Laid Plans: What Were They Thinking?” an entertaining and
informative postmortem of the Scott Peterson and O.J. Simpson cases. He explained that for the police, it’s a simple equation:
How + Why = Who. When you look at the modus operandi and the motive, it leads to the perpetrator. The lesson of the

Montage Press Photo Credit (Left to Right): At the Crime Scene (David Ingram), Anne Perry, D.P. Lyle, and Clay Stafford (Michael R. Hicks), and
Crime Scene (David Ingram)

20

Suspense Magazine September / October 2013 / Vol. 051

Peterson and Simpson cases: Don’t kill your spouse, unless Johnnie Cochran’s your lawyer.
On Saturday, both guests of honor participated in hour-long interviews moderated by Clay Stafford. Ms. Perry’s advice
to authors was to keep the writing simple. “We use short sentences with familiar words in our lives. You can kill a story with
words.” She did explain one rule she had about research: “If you need to learn about Victorian sewers, you should read as
much as you can about them. If you need to learn about the Isle of Capri, you should go there—several times.”
Dr. Lyle told of his adventures writing his first book. The original manuscript came in at 130,000 words. It went through
twenty-seven rewrites, had the title changed four times, and also saw changes in the setting and the main characters. After
twelve years, the 85,000-word manuscript was published as “Stress Fracture,” the first Dub Walker book.
Later Saturday afternoon, Ms. Perry spoke about “Putting Yourself on the Page.” While an author can find help with
spelling or editing, the one thing that they have to bring to writing is passion. “Your story is a vehicle to carry your soul to
others. What are the beautiful things, the saddest things, that happen that you want to share?”
Both Ms. Perry and Dr. Lyle signed their books. In the intimate setting of the conference center at the Hutton Hotel
Nashville, the authors talked with attendees in the hallways between panels and presentations.

Wining & Winning

While the conference started on Friday morning, those who arrived earlier on Thursday had a couple of options that
evening. Mysteries & More Booksellers hosted a mystery-themed game and quiz night. For those who like libations, there
was the “Killer Wine Night” wine tasting event. Attendance was limited, and it sold out months before the conference took
place.
Each year at the conference banquet, two awards are presented. The Silver Falchion is presented to the best book published
by an attendee in the year between the conferences. Sara J. Henry won this year’s Silver Falchion for her book “A Cold and
Lonely Place.” The Claymore Award is given to the author with the best unpublished manuscript, along with a $1,000 prize.
Authors submit their first fifty or so pages, all read and culled to ten finalists judged by Deni Dietz of Five Star Publishing.
This year’s Claymore winner was Terri Coop, for her manuscript “Dial 1-Pro-Hac-Vice.”
While the food and the presentation were top-notch, it was more of a gathering of friends than a formal affair. The dress
code went from business casual to “come as you are.” As one of the volunteers explained, “This is Nashville; here you can wear
shorts to the Opera.” After dinner there was dancing to music provided by the Pink Cadillac Band.

Seminars, Panels, and Breakout Sessions

Each day of the conference offered a selection of seminars and panel discussions that focused on the craft of writing,
the business side of the profession, or the realities of forensics and law enforcement. During one hour of the conference on
Saturday, there were three panel discussions that dealt with backstory, mystery and romance, and literary mysteries, along
with seminars on the economics of publishing as well as an overview of forensic psychology. Killer Nashville gives authors
access to an incredible group of professionals happy to share their expertise: lawyers, judges, police professionals, doctors,
firearms experts, and more.
Some of the offerings were unusual, such as Susan McDonald’s early morning “Pen and Sword” session. Ms. McDonald
is a writer who also teaches samurai sword-based movement classes at nearby Vanderbilt University. She spoke about
how repetitive sword movements can stir creativity and help cut through writer’s block and then led the attendees in a
demonstration of the technique. The Library Police (Christopher Merchant assisted by Dietrich Stogner) recorded their
weekly podcast during a session, discussing what fiction writers can learn from films, graphic novels, and other mediums.

Montage Press Photo Credit (Left to Right): Panel Discussion “Branding Yourself and Building Your Author Platform” with Maryglenn McCombs
(publicist), Tom Robinson (publicist), moderator Jaden Terrell, Laura Brennan (author), J.P. Jones (author/publicist) (David Ingram); D.P. Lyle Signing Books (David Ingram); Roundtable Discussion with Evan Gregory, Judith Shepard (David Ingram)
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There were also special ticketed breakout sessions, three at a time, three times during the conference, that were well
worth the extra charge. One was a workshop on query and synopsis writing, led by agents Jill Marr, Sara D’Emic, and Evan
Gregory. In another, Dr. Hugh Berryman, one of seventy board-certified forensic anthropologists in the world, presented
cases he’d worked on, both criminal and non-criminal. He was part of the Smithsonian team that examined the Kennewick
Man, at over 9,000 years, the oldest most complete skeleton that has been discovered.

Ain’t It a Crime

A regular part of Killer Nashville is the Dupin Detective Crime Scene. Set up by members of the Tennessee Bureau of
Investigation, the scene was remarkably detailed and realistic. A section of the hotel’s parking garage was marked off with
crime scene tape where a man had been found shot to death in a car.
Each participant received a pack of information, including witness statements and reports by the responding officers
and EMTs. While the body at the scene was a mannequin, every other aspect of the scene was as close as possible to what the
officers would find. In this year’s scene, the victim was killed by a shot to the head. Along with blood spray, there was vomit
on the victim’s shirt, a common reaction to head shots. The murder weapon, a .38 revolver with the serial number filed off,
was lying on the back seat of the car. At a table nearby, the contents of the victim’s pockets were available for inspection.
Participants received a copy of the form used by the police to order forensics tests, a diagram of the car, and a grid map
of the scene. They had to choose which tests they wanted done, but as in real life they were limited to sixty selections. On
this sheet, there was space where each participant could write down their perception of the crime scenario—who done it and
why—and then note their next moves as investigating officers. The prize for coming closest to the actual scenario was a free
registration for the next Killer Nashville conference. Who says crime doesn’t pay?

Pitching That Fits

Attending Killer Nashville this year were publishers Martin and Judith Shepard of The Permanent Press and Deni Dietz,
senior editor at 5 Star Publishing. The agents at the conference this year were Jill Marr (Sandra Dijkstra Literary Agency),
Sara D’Emic (Talcott Notch Literary Agency), Evan Gregory (Ethan Ellenberg Literary Agency), and Brooks Sherman (Fine
Print Literary Agency).
In the past, Killer Nashville had pitch sessions where authors had ten minutes to present their projects to agents and
publishers. It was a stressful format, the literary version of speed dating. At this year’s conference, Stafford and his team came
up with the idea of roundtables. Two agents and/or publishers sat down with a group of up to ten writers.
Each writer brought copies of the first two pages of their manuscript that were dispersed to everyone at the table, and
then either the author or a designated helper read the pages. Following the reading, the agents gave constructive criticism of
the work.
After the session, the participants picked up pre-printed cards on which the professionals gave their responses to the
work. The agents and editors could request the manuscript, or ask for a number of pages accompanied by a synopsis. There
was also the option to query them after revisions were made to the manuscript. The final choices were that the manuscript
wasn’t a good fit for them, or that it still needed more work before it would be ready for submission.
Along with the roundtables, attendees were able to schedule one-on-one appointments with the agents and publishers
attending the conference. There was also the option of submitting a longer section of the manuscript to receive an in-depth
critique of the work.

A Success Story

Tom Wood was a sports writer and copy editor at The Tennessean newspaper for over thirty years. One night while
watching the news, he saw a report where the family member of a crime victim was interviewed. “As I watched, I said to my
wife, ‘He doesn’t want justice, he wants revenge. If you were hurt, I’d want that too.’ And I thought, hey, that’s a plot!”
The problem was he didn’t know how to go about writing fiction. “I was use to sweating to get names spelled right, and
then with a novel I could make them up? It didn’t seem right.” So he came to Killer Nashville and took the training and made
connections and asked questions. After that, he sat down and drafted his novel, but it still needed work. “When I pitched it,
I received the suggestion to write it from the viewpoint of the protagonist or that of a journalist character. The protagonist
didn’t work for me, but then I tried the journalist’s viewpoint and it all came together.”
Tom’s first novel, “Vendetta Stone,” will be published later this year.

#

Anne Perry said during her interview, “A fish is made to swim. We’re writers; that’s what we’re made to do.” With the help
of Killer Nashville, new writers are finding their voices in the genre and are being equipped for their careers. That’s just what
Clay Stafford hoped would happen when he envisioned the conference eight years ago. ■
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“A fabulous writer” — Brad Thor, national bestselling author of Hidden Order
“A master of plot” — Ron Argo, author of The Courage to Kill
“The next Ken Follett” — Suzy Smith, in The Write Word
“A writer to watch”— Barbara Conaty, Library Journal

“Incredibly entertaining and
thrilling”
– Amy Lignor, Suspense Magazine
“A strong addition to spy thriller
collections, much recommended.”
– The Midwest Book Review
Hardcover and eBook Available Now
Cliff Edge Publishing • Publishers of Suspense Fiction
Ebooks Now Available From Amazon / Apple / Barnes & Noble / Kobo / Sony

“Highly recommended ”
for its “nonstop action,”
“breathtaking pace,” and
“its settings in Italy, Sicily, Malta, and Tunisia.”
– Library Journal

“A c r a c k l i n g g o o d
stor y.” – Steve Berry
“A s m a r t , s u s p e n s e f u l
novel.” – Thomas Perry
“A g r e a t r e a d .” – Olen
Steinhauer
“A ma ster f u l espiona ge
thriller.” – Brad Thor

“Vivid, descriptive,
ima ginative, a nd chilling … an exciting thrill
ride from f irst pa ge to
la st.” – The Midwest Book
Review

“Extensive research,
competent writing, gripping suspense, effective
characterization, and an
abundant sense of place.
Recommended for a ll
public libraries.”
– Library Journal

Trick or Treat
R

By Thomas Scopel

itchie stuck the needle deep, high into his thigh just as Nurse Betty had instructed nearly a year ago.
The pinch still hurt, but he was growing more used to it, no longer cringing when it pierced. It was the tiny blood
droplet that formed afterward that he still hadn’t quite gotten used to. His mother called from downstairs.
“Are you ready?”
He didn’t answer, withdrew the needle, licked his finger and rubbed the injection sight. Leaning forward, he popped the
syringe into the red container sitting on the floor between the desk and trash can and heard it fall. Other than being marked
biohazard, various cartoon stickers decorated it, some in clusters, a gift from the middle aged and childless nurse who taught
him the importance of controlling his diabetes. He viewed it with disgust, stood up, reached down, and pulled up the sweat
pants clumped around his ankles.
“C’mon, Ritchie,” his mother called out again. “If we don’t hurry, all the best ones will be picked.”
“All right, Mom!” he shouted back, knowing that wasn’t entirely true.
Kliener’s Market always had a vast selection of pumpkins this time of year piled in the produce section along with many
scattered around the store doing double duty as both a decorative piece as well as a product and so he didn’t weigh her
comment too heavily. She was only trying to generate excitement in wake of the holiday anyway. But this year was the first
time the eleven-year-old would need to abstain. His life depended on it.
He slipped into tennis shoes and verified the used syringe was still hidden under a stack of comics on the bookshelf above
his desk. It was and he considered taking the bio-container downstairs to pass off to his mother, who in turn would run it into
Doctor Smithe’s office to properly dispose while he waited in the car. The first emptying he too went inside, watching as Nurse
Betty donned rubber gloves and a mask before taking hold of the container, like it was something ungodly; contaminated
and diseased. It made him feel dirty and parasitic; a leper or pariah. After spraying the interior with some sort of disinfectant
that smelled like one of the toilet bowl tablets, she replaced the lid, added another sticker and hand it back to his mother, who
expressed gratefulness. Ritchie didn’t feel all that beholden and never went inside again.
The sentiment was relatively the same at Springdale Middle School too, where humiliating daily lunchtime jaunts, joined
by Wilbur Menster, another afflicted kid, to the nurse’s station.
Wilbur was an odd-looking kid with long bangs that hung down over his eyes like he was hiding. No one ever associated
with him and prior to becoming afflicted himself, neither did Ritchie. It wouldn’t have been so terribly bad had they been
allowed to make the visit ahead of time, before everyone had already settled into the lunchroom. Not a school day passed that
they weren’t late entering and it soon became something of a last mile spectacle; the two of them entering the room together,
walking side by side amidst snickers and hushed speech to the counter for their special bland food trays.
Of course, it didn’t take long before Ritchie was considered equal on the adolescent social ranking chain, as if they were
afraid; fearful that by simply speaking to him they too would become stricken.
Learning the hard way how Wilbur probably felt, a remorseful Ritchie, through the bond of disease, tried to become
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friends. But it was far too late. Wilbur was already sucked deep inside and a mere shell, something that Ritchie feared
occurring to him.
Since the container was barely half-full, he decided to leave it and went downstairs. His mother was waiting by the door,
purse in one hand, car keys in the other.
“Have you given any thought to a costume?” she asked, holding the door open for him.
“Not really,” he lied, going through the threshold and into the crisp fall air.
Over the past couple of months, he had given immeasurable thought and just like Wilbur, grew more and more detached.
His days of trick or treating were over and what good is Halloween if fending door to door was eliminated. Oh sure, he could
still dress up and parade around, maybe even enter the annual costume party at the fire hall. But since the winners’ received
a vast bag of nothing but sweets, there was really no use. Bragging rights didn’t matter.
September had seen him sinking deeper into seclusion, but by the time the decorations and candy oriented television
cartoons of October rolled around, he had partially snapped out of it. But it wasn’t the only thing that had snapped.
“How about being a cowboy?” his mother asked as they reached the car. “We could swing by Wilson’s…find you a hat
and a holster with two six shooters…pard’ner.”
She did her best John Wayne impression, which wasn’t all that good.
Ritchie opened the car door and started to get in, but stopped partway and spoke sarcastically across the top.
“Halloween is supposed to be scary. Cowboys are not scary.”
He climbed in and shut the door.
She slid in behind the steering wheel.
“Well, okay then,” her voice returned to normal. “We could still swing by. I’m sure they have something scary, too.”
The car started and began backing out of the driveway. Ritchie started having second thoughts. Maybe he had been too
harsh with her. It wasn’t her fault. She was only trying to be nice.
“I was thinking about an evil clown,” he blurted out, restarting the conversation. Mentally picturing a creepy clown
holding a hatchet, he added, “with blood and crooked teeth.” A sly grin spread across his face, but he was no longer thinking
of the clown.
His mother turned the car onto Elm Street and he thought about the syringe again. The grin turned into more of a smirk.
The wicked clown costume would work just fine.
***
liener’s wasn’t all that busy, which surprised Ritchie since it was a teacher’s in service day and every student
had it off. He walked past an end cap filled with tiny cute pumpkins, but didn’t stop and headed down the aisle.
Partway down, he passed a soccer mom, her toddler tucked neatly in the buggy seat; toilet paper and a box of
Sweet and Crunchy cereal in the basket. It was a brand he was familiar with, but hadn’t been able to savor for some time now.
His mouth watered and he swallowed while keeping on path.
The pile of pumpkins was in the exact same spot they had been for the past couple of years, the centerpiece of the
fruits and vegetables section. He went straight to them, not bothering to offer a glance at a bin of shiny red apples or the
prepackaged caramel covered ones sitting around the bin’s perimeter lip.
This year’s pumpkin crop was no doubt striking, but it didn’t invoke anticipation or enthusiasm. Last year’s Halloween
remained far too fresh in his mind.
Having just returned from the annual solicitation, along the way devouring much of a record haul, the odd feeling of
tingling hands and lightheadedness came upon quickly. He didn’t give it much concern and kept right on snacking.
The next thing he knew, he was awakening three days later in St. Mary’s Pediatric Intensive Care Unit with doctors,
nurses, and his mother, her face flush from tears, looking down on him. There was an IV tube running into each hand and
his body felt like it was burning from the inside out. He had yet to realize that the world of sugary loot had abruptly come to
an end.
Over the next hour or so, things began to focus as both doctor and mother explained. He recalled liking to have had his
father there, too, but the man was too busy traipsing about Reno or someplace like that and had been for a couple years now.
Nonetheless, mother gingerly stroked his arm as the doctor’s joyful voice implied how lucky he was. Ritchie didn’t feel all that
lucky. The diagnosis was grim. Three shots a day, eat properly, avoid sweets or die. Terrible choices for anyone to make, let
alone an eleven-year-old with only two notable Halloweens under his belt.
“Have you spotted one yet,” his mother’s voice yanked him back to the present.
Startled, he stuttered, “nnnot yet,” and began moving a few of the pumpkins around, appearing to be looking underneath.
Actually, he could have cared less and was mostly doing it to appease her, keeping the appearance that he was eagerly
awaiting his once favorite holiday’s arrival. After rearranging a few more, he selected a plump, heavy one that was nearly twice
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the size of a basketball. She helped him put it into the buggy’s basket, and yet again, he felt helpless.
In the candy section, after fully reemphasizing his need to refrain, she let him choose this year’s doling out treats. Having
anticipated this, he had already given plenty of thought, knowing exactly what to select. But again to appease, he tinkered
about looking at a bag of these and a bag of those.
He finally selected a supersized bag of Choconuts, small chocolate bars filled with crushed peanuts, and a bag of
Nougeefruits, soft nougat bars laced with bits of dried fruit. This first bag was of no great concern. They were bait, ensuring
plenty of foot traffic.
Familiar with the tangy, somewhat lemony flavor of the Nougeefruits, they would work well and divert attention. From
personal experience, value wise, alongside a heaping bag of other assorted treats, they weren’t anywhere near as desirable and
were usually one of the last to go. With Halloween falling on a Wednesday this year, he calculated that by the time Saturday
morning cartoons came around, so would the Nougeefruits.
“Are you sure about these?” his mother asked accepting the bag of Nougeefruits.
“Why sure, Mom,” Ritchie replied.
“You wouldn’t be selecting badly on purpose, would you?” she questioned.
“Mom, please. I got these, too.”
He handed her the much larger bag of Choconuts and she appeared to ease.
There was only one thing on his mind now.
***
t Wilson’s Department Store, his mother took off in one direction and Ritchie went in another, straight
toward the special occasion aisle, knowing it was always stocked with a variety of products for whatever holiday
was approaching.
Being a day before Halloween, most of the best costumes were gone, leaving rather slim pickings. A couple weeks prior
there had been a zombie costume with a clear breastplate that trickled blood down over bony ribs every time you squeezed
the hidden bladder and he looked for it again. But it was gone.
He searched through the rack remnants, not finding anything remotely resembling something a clown would wear, and
a feeling of dejection started to rise.
At the bottom corner of the metal rack’s end was a clumped plethora of odds and ends ruthlessly tossed by shoppers too
lazy to rehang and he dug into it. When he saw it, the glumness immediately evaporated.
It was an outlandish looking one piece, half yellow and half green with white and blue baseball sized polka dots. He held
it up to the front of him and looked in the temporarily placed mirror.
At the opposite side of the rack one aisle over, in the accessory section, he found a bright orange, curly haired wig, a red,
soft foam round nose and a pair of teeth, which he didn’t really like, but was all that was left. He browsed the hanging makeup
kits and felt lucky when finding one specific for a clown, with greasepaint pockets of red, blue and green, a tube of white and
a black crayon looking stick.
On the shelf above, plenty of tubes of fake vampire blood remained and he plucked one from the evil castle background
cardboard holder and went to find his mother, envisioning drizzling the blood down the front of the outfit for added
gruesomeness along the way.
Traipsing the aisles, he looked at the backside of the makeup kit, scanning some of the suggestions and pictured the
clown again, this time more vivid and horrific as it peeked back from around a darkened corner. A twinge of excitement
flowed, but it wasn’t holiday oriented.
The short-lived enthusiasm was yanked away when he passed a life-size cardboard standup of Mr. Tastey, a chocolate
covered caramel figure from the Sweets Inc. Company. Those too were quite good, he recalled, but not as good as the
Choconuts. Suddenly, he wanted to punch the top hat wearing figure right in the fake winking eye. But he didn’t.
When they got home, Ritchie took everything to his room, pulled out the makeup kit, flipped it over and started reading.
Although having a basic idea of how to apply, he assumed some tips wouldn’t hurt. He thought of the wicked clown again,
this time in more detail, which gave him a general conceptual idea, and he quickly skimmed through the detailed fine print.
Not long after, he was tucking the kit back into the bag and going downstairs.
His mother had already taken the liberty of wiping down the pumpkin and left it waiting on large, open sheets of
newspaper at the edge of the dining room table. Various cutting tools, safety ones purchased the prior year, lay in a pile on
the stencil book they came with. He wouldn’t bother with a stencil this year. It didn’t seem to matter and he began carving
a typical triangular face. Suspecting she may ask why he hadn’t chose to be more elaborate, he was prepared to reply with
wanting to be traditional or something to that extent.
He finished and although she had passed a few times, she said nothing and he faintly wondered why. Carrying the
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creation out onto the porch and setting it down on the stoop, he concluded that maybe she was affording self-closure.
Across the street was Billy Watson’s house, decorated with the normal holiday conglomeration. Being Halloween, this
consisted of swoops of draping spider webs and a cemetery with plenty of tombstones. Two new additions, a coffin and a
giant dangling skeleton were added this year, no doubt courtesy of his dad’s hardware store.
Usually, Billy was the one who initiated the heckling when Ritchie and Wilbur came into the lunchroom. Outside of
school, when their sporadic paths crossed, Billy’s disposition was dictated by whether a watchful parent’s eye was around.
He was sneaky like that. Spoiled, usually loud, and typically obnoxious; rotten would probably be the best single adjective.
Ritchie imagined Billy lying on his lawn writhing about in excruciating pain. He grinned, hoped tomorrow night Billy would
be one of the last few stragglers to come trick or treating, turned, and went back inside.
His mother had just finished filling the orange pumpkin bowl with the candy and had sat it on the table by the door.
Nervously glancing around, she wasn’t in sight and he plucked five of the Nougeefruit bars and ran up the stairs, still grinning
at the suffering Billy fantasy.
He tossed the bars on his desk and pulled out a small jar that was hidden behind a standing picture. The bluish concoction,
a mixture of cleaning products swiped earlier in the week while his mother worked late, swished about and he set it beside
the candy bars. Reaching up and lifting the comic stack, he pulled out the syringe.
Poking the tip of the needle in the jar, he drew a half plunger’s worth of the liquid and didn’t bother with flicking the
excess air bubbles like he did before his injections. He slid over one of the bars, pierced the white wrapper, and pushed on the
plunger, but it didn’t want to go. Vaguely afraid of this, Nurse Betty had explained using bone as an example, that if the needle
was to impact, it could inadvertently plug the orifice, thus making the shot null and void. Annoyed, he pressed harder. The
depressor broke loose, fast sank to the bottom and he withdrew the needle. A few seconds later, the liquid seeped, moistening
and staining the wrapper with a highly noticeable tinted blotch.
“Damn it!” he blurted out, loud enough to echo across the room. He froze in fear, wondering if his mother had heard, and
sat deathly silent, listening for stairwell creaks indicating she had and was coming to investigate. After a couple of minutes,
he knew she hadn’t.
At least the syringe worked, he thought to himself and although the candy bar was no longer salvageable, he felt better,
more confident, and wouldn’t make the same mistake twice.
Filling the syringe again, this time only a quarter full, he carefully prodded the needle around in the second bar. This time
the plunger moved comfortably. Allowing the liquid to trickle rather than squirt, he slowly pressed until it was empty and
waited a few moments before withdrawing. A closer inspection signified that the course was true and the liquid remained
inside. He refilled the syringe.
Three candy bars later, the injections were finished. He put the syringe in the biohazard container and hid the mistake at
the bottom of the trash can beside the jar of toxic remains. He tucked the bars behind a stuffed bear sitting on a chair, cleared
the desk of clutter, and started setting out the costume items.
He had borrowed a small round mirror from the bathroom cupboard and centered between the items, the desk took on
an appearance of a backstage dressing room vanity. He looked in the mirror, rotated, readjusted, and looked again.
Tomorrow, right after school, he would get started.
***
ossing his book bag on the floor beside the table, his mother saw him come in and tried to make small
talk. He mumbled something indistinguishable and went up the stairs. Earlier in the day, while gathering up dirty
laundry, she had noticed his decorative intentions and simply smiled as she watched his ascent, grateful for him
embracing the holiday.
Ritchie sat down, glanced in the mirror, looked at the makeup, and looked in the mirror again. He picked up the black
grease stick and starting with the left eye, began outlining, making an oblong circle running from just below the cheekbone
to high above the eyebrow. On the right side he did the same. They weren’t exactly equal, but close enough that no one would
notice, unless they peered real close.
He squeezed a little dab from the tube of white onto his finger and started painting what would be covered. There was a
little smudging where the white met the black outline, blending into a milky gray, but it wasn’t all that bad.
Finished with the white, he paper towel cleaned and flicked the tip of the finger back and forth in the smooth, soft blue
puddle. Obtaining a good coating, he peered in the mirror and followed inside the black line around the left eye. The color
ran out quickly and with a few more dollops, had filled the circle.
There was still a thin line of flesh color showing on the inside bottom eye lip and he dabbed again, not quite as heavy,
and ran the fingertip along the lip, covering the line. There was a burning sensation and tears began forming and flowing
down passed the side of the nose. He blinked incessantly until the sensation faded and the tears slowed to a stop. Streaks of
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darkened blue had run down across the white and gave half his face the impression of a demented, weeping jester and he
liked the effect.
He lopped into the green and began with the right eye. The same flesh line occurred, but this time he was much more
careful, drawing down the bottom of the eye lip first before painting it. The action worked well until letting go of the lip and
it sat back into place. It too began burning, but not nearly as bad as the left one had. Still, a few tears managed to trickle and
fall, pooling at a clump of intertwining white, black, and green just above the cheekbone and he used the corner of the paper
towel to soaked it up. One side of tearful streaks was enough.
Satisfied, he gave consideration to the type of mouth. Most of the clown pictures he had seen were of wide, boisterous
smiles and bright red happys. Joy needed to be evaded and using the black crayon like a stick of lipstick, he painted the lips.
Afterward, just like mother did, he rubbed and smudged both lips together creating an even covering and puckered up, as if
offering the mirror a demented, ugly kiss.
The precut slot in the foam nose fit well, adding brilliance but not eliminating the overall effect. Placing a glob of fake
blood at the corners of the mouth, the blob glistened and rolled down onto the chin and dripped off onto his lap, dotting and
staining his jeans.
Content with the left eye streak, the right one seemed to lack and he put the tip of the blood tube at the inside corner and
squeezed. A heavy glob formed before oozing down across the cheekbone almost to his upper lip. He set the tube aside, not
bothering to cap it and peered closely at the reflection staring back. Both irritated eyes had taken on a bloodshot appearance,
adding to the overall effect and he was content.
He stripped off the school clothes, tossed them aside and put on the dotted outfit. The elastic bands kept the sleeves and
leggings in place and it was comfortably baggy, allowing plenty of room to move. With arms out wide, dangling like a puppet,
he leaped from one foot to the other and smiled a wicked grin.
Taking the tube of blood again, he squirted down the front and by the time he was finished drizzling the bright flamboyant
dots, could do nothing to eliminate the maniacal appearance. He slipped on the orange wig, inserted the teeth, and slid on a
pair of dingy white gloves his mother had contributed. Smearing the palms down his front, they smudged red and holding
claw like hands, he posed and offered a final look in the mirror…tremendous.
Removing one glove and holding it in the other hand, he clutched the four tainted candy bars and went downstairs.
“Mom!” he called out, a diversion verifying her location.
“In here,” she replied from the kitchen and he hurriedly went and mixed the bars in the candy bowl, which now included
fresh baked chocolate chip cookies sealed in ghost decorated clear bags.
Pulling the glove back on, he went to the kitchen.
“Wow!” she said through the orange duck-like beak she was wearing and stopped bagging cookies. “You really look
scary.”
Already in her Mother Goose costume, the puffy blue dress fully complemented and Ritchie grinned, mostly at the
compliment.
The doorbell rang and he charged to the long vertical windows at the sides of the front door. Drawing the white mesh
curtain back, he peeked out with one eye. It was a little girl dressed as a princess along with what he assumed was her mom,
a happy looking witch. A chill ran down his spine. He didn’t want her to get one of the bad bars, but it was too late. There was
nothing he could do about it now.
He let go of the curtain and it rippled back into place, a red stain now breaking the pristine white. He stepped back,
bumping into his mother who was reaching for the doorknob with one hand and holding a tall, golden hooked cane in the
other.
She looked surprised at him and opened the door.
“Trick or treat,” the little girl’s voice rang out cute and soft. Ritchie peeked through the door and wall seam crack and
watched as Mother Goose held the bowl out to let the girl select. The girl reached and grabbed a Nougeefruit bar.
Ritchie’s mind screamed. NOOOOOOOOOO!
As if having heard, the girl immediately dropped the bar and chose a cookie instead before turning away. Relief
overwhelmed as his mother closed the door.
“Don’t you want to hand out?” she asked, setting the bowl down on the table.
He would of liked to say yes, but wasn’t about to deal with an endless evening of unanticipated emotional rollercoaster
rides. This was something he hadn’t expected and now that it reared its ugly head, he thought that maybe it best if he wasn’t
here to see who took what.
“I was sort of thinking about going out myself,” he replied.
“Well, okay,” his mother’s voice harbored a touch of disappointment, having hoped that he and her would be making an
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evening of it together. “Just please, don’t eat any candy. You know what will happen.”
In a flash, the anger returned in full force as he recalled the whole ordeal again. Awakening in the hospital; the IVs
draining into his arm; burning hands and feet; the worried faces of those involved.
No, he wasn’t about to go through that again.
“I won’t,” he replied and went out the door.
“Remember, we have a date later,” she added as he closed the door behind him.
Bounding down the porch steps, three trick-or-treaters were coming up the sidewalk and fearfully stepped aside when
they saw him. A grin blended in with the makeup and he gave a quick jig dance before heading down the street.
***
couple hours later he returned to find the bowl empty and his mother sitting in the dark on the couch in
front of the television waiting for the George Romero classic Night of the Living Dead to begin. Just as they had last
year, all week prior, Channel 13 had been advertising and he was looking forward to it. The same plans were made
last year, but unfortunate circumstances dictated otherwise. Although, after returning home from the hospital, his mother
tried to reenact, renting the film for them to screen, but it just didn’t feel the same.
“Did you have a good time?” she asked.
Having only crept around a few blocks, taking in the various costumes and watching the joy he could no longer appreciate,
he lied and said yes.
“The show starts in ten minutes,” she added.
Galloping up the stairs, he hurried to his room, stripped off the outfit, tossed the nose and teeth on the desk and went to
the shower.
No less than four facial scrubbings later, he was drying off and looking in the medicine cabinet mirror. His face had
taken on a bright, pinkish tone with lingering blue and green shadows around his eyes giving the appearance of a fading,
kaleidoscopic ghoul. He tossed the towel into the hamper and went back to his room to dress.
Coming down the stairs just in time to hear Johnny telling his sister, they’re coming to get you, Barbara, he plopped on
the opposite end of the couch.
Forty-five minutes into the movie, his mother looked over at him.
“Would you mind if I cut the evening short?”
“No, it’s okay, Mom.”
She rose, lightly folded the blanket she had been using across her lap and draped it on the back of the couch.
“Be sure to turn the TV off when you’re finished,” she added through a cringing face, and gave his head a quick rub. He
thought that maybe she was sad since he couldn’t have sweets and he watched her slowly tread up the stairs.
***
he movie ended and he glanced around for the remote control. Spying it on the end stand where his
mother had been sitting, he slid across the couch.
Retrieving it, his hand bumped something and he watched it roll off the edge of the stand and out into the
middle of the floor. Looking closer, his eyes grew wide. It was a tightly balled Nougeefruit wrapper. His heart sank and terror
overwhelmed.
Snapping his head, he looked at the stairs hoping to see her descending, hoping that, like many times before, she was
coming to turn the television off and toss a cover over his sleeping body. But she wasn’t. He recalled the earlier pain in her
face and realized that she never would again.
As tears started to well, he gave somber thought to the mistake at the bottom of his trash can and was oddly looking
forward to having one last candy bar. ■
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DYING IS MY
BUSINESS
By Nicholas
Kaufmann

Very
rarely
can you say that an
author has literally
reinvented a genre. But when
it comes to this absolutely eyeopening story, readers will find that
this author has found a way to do just
that. There are many paranormal/
suspense books in the marketplace,
but this one has a life all its own—
many lives, in fact.
Trent, our main character, is the
teller of tales in this blend of horror,
fantasy, and sometimes, believe it
or not, humor. Trent, who doesn’t
know who he is or where he came
from, works as a ‘collector’ for a
Brooklyn gangster by the name of
Underhill.
The one gift that Trent possesses
is the fact that he cannot die. (And
no, thankfully we are not talking
vampires here). He has died at least
nine times, but shortly comes back
to life again. His memory only goes
back about a year when he returns to
the living, so he has begun to write
down the names of all the people he
has stolen from so he’s prepared.
Trent is sent out to acquire an
antique box; stealing it away from
some homeless people to bring back
to Underhill, no questions asked.
Unfortunately, there are others who
are going after the same collectible
and many questions come up. For
example: What’s in the box? Who
are the creatures with wings that are
guarding it? And last but not least,
will Trent choose the right side to
be on when an ancient war between
good and evil commences?
This book is filled with the
most fascinating creatures in
literature, such as a werewolf who
is also a zombie. This is truly an
unforgettable suspense novel that’s
narrated with humor and a bit of
sarcasm—something that is usually
only done well by Dean Koontz with
his Odd Thomas series. Creepy, fun,
and immensely entertaining—this
book is a definite keeper!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “The Sapphire Storm” The Tallent
& Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■
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CHRISTMAS CAROL MURDER

By Leslie Meier
Talk about a great way to start out the Christmas season. This author’s tales have always
been great fun to read, and with this modern-day story of Scrooge, she has once again outdone
herself.
Lucy Stone is a reporter and has been asked to play the role of Mrs. Cratchit in the town’s
upcoming production of A Christmas Carol. Lucy is truly looking forward to it, especially
considering the fact that she absolutely loves Christmas and all the trimmings.
Sadly, their hometown of Tinker’s Cove, Maine has fallen on hard times. With the economy receding
drastically, some of the citizens of the lovely seacoast village are having a tough time dealing with their jobs
being downsized or lost altogether. They are struggling to give their own family a Merry Christmas.
The only people who are solvent are located at the firm of Downeast Mortgage, whose miserly owners,
Jake Marlowe ‘Marley’ and Ben Scribner ‘Scrooge,’ are shoveling in the profits as they foreclose on all of the
people who are behind on their mortgage payments. Suffice to say, about half the town is in their debt.
One day, the mailman arrives with a Christmas present for Marlowe and he’s delighted; no one has
given him a gift for decades. But as he opens the lovely wrapping to see what’s inside, an explosion erupts that
blows him and his house to kingdom come.
Not many people mourn him, and his partner is sure he has seen Marlowe’s ghost, who visited him and
warned him that he will suffer the same fate. Scribner starts receiving threats, and Lucy is up to her nose
snooping around the village to uncover the murderer. But with so many suspects, this may be one crime that
even Lucy can’t solve.
This is one cozy that is an absolute joy to read! You can almost hear Marley dragging his chains to
frighten poor Scrooge into changing his ways.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm” The Tallent & Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

CLAMMED UP

By Barbara Ross
There’s no business like a family-owned business. Just ask Julia Snowden, part-owner of the Snowden
Family Clambake business in Busman’s Harbor, Maine. In this first installment of Barbara Ross’s Maine
Clambake Mystery series, Julia has reluctantly left her high-powered job in New York City to return home
to Maine and put her financial expertise to work in the family business, which is in big financial trouble and
facing bankruptcy, partially due to bad decisions and the quick temper of Julia’s brother-in-law, Sonny.
Julia is thinking positive when Snowden Clambakes is booked for a wedding at the beginning of the
tourist season. But the wedding is suddenly cancelled due to the unfortunate demise of the best man, whom
Julia finds dead the night before the ceremony—on Morrow Island, which is also owned by the Snowden
family and the site of all the clambakes. The police rule the death a murder and shut the clambake business
down indefinitely. The bank is threatening to foreclose on the business and shut it down permanently.
Julia realizes she has no choice—she has to figure out what really happened to the deceased best man as
soon as possible—tourist season in Maine is short and the clock is ticking.
“Clammed Up” is a terrific start to what promises to be a top-notch series, with a cast of characters I look
forward to knowing better. I loved it!
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Class Reunions Can Be Murder” for Suspense Magazine ■

NO WAY OUT

By Alan Jacobson
Alan Jacobson’s newest installment in the popular Karen Vail series is a riveting jaunt across the pond.
FBI Profiler Karen Vail swears she’ll be on her best behavior when she’s plucked out of Spain—having
partially taught a class on her craft—leaving behind a corpse and damage to a national treasure. Sent straight
to London and assigned a threat assessment, Vail really does intend to tow the line this time, but anyone who
knows of her, understands that coloring in the lines isn’t her strong suit.
In a posh shopping district, a well-placed bomb destroys part of an art gallery and the stakes are high.
Was the bomber looking to destroy a one-of-a-kind manuscript that appears to be the work of the ‘real’
Shakespeare? What would the national consequences be if it were proven beyond a doubt that Shakespeare
was not who we thought he was? What if he was a she?
Another bombing, an admission of guilt by a radical political group, and the appearance of Hector
DeSantos—an old friend of Vail’s—who is leery, but begins to spoon-feed her details of a
larger, sinister picture with global repercussions, lead everyone in different directions. But Vail
is like a heat-seeking missile and she won’t stop until she solves this crime or dies. And in this
case, death is a very real possibility.
The complexity of the plot mixed with the well-researched setting and Vail’s signature
style, make for a fast-paced, thrilling read where Jacobson offers you the best ticket in town.
“No Way Out” is explosive!
Reviewed by Shannon Raab for Suspense Magazine ■
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A Killing at Cotton Hill

By Terry Shames
Samuel Craddock is enjoying retirement from his former job of Chief of Police in Jarrett
Creek, Texas. Recently widowed, he has a comfortable life with his collection of artwork, his
many lady friends, and his beloved herd of cows. But when one of those ladies is murdered,
Samuel finds himself drawn into the case. He knows the current chief, Rodell Skinner, would
rather be chasing skirts at the local roadhouse than solving a murder; not when there’s a
convenient suspect close at hand, the murdered woman’s grandson.
Aided by Jenny Sandstone, the town’s local lawyer, Loretta Singletary, another of his lady friends, and
his own years of experience in solving crimes, Samuel sets out to uncover the real killer and keep Greg, a
budding artist with true talent, from being railroaded into prison.
Shady land deals, stolen art, arson, and mysterious black cars that prowl at night, all serve to complicate
his investigation. Samuel has no official standing in the case, as the current chief is quick to remind him.
The scrublands of Texas, where cotton is grown under the relentless sun and water is a valuable
commodity, serves as both backdrop and stage set in this story. The land makes the simple tasks of day-today living an effort. It’s small town, rural America, a place where everyone thinks they know their neighbor,
but also a place where everyone has secrets best kept hidden.
Reviewed by Andrew MacRae, author of “Murder Misdirected” for Suspense Magazine ■

MORTAL BONDS

By Michael Sears
The bestselling author who brought readers the unforgettable novel, “Black Fridays,” has most definitely
followed up with a sequel that will blow your mind.
The first novel introduced Jason Stafford, a stock market maven who was sent to jail for financial
fraud and spent a couple of years locked up. But Jason wasn’t all that bad. Upon his release, he became an
investigator who would check on activities occurring on Wall Street that were not exactly on the up-and-up.
In this second book, Jason is hired by the family of William Von Becker, a now deceased investor who
was deeply involved in running a Ponzi scheme. He lost billions of his clients’ money and had taken his own
life while sitting in prison for his crimes.
Jason is hired because Von Becker’s wife and four grown children need him to find some missing money,
and help improve the family name. Jason’s search involves many of his former colleagues on Wall Street as
well as some of Von Becker’s victims, including Tulio Castillo, a wealthy man from Columbia thought to be
involved in the drug trade.
The case is difficult for Jason, because his personal life is also hard to handle. The father of a young son
with severe autism, he also has to deal with an ex-wife who doesn’t make anything easier and a girlfriend.
It is the knowledge of investment banking and backroom deals that make the plot of this book come
alive. Extremely convincing to the reader, this story runs on suspense. However, this is an author who can
definitely add a range of emotions to a book. Sears is witty, and allows his characters to be humorous. There
is also a definite bond created between his main character and readers that brings out sympathy for him
while the mystery unfolds.
This, like the first novel, will be one book you’ll want to read over and over again.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm” The Tallent & Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

DEVIL'S NIGHT

By Todd Ritter
Most times, I’m able to guess ‘who-did-it,’ but not so in this case. Ritter gave me whiplash
from trying to guess who the culprit was. Just when I thought I had it all figured out—this is
cliché, I know, but so very true—Ritter surprised me and I realized I was wrong. And the end?
No way did I even come close to guessing it.
Kat Campbell is Perry Hollow’s Police Chief. The town—and Kat—has already seen its
share of pandemonium. And now Kat is hoping things quiet back down again. But fire after
fire has her literally running all over town trying to save what’s left of the historical buildings.
The first fire was the Historical Society and Exhibition Hall. And it’s not just an arsonist Kat needs
to worry about. It’s a murderer. The museum’s curator Constance Bishop is found dead, slumped over a
wooden chest beneath the burning floor of the museum. The death wasn’t a result of smoke inhalation or
the fire at all but from being whacked over the head. This is just the start of the next exhausting twenty-four
hours for Kat.
Her mind produces one suspect after another while she leaps headlong from one harrowing situation
into another, determined to stop the murdering arsonist from striking again. All while trying to figure out
the motive behind her town being attacked. It’s a terrifying ordeal for her and those around her and she ends
up putting herself and others into very dangerous situations. The problem is, she’s not sure if she can get out
of them alive before stopping the killer.
Ritter weaves a thriller that will have you on the edge of your seat, literally. This author is now at the top
of my ‘must-read’ list.
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina, author of “The Other Side: Melinda’s Story” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■
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CRASH AND BURN

By Allison Brennan and Laura
Griffin
Two
gripping
stories told by a pair of
amazing talents merge
into one fantastic
book with “Crash
and Burn” by Allison
Brennan and Laura
Griffin. Familiar with
Brennan’s smooth and flowing style,
but initially less sure of Griffin’s
voice, the writing by this duo was
magical.
Scarlet Moreno—a hardened,
former LAPD detective and now
co-owner of the investigative firm
of Moreno & Hart—has baggage.
At death’s door, three years prior,
Moreno found herself in a warehouse
with multiple gunshot wounds,
waiting for a killer to finish her off
and knowing that this had been a setup. Had it not been for a spunky, wetbehind-the-ears, rookie cop named
Krista Hart, Moreno would have
died. Now they’re partners and their
bread-and-butter is hunting down
errant spouses. Not what they’d
planned.
When Moreno—who lives
above a Newport Beach bar—steps
in to break up a fight between the
ex-con bartender and a delinquent
college kid, she believes that she’s
done her duty for bar owner, Diego
Hernandez. It’s already been a trying
day, so when a shot rings out after
two a.m., that old saying “nothing
good ever happens after midnight,”
is only too true. Moreno, still a cop at
heart, rolls out of bed, grabs her gun,
and falls smack dab into a murder
investigation. An investigation
where newly hired, by the book
detective, Alex Bishop doesn’t want
her treading.
Determined to broaden the
Moreno & Hart client base, Krista
Hart jumps at the chance to put a
bit of extra cash in their coffers and
takes a nearly impossible assignment
from a top defense attorney. She
has twenty-four hours to beat her
competition—smug
investigator
R.J. Flynn—to the prize of locating
a missing witness and cash in. Piece
of cake, right? Wrong. Hart soon
discovers that this case is layered like
an onion and smells just as bad.
Impossible to put down, the
realistically flawed characters and
sparks aplenty remind me exactly
why I love this genre.
Reviewed by Shannon Raab for
Suspense Magazine ■
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DECEIVED

By Randy Wayne White
Hannah Smith
works as a fishing
guide and part-time
private investigator
and she finds herself
guiding a couple
of sport fishermen
determined to hook
Tarpon.
Well…be careful what you
wish for, because the avid anglers
soon have a 100-lb. Tarpon jumping
into the boat and knocking both
men overboard. All is well with
the men, but Hannah gets the fish
back into the water and revives it,
making sure the creature is fine.
Coming toward her, however, is a
Hammerhead shark that cruises
by a little too casually before
swimming away.
But Hannah’s odd day is
definitely not over. She comes
home to her mom, Loretta, who is
a tad bit mentally challenged since
she suffered a stroke, screaming
with their neighbors. Seems that
Hannah’s vegetable garden must be
destroyed because it’s disturbing
an archeological site. Although this
claim isn’t true, Hannah is poor and
the complainant is wealthy with a
mean disposition, so you can guess
who wins.
Things go from worse to really
worse when a friend goes missing.
Hannah heads out to check on her,
and when she arrives, Rosanna is
gone. She’s greeted by two fierce
dogs and someone wielding an axe.
After Hannah alerts the authorities,
the dogs are mysteriously MIA,
right along with Rosanna and the
axe-man.
Hannah’s significant other is
away, so she receives help from a
stranger. Abduction is not the only
thing on their minds, however,
as the duo begins to bond over
a mutual passion they share for
Florida’s history, not to mention
their single status.
Hannah is a character who’s
definitely not in a hurry to say “I do”
to anyone, and her strength is just
one of the facets of this character
that has fans excited about the
next Hannah Smith mystery.
Extremely well-written, the plot is
filled with suspense, and is a great
follow-up to the author’s first book
that introduced this memorable
character to the masses.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “The Sapphire Storm” The Tallent
& Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■
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DARK CITY (THE EARLY YEARS TRILOGY: BOOK TWO)

By F. Paul Wilson
This, the second installment in a prequel, focuses on the early years of this author’s
Repairman Jack series.
Readers are taken back in time to observe twenty-two-year-old Jack running from a gang
of Dominicans. The angry group has their machetes waving high above their heads, as Jack
climbs on top of a moving subway train to get away. In other words, from page one, the action
is intense.
It is the early 1990s and Jack is trying to settle down in New York City. On his way to becoming an urban
mercenary, as he calls it, the brush with the Dominicans is somewhat of a misunderstanding; they object to
Jack being their boss at his oh-so-tender age.
When Jack gets away, he heads to his favorite bar, The Spot. Julio, the owner, is about to lose the bar and
Jack wants to make sure that doesn’t happen; he’s trying desperately to get something on the person who is
buying the bar and make him go away for good. Jack does find something…a true scammer who goes after
elderly ladies to get their money.
But the scammer is not all Jack runs across; he even has a chance happening with Arabs who are planning
the first bombing of the World Trade Center in 1993. One thing occurs right after another that seems like a
string of coincidences leading the reader to Jack’s eventual destiny. But the actual reasons why Jack became
who he is are still out there, just waiting for this incredible author to pen Book III.
A fast-paced, thrill fest, it would be wise to read the first novel, “Cold City,” which is a truly terrific leadin. It’s no wonder why thriller fans rave about this ordinary guy who is out to protect the citizens, with a little
of the supernatural thrown in for good measure.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm” The Tallent & Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

AGENDA 21

By Glenn Beck and Harriet Parke
Once known as America and now called The Republic, there is no president or congress, no courts or
freedom, and the Authorities dictate every aspect. Citizens have only two duties: to create clean energy and
to create human life. Everything else is not needed and those that can’t contribute are of no use and taken for
disposal. It is a bleak existence; one where various colored scarves and markings dictate position, food and
water are rationed, and wildlife and Earth reign supreme.
Emmeline, an eighteen-year-old who shares an assigned, small and cold, concrete living space with
her real mother—a saddened woman who harbors Republic hatred, but is powerless to change it—and her
chronically tired father, a bus box puller whose job is no different than that of a horse dutifully walks her
energy board daily and pairs for conception purposes as the Authorities deem fit.
When the authorities come for her rebellious mother, something inside Emmeline begins to stir, creating
many questions. When her newborn is immediately confiscated, she fully awakens and suddenly the harsh
reality becomes unacceptable.
Finding items hidden in her mother’s old bed mat and recalling her words, “to save what you think you’re
going to lose,” she begins concocting a plan. However, not only is caution of the ever-watchful Gatekeepers
who strictly report to the Authorities a must but citizens, reporting for rewards, need to also be considered.
Becoming more daring, her life on the line, Emmeline will need to make hard choices and avoid suspicion
if she wants to save her child; for family is everything and freedom is no longer simply a lost word.
In the vein of Orwell’s “1984,” Glenn Beck and Harriet Parke have written of a terrifying totalitarian state
that seems far too real. A thrilling page-turner, “Agenda 21” invokes compassion yet holds tight to an evermenacing plight, where control is absolute and hope of freedom is quickly quashed.
Reviewed by Thomas Scopel, author of “Twitch” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine ■

GILT TRIP

By Laura Childs
New Orleans folks use any excuse for a party. So when Louisiana businessman Jerry Lee
Leland is released from prison after serving only a fraction of his sentence—thanks to some
well-placed bribes—his wife Margo decides to throw him an extravagant “Get Out Of Jail
Free” party, complete with a Zydeco band, champagne ice luge, and waiters in white tie and
tails. Among the prominent New Orleans socialites on the guest list is scrapbook shop owner
Carmella Bertrand and her BFF, Ava Gruiex. When Ava accidentally spills wine on the front of
her silk blouse, Carmella goes in search of a towel to blot up the mess. And discovers the just-murdered body
of good ole Jerry Lee, stuffed inside a clothes dryer.
Carmella has developed a reputation around the Big Easy for more than her scrapbooking prowess. She’s
solved a few local murders, too. So when the grieving widow turns to her for help, how can Carmella refuse?
Especially when her boyfriend, a handsome New Orleans police detective, is currently out of town and can’t
scold Carmella for her meddling.
Then another murder takes place, during Jerry Lee’s post-funeral luncheon.
With Ava to help by sweet-talking the medical examiner, the inadvertent assistance of Carmella’s wellconnected but very ex-husband, Shamus, plus unasked-for help from two prison pals of the late Jerry Lee’s—
Moony and Squirrel—Carmella puts the pieces together just in time to save the wrong man from being
arrested for the murders.
Laura Child’s “Gilt Trip” is lots of fun, and has great recipes, too!
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Class Reunions Can Be Murder” for Suspense Magazine ■
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DUST

By Hugh Howey
The conclusion of a great series brings sadness for the fans. Hugh Howey’s Wool saga
came into existence just over two years ago. So it’s been quite a whirlwind ride for fans and
the author until the release of “Dust” brings us the finale.
Howey leapt from self-published author to New York Times bestselling novelist in record
time. On the way, he changed the way authors and the publishing world did business by
refusing to relinquish his e-book rights for seven figure publishing deals.
With the publication of “Dust,” our visit to the Silo ends. If you haven’t read “Wool” and “Shift” (the
second book), then stop reading this review, and immediately purchase these two. You won’t regret it, and
you will join the millions of fans who can’t get enough of this world.
It’s impossible to review “Dust” and not reveal spoilers for the original two, so I will give only a general
outline of the world. “Wool” fans, this is a brilliant continuation directly from “Shift” and finds the lead
characters still embroiled in the politics of the Silo.
The Silo, which consists of nearly two-hundred below-ground, concrete levels, is filled with thousands
of survivors from an event occurring over sixty years before. The unremembered event left the outside
world uninhabitable with toxic air. Inhabitants who breach the strict Silo laws are sent outside to clean
the one screen which gives the occupants a view of the desolate world; their last act before death by the
poisonous fumes.
The Silo is segmented into class structures from I.T. on top, to the middle levels, to the lower class
“down deep.” From the “down deep,” a hero, Jules, arises. She begins to question their world at a perilous
risk to her and also, the Silo.
“Dust” is an exciting adventure ride introducing new characters and challenges for those we have come
to love. Some will live, and you will be surprised by those who die. It is a satisfying conclusion to one of the
greatest science fiction worlds created in modern literature.
Reviewed by Susan May http://susanmaywordadventures.blogspot.com.au/ for Suspense Magazine ■

MALLED TO DEATH

By Laura DiSilverio
For EJ Ferris, security expert and recent veteran of the war in Afghanistan, becoming part of the
security team at Fernglen Galleria is not her dream civilian job. But unfortunately, due to a knee injury
suffered during her military service, it seems to be the only one she can get. And at least it’s preferable to
working for her father’s film production company.
So it’s understandable that EJ is less than thrilled when her dad, movie heartthrob Ethan Jarrett,
arranges to shoot his latest film, Mafia Mistress—starring himself—at Fernglen Galleria. The arrival of EJ’s
mother, the film production company, and the accompanying entourage, throws the whole mall—shoppers
and staff alike—into a tailspin. Bombarded by overeager assistants and a deluge of fan mail, EJ’s father
becomes an easy target—especially after a scare involving a gun loaded with blanks. Then a real bullet is
fired, and the young prop-master is killed. But was she the real target?
EJ suspects her death was some kind of warning to Ethan, especially when he shares several lurid letters
he’s recently received from an over-the-top fan. Frustrated by her lack of mobility, and worried that a fellow
war veteran, who suffers from post-traumatic stress syndrome, will be accused of the crime, EJ enlists the
help of her grandpa, a retired CIA operative, who goes undercover as a movie extra to unmask the killer.
I loved the behind-the-scenes peek at the wacky world of movie making. “Malled to Death” is fastpaced and fun!
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Class Reunions Can Be Murder” for Suspense Magazine ■

BAIT

By J. Kent Messum
Six heroin junkies, strung out to dry, or die, on an island somewhere off the coast of Key
West where they discover two items: a chest with one day’s worth of food and water, and a
boat, with four observers.
In the chest is an envelope stating that if they swim to a neighboring island, there is pure
heroin and more food. Initially, they decide to stay put, to not chance it, until one strikes out
alone, swimming, never to be seen again…by the group that is; the parts of his torso and arm
the sharks don’t get wash up on the rocky shore they never go close to.
Getting hungrier, and in the throes of withdrawal, the rest decide to swim, striking out for the promise
of a better time. They make a smart decision by leaving because the observers on the yacht are discussing
‘prompting’ them into the water with the aid of a high-powered rifle. There’s high-stakes betting going on
between the observers about who, if any, will make it.
By the time they reach the next island, they are minus members, money exchanges hands on the yachts,
and the junkies who make it, sniff the pure smack. It is not until the following morning they realize there
is another island with promises of more drugs and a boat to escape in. They all know none of them are
supposed to make it. After watching several sharks tear apart one of their party, it takes a while to overcome
the reluctance to make the next move, but when they do, actions are put into motion to rival the best
suspense ever.
In a book that combines the storytelling chills of the films Open Water and Saw, you will read this novel
with a sick feeling of dread in the pit of your stomach as you try to find a way to pull for these dregs of society
suddenly thrust into a game of cat-and-mouse, fighting for their lives.
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler, author of “Blood on his Hands” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine ■

34

ISLAND OF FIRE (THE
UNWANTEDS)
By Lisa McMann

With magi Mr.
Today dead and
Artime
apparently
gone, Alex must solve
the clues for the spell
in order to restore
their world. Alex
seems overwhelmed
at the death of his mentor, the
knowledge he left friends back in a
strange world, and that Megan has
been afflicted by a device that has
imprisoned her voice silently in her
body. Only the strangers, escapees
from Warbler Island, can help.
With food and water rations
dwindling, many of the inhabitants
of Artime are leaving to go back to
whatever life they can scrounge in
Quill. Alex’s evil twin brother Aaron
is strengthening his rule over the
inhabitants of Quill and is plotting
a strike at Artime to bring them to
their knees.
There’s not much of a story
here if Alex forgets how to restore
Artime, so it’s not a spoiler to say he
gains back the power, the land grows
sumptuously, the marble figures gain
their magical powers and come back
to life, and music and art are again
rejoiced over.
Alex plots the rescue of Lani
and Samheed, who almost gives up
hope and are employed in servitude
to the orange-eyed tribe. During the
attempted rescue, Alex is wounded
and once the rogue pirate ship
arrives back in Artime, everyone
is so wrapped up in the concern of
restoring their new leaders’ health
they don’t notice a new enemy has
reared its head and Artime is about
to be invaded by the orange-eyed
tribe resolute on revenge.
Although this is branded as
young adult, I must tell you as a
middle-aged man, I am having the
best time reading and reporting on
this wonderful series. Book two
made McMann a New York Times
best seller, she was commissioned
to write seven in the series, and I
can’t wait for some studio mogul to
recognize this as the next smash hit,
big screen teen hit. With the ending
of “Island of Fire,” McMann leaves
us hanging, setting up the perfect
start for book four, “The Unwanteds:
Island of Legends.”
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler, author
of “Blood on his Hands” published
by Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine ■
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DOWNFALL
By Jeff Abbott

This is a rapid,
thrilling ride that
covers one week in
the life of former CIA
agent Sam Capra—a
man who left the spy
game behind to run
various bars all over

the world.
Dwelling in San Francisco
are Janice and Diana Keene, a
mother and daughter. Mom is a
very successful businesswoman
and Diana is what you would call a
slightly snooty young lady who has
been catered to all her life.
Diana discovers three cell
phones in her mother’s purse and
asks about them. In return, her
mother gets on her case about
minding her own business. Being
more than curious, Diana goes
directly to her mother’s room after
dropping Janice off at the airport.
There, she discovers a videotape
that changes her life completely.
Sam, and his bartender, Felix,
are busy running the San Francisco
pub when Diana runs in, pleading
with them for help. Right after
she arrives, two extremely mean
looking men come in after her.
One of them is wielding a knife
and attacks Sam, but in the ensuing
fight, one of them is killed.
Sam, being a former secret
agent, learns that Diana is being
chased by agents working for John
Belias. Belias controls a network
of very powerful people who do
horrible things in order to run the
world. And one of his agents just
happens to be Diana’s own mother.
Sam chooses to help Diana, and
what he runs up against is one of
the most dangerous enemies he’s
ever met.
This is a book full of intrigue,
twists, turns, and so much action
you’ll be positively dizzy when it
comes to a close. There are so many
players with so many different
loyalties you may need a scorecard
to figure them all out. But, in the
end, this third book in the Sam
Capra series is truly one of the best
this New York Times bestselling
author has ever written.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “The Sapphire Storm” The Tallent
& Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■
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DEATH NEVER SLEEPS

By E.J. Simon
A tale of killing, deception, and absolute thrills; you can’t get better than this! Simon has
created a book that will make everyone think about things that could occur in this intense
digital age where technology can be used for just about anything.
Halloween night has come to Queens, New York, and wise guy, bookie, and loan shark,
Alex Nicholas, is sitting at his favorite restaurant enjoying his favorite meal. As he finishes his
veal parmesan and washes it down with his Chivas, Alex puts in a call to his younger brother
Michael.
Alex is in need of Michael’s attention, because he has something very important to share. Michael is
currently in Paris on business, and Alex tries desperately to connect. But as he attempts to reveal his secret,
Alex is interrupted by an advancing stranger pointing a gun, ending his life, and stopping the data from being
passed on.
Michael is incredibly different than his brother; brilliant, happily married, and living in Connecticut, he
is the epitome of a successful man enjoying a clean life. But when Michael attends the funeral, the pews are
filled with ‘family,’ AKA, guys with guns and gorgeous women who were mistresses of his late brother.
Michael’s life becomes more than strange when a message appears on his phone, and a threat is made on
his family’s lives from people who state that Alex died owing money to a mobster who will stop at nothing to
collect.
Michael and Alex’s widow form a pact to search for the money she believes is hidden in the house. Help
comes in the form of a friend of Alex’s who tells Michael that just before he died, Alex installed special software
on a hidden computer: a program that would allow him to live forever.
This book is a stunner; a one in a million read that’s definitely one of the best 2013 has had to offer!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm” The Tallent & Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

NOS4A2

By Joe Hill
This is one of those stories where fifty pages in you realize you’re having the best reading
fun you’ve had in ages. You don’t know where it’s going and you don’t care. It’s a ride, and you
realize you are in the hands of a capable author.
It’s no surprise that Joe Hill’s “NOS4A2” is so captivating, as many have felt the same way
when reading one of his father’s books. Joe Hill, son of Stephen King, has entered his father’s
domain. And, like his father, he can tell a mean story and create characters with rich inner lives.
This is his third novel and this story is comparable to the best work of King, and at near 700 pages, it’s just
as weighty. It’s such a great read, though, you will be glad for every page.
We meet a young tomboy, Vic McQueen, who has a special gift. When she cycles fast enough, while
thinking about a lost object, she magically crosses over the no-longer-in-existence “Shorter Way Bridge.” The
bridge always takes her to the geographical location of the lost object.
Charlie Manx is a nasty creature who kidnaps young children whom he believes are at risk of an unhappy
future. Creepy sidekick, Bing, relishes his role, which is killing the children’s parents. The kidnapped children
are transported to the strange, magical Christmasland, via Charlie’s 1934 Rolls Royce Wraith, number plate
NOS4A2. Along the way, the children’s goodness is stolen, so they arrive no longer human, sporting little,
sharp teeth.
When Vic and Charlie’s paths cross, she becomes the only child to ever escape him, and Charlie finds the
adult Vic a determined, dangerous adversary.
The depth of the characters, who are flawed, broken people struggling with huge issues, make this a
superior horror story. In “NOS4A2,” Hill has created a comprehensive, well-imagined world. If you love
horror, if you love great writing, if you love reading a story where you can’t predict the end, then climb into
“NOS4A2.” It’s one helluva ride.
Reviewed by Susan May http://susanmaywordadventures.blogspot.com.au/ for Suspense Magazine ■

DANGEROUS PASSAGE

By Lisa Harris
On her first day off in too long to think about, detective Avery North is called in to investigate a murder.
It is suspiciously similar to another murder she had been investigating that had gone cold. A magnolia tattoo
on both victims’ shoulders makes her believe there is a serial killer out there stalking and killing young girls.
She, her partner Mitch, and their team work to solve the latest murder as quickly as they can because
if it is a serial killer, they won’t have very long before there is another body found. Working with her team is
medical examiner Jackson Bryant. He is exceptionally thorough in his autopsies so the detectives can present
their suspect to the district attorney and get a conviction.
Avery feels like she is pulled in so many directions in her life that she feels she cannot add one more thing
without it all falling apart. Besides her job investigating murders, her faith, her daughter, and
the rest of her family are a priority. Add to that, she is investigating her brother’s murder and she
rarely if ever, has time to herself, but she is starting to think she wants to find some extra time
somewhere so she can fit a certain medical examiner in.
Lisa Harris did a wonderful job. The suspense, romance, and mysteries through this book
will grab you and not let go!
Reviewed by Ashley Dawn, author of “Shadows of Pain” published by Suspense Publishing an
imprint of Suspense Magazine ■
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INHERIT THE DEAD

Edited by Jonathan Santlofer
This is not a crime anthology with various writers adding their own short story to an already
set theme. This venture, in fact, is a single extremely interesting mystery that twenty of the best
crime writers in the business got together and created. Each chapter offers a different style of
writing that will have fans automatically picking up on their longtime favorite authors.
Pericles “Perry” Christo is the main character of this dark and twisted tale. Perry is a private
detective who once worked as a homicide detective with the NYPD. Losing both his job and his
marriage during a corruption scandal he found himself involved in, Perry now has to not only find clients but
also struggle to redeem himself in everyone’s eyes.
Landing a job, Perry is asked to find the missing daughter of a wealthy woman who lives in a penthouse
on the Upper East Side. Taking the case immediately, Perry believes he can solve it quickly since it sounds like
nothing more than a little spat between mother and daughter. But as Perry begins his investigation, he soon
discovers that the daughter, Angelina, is much more than first meets the eye.
Referred to as Angel, Perry searches for the girl and finds himself even more confused that Angel’s father,
best friend, and boyfriend all have their own plans for the girl—so her mother might not be the only cause
behind her disappearance. As Perry travels from the glistening mansion-filled Hamptons to the gritty city
streets and back again, nothing turns out to be easy. Absolutely every character in this mystery has their secrets
to hide.
Being that every author has a very distinctive style of writing, at times the reader may be slowed down a
bit when a new chapter begins and is told in a completely different tone. However, the ending is more than a
surprise, which will have suspense readers truly enthralled.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm” The Tallent & Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

DICK FRANCIS'S REFUSAL

By Felix Francis
Felix Francis, son of the extremely talented, Dick Francis, brings about the resurrection of
one of his father’s characters who will be a sight for sore eyes to fans everywhere.
Ex-jockey turned investigator Sid Halley is back, and with Felix at the helm of his life, Sid
is able to come out of retirement and prove to the world that he is still one of the best suspense
characters ever written.
Sid Halley walked away from the world of private investigation for many reasons. He was
sick of the blood and guts life and he wanted to please his wife, Marina, who is now an investment counselor.
Sid likes his personal life; Marina and Sid have a good marriage, and their very precocious daughter, Sassy,
make the perfect family unit living happily in the country—far away from the grime and slime that the streets
provide.
But paradise is about to be taken over. Sid is asked by Sir Richard Stewart, chairman of the British
Horseracing Authority, to look into some corrupt practices that seem to be happening in the racing world.
Horse racing and mystery—two things that Sid knows a whole lot about. Stewart doesn’t give Sid very many
details, just a list of recent races that he thinks were fixed. Sid doesn’t agree right away; he doesn’t look at the
list and makes no commitment to help.
Life intervenes again, and shortly after their meeting, Sir Richard dies of carbon monoxide poisoning as
he sits in a running car in a closed garage for no reason. Even though his death has been called a suicide, the
verdict simply doesn’t hold water for Sid. Now, he feels obligated to look into the case which, yet again, puts
Sid and his family in imminent peril.
This is without doubt a gripping thriller that will make all Francis fans giddy with delight. Keep up the
wonderful work!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm” The Tallent & Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

END ME A TENOR

By Joelle Charbonneau
“End Me a Tenor” is the second in the continuing adventures of Paige Marshall, gifted
soprano on her way to becoming a star in the classical music world. While waiting for her big
break, Paige is staying with her eccentric aunt Millie, Mary Kay salesperson extraordinaire,
Millie’s live-in gentleman friend Aldo, and Millie’s snarly poodle, aptly named Killer, and working
part-time at a local high school coaching the school’s glee club.
Paige is thrilled to be cast opposite world-renowned tenor David Richard in a holiday
production of Handel’s Messiah. But things go terribly wrong at dress rehearsal when Richard keels over dead
after drinking poisoned water.
Paige’s glee club is also participating in a big-time holiday choir competition, and the egos at work in that
group are just as huge, and the rivalry just as intense, as the ones exhibited by the Messiah cast.
When David Richard’s death is ruled a murder and Paige realizes that the water bottle he drank from
looks exactly like the one she had in her own hands just a few minutes before Richards keeled over in front of
her, she decides to find out what’s going on. And discovers that there are more possible murder suspects than
she ever imagined.
“End Me a Tenor” is a witty and fun read. A real Paige turner. (Oops. Sorry. Couldn’t resist.)
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Class Reunions Can Be Murder” for Suspense Magazine ■
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DOLLED UP TO DIE
By Lorena McCourtney

In this second
book of the Cate
Kinkaid
series,
Cate picks up
the phone at the
office of Belmont
Investigations and
hears the frantic
voice of a woman
telling her that there has been a
triple murder on her property. The
odd thing is, the police don’t seem
in any hurry to get to the scene.
After giving Cate the
lowdown, Cate calls her uncle—
the owner of the company—and
he tells her to call the authorities
because he doesn’t want his PI
office to get in the middle of a
homicide investigation. Setting
the orders aside, Cate heads out to
see if the woman is okay and if she
can offer any help to her until the
police arrive.
But when she gets there,
she is stunned by the fact that
no patrol cars, an ambulance, or
even an EMT is on the property.
No flashing lights or sirens can be
found anywhere. Why, you ask?
Because the three victims aren’t
human at all…they are dolls.
When she enters the home,
the owner, Mrs. Kieferson,
introduces Cate to the dead dolls
with bullet holes in them and
tells her that her ex-husband is
probably the culprit. Because she
hadn’t been home, he’d shot the
dolls instead.
Unfortunately for Cate, this
is definitely not the whole story.
Although the dolls are headed
to an early grave, it’s the dead
human body she stumbles across
that leaves her cold. The victim
just happens to be Eddie, the exhusband of Mrs. Kieferson that
Cate discovers in the workroom.
Open and shut case? The exwife shot her husband and then
went over the edge? Not so fast,
readers. Cate takes her brand new
private investigator job seriously,
and focuses on tracking down the
real killer of the supposed doll
murderer.
With a clever plot that moves
rapidly, this is a definite one-day
read that suspense and mystery
fans will absolutely love.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “The Sapphire Storm” The
Tallent & Lowery Adventures
published by Suspense Publishing,
an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■
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A KILLING IN THE
HILLS
By Julia Keller

The backdrop for this
exciting tale is the majestic
mountains of West Virginia. The
location plays a very large part
in this novel. The author writes
so incredibly well that from the
mountains to the woods, from the
homes to the small-town people,
the descriptions are so vivid that
readers will think they’re living
right on Main Street in Acker’s
Gap, West Virginia.
After receiving her law
degree, Bell Elkins found herself
wanting to return to Acker’s Gap
in order to find happiness. Taking
up the mantle of prosecuting
attorney, Bell soon discovers that
drugs are running rampant in her
hometown, and the ‘boss’ of a
drug cartel is quickly taking over
the young people in the area.
When Bell takes it upon
herself to start her own war on
drugs, these determined drug
runners decide to strike back.
The first strike comes in the form
of a local murder, taking the lives
of three old men having coffee
in the local coffee shop. Carla,
Bell’s teenage daughter, is one
of the witnesses to the horrible
shooting.
Unfortunately, mom and
daughter are not getting along,
and when asked, Carla tells the
sheriff that she didn’t recognize
the shooter. However, that one
fact is definitely not the truth.
Carla does want justice and she
does want to help her mother, but
there’s a personal transgression
she most definitely doesn’t want
her mother to discover.
Havoc is wreaked and harm
is done with small white lies. And
instead of helping her mother,
Carla brings danger to their door,
as Acker’s Gap faces a battle that
may just take both of their lives
before it’s over.
Suspenseful is the keyword
here, and the plot of this book
is extremely fascinating. There
are more than a couple of real
surprises that will leave readers
astonished, with an ending that’s
unforgettable. In other words,
you will not be disappointed.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “The Sapphire Storm:” The
Tallent & Lowery Adventures
published
by
Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine ■
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HUMAN REMAINS

By Elizabeth Haynes
“Human Remains” is a compelling and disturbing novel, character driven but with some
edge-of-your-seat suspense as well. It alternates primarily between two first-person points
of view: Annabel, a civilian analyst for the Briarstone, England police, and Colin, a sociopath
involved in a bizarre crime spree.
Annabel becomes personally entangled in the gruesome events when she discovers the
decomposing corpse of Shelley, her next-door neighbor. After no longer seeing Shelley about,
she’d assumed Shelley had moved away. In reality, Shelley, in a deep depression, had wasted away in her
house, died, and gone unmissed for months. The sad reality that people can go unnoticed in their passing is
a commentary on our modern, insular lifestyle, but is also a stepping stone to a darker mystery that Annabel
teases out of the statistics that she analyzes for the police. The usually withdrawn Annabel finds herself in the
spotlight as the police realize she’s onto something, and her curiosity sets her on a collision course with Colin.
Annabel and Colin’s intertwined lives are alternated with stories from the Briarstone newspaper and the
reminiscences of the increasing numbers of people found in their homes long after their deaths. It is clear that
Haynes took this unusual approach to personalize the victims. In many mysteries, the body is a mere plot point
to set an investigation in motion. In “Human Remains” we learn the intimate details of the dead, an interesting
counterpoint to the theme of our disconnected lives. At times, however, these interludes can distract from
the building suspense of the investigation. While perhaps not one hundred percent effective, they still bring a
richness to the story that draws the reader in.
Although it is uncomfortable to spend so much time in Colin’s head, it does make for a fascinating
adversary, not a cardboard cutout of a villain. And characters of all sorts are what drive this novel. Annabel is a
fully rounded person, at turns unlikable and rude, struggling with her own problems in relatable ways.
Dark, engaging, and richly human, this is a highly recommended and well-written novel.
Reviewed by: Scott Pearson, author of “Star Trek: Honor in the Night” and cohost of the Generations Geek
podcast, for Suspense Magazine ■

FINDING CLAIRE FLETCHER

By Lisa Regan
This is a story that would be unbelievable if it weren’t so true, as we have learned from news
stories in the past few years.
Claire Fletcher is fifteen years old when she is abducted on her way to school, and endures
rape and mental and physical torture during the ten years she is held captive. She disappeared
without a trace, and the police found only slim clues that led nowhere. Her father and sister
believe she is dead, but her mother never gives up hope that her daughter is alive and will be
found one day.
At the same time, police detective Connor Parks meets a young woman in a bar, when he is at a low point
in his life both professionally and personally. When she slips out the next morning, she leaves a scrap of paper
with her name, Claire Fletcher, and an address. As Connor follows up on the case of a woman missing for ten
years, he becomes more determined to find her, even as his own life is increasingly in danger.
This book delves into the question of how victims of abductions often stay with their captors when they
could escape. Claire is allowed to leave the house and even holds a job at a veterinary clinic. But her fear of
facing her parents, and the real fear that someone else will die if she leaves, hold her in a “half life” with her
captor and another young woman who has come willingly into the life of their captor and tormentor and is
insanely jealous of Claire.
Author Regan keeps the tension alive from the first page. She takes the reader inside the mind of a young
woman whose life has been stolen, and has lived a half life under the control of a cruel and dangerous man.
Her psychological insight into her characters makes the story as intriguing as it is real as today’s headlines. This
well-written and thought-provoking novel will keep you riveted until the conclusion.
Reviewed by Kathleen Heady, author of “Lydia’s Story” for Suspense Magazine ■

TRAPPED

By Irene Hannon
Laura Griffith is a librarian whose sixteen-year-old sister has gone missing. Though her life
was completely turned upside-down when Darcy moved in, Laura loves her and wants her back.
Darcy left a note that she left on her own so Laura has hired Phoenix PI James Devlin or Dev to
find her.
Dev is going to help Laura find her sister, but knows the odds of a teen runaway. He is
optimistic with the storm slowing Darcy’s flight, but the lack of leads is disheartening. His gut is
telling him one thing while the evidence doesn’t point to it; he has learned to trust his instincts.
Darcy’s idea to leave Laura’s rules and schedule behind had seemed like a fabulous idea until the storm
halted her departure completely. Her new friends have made life on the ‘street’ easier, but maybe she hadn’t
really had it that bad at Laura’s house. She decides she wants to go back, but is she too late to make her own
decisions?
As the leads come to a complete stop, Dev is frustrated. He is determined to keep Laura at arms length no
matter how drawn to her he is. Finding her sister is his priority, but he knows the longer she is out on the streets,
the less likely there is to be a happy ending.
Hannon weaves a gripping tale of deceit and love that will stay with you long after you have finished
reading it.
Reviewed by Ashley Dawn, author of “Shadows of Pain” published by Suspense Publishing an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■
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THE BEAST

By Faye Kellerman
It is a fact in America that when you see the name Kellerman on a novel—whether it be
the male or female of the family—you are looking at yet another great tale written by one of
the very best in the business.
Faye Kellerman, however, offers a bit of a shock this time around. Slightly off the beaten
track of her regular stories, well-known characters Peter and Rina Decker, along with their
familiar friends and detectives, still make it feel like home.
Peter and Rina’s foster son, Gabe Whitman, has just completed a day of testimony in a rape case. But
before the reader can blink, the story moves directly to a complaint filed by people living in an apartment
house in the city. They are being bothered by a horrific smell coming from one of the apartments.
When detectives investigate, they run directly into a brutal murder of an elderly billionaire recluse,
Hobart Penny. Having no friends, Penny chose to live in a small apartment with his pet cat despite his
immense wealth. Of course, when detectives meet the kitty, they find that it is actually a male Bengal Tiger
named Tiki. Rightfully so, the police figure that the extremely large cat was the culprit in the murder, but
soon enough, Tiki’s name is cleared.
This case is beyond strange as the detectives discover that Penny’s life was more than interesting; with
the old man having a passion for both exotic animals and call girls who visited him frequently.
Faithful readers will pick this one up, yet this is a bit of a puzzle. Not your usual fare, Faye proves that
she cannot be counted on to simply do what everyone thinks she’s going to do. As it is with her characters,
Faye proves that she is a unique soul who will continue to churn out the bestsellers for as long as she feels
like it. Enjoy!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm” The Tallent & Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

IF YOU WERE HERE

By Alafair Burke
Although he said it sixty-four-years ago, Winston Churchill could have been describing
Alafair Burke’s new standalone crime thriller when he said “it is a riddle, wrapped in a mystery,
inside an enigma.” The wonder is that Burke takes her readers along serpentine trails that
twist and turn in unexpected ways and different directions, and guides them to a satisfying
conclusion.
McKenna Wright was a young DA who was working a racially charged police shooting
ten years earlier. She thought she’d found evidence that proved the officer was guilty of murder, only to have
the case blow up in her face when a witness came forward who told a different story. Shortly after she’d been
assigned the case, McKenna’s roommate Alison, the daughter of a famous general and a West Point graduate
herself, disappeared without a trace. McKenna was sure that Alison was murdered, though the police found
no evidence.
The scandal of the blown case forced McKenna to leave the DA’s office. Now, ten years later, she’s remade
herself into a journalist working for a New York City magazine. For a human interest story, she watches a
video showing a woman jump onto the subway tracks and save a young man who’d fallen from the platform.
The woman in the video is Alison.
As soon as McKenna begins to investigate, her world again falls apart. Her only hope is to find Alison
and discover what happened to her friend. But it’s a search that could cost McKenna everything that she has
and all that she loves. As she searches, she becomes aware of a man following her, tasked with cleaning away
any trace of Alison.
Ms. Burke’s crisp prose makes for a delightful read that zooms along at a breakneck pace. During the
earlier chapters, you may find yourself wondering how the many disparate threads of the plot could ever
come together, but in the end she knits the story into a seamless piece of cloth.
Reviewed by David Ingram for Suspense Magazine ■

DEAD SCARED

By S.J. Bolton
“Dead Scared” is by far the most thrilling and frightening crime novel I have ever read.
When I finished chapter two, I knew I was in for an all-nighter. The book was impossible to
put down. Each spellbinding page held me captive in this intensely suspenseful psychological
thriller set in Cambridge, England.
Beautiful young Cambridge University students are the primary victims. Detective Lacey
Flint is sent undercover as bait to catch the killers. These are not ordinary murders. The victims
are coerced into committing bizarre, violent suicides. Lacey’s secret love, D.I. Mark Joesbury, does not want
her involved. His superiors at Scotland Yard insist Lacey is the perfect choice. They don’t know Lacey has
dark secrets the killers might discover and use to manipulate her. As the suspense increases and the clock
winds down, Mark races to catch the killers and save Lacey.
The chilling final chapter of S.J. Bolton’s “Dead Scared” is so intense the last page left me breathless. And
that was after staying up all night to finish reading it. A definite must read!
Reviewed by S.L. Menear, author of “Deadstick Dawn,” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■
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KIND OF CRUEL
By Sophie Hannah

Talk about an
extremely odd day.
Chronic insomnia is
Amber Hewerdine’s
problem; she’s sick
to death of not
being able to get a
full night’s sleep.
Although she does have a tragic
memory from her past, Amber
attempts to dismiss it as being the
source of her problems.
She’s tried everything, but now
she’s headed to a hypnotherapist—a
science she certainly doesn’t
believe in and is more than a little
freaked out by. But Amber is in
for something far more interesting
than a woman who’s a guru with a
crystal ball.
Pulling up outside the lady’s
house and debating whether or
not she should go through with it,
Amber runs across a woman sitting
in the hypnotherapist’s driveway
waiting for her own appointment.
And while she’s sitting in her car,
she’s scribbling into a notebook;
odd words that Amber speaks
aloud during her session with the
doc. Kind. Cruel. Kind of Cruel.
Turns out, these words
automatically tie Amber into the
murder of a complete stranger and
she’s arrested as the prime suspect.
However, detective team Charlie
Zailer and Simon Waterhouse
throw themselves into the case.
The key to Amber’s defense, and
the only way to make sure she
doesn’t live behind bars for the
rest of her life, is caught in her own
memory. She has to figure out what
happened long ago, or Amber can
kiss her future goodbye.
This is a great tale of the mind.
In other words, the author does an
outstanding job of explaining the
fact that all ‘tales’ from the past,
over time, turn into fabrications.
Information is added to the tale
making it grander than the original
story, erasing some of the facts.
Thankfully, this author’s mind is
working just fine; she has given
readers a story that they will replay
in their own minds again and again.
This fantastic plot will keep
you guessing until the very end.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “The Sapphire Storm” The Talent
& Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■

Suspense Magazine September / October 2013 / Vol. 051

THE BEGINNING
(BERLIN GOTHIC #1)
By Jonas Winner

Berlin
Gothic
will definitely be one
of those sagas that
make some thrill
seekers
salivate.
Definitely not a book
for the faint of heart,
this begins a sevenvolume series that sets its sights on
being chilling, horrific, and unique.
Inspector Konstantin Butz is
knee-deep in a series of murders
that are complete and utter
mutilations. The most difficult part
for him in this investigation is the
fact that he’s beginning to suspect
the love of his life, Claire Bentheim,
may know something about the
brutal killings.
The Inspector’s story runs
parallel with another. Till Anschultz
is an orphan on the run, and is
adopted into Claire Bentheim’s
family living in Berlin. Forming a
bond with Max, the twelve-yearold son of the Bentheim’s, Till and
Max act like the boys they are and
choose to live adventurously.
Both of them are interested
in exploring the office of Xavier
Bentheim, Max’s father. Xavier is an
odd man, to say the least. But that’s
not really a surprise because he lives
his life as a writer of horror. When
the boys get up the nerve to delve
into the office, they find themselves
scared silly by what they discover
hidden behind a secret door. And
the two stories become interwoven
in a way that will have readers
thinking about Stephen King at his
most unusual.
To tell what the frightening
treasure is would be a huge spoiler;
readers definitely deserve to see the
real thing. Detailed with characters
that are both fascinating and
horrifying, the Berlin Gothic series
will take its place in the category of
horror, not suspense. And because
of the great writing, it may just find
itself on top of the American list of
favorite fearful tales.
Suggestion? Make sure you
can handle some truly terrifying
narrative and read on. Because
this is only The Beginning to what
is sure to be a very memorable and
horrifying ‘End.’
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “The Sapphire Storm” The Tallent
& Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■
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NOAH'S RAINY DAY

By Sandra Brannan
One of the hardest things to do is take raw emotion and put it into words, yet Sandra
Brannan has done just that. “Noah’s Rainy Day” is an emotional juggernaut that will leave you
exhausted physically and emotionally and anxious for the next installment of the Liv Bergen
Mystery series.
In “Noah’s Rainy Day,” we are reintroduced to Liv Bergen. She is three weeks out of
Quantico and a raw FBI Agent, thrust into a child abduction case headed by Special Agent
Streeter Pierce. Her involvement begins on rocky ground because the father of the abducted five-year-old
boy (Max), a multi-millionaire pulled some strings to get her on the case. What follows must be experienced.
You will soon go from passive reader to active participant in a story so rich in emotion and so convoluted in
twists and turns that you will want to scream at the characters.
The texture of “Noah’s Rainy Day” is enhanced by the character of Noah—a young boy stricken with
Cerebral Palsy. Like Noah, you will see the pieces of this puzzle fall together, and like him, you will not be
able to tell those able to stop the predator. Can Noah find a way to tell his Aunt Liv what he saw before it’s
too late?
Sandra Brannan has outdone herself. She wrote a book that will stay with you long after you read the
stunning climax. With the swipe of a pen and the tap on a keyboard, she erased the haunting mystique of
Cerebral Palsy.
“Noah’s Rainy Day” travels down a dark road of child abduction and into the sick mind of the criminal,
but more than that, it allows us a glimpse into the mind of a child with a disability and we become better
human beings because if it.
This latest Liv Bergen Mystery is an emotional roller coaster, but ultimately it’s a reminder that strength
comes in many different varieties. My words cannot do this book justice. YOU MUST READ IT!
Reviewed by J.M. LeDuc, author of “Cornerstone” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine ■

DEADLINE

By Sandra Brown
In a class all her own, Sandra Brown has impacted countless readers across her impressive
and extensive career. Her work is timeless, memorable, and most often takes a shocking turn
right about the time you mistakenly think you have it all figured out. It could be just one
whispered utterance, as it is in “Deadline,” that jolts you like an earthquake.
Dawson Scott, a journalist with a secret, has recently returned from war-torn Afghanistan.
Mentally battered and bruised, Dawson is adrift and unsure of his next path. A new direction
comes from an unexpected source and Dawson hardly has a choice. He’s going to cover the murder trial of
former Marine Jeremy Wesson, the son of domestic terrorists who were never caught. Could Jeremy—only
linked to infamous parents through DNA after his death/disappearance—be the link in the chain that the
FBI needs to finally close the case on these killers? Dawson’s not sure about that, but what he is sure of is that
he has no interest in sitting in a courtroom for this trial. That is, until the ex-Mrs. Wesson walks in the door.
Amelia is a beautiful, educated, mother of two who is testifying against the man accused of murdering
her husband. She wants to get on with her life and put the chaos surrounding the end of her marriage, the
trial, and her ex-husband’s life to rest.
Unfortunately, for Amelia, her testimony begins the day before a long holiday weekend. Yet Dawson
sees an opportunity. Amelia is the most interesting thing to have crossed his path in a while and he’s decided
he may have been hasty in considering throwing in the towel. When the unexplainable begins to happen to
Amelia and her brood, who will she turn to for help? Who can she trust?
Once Brown shifts the action into a breathtaking pace, she isn’t one to let her readers down and keeps
the pressure on high. Tension, chemistry, and heat fuse together to make a captivating one-day read.
Reviewed by Shannon Raab for Suspense Magazine ■

EYE FOR AN EYE

By Ben Coes
Coes is back for another round-world-thriller “Eye for an Eye,” which means more than
what you may think. London, Argentina, Lisbon, and China are all included and he races you
from one country to the next in an operation spanning both covert and political arenas. The
bullets fly and the explosions are huge in this busy tale of revenge.
Covert operative Dewy Andreas helps discover a Chinese mole in Mossad, and thus
begins a chess match of deadly proportions. When the Chinese Minister for State Security,
Fao Bhang, discovers the identity of Andreas, he sends assassins to Argentina where Andreas is with his
fiancé, America’s National Security Adviser. When the kill mission goes wrong, Andreas reverts back to his
military training in order to seek revenge. It’s a game of one-upmanship between Dewey and Bhang. But
there are other players in the game, both American and British who also would like to see Bhang eliminated.
And unbeknownst to Andreas, he is included in their schemes.
Coes draws out this lengthy tale with a lot of short chapters that build up to longer action scenes. He
lets you in on all the background goings-on. I liked the surprise heroes other than the main character. There
is a lot of good ol’ American nationalism here and I also enjoyed the camaraderie from allied intelligence
agencies. This story really hit me visually and the movie version ran through my head as I read along. Coes
knows his stuff and steps right up to take a seat on the thriller stage.
Reviewed by Stephen Brayton, author of “Alpha” for Suspense Magazine ■
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BELOVED ENEMY

By Eric Van Lustbader
Many readers liken the Jack McClure series, to the non-stop action that the Jason Bourne
novels provided. Which makes sense; after all, both of these incredible series were written by
this author who knows how to tell a tale of suspense that engages readers from the very first
book.
In this fifth installment, Jack McClure is called into the office of the Secretary of
Homeland Security, Dennis Paull. Secretary Paull is deeply concerned that one of his contacts
has up and disappeared, and asks Jack to do whatever is necessary to find him. He has a reason to worry,
considering the fact that this contact told the Secretary that there’s a mole very high up in the government
with a frightening agenda.
The only downside for Jack is that this assignment may bring him face-to-face once again with his old
girlfriend, Annika, who is now aligned with Iraj Namazi, an international terrorist. But Jack agrees to go after
the contact and leaves the office. Shortly after his departure, Secretary Paull is found dead. The President,
aware of the assignment given to Jack, knows that Jack—who is now the prime suspect in the death of
Paull—is innocent.
With the officials of the CIA, FBI, Homeland Security, and all the other ‘initials’ after him for murder,
Jack goes on the run, keeping in mind his friend is now dead at the hands of a true enemy. Jack has been
framed, and he’s determined to find out who set him up and clear his name.
The mole is most certainly the culprit, and it becomes obvious that he or she is reporting to the Syrian
terrorist. As Jack fights to remain alive and carry out his friend’s last request, he realizes that this mission may
be his last.
From beginning to end, this book is 5-star all the way. This is a series that puts the ‘thrill’ in thriller.
Enjoy!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm” The Tallent & Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

JOE VICTIM

By Paul Cleave
In the sequel to “The Cleaner,” Cleave takes us into Christchurch jail where we find good
old Joe, the janitor at the police department, behind bars. They discover slow Joe’s routine
was an acting job to cover up his moonlighting as the serial killer they had been hunting for
months.
After a violent arrest where Joe loses an eyelid in the fracas, and the police do everything
but kill him because of the embarrassment of having him pull the wool over their eyes, Joe
ends up in a special cell with about thirty dangerous criminals—all ready to beat him to a pulp, that is when
the guards are not abusing him themselves.
After the first two lawyers are murdered in cold blood by unknown killers intent on seeing Joe fry
since recent laws to bring back New Zealand’s death penalty are being repealed, Joe steadfastly repeats he
remembers nothing of any of the murders. He is intent on an insanity plea. With an angry police department
and a mob of distraught relatives of his victims, anyone in the city of Christchurch could be behind the
attacks on Joe’s defense.
Joe, in fact, remembers every delicious moment of every kill. He knows that his partner in crime,
Melissa, suspected but unproven by the police to be involved, will plot a way to break him free from prison.
Indeed she is, but not in the way Joe is estimating. With former detective Schroder helping out, they put
together a list of potential witnesses to blow the insanity plea out of the water.
If everything goes as planned, there would be no book, so suffice it to say, things go awry. Cleave does
his usual great job of threading two ongoing stories from two different serials into a single, closely knit unit
and as usual, keeps the reader eager for more. It’s hard not to empathize with Joe, even cheering for the bad
guy is allowed, if for no other reason, we need to know what he will do next.
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler, author of “Blood on his Hands” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine ■

IN THE BLEAK MIDWINTER

By M.R. Sellars
This book touts itself to be a paranormal thriller and that it most definitely is. Sellars
drives you forward, having you so engrossed in the story you forget where you are.
Special Agent Constance Mandalay is sent to the very rural town of Hulis, Missouri to aid
in a hunt for an annual serial killer. Every Christmas for the last seven years, a body is found in
the same exact place and no one, neither the previous seven FBI agents who were sent there
over the years nor Deputy Addison “Skip” Carmichael can catch the killer in the act.
Constance notices the lack of information and evidence in the file and begins to question just who
is covering things up. She’s almost convinced the whole town is keeping secrets. And she vows to uncover
them. Then she witnesses for herself just what is going on in Hulis.
This is one paranormal ride you will want to take with Sellars. This is engrossing, engaging, and thrilling
and will make your heart beat wildly in your chest. Sellars is definitely on my list of MRAs (must-read
authors).
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina, author of “The Other Side: Melinda’s Story” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■
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THE KING

By Steven James
Heading
to
what will be a
stunning grand finale
with the release of
“Checkmate”
in
2014, Steven James
offers yet another
slam-dunk in The
Bowers Files series!
From Book I, the character
of Patrick Bowers claims the
attention and hearts of suspense
fans everywhere. This is a man who
hunted and caught some of the
most intriguing and frightening
serial killers in print. But with this
tale, an old foe is back, and Bowers
learns quickly that he has a lot to
lose.
Bowers is having a good
run. He’s at a new job with the
FBI focusing on environmental
criminology (a new and very cool
science). His fiancée is the love of
his life, and even his stepdaughter,
Tessa, seems to be loving the fact
that her dad is getting married to
the woman he loves. She’s even
going wedding cake tasting with her
soon-to-be-stepmother.
Tragedy hits when a serial
killer returns to take away
everything that Bowers has worked
so hard to achieve. When he begins
his revenge, the killer who (a la
Hannibal) likes to feast on his
bagged prey, doesn’t exactly get
the job done, leaving it open for
Bowers’s rage to destroy him or
catch him and send him back to
prison where he belongs.
Another plotline is also going
on. Odd suicides are happening
and, unfortunately for some, one of
the suicide victims is the brother of
the FBI Director. Like a dog with
a bone, the director asks her best,
Bowers, to focus on what really
happened. Was this a suicide, or
are there murders occurring right
under their noses?
It’s difficult when writing a
series to keep the chilling, nonstop action going; Steven James
has never had that problem. He
mentions an old saying in this book:
While we live, let us live. And with
this outstanding series, this author
has definitely given renewed ‘life’
to the suspense genre and suspense
fans everywhere. Bravo!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “The Sapphire Storm” The Tallent
& Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■
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THE NIGHT IS ALIVE
By Heather Graham

Unmi stak able
in style, Heather
Graham continues
to entertain with the
second in this year’s
Krewe of Hunters
series with “The
Night is Alive.”
Abigail
Anderson—recent
graduate of Quantico’s FBI
Academy—has returned home
at the request of her grandfather,
Gus. Home isn’t the typical
abode but a historic tavern with
a prominent spot on Savannah,
Georgia’s haunted tour schedule.
The Dragonslayer has an illustrious
history going back generations in
Abigail’s family. But Gus isn’t there
to greet her and when she finds his
lifeless body in the tunnel system
under the tavern, she’s devastated.
When she learns that there has
been a string of murders, Abigail
decides to postpone her return to
the academy, but soon realizes that
she needs some assistance if she’s
going to track down this murderer.
Specialized FBI assistance, actually,
because the Dragonslayer isn’t on
the list of haunted tourist spots for
no reason. Her long dead ancestor,
Blue Anderson, is popping in, but
Abigail isn’t adept at speaking to
ghosts. In fact, she assumed that
her memories of Blue from her
childhood were just a dream.
The Krewe of Hunters is an
elite team within the FBI that
focuses on the paranormal and
they are very particular about
the cases they take on. So when
Malachi Gordon arrives, stating
that he’d been sent by the Krewe
and if the case warranted their full
participation, he’d call them in,
Abigail isn’t impressed. He’s not
even an agent, so it seems she’s on
her own, but Malachi matches her
step for step and she can’t decide
whether he’s more of a hindrance
or help. Either way, she doesn’t
have time for the stirrings of
romance. She has a killer—who is
impersonating Blue Anderson—to
catch.
The mix of a likable cast
of characters, interspersed with
a perfectly depicted setting in
Savannah’s historic district, make
an irresistible read. Graham always
delivers.
Reviewed by Shannon Raab for
Suspense Magazine ■
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DARK WATERS

By Toni Anderson
Anna Silver has received a phone message from her father, Davis. His voice is chilling, as
if he’s in mortal danger, scaring Anna to her very core.
His message states that he’s in trouble, and that same trouble is coming for her. He speaks
about information—a letter that Anna must have that tells exactly what he’s been up to since
he was paroled.
Davis was incarcerated because he had stolen a million dollars from his employer;
however, Davis is in even more trouble now. He tells his daughter that she must head straight to Davis’s
former cellmate, Brent Carver, for help. Unfortunately, before being able to state why Anna would need help,
the call is immediately cut off.
Soon Anna is given the news that her father has been killed in a bloody accident; his life lost by falling in
front of a train. The authorities tell her that her father was running away from the security force of his current
employer at the time the accident occurred. Yet another employer that Davis supposedly embezzled money
from.
Heading straight to Brent Carver, Anna finds him living on Vancouver Island. Together, they discover
that there is far more to her father’s death than meets the eye. This was no accident; Davis was murdered. The
bad guys are tracking Anna because of this information her father supposedly sent to her, but Anna still has
no idea where or what the information is. These killers have no conscience. They have a job to do, and anyone
who gets in their way will be killed.
Running for their lives, Anna and Brent not only experience fear and panic, but a passion erupts between
them that brings secrets long hidden to the surface.
A truly interesting mystery with plenty of action and many fascinating characters that you will definitely
form a love/hate relationship with. Toni Anderson’s writing is first class. Enjoy!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm” The Talent & Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

WHAT SHE SAW

By Sheila Lowe
Imagine waking up on a train and having no recollection of how you got there. The more
you think, the more you realize that you don’t have any idea who you are…no name, no
memories, no life.
This is the situation you’re drawn into in “What She Saw.” A woman…no name, no
memory, no life…only fear. By chance or fate, she runs into someone who knows her and
gives her a ride home. At her home she finds two IDs, two sets of keys, one face…hers, but
two separate lives!
Sheila Lowe has written a psychological thriller that crosses and erases genres. Medical, YA, suspense,
and espionage just to name a few. I was blown away by the raw emotion “What She Saw” exuded and how
much I liked and hated the characters in the book.
For me, that’s the sign of a great book. Being drawn into the characters’ lives, hopes, and troubles.
Put this on your list of must-reads, but be careful you might just lose your mind.
Reviewed by J.M. LeDuc, author of “Cornerstone” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine ■

HARVEST

By Jim Crace
It’s harvest time in the realm of landed gentry and arable serfs, the barley has been scythed
and gathered, and the new Gleaning Queen is to be crowned.
The morning of the celebrations is blighted by two fires. It’s discovered one of Master
Kent’s haylofts and barn is aflame. To Walter Thirsk, it is obvious from the reaction of a few
of the simple-minded buffoons, the hallucinatory mushrooms growing in the nearby fields,
helped bring on the accidental fire.
Master Kent’s eye is turned to the secondary fire set by newcomers attempting to lay claim to a spot
of land. A fire gave them tribal rights, but whether they stayed after being shunned by the families who had
been there for generations, would be another story. The newcomers took the blame for the fire and found
themselves in the pillory. Little did the villagers know that newcomers would be their downfall; not just
these troublemakers but also by the limping figure of the map maker sent by distant relatives to lay claim to
the lands, bring sheep to graze, extinguishing the crops and forests, and laying off the workers.
Thirsk finds himself on the outs with the villagers. When the new landowner arrives, Master Kent’s
horse is brutally killed; rumors of sorcery and witches circulate and when one of the strangers, imprisoned
in the pillory, dies, a witch-hunt tears close-knit families apart as accusations destroy what scores of years
have built up.
Crace builds the suspense, clearly and precisely, drawing the reader to an astonishing closing. The
biggest chill that runs up your spine is the thrill of reading such fine prose, the lyrical stylistics of a master
writer, a modern day scribe, in the mold of his contemporaries Luis Alberto Urrea and Chris Albani.
Crace lays bare our past, the beginnings of society as we know it today, with lashings and leanings of a
futuristic age, tomorrow’s world when machinery is no longer viable and we till the earth once again for our
survival.
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler, author of “Blood on his Hands” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine ■
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THE LAST WINTER OF DANI LANCING

By P.D. Viner
For those suspense readers who are looking for an extremely deep and involved plot that jumps from
character to character and keeps them on their toes at all times, this is the one!
Although happy times are not the focus, this British debut novelist certainly delivers on the heartbreak.
Billed as a psychological thriller, the story begins twenty years after the murder and assault of Danielle
Lancing—a girl who was attending a university in Durham.
Jim, Danielle’s father, is now living everyday with Dani’s ghost; this entity talks to her father, but cannot
remember her death, or her assailant who has yet to be found. Patricia, Dani’s mother, had left her husband
after the murder occurred and is so preoccupied with her own search for her daughter’s killer that she cannot
have any normal human relationship with anyone else.
Tom Bevans is the most heartbroken, however. A detective superintendent on the local police force, Tom
had been in love with Dani from afar. He became a policeman to make a career out of helping victims like Dani,
and their families cope with the horrendous crime perpetrated on their children.
One day, Tom goes to the Lancing’s and tells them Dani’s case is going to be reopened; some old evidence
was being given another look using modern-day CSI/DNA methods, and something has come up. This news
sends Patricia on yet another quest for revenge. Her passion skyrockets, and she will not stop until her daughter
can rest in peace.
The truth will most definitely come to light with the determination of this cast, although the getting there
is a bit on the rough side. The pace is super fast, so paying attention to the script changes is a must. But the solid
writing from this new author will keep their target reader more than intrigued.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm” The Tallent & Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

NEVER COME BACK

By David Bell
With the ultimate thrillers—“Cemetery Girl” and “The Hiding Place”—David Bell
established himself as one of the brightest and best crime fiction writers of our time. Readers
rejoice! Because this third ‘gift’ is even greater (if possible) than the first two.
Elizabeth Hampton is the main character of this riveting tale. Going through an extremely
rough time in life, Elizabeth learns that her mother, Leslie, has passed away completely
unexpectedly. Devastated beyond belief, Elizabeth also must face the fear and worry of her new
responsibility. Because of her mom’s death, it’s now up to Elizabeth and her Uncle Paul, to be in charge of
caring for her special needs brother, Ronald.
But the care quickly turns to protection detail when authorities pick Ronald as the prime suspect in her
mother’s murder. Apparently, the police have discovered that Leslie was strangled, and they seem to have
enough evidence or supposition to believe that Ronnie was responsible.
Elizabeth has faith that her brother isn’t capable of murder. However, she can find no one with a motive.
The only odd thing she comes up against is something stated in the will. Being named executrix of her mother’s
estate, Elizabeth finds that there’s a stranger named in Leslie’s will who no one knows about or has ever heard
of before.
Leaving her life behind, Elizabeth is forced into returning home. And being that she’s the only one who
seems to think that Ronnie is innocent, she must find out why, exactly, this stranger has been left one-third of
her mother‘s estate.
This book is a definite page-turner. The family, mostly Elizabeth, is not exactly what you would call a very
loving bunch. But the reader will find themselves pulled into the drama as they try to figure out exactly what
happened to Leslie.
David Bell, once again, has written an incredible, unique thriller that will have you hooked!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm” The Tallent & Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

ROXY'S STORY

By V.C. Andrews
Ah, yes, as I indicated with “Forbidden Sister,” I am home again, safe within the arms of another Andrews
book.
This book goes back and explains what happened to Emmie Wilcox’s sister. Emmie was the protagonist in
“Forbidden Sister” and now Roxy Wilcox is the star of the show in “Roxy’s Story.” It seems only fitting that we
understand what led Roxy to the life she led when Emmie finally found her in “Forbidden Sister.”
Roxy was a young girl, not yet eighteen, who was kicked out her house and cut off from her family. Was it
her parents’ fault or Roxy’s? I venture to say a bit of both, really. Roxy had a lot of growing up to do.
Alone in the world, Roxy is just about to give up, concede defeat, and head back home to face a militarystyle father. Life in the slums isn’t what she pictures her newfound freedom to be like, but alas, it is and it’s not
an ideal living arrangement for a girl who hasn’t even graduated high school. Then Mr. Bob comes to the rescue
or does he really offer her a life or promiscuity and self-destruction?
This novel will definitely answers the questions about Roxy posed in “Forbidden Sister,” but the beauty
of it is, you really don’t have to read the first to understand the second. It flows like a river can: some rapids
and some peaceful currents as Roxy comes to understand not only Mrs. Brittany—her ‘mentor’—but a deeper
part of herself as well. A much bigger picture is presented to Roxy that allows her to recognize just what is
important in life.
You will not regret picking up this book and I look forward—as always—to another Andrews tale.
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina, author of “The Other Side: Melinda’s Story” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■
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MOTHER, MOTHER
By Koren Zailckas

To put things in
the simplest terms
when
describing
this novel, think
Mommie
Dearest
meets Psycho. Then
just sit back, open
the book, and have
an absolute ball.
Josephine
Hurst
is
‘Mother’—a very dominant and
controlling individual. Josephine
and her family live in a beautiful
home, and she is under the
impression that she’s leading a
perfect life. Being married to
Douglas, a pro in the tech world,
is easy. Like an ostrich, he has his
head buried deep in the sand, or
else in a bottle, most of the time
and doesn’t pay any attention to
the way his wife’s mind works.
Two lovely daughters and
a son are part of the scene: Rose,
Violet, and Will. Rose runs away
with her boyfriend and her
siblings are left with a great deal
of trouble. Violet handles it with
drugs and philosophy. Mother
finally succeeds in having Violet
admitted to a psych ward when the
child begins dressing oddly and
chops off her hair.
As for Will, he is a brilliant
boy, but has been diagnosed with
Asperger’s Syndrome and epilepsy.
Due to his afflictions, Will has
allowed Mother to turn him
against his sisters and make him
into her own personal lap dog.
Mother is one of those
characters that makes you want to
reach into the pages and throttle
her. The reader will be hanging on
every word, wanting nothing more
than for her to get what’s coming
to her. With one child free, one
suffering from medical issues, and
another suffering from Josephine’s
warped mind, violence ensues.
Child services steps in and
goes after Mother. Unfortunately,
it will be a true fight because
Mother has no intention of giving
up her perfect life.
A truly believable book. The
author has done a magnificent
job of writing Mother so well that
readers will get a psychological
thrill, and not the stereotypical
gore that comes with a horror
story.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “The Sapphire Storm: Tallent &
Lowery Book Two” published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine ■
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TREASURE HUNT
By Andrea Camilleri

Inspector Montalbano has
become a popular
character
over
time, and with this
sixteenth installment,
it seems fitting to
congratulate
the
author on continuing
to give readers the
perfect mix of humor
and blood.
This particular mystery begins
with an elderly brother and sister
who live in a large house in the
town of Vigata. Talk about Godly;
these siblings never miss a church
service and would’ve liked to
become priests in order to wear the
vestments of the holy men they so
admire. Their dream didn’t come to
fruition because their parents own
a business in town and the children
had to work for them.
When their parents pass,
things change, and Gregorio and
Caterina, turn to selling antiques.
After ten years, they began to hide
out in their home, no church for
them anymore; all the townspeople
see of the duo are banners being
hung off their balcony warning the
people that the siblings would soon
punish them for their sins. True
to their word, each grabs a gun
and starts shooting, administering
punishment for all.
Inspector Montalbano is
called in to scale the wall and
capture the snipers. Investigating
the house, however, is even scarier
than the snipers themselves. Inside
there are many religious artifacts,
not to mention an ancient inflatable
doll that readers will get a true kick
out of.
To top off these oddities, the
Inspector begins receiving strange
messages telling him that he has
become wrapped up in a treasure
hunt; a puzzle that Montalbano
must solve. Although humor
reigns inside the Inspector’s mind,
assuming that it’s nothing more
than a silly prank, the blood starts
flowing and a real hunt begins.
The most unique gift an
author can have is the ability to give
the reader a scene of frightening
suspense, and be able to interject
just that bit of humor that makes
them laugh and scream out loud.
This is a fantastic job!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “The Sapphire Storm: Tallent &
Lowery Book Two” published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■
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THE OMEGA PROJECT

By Steve Alten
Anytime a story starts out with a super computer running the show or a trip to outer
space, I get nervous, so imagine my total paranoia when I began reading Steve Alten’s newest
sci-fi thriller, “The Omega Project.” It has BOTH a super computer and a planned trip to a far,
distant world. But then the story starts moving along and the ‘scary’ really begins.
‘Ike’ Eisenbraun is asked to join a team of would-be space travelers, before the start of
their trip, to ferret out a psychopath in the group. Little does he know that the psychopath he is
seeking is the super computer that he, himself invented. Slapped into a cryo tube against his will, Ike is taken
back in time…or is it forward in time, to a place so unrecognizable, he is shocked to find he is actually still
on earth, but millions of years into the future. Ike must figure out how to save himself as well as what’s left of
the human race.
For this reader, Alten’s newest novel is reminiscent of H.P. Lovecraft and Edgar Rice Burroughs,
with strange creatures, inhospitable terrain, and danger at every turn. The evolutionary representations of
future creatures are both far out, and at the same time, logical. The writing is fabulously descriptive and
imaginative…two qualities that shine through all of Alten’s works.
“The Omega Project” is a pure adrenaline rush that made me hold my breath and hold on tighter as
Alten lays it all out for the reader. No sci-fi lover will want to miss this one. I may have to dust off my copy of
“Meg” and re-read it, just to keep the magic going.
Right on the mark and well worth the time, “The Omega Project” is right on the money. Alten has
another winner.
Reviewed by DJ Weaver (WebbWeaver Reviews) co-author of “Collecting Innocents” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

THE HEAVENS RISE

By Christopher Rice
My first foray into the world twisted by New York Times bestseller Christopher Rice will
absolutely not be my last. With rich, multi-layered characters merging into the lush backdrop
of pre- and post-Katrina, south Louisiana, Rice had my attention from the start.
Niquette Delongpre is like most typical teens. She’s in love, planning her future, and all
should be right with her world. But when a rumor runs rampant that her beau—Anthem
Landry—has been with another girl, Niquette’s world spirals. Even her best friend, Ben
Broyard, can’t sway her dark and dangerous mood. When Niquette starts playing with fire—in the form of
secretly seeing Marshall Ferriot—she realizes much too late that she’s gone too far.
The loss of Niquette and her family shatters Ben and Anthem and when Marshall plunges off the mental
deep end, this insular community is traumatized. However, time moves on and heals all wounds and years
later, the Delongpre and Ferriot families are a distant memory.
Ben, now a reporter for the Kingfisher, is one of the few exceptions. He is convinced that Marshall had
something to do with the disappearance of the Delongpre’s all those years ago and nothing about Niquette is
a distant memory. Anthem, too, is irreparably damaged by the loss. However, Marshall is in no condition to
talk. He’s been the permanent resident of a fulltime care facility since shortly after Niquette’s disappearance.
Marshall seems to be a victim of his own malevolence and is locked in his own mind and body.
When the bloody remains of animals begin to pile up outside the window of Marshall’s room, it’s a short
step to larger victims. But victims of whom? Marshall is immobile and he couldn’t possibly be the cause.
In Rice’s world, nothing is as it seems. Every twist and unexpected revelation fell into place smoothly
and kept me engaged, wanting to rush ahead to see what may be next. I’ll be first in line looking forward to
the next amazing story.
Reviewed by Shannon Raab for Suspense Magazine ■

THE BACK ROAD

By Rachel Abbott
It’s been said that if we don’t correct our mistakes, we are bound to repeat them. It has also
been said that a single thread of a lie will spin itself into a web of deceit and those who spin the
web will only catch themselves.
Rachel Abbott has written a psychological thriller that leaps from the pages and into your
pores. In “The Back Road,” you will meet a group of friends who all seem so ‘normal,’ but you
will soon find out that no one is as they appear. With each word spoken and with each sweet
emotion, another lie is spun and another bitter thought is tasted.
The plot revolves around two separate stories intertwined masterfully by Abbott. We meet two sisters,
Ellie and Lou (Lenora) and find out just a pittance of their twisted pasts. We will also meet Abby, a teenager
who lies in a coma after being struck by a hit and run driver. Three lives, all different, their friends and
families, all strangers, and yet their lives are brought together in the web of a single lie spun into a huge web
of hate, lust, and deception.
How far are these people willing to go in order to feed the lie? How deep are their scars and what are
they willing to do to hide the truth...and for that matter, what is the truth?
Rachel Abbott will keep you guessing long into the night and just as soon as you’ve figured it out...think
again!
“The Dark Road” is reminiscent of Hitchcock and will immediately have you thinking of Stephen King,
but don’t be deceived, it is pure Abbott!
Don’t lie to yourself. The truth is...you will love this book.
Reviewed by J.M. LeDuc, author of “Cornerstone” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine ■
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TELL NO LIES

By Gregg Hurwitz
Daniel Brasher and his wife, Christina, are a great couple. They’re happy in their lives
and their love for one another is strong. Daniel has recently given up a very lucrative job as a
money manager, choosing to be a counselor and meeting with paroled criminals. Good at his
work, Daniel is about to start his own private counseling practice.
Coming from an extremely wealthy family in San Francisco, Daniel has to deal with the
fact that his mother has always been just a little disappointed in him. This aristocratic woman
simply doesn’t understand why her son distances himself from the rich, and takes interest in people she
wouldn’t even hire to do her lawn. It also doesn’t help that Mom never gets Daniel’s wife’s name right.
One day, Daniel goes into his department mailbox to clean it out. In the box he finds a letter addressed
to someone else. The note reads: “Admit what you’ve done or you will bleed for it. You have ‘til November 15th
at midnight.” Seeing as that date has gone by and the addressee is still alive, all is forgotten. But…this first
warning is only the beginning.
Daniel starts to find more letters addressed to others in his mail, and after notifying the authorities,
Daniel soon finds out that these people have gone missing. Suddenly receiving a threat on his own life
with no clue as to what he has supposedly done, Daniel tries to outwit the anonymous sender and possible
murderer with the help of his wife and friends in the police department.
This is a fun book to read. Not only is the suspense factor very high, but the back story with Daniel and
his mother is interesting. She certainly has a warped sense of humor and an attitude that won’t quit, making
this a great book for any reader who wants to be chilled and entertained at the same time.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Sapphire Storm: Tallent & Lowery Book Two” published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

THE WRONG GIRL

By Hank Phillippi Ryan
“The Wrong Girl,” the latest mystery by Agatha and Anthony award-winner Hank
Phillippi Ryan, tackles an emotional, sensitive subject head-on: an adoptive child desperately
searching for her birth mother. Boston newspaper reporter Jane Ryland is drawn into
the search by a former colleague, who suspects that she has been reunited with the wrong
mother—deliberately—by Brannigan Family and Children Services, the respected adoption
agency she turned to for help. This betrayal and deception could be the biggest story of Jane’s
career, but at what cost?
For Boston Detective Jake Brogan, Jane’s (possible) love interest, a young woman’s brutal murder seems
at first to be a case of domestic violence. But who is the victim? Where is the murder weapon? And who
placed the nine-one-one call to alert the police to the tragedy?
The murder of the anonymous young woman has even more tragic consequences: her two toddlers,
found at the scene of the crime, are immediately shuttled into the state’s foster care system. Then Jake finds
an empty cradle in the apartment. Where is the baby who should have been sleeping there?
Jake and Jane are soon on parallel courses, not realizing how their individual journeys into the twisted
world of adoption and foster care are destined to intertwine and explode into threats, more violence, and,
ultimately, additional murders.
Hank Phillippi Ryan has woven a tight plot with enough twists and turns to keep her readers guessing
until the very end. “The Wrong Girl” was penned by The Right Author.
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Class Reunions Can Be Murder” for Suspense Magazine ■

THE FAME THIEF

By Timothy Hallinan
This is Hallinan’s third entry in the Junior Bender series. The main character (not really
a hero, because heroes are on the side of justice, right?) is a fun guy to hang out with. He’s a
witty burglar who kept me reading, turning the pages as fast as I could.
As the story starts, he’s been summoned by Irwin Dressler, a mob boss who controls
much of the Hollywood movie industry, is ninety-three years old, and dresses like a colorblind
golfer. Dressler is not a man Junior wants to cross, given that the old guy is surrounded by
muscle men and has the ability to send Junior swimming with cement boots firmly in place. The trouble is,
Junior isn’t quite sure what his mission is.
He knows it involves Dolores La Marr, who, the last time she was seen in public, was one of the most
beautiful women on the planet. Dressler adored her. That was in 1951. Pictures of her cavorting with gangsters
in Las Vegas were enough, in those times, to bring her career to a screeching halt. Now, sixty years later, most
of the people who had a hand in her downfall are dead, so Junior isn’t quite sure how to go about finding
out who Dressler should wreak his revenge on. And why now? La Marr, when Junior interviews her in the
luxurious apartment she never leaves, is now eighty-three, obese, and seemingly content to hole up in her
12,000 square feet abode, surrounded by belligerent, protective Koreans, and a ghost of a previous occupant.
The more Junior finds out, the less sense it makes. But the threats to his daughter make enough sense for
him to keep digging. Great page turner.
Reviewed by Kaye George, author of “Death in the Time of Ice” for Suspense Magazine ■
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THE SMALL HAND
and THE DOLL
By Susan Hill

This
book
includes a ghoststory
duo
that
may remind many
readers of ‘King’ at
his absolute best.
Both are scary; both
make you look under your bed; and
after reading these, if you ever see a
doll with blue eyes or a ramshackle
garden, you’ll run away from both
with a chill in your bones.
Beginning with “The Small
Hand,” readers are taken down a
country road that goes right past a
home in a state of disrepair. All that
can be made out from the road is
a dilapidated sign that once read,
White House.
Being lost, Adam Snow stops
and takes a walk through the
garden. He feels as if he’s being
drawn into the vines and weeds by
a presence he doesn’t understand.
He feels the ghostly, cold hand of a
child take his own. Running away,
this antiquarian bookseller by trade,
heads to find his wealthy client.
With the thought of the
child on his mind, Adam heads to
a remote village to find another
‘must-have’ book, but the ghostly
child shows up wherever he travels.
When Adam discovers who the
ghost is and why he’s been picked as
the one who the child visits, a tale
of chilling vengeance ensues.
In “Dolly,” readers get involved
in the story of three sisters. One has
passed on and her young boy comes
to visit his aunt in a house by the
sea that doesn’t have much to offer.
Along with his visit comes another
child—the pretentious, petulant
daughter of the third sister. This girl
has always wanted a doll that her
mother always refused to buy, and
there’s a reason for that.
Scary beyond belief, this
tale is about how bad deeds can
come back tenfold upon the next
generation. Vanity is a sin. And if
you’re not careful, that vanity can
destroy.
Turn on the lights, readers.
These tales are the definition of
bone chilling.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “The Sapphire Storm” The Talent
& Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■
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THE CURE

By Douglas E. Richards
This is a tale
of vengeance, in its
own way, one that
looks into the minds
of psychopaths and
attempts to find
a way to not only
understand why they
do what they do but also how to
correct their evil and make them
human.
A murder is seen by Erin
Palmer; the murder of her family.
She watched as a psychopath
destroyed everything she had
before losing his own twisted life
in the process. Now, the overly
intelligent Erin is all grown up, and
the one thing she wants more than
anything is to work with a professor
who’s
done
groundbreaking
research in the area of psychopathic
science. Numerous scientists find
their chosen field of study because
of a personal experience. And when
Erin sets up ‘shop’ at a mediumsecurity prison delving into the
minds of psychopaths, she knows
this is her calling.
When she finds the ultimate
piece of data, and proves it beyond
a shadow of a doubt, Erin is looking
at a college career that’s now over,
and dealing with a dean that wants
nothing more than for her to go
quietly into that good night because
of what she unveiled in an interview
three years before.
But Erin is not working alone.
After the interview she’d given back
then, a man called her who truly
thought he could find a way to
change the course of psychopaths
and make them stop killing
altogether. But when Erin goes to
meet this man, he’s not who she was
expecting.
From there; a bogus job offer,
a chase, a Hive, and even an arms’
dealer gets embroiled in her once
heroic quest to save future lives.
For the reader, if you’re looking
for that thriller that’s a bit like The
Ripper meets Hannibal, you may be
disappointed. To enjoy this book
you need to be open to not only the
world of science but also the world
of science fiction.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “The Sapphire Storm” The Talent
& Lowery Adventures published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■
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RUBBED OUT

By Riley Adams
Up for barbeque? Ribs maybe? While Lulu Taylor is busy running Aunt Pat’s—her
barbecue restaurant in Memphis—her best friend Cherry is helping out their friends at the
Rock and Ribs Festival.
There, Cherry gets into a beef with another contestant in a neighboring booth. Reuben
Shaw apparently, has a tendency to rub people the wrong way and ends up getting ‘rubbed out’
himself. And that happens right after Cherry discovers one of her booth’s tarps is missing. She
finds it—covering a very dead Reuben with a butcher knife in his chest.
Cherry becomes a suspect because people saw her arguing with Reuben—then again, who didn’t?—
and because her tarp was found with the victim. Lulu comes running to the rescue to help her best friend.
It seems that Lulu has a habit of trying to help the police solve crimes and she doesn’t hesitate in getting
involved now.
Lulu finds that many people have a rocky history with Reuben and she questions anyone and everyone
she can. But Lulu sticks her nose into too many places and someone is unhappy. And that someone all but
kills her to get her to mind her own business. What would stop most people, doesn’t affect Lulu the same way
and she’s bound and determined to find the murderer.
A witty, fun read that not only satisfies a need for a good, down home mystery but comes with what
looks like really yummy recipes, too!
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina, author of “The Other Side: Melinda’s Story” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

THE NIGHT IS FOREVER

By Heather Graham
The Krewe of Hunters continues with what may be the best in the series by bestselling
author Heather Graham in “The Night is Forever.” A goose bump inducing start introduces
readers to the picturesque Tennessee hills outside of Nashville and sets the tone for a fluid,
captivating tale.
When Marcus Danby’s cold corpse is found in a desolate canyon by animal therapist
Olivia Gordon, she has mere minutes to call for help before she too is found slumped over in
the ravine. However, Olivia is far from dead. The shock of being touched and spoken to by the ghost of the
man she admired as she peered down at his lifeless form was too much for a woman who has spent her life
believing ghost sightings were a product of her imagination.
Danby’s death appeared to be an accident, but the nail in his coffin and almost guaranteed to destroy
his life’s work is the heroin discovered in his blood. A longtime champion for the downtrodden, Danby
struggled with addiction in his early years, but turned his life around and built the Horse Farm. He’s adamant
that he was drug free and murdered and Olivia is his only hope to discover the truth.
An intelligent woman, Olivia knows when she’s out of her league and calls her cousin Malachi—a recent
graduate of the FBI academy and member of the renowned Krewe. Without the cooperation and request of
local law enforcement, the team can’t waltz in and take over, but they can quietly slip in undercover to learn
more and send new-to-the-team, hunky, yet qualified, Dustin Blake.
As with all members of the Krewe, Blake has the ability to speak to the dead, which is advantageous as
Danby is only the first on the assailant’s hit list. Growing bolder, this murderer has an agenda and Olivia is a
fly in the ointment that must be wiped out.
One of the best storytellers in popular fiction today, Graham astounds time and time again. Simply
satisfying.
Reviewed by Shannon Raab for Suspense Magazine ■

MONUMENT TO THE DEAD

By Sheila Connolly
In “Monument to the Dead,” the third in New York Times bestselling author Sheila
Connolly’s Museum Mystery series, Philadelphia non-profit executive Nell Pratt’s fundraising
skills are once again taking a back seat to her sleuthing skills. As president of the Pennsylvania
Antiquarian Society, Nell is very tuned in to the local philanthropic scene. When she reads
the obituary of a former Society board member, she makes a mental note to send flowers,
but doesn’t think anything more about it. Until FBI agent James Morrison, Nell’s sometime
boyfriend, shares his suspicion that the board member was murdered. Since the donor pool
in the non-profit world is fairly small, and the Society keeps detailed records on potential donors, Nell does
some investigating and discovers that a number of other cultural community philanthropists have also died
in the last few months under similar circumstances.
The link seems to be that all the deceased were board members of the Edwin Forrest Trust. Edwin Forrest
was a real person—the first great American-born stage star—and he was born and died in Philadelphia. Nell
feels a connection to Forrest because his larger-than-life statue graces the foyer of the Antiquarian Society,
and the Society also has several Edwin Forrest artifacts on loan from the Trust in its collection.
As she continues her sleuthing, Nell turns to a few Society staff members for assistance. But the more
she uncovers, the more it seems likely that one of them is a killer. “Monument to the Dead” is a fun read,
mixing in real-life historical facts along with an intriguing plot that keeps readers turning pages as quickly as
possible!
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Class Reunions Can Be Murder” for Suspense Magazine ■
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Movies

RUSH
2013

Genre – Action/Biography (R)
Just like the mesmerizing 2010 documentary Senna, Ron Howard’s Rush
takes us into the live fast-die young world of F1 racing. I’m not a rev head, and in
my book, cars are for getting from A to B (definitely within the speed limit), so
these movies should not rev my engine.
But Rush is such a crafted film on the story of the fierce competition, in the
seventies, between Englishman James Hunt and Austrian Niki Lauda that you
can’t help enjoying it. It’s quite a remarkable tale of two crazily competitive drivers
who both sought to be F1 world champions. You would be forgiven for believing
the story had been Hollywood-fied, but it is all true. It’s an adrenaline rush and a
fascinating dramatization of a historic time in motor racing sport. Even if you are
not a sports or car racing fan you will enjoy this film.
Chris Hemsworth is surprisingly good as the carefree, drinking, philandering
James Hunt and Daniel Brühl makes a good, very serious Niki Lauda.
This is a surprisingly good date night film. The boys will love the cars and
the girls will certainly enjoy simply looking at Hemsworth, and the story moves
at a quick pace to match the cars. The incredible track footage is worth the entry

ticket alone.
Reviewed by Susan May http://anadventureinfilm.blogspot.com.au/ for Suspense Magazine ■

WORLD WAR Z
2013

Genre – Adventure/Horror (PG-13)

Zombies are the new black. You know they’ve entered popular culture when a
respected actor like Brad Pitt stars in and produces a zombie film via his ‘Plan B’
production company. Once residing in the B-grade domain, where no mainstream
author or filmmaker would dare to go less they lose their take-me-seriously badge,
zombies have become a big draw in entertainment.
The film began as a post-apocalyptic horror novel by Max Brooks entitled “World
War Z: An Oral History of the Zombie War,” using a multi-person, testimonial style.
There is tension aplenty here, along with zombies who don’t shuffle aimlessly; they
run faster than a cheetah. From almost the opening scenes in Philadelphia, we are
hurled into the action with Gerry Lane (Brad Pitt), an ex-UN worker who in his past
worked in volatile, dangerous political situations. He’s since given up the peril to be
with his family, Karin (Mireille Enos) and their two daughters.
When a rapidly spreading, zombie virus takes over the world, Gerry is the guy
called to escort an expert scientist in tracking down ‘Patient Zero.’ First though, the
UN must rescue him and his family from the infected city; no mean feat when there
are thousands of zombies everywhere, zombifying healthy people in seconds with one
bite.
Gerry must then leave his family behind at the UN Headquarters, now a ship off the coast of the U.S., and travel around
the world following clues in the hope of finding an antidote. World War Z is not just a film for the zombie or horror fans, its
solid script and performances will please most thriller and action fans. Brad Pitt, despite his huge star-persona, rarely appears
in blockbuster films, tending to prefer dramatic indie roles worthy of his acting talents. Thanks to his solid portrayal of an
ordinary man with, literally, the world on his shoulders World War Z is lifted a notch above the average.
It’s Brad Pitt versus the zombies and the winner this time is the viewer.
Reviewed by Susan May http://anadventureinfilm.blogspot.com.au/ for Suspense Magazine ■
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Movies

GRAVITY
2013

Genre – Mystery/Sci-Fi (PG-13)
Gravity is surprising, no matter which way you turn. And there is a lot of turning and
spinning, so be prepared if you suffer motion sickness. There is also a great deal of white
knuckle, breath holding moments, too.
You could be forgiven for thinking a dramatic space film with Sandra Bullock as the
lead wouldn’t work. The staging is so realistic you could also be forgiven for thinking it was
filmed entirely in space. It was actually filmed entirely at Shepperton Studios in London,
England against animated screens. You would also not expect that ninety minutes of slow
movement, fifteen minutes of dialogue in the opening, followed by mostly silence and
monologue, would be so enthralling.
But director Alfonso Cuarón has delivered a film that will grab you by the throat from
the beautiful opening scenes, and it will not release you until the end credits.
Dr. Ryan Stone, a medical genius is on her first shuttle mission and effecting repairs on a routine spacewalk. Matt Kowalsky
(George Clooney) is on his last mission and, in the magnificent opening sequence, casually zips around her admiring his final
view from space. When disaster strikes and their shuttle is destroyed through a collision with hurtling detritus, Dr. Stone
must find a way back to earth while her air runs low and she finds herself in an environment for which she is ill prepared.
Gravity has been universally praised by critics, deservedly. We’ve never seen anything like it on the big screen. It is a
haunting, thrilling masterpiece that should be enjoyed on the big screen. We saw it in IMAX in 3D and it is worth the extra
dollars to experience the full effect of this extraordinary film.
Reviewed by Susan May http://anadventureinfilm.blogspot.com.au/ for Suspense Magazine ■

48

Suspense Magazine September / October 2013 / Vol. 051

Special Preview from PAUL D. PARSONS

Baden-Powell's

Beads: London
CHAPTER 3

By Paul D. Parsons

Central Africa
1842

Ahmed bin Ibrahim waved the expedition to a halt and slumped
onto a fallen tree. The porters set their bundles aside and
clustered in small groups, awaiting orders to resume the trek.
Ibrahim wiped the sweat from his neck and swatted at the
never-ending attack of mosquitoes. He puffed harder on his
Meerschaum pipe, creating a protective cloud about his head.
The canopy of trees darkened the jungle floor and stifled any
breeze that might have reached the travelers. He signaled for
their guide.
“How much more?” the Arab trader asked. “This is
intolerable.”
“Not long now,” the small, slim, nearly naked native
replied. “Two days—maybe one week. Not long.”
“A week! You told me that three days ago.” Ibrahim
calmed himself. If he scared this heathen off into the brush,
the expedition would be hopelessly lost, not that they weren’t already. He scrutinized what was left of the army he’d started
with five months ago. He’d originally planned to sail up the Nile to its headwaters in Central Africa. However, the mighty river
had disintegrated into thousands of marshy bogs, not only unnavigable, but apparently leading nowhere. They’d abandoned
the boats and set off through the jungle on foot, guided by a captured native who professed knowledge of the terrain.
Zulu tribes had ventured north into Central Africa, making Ibrahim’s journey dangerous, even suicidal, until just recently.
Under the previous leadership of Dingane and his predecessor, Shaka, the Zulus would have tortured and killed on sight.
By comparison, the new king of the Zulus, Mpande, was peaceful, making trade possible. The ambitious Ibrahim wanted to
be the first to establish a land-based trade link between Central Africa and the Mediterranean. No civilized man had ever
ventured so far into the interior.
It had taken Ibrahim over twenty months to raise support for the journey. Leaving Cairo with 850 porters and supplies
sufficient for two years, they set sail in late 1841, working their way south up the Nile. Normal attrition from violence and
disease reduced their numbers by fifty-two while sailing up the ancient river, but he’d planned for this. It was critical there
be enough slaves left to port food, arms, ammunition and trade goods through the jungle, once they could no longer travel
by boat.
Explorers had searched for the head waters of the Nile for many years. Men like Samuel Baker, H.M. Stanley, David
Livingstone, John Speke, and Richard Burton had pushed inward from Mombasa on the east coast, across Tanganyika to
Lake Victoria and beyond in attempts to be the first to discover the great river’s origin. Ibrahim had no such ambitions. He
meant to make his fortune trading trinkets for the treasures of Central Africa—ivory, diamonds, gold and, of course, slaves.
At Khartoum, the river divided into the White and Blue Nile. Using the knowledge of those coming before him, he’d
taken the westward branch and continued along the White Nile until they reached Dufile seven weeks later. There, he’d set

SuspenseMagazine.com

49

out on foot, hoping to find large stores of valuables either for the taking or for trade.
“Why we stop?” the man known only as Casati asked. He’d been a thorn in Ibrahim’s foot since the beginning, but the
financial backers had insisted on his coming.
Ibrahim wiped the sweat from his eyes and focused on the small Arab. How did he do it? Even the natives were sweating
and obviously beaten down by the oppressive heat, yet Casati stayed dry and fresh, unaffected by the jungle. His small, rockhard body, covered loosely by his dishdashah seemed to challenge Ibrahim. More frightening was his battle-scarred face. A
long gash extended from the left side of his forehead, across his nose and deep into the jaw on the opposite side. The halves
of his face had healed slightly askew, causing the right side to sag below the left. To make matters worse, his right arm was
missing below the elbow. Whatever battles Casati had survived served only to toughen him. Ibrahim detested but also feared
the little man.
“What’s your hurry? We have days yet to travel.” Ibrahim studied Casati, who appeared anxious.
“That is not your concern.” Casati fingered something about his neck, beneath his dishdashah. “You get me to Buganda.
There I leave, and you will be rid of me.”
This, almost by itself, was reason enough for Ibrahim to resume the journey. Casati gave him the creeps.
Ibrahim left Casati and roamed about through the shrinking caravan. By his count, he was down to under four hundred
now, the jungle claiming the rest through death or desertion. His situation was not yet desperate. They’d soon need to shoot
game for meat. The last had been over a week ago when they’d been fortunate enough to come across a lone elephant. After
a day’s tracking, Ibrahim downed the beast with a well-placed shoulder shot. The natives had swarmed like ants over the
carcass, slitting open the belly and actually disappearing inside to return, bloody and grinning, with the liver. What wasn’t
eaten on the spot had been cooked and smoked for later consumption. Ibrahim added the ivory tusks to the load of the troop,
helping to fan his waning enthusiasm.
He was about to signal the porters when he noticed Casati on his prayer rug, facing east and saying his prayers—an
activity that frequently delayed their progress. Ibrahim also was Muslim, but not as devout as the scarred warrior traveling
with him.
Casati finished and packed away his rug. Ibrahim assembled the group and pushed forward behind the guide. Though
they cut a mighty swath through the undergrowth, the jungle swallowed their footprints, and within two days, the path
behind them became overgrown, invisible to the untrained eye. The trip back would be no easier.
Spilling into an open area around a small lake, Ibrahim decided to make camp for the night. The porters pitched tents
and prepared meals, starting large, smoky fires at the perimeters to ward off lions and hopefully some of the mosquitoes.
Ibrahim clustered the sick who might recover toward the center. He could ill afford to have porters carrying porters, but at
the same time, he needed every live body he could muster. Those who survived the diseases of the land would make better
slaves, less likely to take ill in the future.
Ibrahim inspected the boundaries of the campsite. He posted sentries at the sites most vulnerable to attack by man or
beast. The natives served poorly as guards, but at least they’d cry out if attacked, alerting the others. Casati pitched his tent
near Ibrahim’s. Already he was on his prayer rug, making evening supplications. Ibrahim preferred cleanliness to devotion
and made his way to the nearby lake. He bathed hurriedly, wary of crocodiles. Stepping over and around the bodies of the
slaves, he made his way back to the middle of camp and once more grilled the guide for information as to their whereabouts.
Campsites quickly took on the odor of man—hundreds of unclean bodies huddled close to each other and their own
wastes. Ibrahim had given up trying to enforce the idea of a latrine or at least a site for defecation away from their temporary
quarters. Savages.
Inside his tent, he made his daily journal entry by the light of a reed lantern. He puffed steadily on his pipe, creating
the smoke to ward off the ever present mosquitoes and free up his hands to hold the paper and write. Still, he had to swat
after writing every few words. Tonight would be another night like all the rest. Moments of sleep stolen between stings. He
wondered if he had yet learned to swish away insects while asleep.
At night, the jungle came alive, its symphony undisturbed by the presence of man. Buzzing, chirping, screeching animals
called to each other. He plugged his ears to dull the noises and keep out unwanted visitors. The temperature fell at night, but
not enough to make sleeping beneath his light blanket comfortable. They’d been gone so long, he’d nearly forgotten what it
was like to sleep in a bed with clean linen.
Barely had his head hit his bedroll when a noise caused him to start upright. A lion doesn’t really roar. Men call it that
because they have no word to accurately describe the deep, threatening bellow. Rather, the air around him vibrated and shook
him to his core. It was not heard so much as felt. Ibrahim listened for the screams that would indicate another porter had
been dragged off. None came. Slowly, he nestled back into his warm, sticky coverings. Allah, how he despised this country.
#
Morning broke with a bustle of excited activity. Ibrahim rubbed the sleep from his eyes. One of his personal slaves,
Blaseem, burst into his tent.
“Come quickly!” the native blurted out. “It is miracle!” The small savage danced about in a frenzy, eyes wide and darting,
arms flailing. “The others—they are jumping into the water,” he said. “These must be the waters of the Gods—healing waters.”
“Calm yourself, man. And quit jumping around like an idiot. What is this?”
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“Master Casati. He is whole!”
“What are you babbling about? What’s this about Casati?”
“Come. Come quickly. You see.”
Ibrahim slipped on his garment and took a moment to relieve himself outside the tent. Blaseem could barely contain
himself, pointing and gesturing toward Casati’s tent. A crowd had gathered around it. As Ibrahim watched, Casati’s personal
servant stuck his head inside his master’s tent, then ran screaming back into the safety of the throng.
Ibrahim pushed his way through the crowd and stopped outside the tent.
“Casati?” he said. “Are you all right? What is this?”
Pushing aside the tent flap, Ibrahim knelt close to the supine form of the disfigured man. Casati’s eyes danced wide with
terror, sweat pouring from his brow. He moved only his eyes to gaze at Ibrahim, and flicked them to the right side of his
covered body. The man’s left arm lay motionless outside the blankets, the form of his right arm across his chest beneath the
blanket. The right hand moved beneath the coverings. The hand? Casati had no right hand!
Ibrahim jolted back. He gazed closely at Casati’s motionless body; motionless except for his miraculously regrown right
hand moving slowly beneath the blanket, rubbing his belly, back and forth.
Casati reeked of fear, his crooked jaw trembling uncontrollably. Again he flashed his uneven eyes to the right, away
from the door and to the ground near the edge of the tent. Ibrahim moved cautiously to Casati’s feet and leaned left. The last
three feet of the monstrous serpent protruded from under the coverings; its skin pale, almost yellow; its tail stunted, ending
abruptly.
Ibrahim sucked in his breath and held it, not daring to move. Casati’s eyes widened further, pleading. Ibrahim inched
away and out of the tent.
“You see. You see it. He grow new hand!” Blaseem shouted. The crowd outside the tent bustled with excitement. One
slave with his arm bound to his side, ran to the lake and jumped in, shouting “Allah. There is but one God,” a phrase recently
learned. He stood waist deep and turned toward them, his ragged-tooth smile projecting hope and joy. As he struggled to
remove his sling, the waters about him broke and his torso was engulfed by a crocodile twice his size and dragged underwater.
No struggle followed. He was just gone.
The crowd stood hushed, shocked into silence. They’d been awaiting the emergence of a healed man and what they got
instead was his brutal death.
Ibrahim sensed the situation to be volatile. The savages might panic and scatter to the winds, leaving him abandoned in
the jungle. He grabbed Blaseem’s arm and jerked him away from the spectacle.
“Tell them it is a sign from Allah. Tell them this is evil and I will protect them. Tell them Casati’s new arm is evil and I
have turned it back into the snake from which it came.”
Blaseem stared in disbelief. He, too, looked around and must have sensed the unrest in the masses.
“A snake? The arm is a snake?”
“Yes, you fool. And a very large one. See for yourself. Look to his right side,” Ibrahim said, holding back the tent flap.
Blaseem crept into the tent and seconds later dashed out. Ibrahim caught him as he flew past.
“Well? What kind is it?” he asked.
Blaseem babbled in his native tongue, shaking his head. The few natives close enough to hear drew in a collective breath.
Ibrahim knew he was seconds away from a human stampede. He shook the small native. “Tell them what I said. Tell them
now!”
Blaseem gathered himself and hushed the crowd. Ibrahim drew up to his full height. Though he didn’t understand all of
what Blaseem said, he caught the gist of it. The crowd didn’t appear to calm, but they did act more subdued as Blaseem spoke.
When the speech ended, Ibrahim waited a few seconds to absorb the impact of the new awe in which he hoped they held
him. Stepping toward them, he waved his arms, dispersing the crowd, sending them back to work. His ruse worked and the
excitement of the moment fizzled.
Breathing a sigh of relief, he turned to Blaseem.
“Now, what do we do about Casati?”
“Gaboon Viper,” Blaseem said. “Very dangerous. Fangs as long as finger. One bite and death come quickly—and
painfully.”
“Well, we can’t just walk off and leave him, much as I’d like to. He carries something very important to my backers.”
Ibrahim considered the problem. “Blaseem, find someone to remove the snake.”
“Oh, no, Sahib. If snake disturbed, will bite Master Casati, then anyone else nearby. Is very mean, this snake.” The small
native shook his head. “Only way is to wait until snake move away to find food, or maybe we smoke it out.”
“What do you mean, ‘smoke it out’?”
“We build wet fire in door of tent. Snake no like smoke. Maybe crawl off Master Casati.”
That might work. Casati’s head could be maneuvered outside the tent by loosening the stakes and tucking the cloth
around his neck. Then someone could at least fan him and keep the swarms of mosquitoes off his face. What other choice
did they have?
“Do it. Make it so.” Ibrahim shooed Blaseem away to collect wood for the fire. He then stepped into the tent. Casati’s
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terror had multiplied. His eyes shot about, lips moving in prayer, sweat pouring from his face. Ibrahim quietly
explained the plan, but he wasn’t sure the frightened man understood.
“Water,” Casati rasped, his throat obviously parched.
Ibrahim knelt several feet away and to the left, and retrieved the man’s water jar. Did he dare offer him any? Would the act
of swallowing perturb the snake? Casati was nearing his breaking point. How long had he lain awake with the serpent on his
belly? How long could he continue to lie motionless in this heat, helpless against the onslaught of mosquitoes and other bugs?
Cautiously holding the jar to the man’s lips, Ibrahim helped him raise his head. Casati held his breath, waiting for the
strike. When none came, he accepted the water and swallowed twice. The head of the snake stirred beneath the covers.
Casati choked on the water and tried with every fiber of his being not to cough, but to no avail. He retched violently,
nearly sitting up in the process. This was followed by a blood-chilling scream as he flung the covers away with his left hand,
revealing the snake latched on to his genitalia, fangs buried deeply in his groin. Ibrahim fell backwards into the side of the
tent, pulling down the two poles and collapsing the cloth walls onto them.
Recovering quickly, Ibrahim scrambled from beneath the downed tent and scurried to a safe distance. Casati continued
to scream and thrash about under the cotton material. Ibrahim clutched one of the ropes attached to the tent and dragged it
off. Casati stood, screaming, holding the body of the attached serpent with his left hand and beating it with the stump of his
right arm. Time seemed to stand still as they watched the soon-to-be-dead man dance about with not a new arm, but with a
new, terrifying, six-foot phallus. The fury of the moment died as Casati sank to his knees in pain and spasm.
Ibrahim snatched a machete from a nearby native and hurried toward the man-snake spectacle. Casati now lay on his
right side, snake writhing in front of him. Ibrahim raised the weapon overhead and for a moment wavered about using it on
the snake or mercifully on Casati. He slashed down as close to the poor man as he dared, dividing most of the body of the
serpent from its head.
The headless body of the snake slithered off. Ibrahim knelt by the convulsing form of the disfigured little man. Naked,
except for the snake head and a bead necklace, Casati’s body bore a gruesome array of battle scars crisscrossing his back and
torso. Ibrahim rolled him to his back and supported his head. It would not be long now.
Casati was still conscious, though delirious. With his one hand, he reached to the bead necklace about his throat.
“Give…man…Buganda... Letter in chest.” He collapsed into convulsions, doubling over and retching violently. Blood
poured from his mouth and nose. Seconds passed and the seizures slowed.
“What letter? What man?” Ibrahim asked. “You want me to give a letter to some man in Buganda?”
“No!” Casati strained, clutching at his own throat. “Not letter!” Spasms cut off his breath. His tongue swelled to enormous
proportions and muted him. Terror filled his eyes until they slowly rolled up into his head and he struggled no more.
Ibrahim stared for a moment at the tortured remains of the man he’d wished gone from day one, then motioned to
Blaseem.
“Come. Help me carry him out of camp. We’ll give him a decent burial, at least.”
Blaseem approached cautiously. ‘What about snake?” he said, pointing toward the head still attached to Casati’s groin.
“You wish to remove it, be my guest,” Ibrahim said, shifting to above the victim’s head and hooking his hands underneath
Casati’s arm pits.
Blaseem shrugged and grabbed the ankles. Together, they carted the body past the gawking caravan of natives to what
they jointly agreed was a good burial site.
“Enlist some help and stack large rocks on his grave to keep the hyenas away.” Ibrahim left his servant to the thankless
task and returned to camp to go through Casati’s things and try to find the letter the little man thought so important.
#
As the natives scraped the parched earth, Blaseem allowed his eyes to wander over Casati’s body. He then assumed a new
air of authority to command the burial team. What a violent life he must have led. Strange, he would have a bead necklace
hanging between his disfigured face and scarred torso. Didn’t seem the sort of man to sport adornments. Blaseem bent to
have a closer look, still wary of the serpent head staring up at him from the man’s nether regions.
These were not simple wooden beads. Each was carved with strange, intricate images, none of which made any sense to
him. He glanced about the site. The burial team took great efforts to not look at either him or the corpse. The rest of the camp
was busy with their usual chores. With as little movement as possible, he slipped the cord of beads over the head. As he did
so, Casati’s sagging right eye flew open.
Blaseem stumbled backwards, clutching the necklace. The head of the corpse tilted as though to look his way. Must have
brushed his eye, he thought. Letting out the breath he’d sucked in, he scooted farther away and more closely examined the
beads. They might bring a good price from the Zulus, especially when related to the story of Casati’s death, which needed
little exaggeration to be fascinating. Again checking to be sure he was unobserved, he slipped the thong over his head and
tucked the beads inside his dishdashah. ■
Paul D. Parsons is author of the popular Baden-Powell’s Beads historic thriller series. This is an excerpt from the second and
current book—“Baden-Powell’s Beads: London.” Parsons resides in Nashville, TN. To learn more about this author, check out his
website at http://www.pauldparsons.com/.
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America's Favorite
Suspense Authors
On the Rules of Fiction
East Meets West Best:

Barry Lancet’s Five Rules of Writing
By Anthony J. Franze
Press Photo Credit: Ben Simmons

In this series, author Anthony J. Franze interviews other suspense
writers about their views on “the rules” of fiction. This month
Anthony sits down with editor-turned-breakout-author, Barry
Lancet.
It’s rare that I profile debut authors for this series. After all, they haven’t
had a chance yet to become one of “America’s favorite suspense authors.”
Nor do first-time authors typically have the years of experience needed to
give writing advice.
But Barry Lancet is different.
Lancet is one of the hottest debut authors of 2013. And after
reading “Japantown”—his taut international thriller that races
from San Francisco to Lancet’s adopted hometown of Tokyo—I
realized that it was a safe bet that he’ll soon be on the “favorite”
list. (I’m not alone: J.J. Abrams of Lost fame recently bought the
TV rights to the book.)
Lancet also is no rookie in the writing game. He spent more
than two decades as an editor at one of Japan’s largest publishers,
developing books on Japanese art, cuisine, history, martial arts,
Asian philosophy, and many other aspects of Japanese life. His
expertise in Japanese culture—and his experience inside the often
impenetrable world of Japanese business—shine through in his
atmospheric story of an American antique dealer who uses his
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Japan expertise to help police try to solve a brutal crime committed in San Francisco’s Japantown.
Lancet lives in Japan, but has spent the past several months in the U.S. to promote the novel. I was lucky enough to sit
down with him and discuss his advice to aspiring scribes.

1. Do something every day.

Lancet started writing “Japantown” while working about seventy hours a week as an editor. During that time, he’d heard
a recurring piece of advice from published fiction authors: “Write every day.” Lancet said that the demands of his job, family,
and the day-to-day grind prevented him from writing every day, so he decided on a more realistic goal: do something every
day.
He committed to do one thing a day toward finishing the book, even if he couldn’t write. “Many of us don’t have the
luxury to write every day,” Lancet said. “So I decided to at least try to move the ball forward in a small way each day, whether
it was organizing my notes, looking up some small fact on the Internet, coming up with a line of dialogue, or simply thinking
about my plot or characters. Whether I had five minutes or five hours, I just made a point to do something.”
Lancet said that the small things add up and, even if you can’t write on a given day, doing something keeps your head in
the story. Lancet wrote much of the initial draft of “Japantown” on scraps of paper while standing up on a crowded Japanese
commuter train. “Those ten to twenty minutes crammed in the train paid returns and it kept me moving forward, even if just
a little at a time. If I’d thought I had to write every day to become a novelist, I would have given up. You shouldn’t. You don’t
need to write every day, but you need to do something.”

2. Make the good guy smart, but the bad guy smarter.

As for writing advice, Lancet said that the best single piece of advice he could give new suspense writers is to make their
protagonist highly intelligent—but make the antagonist even more so. “This challenges the writer to ratchet up the story on
nearly every level. If the bad guy continually outfoxes the hero, it forces the writer to get more creative.” How can the hero
get the better of someone who is, well, better? “Figuring that out leads to upgrades in your plot, in your dialogue, and in your
action.” Lancet said that doing this also helps the writer create more memorable characters. “When the writer puts his or her
protagonist up against a formidable adversary, the reader can’t wait to see what both sides will do next.”

3. Write around problems.

Before Lancet began writing full-time, one of his jobs as an editor was to help his nonfiction authors through the barriers
they encountered. One way to break through tough spots, he found, was for authors to lose their inner perfectionist; to write
without feeling the need to fill in all the details or make things perfect as they went along.
For fiction, Lancet similarly believes in momentum over perfection when writing first drafts. “Writers shouldn’t stop to
put in a description of a locale or what a person looks like if they are writing fast and furious or if they just don’t feel like filling
in certain details along the way. Put in a note to yourself to come back later.”
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If the writer is “in the zone” it’s better to keep the story moving and clean up the rest later. “You don’t want to mess up
the flow or tension by stopping to focus on some detail you can address some other time. And often, when you come back,
you can make the minor details you’ve written around better than they would have been if you’d stopped along the away.”

4. When you get stuck, write your hero into a corner.

Regarding more fundamental barriers in writing fiction, Lancet said something that helped him was to “write the hero
into a corner, some situation that seems to have no way out—then get him or her out of it.” Lancet said that for “Japantown,”
he wrote Jim Brodie into several tough spots and then would spend days just thinking about how to get him out of it. “Putting
a character’s back against the wall forces you to think outside the box and pushes you creatively. At a minimum, it keeps the
engine idling and gives you something to focus on while you’re stuck.”

5. Double-back and re-review.

Double what, and re-what? Lancet said the best editing advice he gleaned from his twenty-five years of experience is to
edit a chapter, then immediately double back and edit the same chapter again. “It’s hard to edit your own work. Something
about doubling back and re-reviewing the same chapter right away after you’re familiar with it, gives you a better perspective.
I sometimes get my best lines of dialogue or best details after I double back and re-review.”
Lancet said he usually edits a small chunk of related chapters (anywhere from one to about three chapters) and then
immediately goes back and reads and edits them again. He also mixes it up, sometimes editing on the screen, sometimes
editing on paper. “You see different things when you read on a screen versus reading on paper. There’s no substitute for
editing both ways.”
With a multi-book deal from Simon & Schuster, foreign sales, television rights, and starred reviews, Lancet is doing
something right. And I predict that soon one of Japan’s resident writers will soon become one of America’s favorites. Stay
tuned. ■
Anthony J. Franze is the author of the debut legal thriller, “The Last Justice.” In addition to his writing, Anthony is a lawyer in the
Appellate and Supreme Court practice of a major Washington, D.C. law firm and an adjunct professor of law. Anthony is active
in the International Thriller Writers association where he Co-Chairs ITW’s Debut Authors Program, is the Awards Coordinator
for the Thriller Awards, and is the Assistant Managing Editor of the Big Thrill magazine. Anthony lives in the D.C. area with his
wife and three children. Learn more about Anthony at http://www.anthonyfranzebooks.com.

Montage Press Photo Credit: Michael Palmer (St. Martin’s Press), Tess Gerritsen (www.tessgerritsen.com), Steve Berry (Kelly Campbell), John
Lescroart (provided by author), Gayle Lynds (www.gaylelynds.com), Richard North Patterson (Miranda Lewis), Anthony J. Franze (provided by
author), Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child (provided by authors), John Gilstrap (Kensington Publishing), Catherine Coulter (provided by author),
Brad Meltzer (Herman Estevez), Heather Graham (provided by author), Andrew Gross (provided by author), Robert Dugoni (provided by author),
Michael Connolly (Philippe Matsas), Alexandra Sokoloff (Lawrence Smith), Karen Dionne (provided by author), Jamie Freveletti (provided by
author), J.T. Ellison (provided by author), James Bruno (provided by author), and David Morrell (Jennifer Esperanza).
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THIS BEAD LEADS TO

MURDER!
Author Paul D. Parsons
Returns with
Baden-Powell’s
Beads: London

(Second in the BEADS Series)

“A well-executed mix of
Indiana Jones-style adventure
and political thriller.”
-Kirkus

“...a history-based adventure
with a solid premise and
plenty of drama and conflict.”
- CLARION REVIEW

Available through bookstores and at WWW.AMAZON.COM
in print or ebook format.
Also purchase the book that started it all...
BADEN-POWELL’S BEADS
Visit www.pauldparsons.com & Follow the author on Facebook
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Interview by Suspense Magazine

J

got in the way.

essica Allain was born in
New Brunswick, Canada and
resides in Montreal. Since her early
years, she’s been coloring, painting,
crafting, and winning awards for her
artwork. She moved from charcoal
pencil drawings to oil and acrylic
painting by high school. As happens
with most of us, her art took a
backseat when she left school. Life

In Montreal, Jessica began toying with the idea of building
her own website and learned—on her own—how to do that and
use Photoshop. Jessica wanted to incorporate artwork into her site
and ventured into the world of DeviantArt.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Of all your amazing pieces, which
is your favorite and why?

Good Witch

Jessica Allain (J.A.): My favorite piece is Ice Queen; for some reason
this piece speaks to me. She looks so cold and colorless, but a colorful
butterfly beside her speaks of warmth and life.
S. MAG.: What do you like most about photo manipulation as
opposed to any other style of art you have used before?
J.A.: What I like about photo manipulation the most is how versatile
it is. It can be mixed with all kinds of digital mediums and you can
create such wonderful things, the possibilities are endless.
S. MAG.: What is the best piece of advice you’ve ever been given?
Would you give that same advice to aspiring artists?
J.A.: The best advice I ever received was to not go through any
technical training because it would change my outlook on how I
approach my artwork, I would say the same to aspiring artists, but
I would also tell them if they feel pursuing a technical education in
art is for them, go for it.
S. MAG.: Do you have a specific process that you follow when you
begin a new piece? Can you describe your creative process?

Powder Room
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J.A.: The process begins with choosing a model in most cases and
imagining what kind of environment she could be in, then move onto
creating the background environment and other ideas sometimes
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The Guardian

Les Esmerelda
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“I am usually just spending time with family
or friends, or curling up with a good book.”
surface during this process.

S. MAG.: Do you allow someone to critique your creations before
you submit them to the art world?
J.A.: Sometimes I let my boyfriend check them out prior to uploading.
He is also a hobbyist in photo manipulation so this helps.
S. MAG.: Who is your favorite artist? What draws you to their
work?
J.A.: Currently my favorite artist is http://perlamarina.deviantart.
com/. I love her style and the detail and themes of her artwork are
remarkable. Each time I see her work, it takes my breath away and
I am always asking myself how she accomplished such an amazing
outcome.
S. MAG.: What do you do for fun when you’re not creating
beautiful images?

Wonderland

J.A.: I’m pretty quiet, so when I am not doing art, I am usually just
spending time with family or friends, or curling up with a good book.
S. MAG.: Money, possibility of fame, or the fun of it? What
motivates you?
J.A.: Making art is somewhat of an addiction for me; takes me away
from everyday worries, so I would say the motivation is to keep
myself sane and grounded at times.
S. MAG.: Creatively, what brings you joy? What about in your dayto-day life?
J.A.: Creatively speaking, I like looking at others’ works; they are
always a source of joy and inspiration. In life, my family, friends,
boyfriend all bring joy into my life on a daily basis.
S. MAG.: Where do you see yourself in five years? Ten?
J.A.: I see myself always involved in art, as a full time career maybe,
but I do have other aspirations and things I would like to achieve, so
only the future can tell.
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Thank you, Jessica for your time. If you would like to learn
more about Jessica and her work, check out her Deviant Art site at
http://enchantedwhispers.deviantart.com/. ■
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Sometimes the brightest stars aren’t found in the sky at all, but rather, right beneath our
fingertips. A shipment of review books from Suspense Magazine introduced me to a little novel
titled “The Grove” a couple years back. I have been a relentless fan of the writer ever since. As
a diehard horror fan, I questioned whether this writer could keep my attention in the thriller/
suspense genre.
I had absolutely nothing to worry about!
Join me as we sit down with award-winning author John Rector.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): The first novel of yours I read was “The Grove.” It was brilliant, by
the way! How has your writing style changed since that earlier novel?
John Rector (J.R.): My goal has always been simplicity and clarity, and that hasn’t changed. I still want to
make every line as clean and as uncluttered as possible, and if I can do that in a vivid and poetic way, I’m
happy.
If you’re talking about subject matter, I have drifted away from the creepy, semi-supernatural story lines lately, but that’s
only temporary. I tend to go in cycles, and the novel I just started working on is much more like “The Grove” than the last few
have been. It has that same, dread-filled, creepy feel to it.
S. MAG.: You were one of the first authors picked up by Amazon’s Thomas & Mercer imprint. Tell us a little about the process
and how it is working with one of the biggest corporations in the industry?
J.R.: I actually signed my first deal with Amazon Publishing back in 2009 after they contacted me about releasing “The Grove”
on their Encore imprint, so I’ve been lucky enough to have a front row seat as they’ve evolved and grown over the last few years.
My experience working with Amazon Publishing hasn’t been much different than my experience working with my first couple of
publishers, Tor/Forge and Simon & Schuster, in that they are all staffed by very smart, hard working people who love books and
want you to succeed. The one area where they are different is in how they work with authors. Amazon Publishing, and especially
Thomas & Mercer, is run more like a team than the big publishers. They want the author’s input on things like covers, back copy,
and even any promotional ideas you’d like to try, and that’s something big publishers traditionally don’t do.
As far as Thomas & Mercer goes, I’ve always thought working with them was like working with an incredibly passionate and
forward-thinking small-press publisher who happens to have very deep pockets and their own global distribution network. The
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Thomas & Mercer team is always looking for new ways to
reach readers and get the books in front of a larger audience,
and they’re willing to experiment and step out of their
comfort zone to do it. If something works, great. If it doesn’t,
they shrug and try something else. It’s almost surreal to watch
because it’s so out of the publishing norm, but that’s how they
do it. Thomas & Mercer is definitely a different breed.
S. MAG.: Is there a particular genre that you might like to
try your hand at, but have been a bit leery of?
J.R.: I’d like to write a big, sprawling space-opera series. I
even have the idea along with characters and the universe
it’ll be set in. The problem is finding the time to figure out
the nuances of the genre while working on my other books.
I’m a slow writer, so most of my energy goes to the genre I’m
working in, but maybe someday I’ll be able to step back and
take a year to work on something completely different.
S. MAG.: Do you feel that writers should find a genre and
stick with it, or, do you feel that the genre lines should be
blurred a bit?
J.R.: I think a writer should write whatever they feel like writing.
One of my all-time favorite writers was Richard Matheson. He wrote in several different genres:
crime, science fiction, westerns, romance, etc., and he was brilliant at them all. If you have that
kind of time, talent, and imagination, you might as well go for it. And with all the changes in
publishing happening right now, writers have the freedom to follow different paths.
S. MAG.: If you could convert any novel into a horror, which one would you choose and why?
J.R.: “Atlas Shrugged.” I think all hidden utopias need at least one good axe murderer.
S. MAG.: “Out of the Black” is a pure, adrenaline-based, in-your-face suspense thriller. What separates your book from
others in the genre?
J.R.: I’d say the style more than anything else. The current trend with most contemporary thrillers seems to be to add a lot of
extraneous information and really bulk up the length of the book, but this rarely does anything for the story. I’ve always believed
that if a scene doesn’t build character or develop the plot, then it needs to go. I don’t see any reason to include a scene about the
contents of the narrator’s refrigerator, or what movies they loved when they were in college, unless those things somehow play into
the story. There are other ways to create believable characters without boring your readers with long, drawn-out, and unfocused
passages that mean nothing and have no bearing on the story.
Another difference is that I try to give the reader as little as possible, whenever possible, without losing the strength of the
narrative. I want them to build as much of the story in their head as they can because that’s where it’ll have the biggest impact.
If I’m able to create a vivid character or crank up the emotions in a scene with a single line or two and then let the reader’s
imaginations do the rest, the story will resonate on a deeper level than if I spell out every single detail. This requires a little more
work on the reader’s part, but I think the reward is greater. The downside is running the risk of writing too thin. It’s a really fine
line, and I don’t always hit that sweet spot, but I keep trying.
S. MAG.: Every writer, no matter their station in life, has their very own “literary crush,” so to speak. Who is that one author
who simply gives you butterflies?
J.R.: I don’t know about butterflies, but I’d love to meet Stephen King. There’s not even a second name on that list.
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S. MAG.: If you could write a novel with any of the literary greats, living or dead, who would you choose and what genre
would the two of you tackle?
J.R.: He might not be a “literary great” in the traditional sense, but I’d go with the horror genre and Ira Levin. In my opinion,
there’s no one who can touch him when it comes to plotting. I would love to know his process and see how he worked through
some of those books.
S. MAG.: You were recently honored with an award by International Thriller Writers for Best Short Story. First off,
congratulations, and I wish we could have been there! Tell us more about the award and the experience of being nominated
and winning.
J.R.: Thank you. The award this year was for best short story, which also included novellas. I was nominated for my novella, “Lost
Things,” and they presented the awards during the Thrillerfest banquet at the Grand Hyatt in Manhattan. I was also nominated
the year before for best novel with “Already Gone,” but I lost that one. Both nominations were a wonderful validation, but I have
to say that winning was much more fun.
S. MAG.: You have dabbled in horror, thrillers, and suspense. What can we look forward to in the coming months from you?
J.R.: I’m just finishing up a novella about a group of high school girls in the 1980s who accidentally kill one of their classmates
and then try to cover it up. The story takes place in my hometown of Colorado Springs, and it’s pretty much an all-female cast,
which I’ve never done. But I like the story so far, and it’s been a lot of fun to write.
S. MAG.: Everyone who reads always has a go-to book, that old reliable story that never seems to disappoint no matter how
often it is read. What is your go-to book?
J.R.: I have several of these books, and which one I choose depends on my mood at the time. The one I’ve gone back to most
recently was “Lonesome Dove.” It’s a brilliant and surprisingly brutal novel. I read it every couple years.
S. MAG.: Look around you and find the three books closest to you. Now, what are they, and why did you choose those
particular books?
J.R.: The three closest to me right now are:
“The Days Run Away Like Wild Horses Over The Hills” by Charles Bukowski
“The Voyage of the Space Beagle” by A. E. Van Vogt
“The Howling Man” by Charles Beaumont
The Bukowski book is one of his better poetry collections, and I have it because I have all of his books. I’ve found that it’s good
practice to read Bukowski from time to time just to remind myself how it should be done.
“The Voyage of the Space Beagle” is a classic. It’s the story the movie Alien was based on. I’m a big fan of tense, fast-paced,
paranoia-filled science fiction, and no one did it better than A. E. Van Vogt.
“The Howling Man” is a collection of Beaumont’s short stories. He wrote for the Twilight Zone back in the day, and he is one of
my all-time favorite short-story writers. His books are getting harder and harder to track down, which is a shame because he was
definitely one of the greats.
S. MAG.: If you could only take one of your novels into the afterlife with you: which one would you choose to take and why?
J.R.: I’d probably take “The Grove,” just because it was my first and I learned more from that one than any of the others. That
book was a culmination of everything I’d learned in the first five years I spent teaching myself how to write fiction, and it has a
special place in my heart.
Suspense Magazine would like to thank John for his candid interview and incredible works of fiction. We look forward to
each and every release. You can learn more about John by visiting his website at http://johnrector.blogspot.com. ■
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That it had all been a calls Sandra Lutz, the Realtor.
“Yes.”
lie shouldn’t come as
Where else would I be?
any surprise, really.

And yet, the truth—a terrible,
indisputable truth that unfolds line
by blue ballpoint line, filling the pages
of the black marble notebook—is
somehow astonishing.
How did you never suspect it back
then?
Or, at least, in the years since?
Looking back at the childhood
decade spent in this house—an ornate,
faded Second Empire Victorian mansion
in one of the oldest neighborhoods in
the city—it’s so easy to see how it might
have happened this way.
How it did happen this way.
There is no mistaking the evidence.
No mistaking the distinct handwriting:
a cramped, backhand scrawl so
drastically different from the loopy,
oversized penmanship so typical of
other girls that age.
Different . . .
Of course it was different.
She was different from the other
girls; tragically, dangerously different.
I remember so well.
I remember her, remember so many
things about her: both how she lived and
how she—
Footsteps approach, tapping up
the wooden stairway to this cupola
perched high above the third-story
mansard roofline, topped by wroughtiron cresting that prongs the sky like a
king’s squared-off crown.
“Hellooo-oo. Are you still up there?”
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Did you think I jumped out the
window while you were gone?
Sandra had excused herself
ten minutes ago after finally
answering her cell phone. It had
buzzed incessantly with incoming
calls and texts as their footsteps
echoed in one empty room after
another on this final walk-through
before the listing goes up this week.
The entire contents of the house
are now in storage—with the exception
of the rocker where Mother went
undiscovered for weeks.
“I don’t think that chair is
something you’d want to keep,” Sandra
said in one of their many long-distance
telephone conversations when the
storage arrangements were being made.
Of course not. The corpse would
have been crawling with maggots
and oozing bodily fluids, staining the
brocade upholstery and permeating it
with the terrible stench of death.
Presumably,
someone—surely
not the lovely Sandra—tossed the
desecrated rocking chair into a
Dumpster.
Everything else was transported to
the storage facility somewhere in the
suburbs.
As for Mother herself . . .
I’d just as soon someone tossed her
into a Dumpster, too.
But of course, the proper thing to
do was arrange, also long distance, for

a cremation.
“We have a number of packages,”
Glenn Cicero, the undertaker, said
over the phone, after remarking that
he remembered Mother from all the
years she worked part-time at Russo’s
Drugstore as a pharmacy clerk.
“Packages? She’s not just in one . . .
urn? How many are there?”
“No, that’s not what I meant. I was
talking about funeral packages. It just
depends on how you want to set up
visitation hours and—”
“No visitation. I live almost five
hundred miles away, and I can’t get up
there just yet, and . . . there’s no one
else.”
Pause. “There are no other family
and friends here in the Buffalo area
who might want to—”
“No one else.”
“All right, then.” He went over the
details, mentioning that there would
be an additional seventy-five-dollar
charge for shipment of the ashes.
“Can you just hold on to—” It?
Her? What was the proper terminology,
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aside from the profane terms so often
used to refer to Mother—though never
to her face—back when she was alive?
“The remains?” Cicero supplied
delicately.
“Yes . . . can you hold on to the
remains until I can come in person?”
“When would that be?”
“Sometime this summer. I’m selling
the house, so I’ll be there to make the
final arrangements for that.”
The undertaker dutifully provided
instructions on how to go about
retrieving what was left of the Dearly
Departed when the time came.
The time is now here, but of course
there will be no trip to Cicero and Son
Funeral Home. Mother’s ashes can sit
on a dusty shelf there for all eternity.
As for the contents of this old house
...
“I’m sure you won’t want to go
through it all just yet,” Sandra Lutz
said earlier, handing over the rental
agreement, with the monthly payments
automatically deducted from Mother’s
checking account, and a set of keys to
the storage unit. “Not when the loss is
so fresh. But empty houses are much
more appealing to buyers, and this way,
at least, we can get the home on the
market.”
Yes. The sooner this old place is
sold, the better. As for the padlocked
compartment filled with a lifetime of
family furniture and mementos . . .
Good riddance to all of it.
Well . . . not quite all.
Right before she answered her
phone, Sandra took a Ziploc bag from
her pebbled black leather Dooney &
Bourke satchel.
“These are some odds and ends I
came across after the moving company
and cleaning service had finished
in here. I didn’t want to just throw
anything away, so . . . here you go.”
The bag contained just a few
small items. A stray key that had been
hanging on a high nail just inside the
cellar stairway door, most likely fitting
the lock on a long-gone trunk or
tool chest. A dusty Mass card from a
forgotten cousin’s funeral, found tucked
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behind a cast-iron radiator in the front
parlor. A tarnished, bent silver fork that
had been wedged in the space behind
the silverware drawer.
And then there was . . .
This.
The notebook, with a string of pink
glass rosary beads wrapped around it
twice, as if to seal it closed.
According to Sandra Lutz, the
notebook, unlike the other relics, hadn’t
been accidentally overlooked. Someone
had deliberately hidden it in one of the
old home’s many concealed nooks.
“I stumbled across it last night
when I stopped by to double-check the
square footage of the master bedroom,”
she reported. “I noticed that there was a
discrepancy between the measurements
I took a few weeks ago and the old
listing from the last time the house
sold, back in the late seventies.”
“What kind of discrepancy?”
“The room was two feet longer
back then. Sure enough, that’s exactly
the depth of the secret compartment
I found behind a false wall by the bay
window. I was wondering whether you
even knew it was there, because—”
“The house is full of secret
compartments. My father always said
that they were used to hide slaves on
the Underground Railroad.”
“That’s the rumor about a lot of
houses in this neighborhood. Probably
because we’re just a stone’s throw from
the Canadian border, and there was
considerable Underground Railroad
activity in western New York. But I
don’t think this would have been an
actual safe house.”
“Why not?”
“Because historical documentation
shows that there just weren’t very
many of them in Buffalo. Slavery was
abolished in New York State years
before the Civil War started, so escaped
slaves who made it this far either stayed
and lived openly, or they were taken
from rural safe houses into the city and
directly across the border crossing at
Squaw Island.”
Sandra added quickly, as if to
soothe any hard feelings from her

announcement that the home hadn’t
served some noble historic cause, “I’ve
always admired this house though,
and wondered what it looked like
inside. Did I mention that this is my
old stomping grounds? I grew up a few
blocks away, and I just moved back to
the neighborhood.”
Yes, Sandra mentioned that over the
phone several times, and in e-mail, too.
She also had no qualms about sharing
that she’s a recent divorcee living alone
for the first time in her life.
“I bought a fabulous Arts and Crafts
home on Wayside Avenue, just down the
street from Sacred Sisters High School,”
she prattled on, as if she were revealing
the information for the first time. “Not
that I went to Sisters, even though it
was right in the neighborhood; I went
to Griffin instead.”
Ah, Griffin Academy: the upscale,
all-girls Catholic boarding school. No
surprise there.
“Anyway, when I saw the house
on Wayside come on the market, I
snatched it up. It might not be as big or
as old as this one, and it doesn’t have
any secret compartments, but it does
have all the original—”
“The notebook—what were you
saying about finding the notebook?”
“Oh. Sorry. I guess I tend to ramble.”
No kidding.
If there’s anything I can’t stand, it’s a
motor mouth.
Sandra shrugged. “I was just going
to point out that the secret compartment
where I found it was different.”
“Different how?”
That was when Sandra’s phone
rang. She checked the caller ID, said,
“Excuse me, but I have to take this one,”
and disappeared down the steps.
Now she’s back.
And now that I’ve seen what’s in that
notebook, I really need to know what she
meant about “different.”
“Sorry about that. I thought that
call was only going to take a minute.”
Slightly winded from the climb, Sandra
adds, “Those stairs and my asthma are
not getting along today! Oh, it’s warm
up here, isn’t it?”
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The windows are open, but there’s
not a breath of cross breeze to diminish
the greenhouse effect created by four
walls of glass on a ninety-degree July
afternoon.
Looking not the least bit
overheated, Sandra fans herself with a
manila folder—gently, though, so as not
to send a hair out of place. A perfumed,
expertly made-up fortysomething
blonde wearing a trim black suit, hose,
and high-heeled pumps, she’s probably
never broken a sweat outside the gym
or had a bad hair day in her life.
When she introduced herself, she
pronounced her first name “Sondra.”
Most locals would say it Say-and-ra, the
western New York accent stretching it
out to three syllables with a couple of
distinct flat A’s. Not her.
“I’m Sahndra,” she said as she
stepped out of her silver Mercedes
on the driveway to shake hands. Heat
shimmered off the blacktop, yet her
bony fingers were icy, with a firm,
businesslike grip. “It’s so nice to finally
meet you in person. How was the drive
in last night?”
“The drive?” Oh, so we’re doing the
small-talk thing. Let’s get it over with. “It
was fine.”
“Did you come alone, or bring your
family?”
Is she fishing for information, or did
I tell her I have a family?
There had been so many questions
through their two months of longdistance phone calls and e-mails, it was
difficult to keep track of what Sandra
had been told—truth, and lies.
“I came alone.”
“It’s about nine hours, isn’t it, from
Huntington Station?” Huntington
Station. Not Long Island, not Nassau
County, not even just Huntington,
but Huntington Station. So damned
specific.
“I went to college in the Bronx, at
Fordham,” Sandra mentioned, “and my
boyfriend back then was from Long
Island. Levittown. A nice Irish boy—
Patrick Donnelly . . . ?”
She paused, as if to ask, Do you
know him?
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Question met with a cursory head
shake, she went on, “Well, anyway, I
know exactly where you live.”
She has the address, of course, to
which she’s been FedExing paperwork
for a couple of months now.
Sandra went on to inquire about
the suburban Marriott she had
recommended for this weekend stay.
After being assured that the room was
satisfactory, she said, “Be sure and tell
the front desk manager, if you see her,
that I referred you. Her name is Lena.”
“Friend of yours?” I’ll be sure to
steer clear.
“Oh, I’ve never met her, but she’s a
dear friend of a client’s sister.”
And so it became clear early on
that Sandra Lutz is the kind of woman
who not only tends to ramble on and
make dreary small talk, but who also
remembers the most mundane details
about people she meets in passing.
That characteristic probably serves
her very well when it comes to her line
of work, but otherwise . . .
Someone really should warn her
that sometimes it’s not a good idea to
pay so much attention to other people’s
lives.
Sometimes, people like—people
need—to maintain more of a sense of
privacy.
“I try not to take calls when I’m
with a client,” Sandra says breezily now,
pocketing her cell phone, “but that
was an accepted offer for a house that’s
only been on the market for a week. I
thought it would be a hard sell, but it
looks like this is my client’s lucky day.
And mine, too. Let’s hope all this good
fortune rubs off on you. Now that we’re
finished looking the place over, we
can—”
“Wait. When you said the
compartment was different, what,
exactly, did you mean?”
Sandra’s bright blue eyes seem
startled at, then confused by, the abrupt
question. “Pardon?”
“When you found the notebook
behind the wall”—Careful, now.
Calm down. Don’t let her see how
important this is to you—“you said the

compartment was different.”
“Oh, that’s right. I meant that it
wasn’t original to the house. Here, let’s
go downstairs and I’ll show you what I
mean.”
She leads the way down the steep
flight to a noticeably cooler, narrow
corridor lined with plain whitewashed
walls and closed doors. Behind them
are a bathroom with ancient fixtures,
a couple of small bedrooms that once
housed nineteenth-century servants,
and some large storage closets that are
nearly the same size as the bedrooms,
all tucked above the eaves with pairs of
tall, arched dormers poking through
the slate mansard roof.
The third floor hasn’t been used
in decades, perhaps not even when
the second-to-last owners, a childless
couple, lived here.
When Mother and Father bought
the house, they found that the first two
floors were plenty large enough for two;
large enough, even, for four.
And then there were three . . .
No. Don’t think about that.
Just find out where the notebook
was hidden, and how much Sandra Lutz
knows about what’s written in it.
Down they go, descending another
steep flight to the second floor.
Here, the hallway is much wider
than the one above, with high ceilings,
crown moldings, and broad windowed
nooks on either end. A dark green floral
runner stretches along the oak floor and
the wallpapered walls are studded with
elaborate sconces that were, like most
light fixtures throughout the house,
converted from gas to electricity after
the turn of the last century.
“The same thing was probably
done in my house,” Sandra comments
as they walk along the hall, “but I’d love
to go back to gaslights. Of course, the
inspector who checked it out before I
got the mortgage approval nearly had a
heart attack when I mentioned that. He
said the place is a firetrap as it is. Old
wiring, you know—the whole thing
needs to be upgraded. It’s the same in
this house, I’m sure.”
“I’m sure.”
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The mid-segment of the hall opens
up with an elaborately carved wooden
railing along one side. This is the
balcony of the grand staircase—that’s
what Sandra likes to call it, anyway—
that leads down to the entrance hall. Or
foyer. (Pronounced foy-yay by Sandrasounds-like-Sondra.)
The master bedroom at the far
end of the hallway isn’t large by today’s
standards. And it isn’t a suite by any
stretch of the imagination, lacking a
private bath, dressing room, walk-in
closet . . .
But that, of course, is what Sandra
Lutz calls it as she opens the door for
the second time today: the master suite.
The room does look bigger and brighter
than it did years ago, when it was filled
with dark, heavy furniture and long
draperies shielding the windows. Now
bright summer sunlight floods the
room, dappled by the leafy branches of
a towering maple in the front yard.
A faint hint of Mother’s cloying
talcum powder and Father’s forbidden
pipe tobacco seems to waft in the air,
but it might very well be imagined.
The lone floor lamp, plugged into
an electronic timer that will turn it
on for a few hours every evening, was
Sandra’s idea. There’s one downstairs in
the living room, too.
“You don’t want to advertise that
the house is empty,” she said.
“Why not? There’s nothing here to
steal.”
“Yes, but you don’t want to tempt
kids or vandals to break in.”
I really don’t care.
“Here.” Sandra walks over to the
far end of the room, indicating the
decorative paneling on the lower wall
adjacent to the bay window. “This is
what I was talking about. See how
this wainscot doesn’t match the rest of
the house? Everywhere else, it’s more
formal, with raised panels, curved
moldings, beaded scrolls. But this is
a recessed panel—Mission style, not
Victorian. Much more modern. The
wood is thinner.”
She’s right. It is.
“And this”—she knocks on the
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maroon brocade wallpaper above it,
exactly the same pattern but noticeably
less faded than it is elsewhere in the
room—“isn’t plaster like the other walls
in the house. It’s drywall. Did you know
that?”
“No.”
There wasn’t even wainscoting
on that end of the room years ago.
Obviously, someone—Father?—rebuilt
the wall and added the wainscoting,
then repapered it using one of the
matching rolls stored years ago on a
shelf in the dirt-floored cellar.
“There’s a spot along here . . .” Sandra
reaches toward the panels, running her
fingertips along the molding of the one
in the middle. She presses down, and it
swings open. “There. There it is. See?”
Dust particles from the gaping dark
hole behind the panel dance like glitter
into sunbeams falling through the bay
windows.
“Like I said, it’s about two feet deep.
I wish I had a flashlight so that I could
show you, but . . . see the floor in there?
It’s refinished, exactly like this.”
She points to the hardwoods
beneath their feet. “In the rest of the
house, the hidden compartments have
rough, unfinished wood. So obviously,
this cubby space was added in recent
years—it must have been while your
family owned the house, because as I
said, the room was two feet longer when
it was listed by the previous owner.”
“When you opened the panel, was
there . . . was this all that was inside?”
“The notebook?” Sandra nods.
“That was it. It was just sitting on the
floor in there, wrapped in the rosary. I
gave it to you just the way I found it. I
figured it might be some kind of diary
or maybe a prayer journal . . . ?”
The question hangs like the dust
particles in the air between them and
then falls away, answered only by the
distant whistle of a passing freight train.
Predictably, Sandra waits only a
few seconds before filling the awkward
pause. “I just love old houses. So much
character. So many secrets.”
Sandra, you have no idea. Absolutely
no idea.

“Is there anything else you wanted
to ask about this or . . . anything?”
“No. Thank you for showing me.”
“You’re welcome. Should I . . . ?”
She gestures at the wainscot panel.
“Please.”
Sandra pushes the panel back into
place, and the hidden compartment is
obscured—but not forgotten, by any
means.
Does the fact that the Realtor
speculated whether the notebook is a
diary or prayer journal mean she really
didn’t remove the rosary beads and
read it when she found it?
Or is she trying to cover up the fact
that she did?
Either way . . .
I can’t take any chances. Sorry,
Sandra. You know “exactly” where I live
. . . now it’s my turn to find out the same
about you.
That shouldn’t be hard.
An online search of recent real
estate transactions on Wayside Avenue
should be sufficient.
How ironic that Sandra Lutz had
brought up Sacred Sisters’ proximity
to her new house before the contents
of the notebook had been revealed. In
that moment, the mention of Sacred
Sisters had elicited nothing more than
a vaguely unpleasant memory of an
imposing neighborhood landmark.
Now, however . . .
Now that I know what happened
there . . .
The mere thought of the old school
brings a shudder, clenched fists, and
a resolve for vengeance. That Sandra
Lutz lives nearby seems to make her,
by some twisted logic, an accessory to a
crime that must not go unpunished any
longer.
They descend the so-called grand
staircase to the first floor. Here, a faint
mildewed smell permeates the musty
air, courtesy of the damp cellar below.
It’s always been prone to flooding thanks
to a frequently clogged drain. Earlier,
Sandra needlessly pointed out that a
vapor barrier, French drain system, and
even new roof gutters would help.
I’m sure it would. But that’s
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somebody else’s problem.
“Shall we go out the front door or the
back?” Sandra asks.
“Front.”
It’s closer to the rental car. The need to
get out of this old house with its unsettling
secrets and lies is growing more urgent by
the second.
“I thought you might like to take a last
look around before—”
“No, thank you.”
“All right, front door it is. I never really
use it at my own house,” Sandra confides as
she turns a key sticking out of the doublecylinder dead bolt and opens one of the
glass-windowed double doors. “I have
a detached garage and the back door is
closer to it, so that’s how I come and go.”
Oh, for heaven’s sake, who cares?
“You know, your mother had these
locks installed after your dad passed away.
She was so afraid to be alone at night.”
Mother? Upset that Father passed
away?
Mother, afraid to be alone?
Mother, afraid of anything at all—
other than the wrath of God or Satan?
I don’t think so.
“What makes you assume that?”
“It’s not an assumption,” Sandra
says defensively, stepping out onto the
stoop and holding the door open. “Bob
Witkowski told me that’s what she said.”
“Who?”
“Bob Witkowski. You know Al
Witkowski, the mover? He lives right
around the corner now, on Redbud Street,
in an apartment above the dry cleaner. His
wife divorced him a while back and took
him for everything he had.”
Oh, for the love of . . .
“Anyway, Bob is Al’s younger brother.
He’s a locksmith. I had him install these
same double-cylinder dead bolts in my
house when I first moved in, because I
have windows in my front door, too. You
can’t be too careful when you’re a woman
living alone—I’m sure your mother knew
that.”
“Yes.”
The wheels are turning, turning,
turning . . .
Stomach
churning,
churning,
churning at the memory of Mother.
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Mother, who constantly quoted the
Ten Commandments, then broke the
Eighth with a lie so mighty that surely
she’d lived out the rest of her days terrified
by the prospect of burning in hell for all
eternity.
“A lock like this is ideal for an old
house with original glass-paned doors,
because the only way to open it, even from
the inside, is with a key,” Sandra is saying
as she closes the door behind them and
inserts the same key into the outside lock.
“No one can just break the window on the
door and reach inside to open it. Some
people leave the key right in the lock so
they can get out quickly in an emergency,
but that defeats the purpose, don’t you
think? I keep my own keys right up above
my doors, sitting on the little ledges of
molding. It would only take me an extra
second to grab the key and get out if there
was a fire.”
“Mmm hmm.”
The place is a firetrap . . .
“Of course, now that it’s summer,
I keep my windows open anyway, so I
guess that fancy lock doesn’t do much for
me, does it? I really should at least fix the
broken screen in the mudroom. Anyone
could push through it and hop in.”
It’s practically an invitation.
Stupid, stupid woman.
Sandra gives a little chuckle. “Good
thing this is still such a safe neighborhood,
right?”
“Absolutely.”
Yes, and thanks to Sandra’s incessant
babble, a plan has taken shape.
A plan that, if one were inclined to fret
about breaking the Ten Commandments—
which I most certainly am not—blatantly
violates the Fifth.
Thou shalt not kill.
Oh, but I shall.
It won’t be the first time.
And surely, it won’t be the last. ■
New York Times bestseller Wendy Corsi
Staub is the award-winning author of more
than seventy novels. Wendy now lives in the
New York City suburbs with her husband
and their two children. Learn more about
Wendy at www.wendycorsistaub.com.

THE GOOD SISTER
By Wendy Corsi Staub

Wendy Corsi Staub’s “The
Good Sister” is a startling and
terrifying novel. She captures
the reader in a world of cyber
predators, and holds them
hostage. “The Good Sister” shows
just how vulnerable the internet
has made the world. A truly eye
opening experience.
The sinister world of cyber
crimes invades the laptops of
teenaged girls in Carley Archer’s
high school with devastating
results to Carley and families in
town.
When vicious online rumors
and lies cause Carley’s best friend
to abandon her, she thinks her
life is over. Retreating to the only
one who understands, a cyber
friend she met in an anti-bullying
chat room, Carley vents and feels
accepted. Angel, her cyber pal,
commiserates with Carley, but
draws her deeper into danger.
A series of suicides with an
eerie similarity to the popular
novel “The Virgin Suicides,” has
the small tight-knit community
in a panic. Why are such beautiful
and promising young girls ending
their lives? Carley’s former best
friend is among the victims.
Crushed by the news, Carley finds
solace online with Angel.
As Carley falls deeper under
the spell of her new BFF, Angel’s
traumatic past is revealed, but
not to Carley. She thinks she has
found someone who understands
her. Angel’s sinister motives may
be Carley’s undoing. Can Carley
learn Angel’s true identity before
she becomes the next virgin
suicide?
Reviewed by Leslie A. Borghini,
author of “Angel Heat” published
by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

69

Big Time Books Presents...

A Bram Stoker Award Nominated Horror Anthology

20 fictional stories set in Hollywood
and written by Movie and TV pros

HELL COMES TO HOLLYWOOD II
18 WHEELS OF HORROR
WWW.BIGTIMEBOOKS.COM

Steven Gore
Class is in Session

Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit: Provided by Publisher

Steven Gore is growing into a household name
with his two series of thriller novels. Steven burst
onto the scene with his first book, “Final Target,”
introducing character Graham Gage, which received
rave reviews—including one from New York Times
bestselling author Phillip Margolin, who called it an
“…action-packed debut thriller with a unique plot
and vivid characters…fascinating.” Steven would
pen two more Gage novels—“Absolute Risk” and
“Power Blind”—before introducing a new series
hero, Harlan Donnally. Gore just released the second
Donnally novel, “A Criminal Defense.”
Steven was a private investigator, a job that took
him into crack houses, murder scenes, meth labs,
and biker bars in the San Francisco Bay area. He
used his experiences to quit the detective racket and
start writing suspense/thriller fiction.
A look inside “A Criminal Defense”:
What do you call a criminal defense attorney hanging by his neck? When he’s Mark Hamlin, every cop in
San Francisco calls it justice.
Over three decades, Hamlin’s practice devolved into just another racket:
Intimidating witnesses and suborning perjury, destroying evidence, laundering money. But is he the victim
of murder—or a dangerous sexual encounter gone wrong? And when law enforcement believes justice has
already been done, who can be trusted to find out?
Once again in the city where his career came to a shattering end, former detective Harlan Donnally
resolved it wouldn’t be him. He had no desire to immerse himself in the deceit that was Hamlin’s career…nor
entangle himself in the corrupted loyalties that turned the dead lawyer’s associates into both co-conspirators and

“The best tip (paraphrased) comes from the
great editor, William Sloane: think about the
reader, always think about the reader.”
SuspenseMagazine.com
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suspects…nor make himself the proxy for the hatreds and
betrayals Hamlin left behind.
But the presiding judge demanded otherwise—and that might cost Donnally his life…
We caught up to Steven and asked him some questions.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Can you give us a look inside “A Criminal Defense” that is not on the back cover?
Steven Gore (S.G.): A theme that runs through the Harlan Donnally books is Donnally’s moral outrage at those who seek and
accept certain roles in society—police officers, judges, prosecutors, defense attorneys—who then fail to fulfill the duties inherent
in those roles or betray those to whom those duties are owed. This is reflected in “A Criminal Defense,” not only in criminal
defense lawyer Mark Hamlin’s crimes but also in the ways the failures and betrayals by Hamlin and Donnally’s fathers made the
two characters the people they turned out to be.
S. MAG.: What has changed with Harlan from the first book?
S.G.: Donnally is already in his forties when the series begins and his character is set and the central problems in his life remain
the same from book to book. In some ways, Donnally is trapped in a life-defining moment during his late teens. He discovers that
his filmmaker father, as a press officer during the Vietnam War, created a fiction that caused Donnally’s brother to enlist and
which cost him his life. Donnally leaves home at sixteen, changes his name at eighteen, and becomes a police officer as a way of
devoting his life to fact.
In the first three books, I didn’t want Donnally to change. I wanted the reader to have a fixed experience of him. In the end, while
the circumstances of his life might alter, a series character can’t change much and still be the character readers want to return to.
S. MAG.: Getting e-mails from fans can be both fun and frustrating. What fan e-mail stands out to you?
S.G.: I have received a number of very special and moving e-mails that have begun something like, “I’m 86 years old” (or even
older) and then go on to tell me what they liked about the book or what they learned from it.
S. MAG.: Harlan Donnally is sitting in front of you. What question would you ask?
S.G.: You were shot, forced to retire from the San Francisco police department, and began running a café in far northern California,
but you keep getting drawn into events in the city that only seem to bring you grief. Are you sure you’re not seeking these out?
S. MAG.: Is there one scene or sentence in “A Criminal Defense” that you feel captures the essence of the book?
S.G.: Donnally is asked by the presiding judge to become a special master in connection with the investigation of the overdetermined
death of Mark Hamlin. The court needs a special master because evidence might be in privileged client files and access by law
enforcement would both violate attorney/client confidentiality and jeopardize pending prosecutions. The following is part of a
conversation with his girlfriend:
“I know why you’re doing this.”
“It’s because Hamlin asked for me,” Donnally said, “and Judge McMullin appointed me to be the special
master.”
“You could’ve turned it down. I suspect you’re less interested in who murdered Mark Hamlin than in how a
guy like Mark Hamlin became a guy like Mark Hamlin, lived the life he lived. For you, it’s kind of like a physics
problem, what bent Hamlin toward corruption and how he bent other people whose life trajectories brought
them near him, and this is your chance to find out.”
S. MAG.: Character development or plot: which do you feel brings readers back to your books?
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S.G.: As has often been said, plot is the working out of character, so I hope it’s both. Opinion seems divided. In reviews and
e-mails, I find that some readers focus on plot and others on how characters became who they are and the choices they make. In
general, I think readers see that the books have a point beyond the mechanics of the plot that they aim to disclose through the
characters and their actions, aspects of the moral landscape of the world of crime.
S. MAG.: Why did you feel it was the best time to explore another series character?
S.G.: There were stories that couldn’t be told as authentically through my first protagonist, Graham Gage. I needed a character
that was equally competent as an investigator, but with a history and a personality that made him more angry about, and react
more dramatically to, certain failures in the world of criminal justice.
Also, the types of crimes Gage and Donnally investigate are different. The Gage books are drawn from work on international
cases during the second half of my career (drug and sex trafficking, fraud, money laundering, public corruption, etc.) and the
Donnally books from domestic cases during the first half (homicide, sexual assaults, racketeering, etc.).

S. MAG.: Your books reach a level of suspense few authors can achieve; what tip can you give a new writer to keep the pace
at a high level?
S.G.: The best tip (paraphrased) comes from the great editor, William Sloane: think about the reader, always think about the
reader.
Keep in mind that suspense is a matter of feeling and feeling is a matter of engagement with characters and crises the readers
care about. Give the reader those kinds of characters and crises, and try not to break the reader’s concentration. If even a single
sentence risks pulling the reader out of the story or doesn’t contribute in the moment, cut it or move it to where it will.
Related to this are two things: first, know your material and second, don’t stop the story to describe or explain that material.
The Donnally books tend to require the reader to learn a great deal in terms of criminal law, the facts of the crime and court and
investigative procedure. The trick, and I’m not always successful in pulling it off, is to not let readers realize they’re in class. If the
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reader needs some information, make sure it’s embedded in
movement and action. And since the point of readers learning
something is for them to use it to try to understand what’s
happening—even understand more than the characters do
about what’s happening—try to present it in the form of a
character learning or using or being puzzled by it.
S. MAG.: If there is one book you wish you wrote, what
would it be?
S.G.: “The Underground Man” by Ross MacDonald.
Very few writers have captured the actual experience of the
work of a private investigator. In my view, the best can be
found in the last five novels of Ross MacDonald. His accuracy
is partly a matter of his personal temperament, and partly
his knowing private investigators and working with them in
dealing his daughter’s problems.
Real-world investigators act in many ways contrary to the
genre: they almost always aim to lower tension, rather than
raise it; aim to avoid obstacles, rather than overcome them;
plan, rather race headlong; and get almost everything right
the first time. That’s not to say real investigation is without
tensions and conflicts and obstacles, only that these arise
from the potential within the situations investigators find
themselves, not injected by the investigator.
MacDonald was almost unique in understanding all this.
Only in the rarest of instances does his character, Archer, inject
tension into a scene. Rather, he exploits the tension that’s already there. Moreover, Archer rarely makes an investigative mistake,
and those that he does make are minor and the plot never turns on them.
Finally, it is in these last five novels that MacDonald broke away from the mold of Chandler, Hammett, and others of his own
generation by eliminating the sarcasm and the wisecracking displayed by Archer in his earlier books.
S. MAG.: What can we expect to see from Steven Gore in the future?
S.G.: We are just now editing the next Harlan Donnally book, the one that is promised in the “Note to the Reader” at the end
of “A Criminal Defense.” The first Donnally book, “Act of Deceit,” dealt with a systematic failure in the justice system relating to
those found incompetent to stand trial. The second dealt the corruption the defense side and the third will deal with corruption
on the prosecution side in the handling of a death penalty case.
After that will be the fourth Graham Gage thriller that brings together many of the hints scattered in the previous books about his
past and engages all that in fulfilling an old debt against very personal odds. In some ways, this one is the most autobiographical
of the Gage books in terms of the challenges confronting him, the crimes he investigates, the characters he allies and contends
with, and the place where the scenes occur (Thailand, China, and Taiwan).
For more information about Steven and his books, visit www.stevengore.com. ■
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By CK Webb

J

ust to refresh your memory, here are my personal guidelines for determining a great book-to-film
adaptation:
1. It’s true to the book, with no weird new characters or twisted existing ones.
2. The actors in the movie are the right ones to play the characters in this book? (I know that every
character will not always feel 100 percent right, but I need to at least feel like the screenplay writer and
director actually READ the book).
3. And finally, I always look for story and character development on the part of the screenwriter that makes
the book/film better.

F

#4 The Harry Potter Series

irst things first, I realize this is a Young Adult series and that this is Suspense Magazine, BUT,
let’s be honest here: Harry Potter went from a YA book series, to a downright, in your face,
thriller/suspense/fantasy/paranormal/mystery/horror and everything in between. It had trolls, fairies,
wizards, witches, spells, demons, evildoers and helpers, deadly games, even deadlier stakes, and, at
its ending, a curse or two, and actual blood. No matter what the draw for you was, Harry Potter had
something for almost everyone and something like no other:
The undying love of its endearing fans.
What began as a book for children that NO ONE in the literary world was
interested in publishing, quickly became a multi-billion-dollar franchise that has
enjoyed global success within every market it has been presented. Even if you
aren’t a fan, you have to marvel at and at least respect the sheer genius of how
completely this character and these storylines wedged themselves into the history
books and became a money-making, global phenomenon.
In a tale we writers love to hear, an unknown author had an idea for an
unbelievably lovable character named Harry Potter, the boy wizard. The rest, shall
we say, is history. The author of the series, Joanne Kathleen Rowling, sent her first
manuscript, “Harry Potter and the Philosopher’s Stone,” to many publishers before
it was finally accepted and published by Bloomsbury for a little more than four
thousand dollars!
For the three of you who might not be familiar with the series: Harry Potter is the youngwizard hero at the center of seven fantasy novels. He is joined in his adventures by his good friends,
Ronald Weasley and Hermione Granger. Their friendship, at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and
Wizardry, blooms in the early pages of the first book and grows stronger throughout the series.
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The storyline follows many winding paths on its journey, but the jest of the
plot is:
*YES! There will be spoilers here*
Boy’s parents die. Boy is taken in by extended family…very unloving,
extended family. Boy lives lonely, sad existence until his eleventh birthday, when
he is told he is a very famous wizard.
Boy goes to Hogwarts School of Witchcraft & Wizardry, meets friends, has
adventures, but is constantly seeking answers about his parents’ deaths.
Boy discovers the name of the evil wizard who killed his parents and who
ultimately tried to kill him.
Boy spends next seven books—over seven years of school—chasing
after, hiding from, battling, and eventually, defeating the evil Voldemort.
Since the release of the first novel, “Harry Potter and the Philosopher’s
Stone,” in 1997, the books have become a cornerstone in the fantasy and
young adult arenas as well as set the record for the book series with the
most editions sold…ever! The series has been translated into sixty-seven
languages and the last four books set records for the fastest-selling books
of all time, some reaching into the tens of millions sold within just a few
hours of release.
The movie series consisted of eight, feature-length films. Because of its
intricate nature and due to the finality of the “last” battle, the studio opted to
split the last book into two films. It did not take long before the Harry Potter franchise of films
became the highest-grossing film series of all time.
There were other points of profit in the book/film series which included a ton of other related merchandise, theme park
rides, and home accessories. All in all, the Harry Potter series franchise estimated worth is well over $15 billion!
Late in 1997, film producer David Heyman’s London offices received a copy of “Harry Potter and the Philosopher’s
Stone,” but it was not a popular submission. To the contrary, the book was shuffled into a low-priority bookshelf, where it sat
until a curious secretary picked it up, took it home, and gave it a read. Impressed with the novel, she returned with glowing
praises and so Heyman, who had called its title “rubbish,” opted to read the book. Consequently, he fell in love with the
characters and story and was so impressed with Rowling’s writing that he immediately began the process of trying to sell the
script to a movie house.
Heyman’s enthusiasm paid off when, in 1999, Rowling sold the film rights to the first four Harry Potter books to Warner
Bros. for a reported $2 million in U.S. dollars.
Originally it was Steven Spielberg slated to direct the film adaptations, but when it was clear that neither Rowling nor the
studio were going to give Spielberg artistic license to create what he believed should be an animated feature with the voice of
Haley Joel Osment as Harry Potter, Spielberg bowed out and a new director was introduced! Yes, you read that right…even
Stephen Spielberg, for all his brilliant thoughts, gets it way wrong some days!
In 2000, Chris Columbus, director of Home Alone and Mrs. Doubtfire, was appointed as director of the film.
In 2000, actor Daniel Radcliffe was discovered by producer David Heyman and writer Steve Kloves as he sat behind them
in a theater, and Harry Potter was born.
If I only gave you these facts as my reasons for choosing this particular book-to-film adaptation, that would be enough.
But it wouldn’t tell you ALL my reasons for adoring not only these books, but also the films. My reasons can be summed up
in just a few words.
They were GOOD…great, really. The books were wonderful and dark with enough good humor and charm to make you
smile. The characters were endearing and unforgettable and I have not met many like them…in books OR film. The bad guys
were real bad guys and the good guys were so easy to root for. I watched Harry, Hermione, and Ron grow up before my very
eyes and I felt connected to them and the amazing world they called home.
The books were well-written and easy to read and even easier to get lost in. The movies only made this series better by
broadening the audience and making more people want to buy the books, want to read the characters, and want to be a part
of the world that no one other than J.K. Rowling could have created.
What three book-to-film adaptations could possibly top that on my top 10? Meet me back here next month, and we will
find out.
In the meantime, remember…
Somewhere, someone is ALWAYS getting away with murder. ■
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Linda
Peels Back the Layers
FAIRSTEIN

Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit: Peter Simon

Linda Fairstein, to the delight of her fans, is back; her latest
bestseller is “Death Angel.”

Linda’s career started out as a prosecutor focusing on
crimes and violence against women and children. From
1976 to 2002, she served as head of the sex crimes unit of
the Manhattan District Attorney’s office, making her a reallife member of the Law and Order Special Victims Unit. Her
books draw upon those experiences, beginning with her
first book, “Final Jeopardy” released in 1996.
Such insider knowledge adds the depth needed to make
plots and characters believable, to give them that “it” factor.
Linda’s main character is Alexandra Cooper, and one would
have to think that this is a person Linda knows very well,
outside of the pages. “Death Angel” is Linda’s fifteenth
novel, one some people are calling her best to date. Here is
a sneak peek inside:
When the body of a young woman is discovered
in Central Park, the clock begins ticking for Assistant
DA Alex Cooper and Detectives Mike Chapman and
Mercer Wallace to find the killer who has breached
this haven in the middle of New York City. Is the
body found in the lake, under the unseeing gaze of
the Bethesda angel, the first victim of a deranged
psychopath, or is the case connected to other missing
girls and women in years past whose remains have
never been found? Just as the trio gets their first lead,
the investigation is almost derailed when Mike and
Alex become embroiled in a scandal.
As Alex attempts to fight the accusations leveled
against her and Mike, she follows clues that range
from the park’s most buried—literally—secrets all the
way to the majestic Dakota, which has experienced its
own share of tragedies. When another young woman
is attacked in the park, a new question arises: is this
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“I’ve always loved series crime fiction,
and it’s exactly what I set out to write.”
enormous urban park a sanctuary—as it seems to the thousands of New Yorkers and tourists who fill it every
day—or is it a hunting ground for a killer with a twisted mind?
Once again, Linda Fairstein will thrill both longtime fans and new readers with an explosive page-turner
filled with a shocking realism that only she can deliver.
This is the first time we have had Linda in the magazine, so it would be an understatement to say we were excited. Check
out her interview below.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Can you give us an inside look into “Death Angel” that is not on the back cover?
Linda Fairstein (L.F.): Like the books which preceded it, this one goes deep into a particular part of the city—Central Park—and
exposes the dark underbelly of the centerpiece of New York, which most of us think we know pretty well. I was drawn to the Park
because I had worked on more than forty cases (violent crimes all) which occurred there during my three decades as a prosecutor,
yet it remains one of the most magnificent and seductive places in the greater urban area.
In particular, I was stunned to learn that in some of the most remote areas in the Park—the Ramble and the Ravine, both of
which are entirely man-made—the landscapers created large caves, which before long became so dangerous that they were
covered over. Finding them became one of my research missions, and once I did, I knew that bad things were going to happen in
the caves.
Also, I was just as surprised to find that when the Park was constructed in the
1860s, an entire community of homes, churches, schools, cemeteries—called
Seneca Village—was razed to the ground and its population scattered. I
love working dark, haunting historical facts into a very current story.
S. MAG.: When you started writing the Alex Cooper series, did you
think there would be fifteen novels?
L.F.: When my literary agent sent the pages of my first novel—“Final
Jeopardy”—out for bidding among three large houses, it was the good
people at Scribner who came back to me and asked whether I thought I
could do two books. My response was immediate: that I was sure I had
enough material and enthusiasm to do ten. I’ve always loved series crime
fiction, and it’s exactly what I set out to write. I still pinch myself when I
think about reaching number fifteen and now at work on number sixteen.
It’s very cool.
S. MAG.: Your books are very emotional. Does that make it tough for
you as the author to put yourself in uncomfortable positions?
L.F.: I think there is a lot of emotion in any crime novel, since they usually
deal with life-and-death issues, and the raw dissection of victimization
and its consequences. Of course, every writer handles these subjects in a
different manner, so some don’t expose the emotional content as much
as I do, while many go even further. In my thirty-year prosecutorial
career, doing the same work that Alex Cooper does, I was placed in
circumstances and situations for which nothing in my background nor
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my legal education prepared me. I’d say that being a young prosecutor in the 1970s, in charge of the country’s pioneering Special
Victims Unit—with no blueprint about how to do this work—I was much more emotionally vulnerable then, and frequently
quite uncomfortable. Coop has it much easier now than I did, but she still gets out of her comfort zone quite a bit.
S. MAG.: What one thing will fans notice that is different about Alex from the last book?
L.F.: In the transition from the events of “Night Watch” to “Death Angel,” I think fans will realize that as Alex goes about her work
to solve the murder of an unidentified homeless girl in Central Park, she has a very new awareness of the toll the work takes on
her personal life. She re-examines a relationship that threatened to compromise her integrity on the last case she worked, and now
she is coming to grips with the kind of professional partnership she has with Mike that may cross long-established boundaries.
S. MAG.: Is there a subject matter that you just won’t write about?
L.F.: In all of the novels I’ve tried to explore everything from cutting-edge forensics to particular issues that crossed my desk
regularly—like domestic violence and sex trafficking. The one thing that I just don’t enjoy writing about is child abuse. I’ve
stayed away from it throughout the series, and probably will continue to do that.
S. MAG.: What one mystery would you solve for yourself?
L.F.: One? I’m always wanting to stick my nose in someone else’s jurisdiction to go back and work a cold case. There are two
homicides involving women who were killed in Manhattan which I would love to re-open (and the great NY DA, Cyrus Vance,
might just do that), but the single case that I would like to solve is the murder of Jon-Benet Ramsey.
S. MAG.: For new readers just finding out about you, where should they start reading?
L.F.: I think the best place for new readers to start is with the latest novel, “Death Angel.” It’s the best-written of the series, I think
(which is nice to be able to say, because the books should improve as I polish my skills), and I am getting a great response to all
the interesting information about Central Park. Whether the readers have never been to New York, or have walked in the Park
as tourists, or think—as I did—that my familiarity with it made me an expert—all are surprised by the details woven into the
story. One can always go back and pick up the series at the beginning, or bounce around with novels in no particular order, but
I think “Death Angel” is a powerful book and a story that crime readers will enjoy.
S. MAG.: Being in the publishing business now for over fifteen years, how are you handling the daily changes?
L.F.: The business side of publishing always throws me for a curve. I like books. I like holding them to read, turning down pages,
smelling them as they age, and pulling them down from a bookshelf to revisit my favorites. I’m not an e-reader, but I understand
that’s the way the book business is going. I love my independent booksellers, and libraries—and I worry way too much (or maybe
not enough) about the future of both.
S. MAG.: If Alex Cooper is sitting in front of you, what would you like to ask?
L.F.: I have so many questions for her. “Alex, what do you like best about your job? What do you do to get away from the
emotional turmoil of the work? When are you going to realize that you need some stability in your personal life? What do you see
yourself doing ten years from now?” On and on. I’d love to buy her a few drinks and get her to open up to me.
S. MAG.: What can we expect to see from you in the future?
L.F.: I believe that Coop has quite a few more capers to solve and cases to try, so she’s my immediate focus for now. I’ve got ideas
for two standalones, but that usually makes series fans cringe to hear. I’d love to do another nonfiction book, since my first one—
“Sexual Violence: Our War Against Rape”—which was a New York Times Notable Book of the Year in ’94—needs desperately to
be updated. And I’d love to try a young adult book with a Nancy Drew-like character using current forensic technology to help
solve crimes. I love writing books and hope to keep doing it for a good while to come.
We would like to thank Linda for giving us some of her time to let us know a little more about her. To find out more about
Linda, check out her website at www.lindafairstein.com. ■
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A New Journey for Writers:
Audiobook Production

By Deborah J. Ledford
Press Photo Credit: Skip Feinstein

The Wall Street Journal reported in an
article, “The New Explosion in Audio Books,”
that narrated books are now a $1.2 billion
industry. Given their popularity, I decided it
was time to jump on this opportunity. And so
I did what every diligent writer does—I started
researching possibilities.
I found that even if you’re not a bestselling author or
signed to a major publisher, there are options out there for
you. But be careful! Check your publishing contract to make
sure you hold the rights to all recorded versions of your
novel. This should be your first step.
Audible ACX is an enviable service—an Amazon-owned
platform that allows customers to download audiobooks.
Audible ACX offers varying options for writers looking to
produce the audiobook version of their books, from having
them provide everything, to a Do It Yourself program.
I have my own media production company and wanted
to be involved in every aspect of this audiobook production
journey, so I chose the DIY program. Essentially for this
option, you provide the completed recorded version of
the audiobook and they upload it directly to the Audible
platform, immediately available for download. This is by no
means an “easy” process, but if your desire is to be completely
involved in your own project, this is the ideal way to get your
book offered to listeners.
Narrating your own book is not recommended.
Performing tens of thousands of words and presenting
varying character voices is an arduous task best left for the
professionals. Audible ACX offers a list of narrators you can
audition to find the ideal voice for your book.
I’ve been doing a lot of research and listening to countless
hours of audiobooks recently. My favorite narrator so far is
Will Patton, who provides the voices for James Lee Burke’s
Dave Robicheaux novels.
To me, the voice is every bit as important as the words
being read, so I sought out my first and only choice to read
“Crescendo” from my Steven Hawk/Inola Walela thriller
series: TV and film actress Christina Cox (Dexter, NCIS, 24,
Castle, Chronicles of Riddick). Ms. Cox’s exquisite alto and
acting prowess is, without a doubt, the ideal choice to convey
the story and characters I’ve lived with for so many years.
I chose Costa Mesa Studios in Southern California to
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record “Crescendo.” Their staff has extensive experience in
recording audiobooks, many for the top publishers. Do your
research—there may be a studio local to your area.
With these elements figured out, the biggest question
becomes evident: How do I finance this journey? Well,
fortunately, crowdfunding is gaining in popularity. In order
to make my audiobook dream a reality, IOF Productions Ltd.
established the NatAmGoGo crowdfunding campaign at
Indiegogo (similar to Kickstarter).
Caution! This method of fundraising is not for the meek.
Countless hours have gone toward crafting the ideal page on
Indiegogo, deciding on which captivating packages to offer,
producing the video to accompany the text—all before the
campaign actually launches. And from the first moment
the project goes live, you will need to promote like you’ve
never imagined. Gather a team to help you. Perhaps consider
inviting another author to join you so you can offer two
audiobook productions for contributors.
It’s also a good idea not to merely make this about you.
Find a way to wrap your audiobook production with a
worthy cause. I decided on also benefiting the Blue Feather
Corporation, a Native American nonprofit organization.
I’m part Eastern Band Cherokee, and am so proud of my
heritage that I created Inola Walela to be the leading lady of
my thriller series. My previous book, “Snare,” takes place on
the Taos Pueblo Indian Reservation, and when my contact,
Floyd “Mountain Walking Cane” Gomez, told me about
the desperate need to advance native language and culture
for the people of the Taos Pueblo, as well as other tribes, it
became my mission to help make this a reality.
The NatAmGoGo campaign on Indiegogo ends Oct.
4. “Crescendo” will be recorded in November for a late
December release. Can’t wait to get in the studio!
So there you have my journey along the road to audiobook
production. I wish you much success if you decide to travel
the same path. ■
Deborah J Ledford is the author of the Steven Hawk/Inola
Walela thriller series from Second Wind Publishing. She is
president of the independent media company IOF Productions
Ltd and a professional content editor. Book two of her series,
“Snare,” is The Hillerman Sky Award Finalist and the NM-AZ
Book Award Finalist.
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Amp Up the TENSION, SUSPENSE
& INTRIGUE With Foreshadowing

By Jodie Renner

As you’re writing your thriller or other suspense novel, you want to be
constantly thinking of ways to provoke curiosity and apprehension, so that
readers keep anxiously turning the pages.
Foreshadowing is an excellent technique for adding suspense, especially
for the first half of your novel, but it’s one that requires some planning (or
backtracking later) and a bit of expertise to really be effective.

What is foreshadowing?

Foreshadowing is about dropping little clues about possible secrets,
revelations, complications, and trouble to come. To pique the reader’s interest
and keep her reading, hint at dangers lurking ahead. Foreshadowing incites
curiosity, anticipation, and worry in the readers, and also prepares them—
somewhat—for the possibility of later occurrences, so lends some credibility
when the hinted-at event does occur.
For example, in the opening of The Wizard of Oz, when Dorothy’s still
in Kansas, the transformation of Miss Gulch into a witch on a broomstick
foreshadows her reappearance as Dorothy’s enemy in Oz.
Weave little hints in as you go along, but be subtle about it, and don’t give away the ending. If you make it obvious, it takes
away the suspense and intrigue, along with the reader’s pleasure at trying to figure everything out.

Why is foreshadowing important?

Foreshadowing is a way of alerting readers to the possibility of upcoming critical events, of telling them to keep reading
because some exciting developments are ahead.
Foreshadowing creates suspense. According to the dictionary, suspense is “a quality in a work of fiction that arouses
excited expectation about what may happen.”
If you don’t foreshadow events and developments to come, readers will have no expectations, so no anticipation or worry.
Foreshadowing stimulates curiosity and provides intrigue, increasing tension and suspense.
Also, if events and changes are foreshadowed, when they do occur, they seem more credible—not just a random act or
something you suddenly decided to stick in there—if they’re unexpected. For example, if your fortysomething, somewhat
bumbling detective suddenly starts using Taekwondo to defeat his opponent, you’d better have mentioned at some point
earlier that he takes or has taken Taekwondo lessons, or else the readers are going to say, “Oh, come on! Give me a break.”
Nineteenth-century Russian author Anton Chekhov once said in a letter to another author, “One must not put a loaded
rifle on the stage if no one is thinking of firing it.” (Letter to Aleksandr Semenovich Lazarev, November 1889.) So, according
to Chekhov, if you drop hints or create a subtle “alert” to an object or a piece of information, you must, at some point, follow
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up by delivering the payoff—the gun that we were made aware of earlier eventually gets fired.
Of course, you could always put a spin on it, creating a great twist. For example, the gun gets used, but not in the way
you expected it to be used. Perhaps, instead of the character shooting someone or getting shot with it, he uses it to commit
suicide, or someone steals it and uses it elsewhere. You’re still keeping your promise to the readers and maintaining their
trust, but you’ve also added the bonus of a surprise twist.
This little technique—now known as “Chekhov’s gun”—of dropping little hints ahead of your critical, high-tension
scenes, increases their plausibility, impact, and potency by providing some necessary build-up to them.

How to use foreshadowing

Use foreshadowing to lay the groundwork for future tension, to tantalize readers about upcoming critical scenes,
confrontations or developments, major changes or reversals, character transformations, or secrets to be revealed.

Foreshadowing to add worry and increase reader engagement

Early thoughts, reactions, and actions in a character, as well as revelations about them, build characterization and give
us clues to their vulnerabilities, fears, and secrets, so this kind of foreshadowing lays the groundwork for other events and
makes readers anxious about them. Early hints or indications of character flaws, phobias, or weaknesses make the readers
concerned about how they’ll deal with adversity later. If we find out early on that your character has a fear of heights, then
when she has to scale a cliff, we’ll really worry about her.
And worried readers are emotionally engaged readers, which is exactly what you want. For example, in Andrew E.
Kaufman’s psychological thriller “The Lion, The Lamb, The Hunted,” we find out fairly early on that Patrick, the protagonist,
is a bleeder. So of course whenever he’s in any kind of physical confrontation or danger, especially if he’s nowhere near a
hospital or clinic, we worry about him bleeding to death. So what happens partway through the story? He gets bitten by a
dog—in an isolated area!

Foreshadowing to reveal character traits and build character motivations

Foreshadowing is a great way to show and build character motivations so their later decisions and actions seem plausible.
For example, a teenager who jumps in to help an accident victim by calmly assuring the patient, stopping the blood flow with
a tourniquet, and splinting a fracture with a branch and a torn shirt may seem very unlikely, but if you reveal earlier that he
wants to be a doctor and has taken first aid courses, his actions are now quite believable.
And foreshadowing is also effective in revealing the motivations of your antagonist. A typical way to reveal characteristics
and motivation of your villain is, when you’re in their point of view, having them recall moments of their youth when they
were treated unfairly or abused or when they picked on younger children or tortured birds or animals.

Some ideas for foreshadowing

Here are some of the ways you can foreshadow events or revelations in your story:

Show a pre-scene or mini-example of what happens in a big way later. The roads are icy and the car starts to skid, but

the driver manages to get it under control and continues driving, a little shaken and nervous. This initial near-miss plants
worry in the reader’s mind. Then later a truck comes barreling toward him and... (or the icy road causes some other kind of
accident).

The protagonist overhears snippets of conversation or gossip and tries to piece it all together, but it doesn’t all make sense

until later.

Hint at shameful secrets or bad memories your protagonist has been hiding, trying to forget about.
Something on the news warns of possible danger—a storm brewing, a convict who’s escaped from prison, a killer on the

loose, a series of bank robberies, etc.

Your main character notices and wonders about other characters’ unusual or suspicious actions, reactions, tone of voice,
facial expressions, or body language. Another character, perhaps a spouse or loved one, acts evasive or looks preoccupied,
nervous, apprehensive, or tense.

Show us the protagonist’s inner fears or suspicions. Then the readers start worrying that what the character is anxious

about may happen.
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Use setting details and word choices to create an ominous mood. A storm is brewing, or fog or a snowstorm makes it

impossible to see any distance ahead, or...?

The protagonist or a loved one has a disturbing dream or premonition.
A fortune-teller or horoscope foretells trouble ahead.

Based on past experiences, the character forms an opinion about something that could happen.
Use objects: your character is looking for something in a drawer and pushes aside a loaded gun. Or a knife, scissors, or

other dangerous object or poisonous substance is lying around within reach of children or an assailant.

Make the ordinary seem ominous, or plant something out of place in a scene. Zoom in on an otherwise benign object, like
that bicycle lying in the sidewalk, the half-empty glass on the previously spotless kitchen counter, or the single child’s shoe
in the alley, to create a sense of unease. Or something is slightly off, just enough to create a niggling doubt in the mind of
the reader. A phone off the hook, an open window, wet footprints on the floor, a book or notepad on the floor, a half-eaten
breakfast, etc.

Use symbolism, like a broken mirror, a dead bird, a lost kitten, or, as in Hemingway’s foreshadowing of an early death in
the opening line of his “A Farewell to Arms”:
The leaves fell early that year.

A no-no about foreshadowing

But don’t step in as the author giving an aside to the readers, like “When she woke up that morning, she had no idea it
would turn out to be the worst day of her life.” The author should stay out of the book, not jump in and address the readers.
We’re in the heroine’s head at that moment, and since she has no idea how the day is going to turn out, it’s breaking the spell,
the fictive dream for us to pass out of her body and her time frame to jump ahead and read the future.

Not a plotter? Write your story, then work backward and foreshadow later.

The great thing about foreshadowing is that you can do it at any stage of your writing process. So for you writers who hate
to outline and just want to start writing and see where the characters and story take you, you can always go back through your
manuscript later and plant clues and indications here and there to hint at major reversals and critical events. Doing this will
not only increase the suspense and intrigue but will also improve the overall credibility and unity of your story.
So decide on the events you want to foreshadow and then work backward, planting hints about each event in earlier
chapters. A small event might require only one subtle indication in the preceding chapter or at the start of the chapter in
which it occurs. A major event occurring near the end of the novel can be hinted at and alluded to several times in the course
of the novel.
And remember to sprinkle in the foreshadowing like a strong spice—not too much and not too little. If you give too
many hints, you’ll erode your suspense. If you don’t give enough, readers might feel a bit cheated or manipulated when
something unexpected happens, especially if it’s a huge twist or surprise.
And again, the operative word is subtle. Don’t hit readers over the head with it. Not all your readers will pick up on these
little hints, and that’s okay. It makes the ones who do feel all the more clever.
Remember that to be effective, foreshadowing needs to be subtle, like a whisper, not a shout. ■
Copyright Jodie Renner, 2013
Resources:
Lynn Franklin, “Literary Theft: Taking Techniques From the Classics.” The Journalist’s Craft: A Guide to Writing Better Stories,
ed. by Dennis Jackson and John Sweeney. Allworth, 2002
Jessica Morrell, “Between the Lines”
Jodie Renner, a freelance fiction editor specializing in thrillers and other fast-paced fiction, has published two books to date in her
series, An Editor’s Guide to Writing Compelling Fiction: “Writing a Killer Thriller” and “Style That Sizzles & Pacing for Power,”
both available in e-book and trade paperback.
For more info, please visit Jodie’s author website or editor website, or find her on Facebook or Twitter.
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