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Why do we love to read books?
January 2013 is upon us, which means that
anybody that believed in the Mayan calendar was
wrong, which is a good thing. However, now I’m
another year older, and that is a bad thing. I had
another letter written for this month, but like with
any good suspense/thriller book we got thrown a
major curve ball, and that happened to everyone
outside of the pages of the book with the horrific
tragedy that happened in Newtown, Connecticut.
When something like this happens, questions
start to be asked that will never be answered. We, the readers and authors of this genre,
live in a world filled with violence and horror; however, those are simply the words and
imagination of the author writing them.
We read books to get away from everyday life and the negative forces that threaten
to harm us. Hearing what happened in Newtown touched me deeply as a parent of four
children. It affected our family, to realize that anything can happen at any time in a blink
of an eye. When we read within the pages the chase scenes of an action-adventure, or the
works of a brilliant detective solving a crime that we thought was not solvable, we would
rather leave these types of events within the pages of a book.
Since 1995, there have been seventy different school shootings in America, and
this does not include the shooting in Aurora, Colorado, or the shootings in countless
workplaces. While one is way too many, seventy is a number that is unconscionable.
Whatever life throws at you, we as readers at least have an escape for a couple of hours to
leave the world behind and put ourselves into a world of intrigue and suspense. Authors
spend countless hours on entertaining their audience by creating fictional characters and
worlds. And 2013 promises to be another great year for readers as the writing in the genre
just keeps getting better.
We, the Suspense Magazine team, send our prayers to all the families affected in
Newtown and all over the United States and the world that have had to live through
a senseless tragedy that took someone we loved and cared about. Remember that we
love books because we don’t want the real world in our pages, and vice versa. Let’s also
remember to respect and cherish the time we have with each other and keep our families
and friends safe.
While you might be thinking of a New Year’s resolution to lose weight, stop smoking,
no more talking on your cell phone while driving, or simply stop holding up the checkout
line in the supermarket for a pack of gum (use the self serve line), also think about how
you can make a positive difference in someone’s life. If
everyone does this, we can make it through this crazy
thing called life in a more uplifting way.
Happy New Year everyone, and we look forward
in bringing you the very best books of 2013 and more
and more author interviews and features not only in the
pages of the magazine but also on Suspense Radio.
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, Amy Lignor and Terri Ann Armstrong.”
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By Donald Allen Kirch

The Long
Second

“In the year 22, of the 3rd month of winter, sixth hour of the day, the scribes of the House of Life found it was
a circle of fire that was coming in the sky. It had no head. The
breath of its mouth had a foul odor; its body one rod long and one
rod wide. It had no voice. Their hearts became confused through
it. Then they laid themselves on their bellies. They went to the
Pharaoh to report it. His Majesty ordered an examination of all
which is written in the papyrus rolls of the House of Life.
His Majesty was meditating upon what happened. Now after
some days had passed, these things became more numerous in the
skies than ever. They shone more in the sky than the brightness
of the sun, and extended to the limits of the four supports of the
heavens. Powerful was the position of the fire circles. The army
of the Pharaoh looked on with him in their midst. It was after
supper. Thereupon, these fire circles ascended higher in the sky
towards the south. The Pharaoh caused incense to be brought to
make peace on the hearth. And what happened was ordered by
the Pharaoh to be written in the annals of the House of Life so
that it be remembered forever.”
—The FIRST historically recorded report of an “unidentified flying object.”—
Egypt, 22 AD.

***
Since before man knew what they were, before the scientific theory of flight and before language was even born, there
have been strange and unexplainable things flying through the skies of our planet earth.
During World War II, they were called “Foo Fighters.” During the Cold War they were labeled “Flying Saucers” and
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“Unidentified Flying Objects,” “UFOs” for short. When the Air Force had been assigned to investigate these incidents of
“high strangeness,” they did so under the arena of “Project Blue Book.” In thousands of catalogued case files, over seven
hundred of these encounters were labeled “unexplainable” by the officers of the United States government.
There is intelligent life out there in the galaxy, and they have been here before! They have been visiting us, leaving their
mark upon history, society, and individual lives.
With every unknown, there are an intrepid group of people who seek answers. In the field of UFOs…they are the
UFOlogists. These are people who believe in the mathematical formula:

N = R* fpne fl fi fc L

In other words, there are so many stars in our universe that if only one in a billion is a star such as our sun with
planetary bodies orbiting them, and if only one in a billion of these planets are anything CLOSE to our earth, then, by the
simple language of math there are at least 2,800,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000 planets capable of supporting life as we
understand the term—narrowing it down—”oxygen-carbon” life.
Even more simplified: Just under three million-million intelligent forms of life in our galaxy—ALONE! Of these life
forms at least 10,000 intelligent civilizations exist that can either communicate or are capable of what we understand as “space
flight.”
No bureaucrat in Washington can ignore this simple truth.
***
Now is when this article starts to sound like an old episode of Dragnet.

THE STORY YOU ARE ABOUT
TO READ IS TRUE

***
The incident in question had once been a “catalogued” report registered through the UFO organization known as
MUFON and NOT confidential. It took place within a small town known for its close community, and at least seven brave
people came forward to give statements. That the event occurred at all is amazing in itself!
It all started on April 20, 2010.
Several reports had crossed the desk of top field investigator Chase Kloetzke regarding the sighting of several “orange
fireballs” in the skies of a local community (the locale is being kept a secret at the request of the reporting family). There were
at least twenty-seven of these objects reported hovering in the skies at one time, and some even managed to turn colors—
from red to white, in some cases. They moved at fantastic speeds, almost defying the laws of physics!
Chase found the case interesting and contacted the original witness of this fantastic event, asked her questions, and gave
him contact numbers should he spot more of them, or had further questions. Most reports end here.
This one did not!
The area in question suffered one of its annual “hundred-year floods,” and getting to the site to investigate it had become
a problem. So Chase made daily contacts with her witness, hoping to keep the flow of information coming. As reports added
up, the witness kept stating one fantastic claim: mainly that, “It happened almost every night.”
Both Chase and MUFON were interested.
Chase, while waiting for the floodwaters to recede, investigated and eliminated the usual suspects involved in an ordinary
UFO investigation. The orange fireballs in question WERE NOT satellites, a space station, a star, nor was it gaseous in nature.
Chase learned as much as she could about where this sighting event had been taking place. She found that she was
entering a self-contained culture where people kept to themselves, and who did not appreciate those who didn’t.
She then called the local sheriff ’s office, and the newspaper and airports in search of other such reports. There were
none. However, “official” offices were sometimes instructed to ignore such reports. Chase was assigned a secondary field
investigator to accompany her as the reporting witness kept calling.
The witness kept stating that both he and his cousin had been out in the fields watching “them” and also chasing the
things late at night. Chase instructed the man to see if he could take a few pictures of the events, but not to become too
aggressive. It was paramount that he not scare them away, if possible. This last was for his own safety. Dark country roads
were dangerous!
On May 4, the encounter took an interesting turn.
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The witness informed Chase that he had seen another “object” approach his property. Right behind it were two more, as
if in a winged formation. Quite excited, the man stated that strange black helicopters were also seen, flying over his property
as if “looking for something.” In all his years as a land owner, in this little town, he had never seen any kind of an aircraft
venture in the sky near his home, let alone the “orange visitors” and their “black helicopter” friends.
It did not take Chase long to pack up her equipment, arrange the pickup of her secondary investigator, and grab her
“go bag.” There were the questions of the event itself: The report of the fireballs, the change in light color, and now several
formations seen by a multitude of people. Then there were the reports of the black helicopters and a huge “triangle-shaped”
vessel slowly hovering in the sky above the town.
What the hell was going on here?
Chase’s witness was as credible as they could get. The witness was a locally respected businessman, who had lived within
his community all his life. He built his own home less than a mile from where he was born, and by asking for help in this
matter, jeopardized his community standing. This was not a publicity-seeking nut.
Upon entering the driveway, things got weird.
Chase met the witness, “John,” in the early evening. John came rushing out of his house pointing up into the night sky,
claiming to have seen yet another fireball light. Calmly, Chase looked up, expecting to see FAA lights blinking on a small
aircraft heading towards some unknown airport.
She did not.
The lights continued to approach. Some broke off to become several more. John suggested that they all head down to
his cornfield, behind the house, for a better view. Chase and her investigative partner agreed. They drove through a hundred
acres of freshly planted cornfields.
Chase set up her equipment. The night was incredibly dark, and the sky was incredibly clear.
Then, the lights appeared.
No matter where those in Chase’s party looked, they all spotted the strange fireballs. They darted and danced in ways
that immediately ruled them out as private planes, military, or weather balloons. And they damn sure were NOT the planet
Venus!
A small set of lights started to slowly approach their area.
As the lights came closer, a shape took hold. Triangular in nature, the unidentified craft had three white lights along its
outline and one red light within its center. No one heard an engine. No one heard a blessed thing! Only silence.
Chase could not believe her eyes!
As the craft hovered above them, once more, the investigative team tried to take pictures. Their cameras were of several
makes and models, and all were fully inspected before they were packaged, but none worked. No explanation.
Understandably frustrated, but still in awe of her encounter, Chase started taking her equipment apart, hoping to discover
a solution to her sudden power drain, batteries dying, and complete helplessness.
The hovering unknown craft continued onward, eventually leaving the skyline.
All equipment came to life as if nothing happened.
Full power.
It was then that a certain ‘feeling’ started to spread amongst the group that turned an amazing common occurrence into
an exploration of terror.
Chase, placing the battery casing back onto her equipment, paused, glaring out into the surrounding darkness.
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“Does anyone else feel like they are being watched? And I don’t mean from up there…but observed from here.”
No one had a chance to answer.
A blind terror took hold of everyone, sending them running away from the scene.
John was about four feet in front of Chase. Although he was armed, he too was frightened, unable to pause long enough
to see if those behind him were following, or to stop and defend himself.
Finally, all remembered the truck. John turned on a powerful flashlight.
The beam bounced around the field, traveling every which way.
“What the f*** was that?” John shouted. Frantically, he swished the beam of light around, hoping to capture “it” again.
John suddenly stopped.
Chase was running so fast behind John that she was not prepared and ran right into him. It was a wonder the two of them
did not end up on the ground. Her team was some six or seven feet behind.
Both John and Chase looked up and saw…SOMETHING!
It was about six feet away and was about three and a half feet tall. The THING had no reaction to being chased in a
cornfield by these people. There was no reaction to powerful beams of light hitting it upon the face. No blinking of the eyes.
No flinching. Nothing.
It was the longest second of Chase’s life.
All made it back to the truck. The equipment was thrown in, people slammed doors, and the engine was started. So fast
was the truck accelerating that Chase thought it had been airborne a few times. Upon reaching the safety of John’s home,
all got out of the truck dazed, confused, and somewhat silent. All they could do was gaze upon each other, studying the
puzzlement in their neighbor’s eyes, as if to silently ask, “Did that just happen?”
Then something unexpected occurred.
Everyone laughed.
Normalcy began to invade the moment.
John said to Chase, “I’m not crazy, right? Thank you for coming…you just don’t know…you saw it right?”
“Let’s get back there,” Chase whispered.
Within thirty minutes, they returned—and this time, hid the truck. The second investigator soon spotted another
mysterious light above the tree lines. In recording the sighting, all noticed that the unknown light had a particular “wobbling”“
effect to it. It soon flew out of sight.
Although there were several more sightings, and a few noises that kept all on edge, nothing dramatic as the first encounter
happened again. All questioned the fear they felt, and how “hive-minded” it had been. Usually, when fear is in great amounts,
there is generally one or two who seem unaffected by the emotion. Not the case in this episode. It was as if someone, or
something, had flipped a switch, and all became as frightened as a caveman on a hunt.
That long second, where the world no longer seemed real, where logic did not work, still haunts Chase and her crew.
“You just cannot ‘unsee’ things,” is what Chase would say about the affair.
Two points of interest: Chase stated that the eyes of this “thing” were like nothing reported to her before. They were not
the huge black almond-shaped pits she heard so much about. And she was shocked by the general size of the “thing’s” legs.
They were so tiny and “twig-like” that she wondered, for a fraction of an instant, how the creature itself could support its own
body weight.
Years after the event, Chase still feels the same as she did riding in her car on the drive home.
“Really? This does not happen! No one gets everything in one evening!”
Why did they all feel so damn compelled to run away in that strange cornfield? John was well-armed, and was capable of
handling anything. He was a man of the hills, and knew the ways of nature.
The incident is still listed as a mystery. To this day Chase is unwilling to state that she witnessed a UFO sighting, or a
“close encounter.” She just doesn’t know.
The long second took its toll on all involved. The second investigator (her name will not be released by Chase) left ufology
and disappeared. She hasn’t spoken to anyone, including close friends or family.
John, from time to time, contacts Chase. The family in question has asked Chase to keep their name a secret, and to not
contact them again.
Chase continues to look into the area where her life made a sudden change, hoping to once more take hold of that long
second. To once more stare into the unknown, hoping above all hope, to discover some answers. 
If you are interested in learning more about the author and his work go to: www.donaldallenkirch.com. To learn more about the
“Stranger Than Fiction” radio program go to: www.facebook.com/StrangerThanFictionRadio.
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America's Favorite
Suspense Authors
On the Rules of Fiction

The Dynamic Duo: Preston & Child

By Anthony J. Franze
Photo Credit: Provided by Authors

In this series, author Anthony J. Franze interviews other
suspense writers about their views on “the rules” of fiction.
This month, #1 New York Times bestselling authors Douglas
Preston and Lincoln Child share their advice. Next month,
Anthony sits down with Andrew Gross.
If Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child weren’t bestselling
authors—possibly the finest writing partnership in fiction—they
could do well as a comedy team. In the hour I sat down with them,
there was more banter and laughs than you’d expect in the average
college dorm. Preston started the interview by declaring,
“I spend most of my time editing Linc’s deficient prose,”
to which Child replied, “My job is to turn Doug’s lumps
of coal into diamonds.”
It probably should come as no surprise that the two
writers jab at one another like childhood friends; they’ve
been a team for nearly two decades. Along the way, their
books have hit the top of The New York Times bestseller
list, been made into a number-one box office movie,
and been chosen by readers in a NPR poll as among the
greatest thrillers ever written. Continuing that success,
their latest collaboration, “Two Graves,” is a masterful
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and spellbinding conclusion to the Helen Trilogy featuring the unforgettable character Agent Pendergast.
When they weren’t making me laugh, Preston and Child shared with me their best advice to aspiring writers:

Treat writing like a job. Child said writers should “set a schedule and block out time each day to

write.” Preston added that newer scribes also need “to make sure your family and loved ones don’t interrupt you during your
writing time. If you’re a lawyer or doctor, friends don’t just stop by the office to chat or interrupt you from your work. But for
some reason, people think writing is different. It isn’t, and you need to make clear that this is sacred time.”

Stop writing each day when you still have more to say.

Preston
said this is a rule, borrowed from Hemingway, he’s found invaluable. “It’s better to stop when you have something you’re just
dying to get down on paper—the next day will start like a dream. By contrast, if things get sticky the night before, they’ll be
even stickier in the morning.” Child added. “And for me that usually means a call from Doug wanting me to drop everything
and work through where he’s stuck.”

Don’t write to the market. Child said that too often authors write what they think will be

popular when they should be writing the book they’d want to read. Preston concurred: “Most thrillers recently seem to
involve the same themes—terrorists, nuclear weapons, government conspiracies, and the like.” The key is to come up with
something original—something that makes other writers say, “Why didn’t I think of that?”

Take care with your characters. Preston said newer writers sometimes give too much

back story with their characters. “They think to create a great character you need to tell the reader the character’s life story
and all the terrible events that haunt the character.” The reader doesn’t need to be spoon-fed some tortured past, he said.
“The writer should develop the character by what the character says and does.” Child added that newer writers shouldn’t take
shortcuts with the characters, such as anchoring a reader’s understanding of a character to a real person (“he looked like X
actor”; “she sounded like Y actress.”).

Disregard some conventional rules. Preston thinks “show, don’t tell” is a false rule

that newer writers often take too literally. “The correct rule is: know when to show and know when to tell. Beginning writers
often get it backwards, show when they should tell, tell when they should show.” For instance, he said, newer writers often
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overuse the flashback. “Don’t jump back five years when he found his mother
hanging from a tree, just tell the reader.”
Child disagrees with the old standby “write what you know.” If authors wrote
only what they knew, books would be incredibly boring. “Writers can conduct
research and learn things they don’t know. They can put themselves in the position
of the characters and ask what they’d do.”

Throw out the how-to fiction guides.

Preston and Child do not care much for how-to books on novel writing. Both
said a more useful exercise is for writers to choose a favorite suspense novel and
deconstruct it. “Ask yourself what you like about the characters, the pacing, the
writing,” Preston said. “Don’t imitate or copy it, but analyze the technique,” Child
added.

Donald
Allen
Kirch
“...genuine horror with
a perfect balance of
suspenseful thrills in his
latest creation—“REICH”!”

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

“ONCE HE STRETCHED
OUT HIS HAND AND
Don’t treat every word like a precious EUROPE TREMBLED.”
A U-boat Captain is ordered
stone. Beyond humor, one of the secrets of the Preston/Child collaboration to
transport Hitler to a secret
is trust. “When Linc tells me something I’ve written is pure crap, I have to believe
him,” Preston said. “You really have to check your ego at the door,” Child added.
It helps, Preston said, that “we are not prima donnas who think that every word
that trips off our pen is a precious pearl to be coddled and preserved.” Each slashes
away at the other’s work, resulting, as Booklist said, in “a stylistic grace and thematic
resonance” that could not be achieved by most solo authors. The lesson for newer
writers is to find someone they trust who will review and edit drafts with a critical
eye.

Know your weaknesses.

I closed by asking Preston
and Child to identify one another’s writing weaknesses. Preston gleefully said that
Child’s initial drafts often use too many adverbs. “He also overuses the word ‘then’—
‘then this happened, then this happened, then . . .’ This is unnecessary and implied
by the chronology of the sentences.” Child said, “Doug has too many problems to
catalog.” But if he had to list one, it’s Preston’s sex scenes. “As I once told him: if this
is what you think makes a good sex scene, I feel sorry for your wife.” 

military base in Norway
during the closing days of
World War II. While on this
mission, he discovers that
there is more to Germany’s
“S
“Supreme Warlord” than
meets the eye. To his horror,
the Captain discovers the
ird Reich’s darkest secret:

HITLER WAS A
VAMPIRE!

Anthony J. Franze is a lawyer in the Appellate and Supreme Court practice of a
major Washington, D.C. law firm and the author of the debut legal thriller, “The Last
Justice.” In addition to his writing and law practice, he is an adjunct professor of law,
has been a commentator for Bloomberg, the National Law Journal and other news
outlets, and is a contributing editor for the Big Thrill magazine. Anthony lives in the
D.C. area with his wife and three children.
Montage Press Photo Credit: Robert Dugoni (www.robertdugoni.com), 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), Andrew Gross (www.andrewgrossbooks.com), David Baldacci ( John Groo), Catherine Coulter (provided by author), Richard North Patterson (Peter Simon), and Brad Meltzer (Herman Estevez)
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Bleeding Heart
By Nick Andreychuk
“Dimitri…wake up, Dimitri.”
I felt my wife’s tongue slide playfully across my cheek. That woke me up! “What a nice way to start the day,” I said, without
opening my eyes.
“You like that, huh?” I felt the tongue on my lips this time, just as it registered in my brain that the voice didn’t actually
belong to my wife. It was an unfamiliar man’s voice.
Who the hell…?
I tried to sit up and open my eyes at the same time, but was terrified to discover that I was unable to do either. Now that
I was fully awake, it was obvious that I’d been blindfolded, and my hands and legs bound. I couldn’t see, and I could barely
move, but I could still talk. “What the hell’s going on?” I asked.
A low chuckle was the only response. Then someone licked my face again, leaving a disgusting trail of slobber.
“Stop that! What are you, some kind of pervert?”
“I thought you said it felt nice,” the man replied, then laughed. His laughter was joined by another masculine voice.
“Where’s my wife?”
“She’s right beside you, except for her tongue.”
“I swear, if you hurt her, I’ll—”
“If we hurt her? If? James, I don’t think that Dimitri here is paying attention to me.” James snickered, and then the first
man continued. “I’m holding her tongue in my hand, Dimitri. Do you really think the process of removing it didn’t hurt her?”
Suddenly, something that tasted like a slab of raw liver was shoved into my mouth.
I must have passed out, because the next thing I knew, I was being revived by slaps across my face. The severed tongue
had been removed from my mouth, but the foul taste remained, making me want to retch.
“You disappoint me, Dimitri.” It was the same man speaking, and he sounded more amused than disappointed. “Don’t
you get it? The reason why we cut out her tongue instead of yours was so that you wouldn’t black out from the pain. And then
you go and wimp out on us anyway! Not that I should be surprised, since you’re such a bleed—”
“I’m going to rip your tongue out, you sick son-of-a-bitch!”
“Go ahead and try.”
I lunged forward with all my strength, but the bonds held firm, and all I managed to do was dislocate my right shoulder. I
tried to hide the pain I’d inadvertently inflicted, but it must have showed on my face because the bastards burst out laughing.
“Hey James, I think we’ve got ourselves a masochist. That’ll make our job easier. We can just stand here and watch him
torture himself.”
Job? So this wasn’t just some random attack. Maybe I could offer them more money than whatever they were getting
paid. And maybe they’d respond to humor.
“That’s right, I am a machinist; a well-paid machinist. Let’s say I double whatever you’re getting paid for this job?”
“Sorry, it doesn’t work that way. We’re not getting paid for this, although you could call it payback.”
The more I listened to my tormentor speak, the more familiar his voice seemed. But where had I heard it before? And
payback for what?
“What the hell’d I ever do to you?”
“You cost us millions of dollars in fines, you whining little bleeding heart. Did you think we wouldn’t find out that it was
you who ratted us out?”
Fines? Shit, now I knew where I’d heard that voice before, at staff meetings. My tormentor’s name was Clive Davis, the
company’s primary shareholder and CEO. And the man with him had to be James Braddock, Vice President of Marketing.
Davis didn’t seem to be trying to hide who they were. Were they planning on killing me? I decided to play it safe and not let
on that I’d figured out their identities.
Being in the same room with heartless polluters like them would have disgusted me under the best of circumstances, so
I couldn’t help but respond to their blame casting.
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“People were getting sick because of that toxic sludge you dumped into the lake!”
“It’s not like anybody died. At least, not yet….”
“You got off easy with those fines! You should have been thrown in jail. You’re going to be now though, for what you’ve
done to my wife—if I don’t kill you first!”
“There you go again with the threats. You should be thanking me. I could have killed you, but I’ve decided to spare your
pathetic little life instead.”
“Don’t expect me to spare you.”
“Oh, you won’t lay a finger on me. In fact, you’re going to go back to work tomorrow and act as if nothing ever happened.
And you’re going to ignore whatever you happen to see and hear about our new disposal site. Then, every few weeks or so,
you will send false reports to your government contact. You will tell them that the company is no longer doing anything that
is harmful to people or the environment, and that the company is definitely not doing anything remotely illegal. You got
that?”
“Sure, you want me to turn a blind eye when you dump barrels of toxic waste wherever’s most convenient for you. And
let more people get sick? Let people die so that you can get richer? Never.”
“I’d reconsider if I were you.”
“Screw you.”
“Three strikes and you’re out.”
“Better yet, you two should screw each other.”
“James, open Dimitri’s right hand.”
Both my hands were balled up in fists. James pried my fingers open, but I immediately closed them again.
“Hold them open.”
James did as instructed, and then one of them placed a small, sticky ball onto my hand. James let go of my hand and I
closed my fingers gently to try and figure out what they’d put there. The ball was soft and moist. It felt disgusting.
“Open his left hand.”
James opened my other fist, and a similarly squishy ball was deposited.
“Do you get it yet, Dimitri? We’re not going to kill you. But if you don’t do what we demand, your wife will suffer the
consequences….”
I wanted to lash out at him, but I couldn’t even make fists, for fear of what I might be crushing. Instead, I bared my teeth
like a caged animal.
Davis took my silence as defiance.
“It’s your own fault, you know. You wagged your tongue, and your wife lost hers. Then you refused to turn a blind eye,
and your wife lost her eyes.”
“Noooo!”
What have I done? Why couldn’t I have just lied, said I’d play along? Oh my god! Ava! My five-year-old daughter was
asleep in her bedroom down the hall. If they’d touched a hair on her head, I’d never be able to forgive myself. I almost asked
if she was all right, but I didn’t want to draw attention to her. Maybe they didn’t know I had a child. I could only pray.
Davis slapped me again to get me to stop screaming.
“Now, pay attention,” he said. “You will go back to work tomorrow, and you will keep in touch with your government
contacts, and you will tell them exactly what we want you to. There’s no room for bleeding hearts in the business world,
Dimitri. Cross us again, and the next thing you’ll be holding is your wife’s bleeding heart.”
Someone placed a cloth with a chemical scent under my nose and I blacked out. When I came to, all of my bonds had
been removed.
My wife lay next to me. I checked her neck for a pulse and was overjoyed to discover she was still alive. I lifted up
her eyelids and was shocked to discover her eyeballs intact. Her eyes had a glazed look, as if she’d been drugged, but they
appeared to be undamaged. Feeling hopeful, I opened her mouth. Her tongue was still there.
I searched the bed, but whatever “props” the bastards had used were gone. Then I noticed that they’d soiled my wife’s
nightgown. There was a bloody red X over her heart. I got the message.
“Daddy!” Ava.
I jumped off the bed and ran down the hallway.
Ava was sitting up in her bed, screaming and crying. She appeared to be unharmed. But her puppy wasn’t. Her pet’s
lifeless body had been placed next to her on the bed. Dried blood ringed its mouth and its empty eye-sockets. The puppy’s
chest was ripped open, its heart missing.
Then my heart nearly stopped beating. Ava’s pajamas were red, so at first I hadn’t noticed the dark red X over her heart…
***
I went in to work the next day and went about my job as usual. As before, it wasn’t hard to find out through the grapevine
when the next midnight work detail would be. But this time, I kept my mouth shut. As far as outside sources were concerned,
the company was no longer illegally disposing of hazardous waste.
In fact, I even volunteered to help out with the late night disposal. I arrived early though, to make sure that all the lids
were sealed tight to avoid leakage—and I could add two extra barrels of scum. 
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Special Preview from Lisa Gardner

Touch & Go
Press Photo Credit: Philbrick Photography

Chapter 1
Here is something I learned when I was eleven years old: Pain has a flavor.
The question is, what does it taste like to you?
Tonight, my pain tasted like oranges. I sat across from my husband in a
corner booth at the restaurant Scampo in Beacon Hill. Discreet waiters appeared
to silently refill our glasses of champagne. Two for him. Three for me. Homemade
breads covered the white linen tablecloth, as well as fresh selections from the
mozzarella bar. Next would be tidy bowls of hand-cut noodles, topped with
sweet peas, crispy pancetta, and a light cream sauce. Justin’s favorite dish. He’d
discovered it on a business trip to Italy twenty years ago and had been requesting
it at fine Italian restaurants ever since.
I lifted my champagne glass.
Sipped. Set it down.
Across from me, Justin
smiled, lines crinkling the corners
of his eyes. His light brown hair,
worn short, was graying at the
temples, but it worked for him.
He had that rugged outdoors look that never went out of fashion. Women
checked him out when we entered bars. Men did too, curious about the
new arrival, an obvious alpha male who paired scuffed work boots
with two-hundred-dollar Brooks Brothers shirts and made both
look the better for it.
“Gonna eat?” my husband asked.
“I’m saving myself for the pasta.”
He smiled again, and I thought of white sandy beaches, the salty tang of
ocean air. I remembered the feel of the soft cotton sheets tangled around my
bare legs as we spent the second morning of our honeymoon still sequestered
in our private bungalow. Justin hand-fed me fresh peeled oranges while I
delicately licked the sticky juice from his calloused fingers.
I took another sip of champagne, holding it inside my mouth this time,
and concentrating on the feel of liquid bubbles.
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I wondered if she had been prettier than me. More exciting. Better in bed. Or maybe, in the
way these things worked, none of that mattered. Didn’t factor into the equation. Men cheated
because men cheated. If a husband could, he would.
Meaning, that in its own way, the past six months of my marriage hadn’t been anything personal.
I took another sip, still drinking champagne, still tasting oranges.
Justin polished off the selection of appetizers, took a restrained sip of his own champagne, then absently rearranged his
silverware.
Justin had inherited his father’s twenty-five-million-dollar construction business at the age of twenty-seven. Some sons
would’ve been content to let a successful business continue as is. Not Justin. By the time I met him when he was thirty-four,
he’d already doubled revenue to the fifty million mark, with a goal of achieving seventy-five million in the next two years.
And not by sitting in some office. Justin prided himself on being a master of most trades. Plumbing, electrical, drywall,
concrete. He was boots on the ground, spending time with his men, mingling with the subcontractors, first one on the site,
last one to leave.
In the beginning, that’s one of the things I’d loved most about him. A man’s man. Comfortable in a wood-paneled
boardroom but also played a mean game of pickup hoops and thought nothing of taking his favorite .357 to light up the
firing range.
When we were first dating, he’d take me with him to his gun club. I’d stand, tucked into the solid embrace of his larger,
stronger body, while he showed me how to position my hands on the grip of a relatively petite .22, how to sight down the
barrel, home in on the bull’s-eye. The first few times, I missed the target completely, the sound of the gunshot startling me,
causing me to flinch even with ear protection. I’d fire into the ground or, if I was very lucky, hit the lowest edge of the paper
target.
Time and time again, Justin would patiently correct me, his voice a low rumble against the back of my neck as he leaned
over and helped me level out my aim.
Sometimes we never made it home. We’d end up naked in the closet of the rifle range, or in the backseat of his SUV, still
in the parking lot. He’d dig his fingers into my hips, urging me faster and harder and I’d obey, out of my mind with gunpowder
and lust and pure mind-blowing power.
Salt. Gunpowder. Oranges.
Justin excused himself to use the bathroom.
When he left, I rearranged the pasta on my plate so it would appear as if I’d eaten. Then, I opened my purse and under
the cover of the table, doled out four white pills. I popped them as a single handful, chased down with half a glass of water.
Then I picked up my glass of champagne and steeled myself for the evening’s main event.
Justin drove us the five minutes home. He’d purchased the Boston town house pretty much the same day we’d confirmed
that I was pregnant. From doctor’s office to real estate office. He brought me to see it after reaching a verbal agreement, the
big-game hunter showing off his trophy. I probably should’ve been offended by his high-handedness. Instead, I’d walked
through four and a half stories of gorgeous hardwood floors, soaring nine-foot ceilings, and intricate hand-carved moldings,
and felt my jaw drop.
So this is what five million dollars bought you. Bright, sunlit rooms, a charming rooftop patio, not to mention an entire
neighborhood of beautifully restored redbrick buildings, nestled shoulder to shoulder like long-lost friends.
The townhome was on tree-lined Marlborough Street, just blocks away from tony Newbury Street, not to mention
walking distance to the Public Gardens. The kind of neighborhood where the poor people drove Saabs, the nannies spoke
with French accents and the private school had an application process that started the baby’s first week of conception.
Justin gave me carte blanche. Furniture, art, draperies, carpets. Antiques, no antiques, interior decorator, no interior
decorator. He didn’t care. Do whatever I had to do, spend whatever I had to spend, just make this our home.
So I did. Like that scene out of Pretty Woman, except it involved slathering painters and decorators and antique dealers,
all plying their wares while I sat my pregnant bulk on various divans and with an elegant wave of my hand ordered a bit of
this, a dash of that. Frankly, I had fun with it. Finally, a real-world application for my fine art skills. I could not only fashion
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jewelry out of silver-infused clay, I could renovate a Boston brownstone.
We were giddy those days. Justin was working a major hydroelectric project. He’d helicopter in and out, literally, and I’d
show off the latest progress on our home, while he rubbed my lower back and brushed back my hair to nuzzle the side of
neck.
Then, Ashlyn. And joy, joy, joy. Happy, happy, happy. Justin beamed, snapped photos, showed off his precious baby girl
to anyone who made eye contact. His crew filed into our Boston town house, muddy boots left in the gleaming foyer so a
bunch of former navy seals and ex-marines could make googly eyes at our sleeping daughter in her pink-coated nursery.
They swapped tips on diaper changing and proper swaddling, then set out to teach a newborn how to burp the ABCs.
Justin informed them their sons would never date his daughter. They accepted the news good-naturedly, then made
googly eyes at me instead. I told them they could have whatever they wanted, as long as they’d change diapers at 2:00 a.m.
This led to so many suggestive comments, Justin escorted his crew back out of the house.
But he was happy and I was happy and life was good.
That’s love, right? You laugh, you cry, you share midnight feedings and eventually, months later you have really tender
sex where you realize things are slightly different, but still, fundamentally great. Justin showered me in jewelry and I took up
the requisite yoga while learning hideously expensive places to buy baby clothes. Sure, my husband was gone a lot, but I was
never the kind of woman who was afraid of being alone. I had my daughter and soon Dina, who helped out so I could return
to playing in my jewelry studio, where I fashioned and created and nurtured and glowed.
Now, Justin slowed the Range Rover, starting the futile search for curbside parking. Our town house included a lowerlevel garage, a luxury nearly worth the property taxes, but of course Justin saved the space for me, leaving him to play the
highly competitive game of street parking in downtown Boston.
He passed by our town house once and my gaze automatically went up to the third-story window, Ashlyn’s room. It was
dark, which surprised me as she was supposed to be staying in for the evening. Maybe she simply hadn’t bothered with the
overhead light, sitting before the glow of her laptop instead. Fifteen-year-olds could spend hours like that, I’d been learning.
Earbuds implanted, eyes glazed over, lips sealed tightly shut.
Justin found a space. A quick reverse, a short pull forward and he’d neatly tucked the Range Rover into place. He came
around the front to get my door and I let him.
Last few seconds now. My hands were clenched white-knuckle on my lap. I tried to force myself to breathe. In. Out.
Simple as that. One step at a time, one moment after another.
Would he start by kissing me on the lips? Perhaps the spot he’d once discovered behind my ear? Or maybe we’d both
simply strip, climb into bed, get it over with. Lights off, eyes squeezed shut. Maybe, he’d be thinking about her the whole time.
Maybe, it shouldn’t matter. He was with me. I’d won. Kept my husband, the father of my child.
Door opened. My husband of eighteen years loomed before me. He held out his hand. And I followed him, out of the car,
down the sidewalk, neither of us speaking a word.
Justin paused at the front door. He’d been on the verge of punching the code into the keypad, when he stopped, frowned,
then shot a quick glance at me.
“She disarmed the system,” he muttered. “Left the door unsecured again.”
I glanced at the door’s keypad and saw what he meant. Justin had installed the system himself; not a mechanically
controlled bolt lock, but an electronically controlled one. Punch in the right code, the system disarmed the locks, the door
opened. No code, no entry.
The system had seemed to be an elegant solution to a teenage daughter who more often than not forgot her key. But for
the system to work, it had to be armed, which was proving to be Ashlyn’s next challenge.
Justin tried the knob, and sure enough, the door opened soundlessly into the darkened foyer.
My turn to frown. “She could’ve at least left on a light.”
My stiletto heels clipped loudly as I crossed the foyer to flip on the overhead chandelier. No longer holding
on to Justin’s arm, I didn’t walk as steadily. I wondered if he noticed. I wondered if he cared.
I made it to the wall panel. Flipped the first light switch. Nothing. I tried again, flipping up and down
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several times now. Nothing.
“Justin . . . ,” I started in puzzlement.
Just as I heard him say: “Libby . . .”
A funny popping sound, like a small-caliber gun exploding. Whizzing. Justin’s
body suddenly arching. I watched, open mouthed, as he stood nearly on his tiptoes,
back bowing, while a guttural sound of pain wrenched through his clenched teeth.
I smelled burning flesh.
Then, I saw the man.
Big. Bigger than my six-two, two-hundred-pound husband who worked in the construction field. The massive black-clad
figure loomed at the edge of the foyer, hand clutching a strange-looking pistol with a square-shaped barrel. Green confetti,
I noted, almost hazily. Little pieces of bright-green confetti, raining down on my hardwood foyer as my husband danced
macabre and the faceless man took another step forward.
His finger released on the trigger of the gun, and Justin stopped arching, sagging instead. My husband’s breath came out
ragged, right before the big man hit the trigger again. Four, five, six times he made Justin’s entire body convulse while I stood
there, open mouthed, arm outstretched as if that would stop the room from swaying.
I heard my husband say something, but I couldn’t understand it at first. Then, it came to me. With a low, labored breath,
Justin was ordering me to run.
I made it one step. Long enough to glance pleadingly at the darkened staircase. To pray my daughter was tucked safely
inside her third-story bedroom, rocking out to her iPod, oblivious to the scene below.
Then the huge man twisted toward me. With a flick of his wrist, a square cartridge was ejected from the front end of what
I now realized was a Taser, then he leapt forward and planted the end of the barrel against the side of my leg. He pulled the
trigger.
The contact point on my thigh immediately fired to painful, excruciating life. More burning flesh. Screaming. Probably
my own.
I was aware of two things: my own acute pain and the whites of my attacker’s eyes. Mask, I realized faintly. Black ski mask
that obliterated his mouth, his nose, his face. Until he was no longer a man, but a faceless monster with white, white eyes,
stepping straight out of my nightmares into my own home.
Then Justin lurched awkwardly forward, windmilling his arms as he rained feeble blows on the larger man’s back. The
black-masked figure turned slightly and with some kind of karate chop caught Justin in the throat.
My husband made a terrible gurgling sound and went down.
My left leg gave out. I went down as well. Then rolled over and vomited champagne.
My last thought, through the pain and the burning and the panic and the fear . . . don’t let him find Ashlyn. Don’t let him
find Ashlyn.
Except then I heard her. High-pitched. Terrified. “Daddy. Mommy. Daddy!”
In my last second of consciousness, I managed to turn my head. I saw two more black forms, one on each side of my
daughter’s twisting body, as they dragged her down the stairs.
Briefly, our gazes met.
I love you, I tried to say.
But the words wouldn’t come out.
Fired.

The black-masked figure raised his Taser again. Calmly inserted a fresh cartridge. Took aim.

My fifteen-year-old daughter started to scream.
Pain has a flavor.
The question is, what does it taste like to you? 
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Becoming the
Author you Always
Wanted to Be
By Joseph Badal

I

recently spoke to a Southwest Writers group in Albuquerque, New Mexico about writing and the publishing
process. Preparing for my presentation was personally enlightening, as I was forced to reflect on my own
path to becoming a published author.
For the published authors reading this, I hope my words take you back to your writing beginnings and remind you of the
enthusiasm and trepidation that went with your first submissions, with your first contract, with your first book release, and
with your first reviews. Heady times!
For aspiring authors, I hope you will take to heart most—if not all—of what follows. Of course, there are no hard and fast
rules about writing. To paraphrase John Lescroart, “You just need to do what works.” However, if you don’t adhere to a basic
set of rules, your chance of getting traditionally published are lessened.
I have outlined below a set of guidelines that I have tried to follow. There are others, of course. But these are enough to
form a foundation for success. Absent these, you are down big in the first inning:
Be a uniquely creative thinker. You don’t have to create a completely new subgenre to be considered
unique or creative. Perhaps you’ve been inspired by Dan Brown to write secret history thrillers. But do so
with a different twist. Perhaps your protagonist is a bumbler who just seems to figure things out in the end.
Or, maybe he/she is the antithesis of the protagonist who seems able to leap tall buildings in a single bound.
Your story could revolve around the discovery that Elvis may still be alive (as Steve Brewer did in “Lonely
Street”; he got a movie contract out of that book). Do something that’s a little different from everything else
out there.
Have a unique voice. What’s your style? How is your writing unique? Does it present to the reader your
personality and character? These elements are important because they contribute to the reader’s impression
of you and your work. I believe that voice develops over time, with experience. I do not suggest you try to
construct a voice and then build your work around that voice. Let your voice develop. Being a uniquely
creative thinker will assist in making this happen.
Have a passion for writing, and be committed to the art. Without those, taking on a writing
project will be just work. Most of us already have a job. We don’t need another one. That’s not to say that
writing isn’t work. God knows, it’s some of the toughest work you’ll ever do. But without that passion,
writing will become drudgery, and your work will suffer as a result. If you cannot NOT write, then you’re on
your way. You’re out of the first inning, and you’re only down a couple of runs.
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Respect writing as a profession. Treat writing as a business (albeit a business about which you’re
passionate). If you were going to open a new business, how much capital would you need? Obviously, this
would depend on the type and size of the business. But let’s say you want to open a consulting practice. You’re
going to need business cards, stationery, advertising, a telephone, furniture, working capital for operating
expenses, etc. Deciding to be a writer requires a similar business commitment. I am surprised at the number
of writers whose only commitment to the business of writing is a desktop computer. That’s not enough! You
need to buy reference books, to attend conferences, to pay for editing, to pay for copies of manuscripts, etc.
And that’s before you get published.
Be open-minded and able to accept criticism. My editor assassinated my first manuscript. He
edited using a red pen and, as a result, my manuscript looked like he had bled all over it. My first reaction was:
He’s murdered my baby! But once I got past the obstruction to clear thinking that my ego had constructed, I
realized that he had done me a huge favor. A bad review will always hurt. But remember to tell yourself that
everyone is a critic, but very few can do what you do.
Have strong interpersonal skills. I added this to the list because a writer’s character and personality
need to come across to readers. Even with electronic media, your interpersonal skills need to come across.
Readers want to know and like the authors they read. If you have no presence among the reader communities,
or if you come across as a lifeless entity, you will find selling books a bigger challenge than it already is.
That’s what you should be. Now on to what you should do:
It sounds silly to mention this but excellent writing is not always what authors present. As publishing becomes more and
more focused on profit and less on art, we all see some terrible product being foisted on readers. Top best-sellers can get away
with follow-on books that are poorly written, poorly edited, and ghostwritten. The new writer has no such leeway:
Edit your manuscript until you can’t stand your own work anymore. Then put it in the
hands of a professional editor. The goal is to be typo-free, redundancy-free, contradiction-free, etc.
Focus on strong plotting (I suggest you read “The Writer’s Journey” by Christopher Vogler). There
is no one formula that you should follow in constructing your novel. But there is a general framework that
you might want to follow. Vogler’s book will help you develop that framework. Once you’ve done it a few
times, the process will become almost second nature.
The following are self-explanatory and will assist you in grading your own work. I suggest you create a
checklist with at least these few items on it. Then evaluate your own work according to that checklist:
Have a strong beginning hook. The average editor reads five to eight pages; the average reader reads
the first page. You don’t have a lot of time to capture their interest.
Have a strong conflict. Without one, you have a story that’s just blah.
Have a call to action. “The Writer’s Journey” goes into detail about this element. It is this call to
action that allows the reader to connect with your protagonist, and that adds spice to your plot.
Resolve a deep crisis by the end of the book. The crisis, as it evolves, is the rollercoaster that gives
the reader his thrills and spills. But, at some point, the rollercoaster has to dock.
Have well-developed characters. My own novels tend to be so filled with action and suspense that
the stories become heavily plot-driven. I have to remind myself that the characters are equally important.
Show point-of-view discipline. Make sure we’re never unclear in any give scene about whose eyes
we’re seeing the action through.
Show, don’t tell. Too many new writers lapse into the omniscient narrator role, telling the story instead
of letting the characters, through dialogue, show the action. The old woman shook her fist at the policeman.
“Pendejo zopilote!” she shouted, is much preferable to The old woman was angry and yelled at the policeman.
Omit needless words. When you edit your manuscript, read it aloud to yourself. Evaluate every single
word and delete those that don’t move the story along. Anything that slows the action risks losing the reader.
Don’t preach. Unless you are directing your work to a narrow constituency, it is irrelevant what your
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personal beliefs are regarding politics, religion, and other taboo subjects. That does not mean that you can’t
develop a character that has extreme beliefs. It does mean that you should not preach as the omniscient
narrator.
Do your research. Inaccuracies will be caught by readers. If you’re going to use historical events, you’d
better study up on them through credible sources.
Write crackling dialogue. Write as people talk. I received an e-mail from a reader who was offended
by the way a couple of my characters interacted. In this instance, the characters were two mobsters from New
York City. I don’t know how many of you have ever had a conversation with a real live mobster. I have. They
do not converse using the Queen’s English. You just can’t make every reader happy every time.
Keep the story moving. Every scene and every chapter must advance the narrative. Don’t interrupt the
action with exposition from you as omniscient narrator. Don’t employ dialogue that has any other purpose
but to move the story along.
Know your subject matter. Like historical inaccuracies, poor preparation regarding your specific
subject can ruin things for the reader. If you’re writing a police procedural, for example, you’d better spend
some time with the police.
Anticipate readers’ questions. Your writing needs to be punchy, and to the point. Remember that
rollercoaster ride I mentioned earlier. Don’t use words the reader won’t understand or questions. Don’t
preach. Don’t add scenes that do nothing to further the action. Edit so that contradictions are eliminated.
Readers catch this stuff. And sometimes, stop reading.
Some final thoughts:
You are not an author until you are published. Do whatever you must do, short of selling your
soul or your body, to make that happen.
Read your genre. This is how you learn what successful authors are writing and readers are buying.
Talk to published authors and book sellers. There’s gold in them thar hills. They’ll tell you what
works and what doesn’t.
Write every day. Approach writing as though you’re training to run a four-minute mile. You have to
practice every day to have any chance of reaching your goal.
Join a critique group. Surrounding yourself with people who have similar aspirations can be energizing.
Also, critique groups can catch problems with your writing.
Present an attractive package. A snappy title and eye-grabbing cover art will hook readers into
giving your writing a chance.
Be a smart and aggressive marketer. If you don’t
market yourself and your work, no one else will.
I know, that’s a lot to keep in mind. As you can see, becoming
a successful author is not just a matter of having a bit of talent and
owning a computer. Getting published is hard work. But the high
you’ll get from being published is amazing. Best wishes for your
success. 

Joseph Badal is the author of five thrillers, including “Shell Game,” “Evil
Deeds,” “Terror Cell,” “The Nostradamus Secret,” and “The Pythagorean
Solution.” His next novel, “The Lone Wolf Agenda,” will be released next
spring. He has also authored a non-fiction book titled “Relationship
Selling.” He is a frequent speaker at national events and conferences, and
gives classes to writers on Making Your Manuscript Publishable.
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Kane
Gilmour
A Rising Star

Interview By Suspense Magazine
Press Photo: Provided by Author

K

ane Gilmour and Jeremy
Robinson are back with their
latest novel, “Ragnarok.” The
book was released in October 2012 and
available in all formats wherever you
buy books. “Ragnarok” is the fourth
full-length book in Jeremy Robinson’s
Jack Sigler/Chess Team series. Kane
Gilmour is the co-author of this
book and taking from Kane’s website,
www.kanegilmour.com, the book’s
description goes like this:
It starts with a thunderous crack and
a flash of light. Screams come next. Then
the hunters. With a staccato flicker, the
light disappears and everything within
a hundred yard radius goes with it. A
massive crater is all that remains where
a chunk of the world has gone missing.
As the deadly phenomenon repeats
and expands amidst the world’s most
densely populated cities—carving apart
buildings in half, scooping away entire
city blocks, and claiming thousands of
lives—Jack Sigler, Callsign: King of the
black ops team take action. But the team
is broken, spread across the globe and
vulnerable. Scrambling to make sense of
the violent disappearances and fighting
to reunite, the team comes face-to-face
with another worldly enemy capable of
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making the fearless…terrified.
Taking the battle to the ends of the
Earth-and beyond-the team combats a
savage enemy whose centuries-old plan
for mankind has nearly reached fruition.
If they fail, the planet will become little
more than fully stocked food cache for a
creature whose presence heralds the start
of Ragnorok—and the extinction of the
human race.
With this science fiction thriller,
Kane and Jeremy have become a very
unique writing team, bring solid work
with each book, always upping the
ante with each release. Kane is also
increasing his own fan base with his
Jason Quinn series. Kane was nice
enough to sit down with us and have
a little chat. You will see the interview
below.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): A
bestselling author once told us that
authors should be able to pitch a book
in seven words or less. Can you describe
“Ragnarok” in seven words?
Kane Gilmour (K.G.): Special Ops team
battles creatures and Armageddon.
The team in question is Jeremy Robinson’s
Chess Team—each member’s callsign is
that of a chess piece: King, Queen, Rook,

and so forth. The team was introduced
in Jeremy’s novel “Pulse,” in 2009.
“Ragnarok” is the fourth full-length
novel in the series, and in a way, it’s a
kind of bridge novel for the series. Where
the previous three books dealt with
the team all in one piece and battling
a consistent thread with the same
supporting cast and the same ultimate
villain behind the scenes, this book
starts with the team fragmented and a
threat seemingly from out of left field
and unrelated to the major series villain.
But between “Threshold” (Book 3) and
“Ragnarok” (Book 4), Jeremy did a series
of co-authored novellas that focused on
the different characters in solo action.
The seeds for “Ragnarok” were laid in
Rook’s adventure, penned by Jeremy and
Edward G. Talbot. So where “Ragnarok”
is very much a Jack Sigler/Chess Team
novel, it’s also very different from those
that had come before, because of the
diverse elements in it. I’m pleased that
the reaction has been overwhelmingly
positive.
S. MAG.: Based on reviews, originally
teaming up with Jeremy Robinson was
a great idea. What made you choose to
write with another author and how did
you connect? What do you feel is the
biggest personal challenge for you when
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teaming up with an equally strong peer?
K.G.: Teaming up with Jeremy has been
fantastic for my career. The story of how it
happened is an odd one, though. I picked
up “Pulse” when it was in hardcover and
became an instant fan. I wrote some
e-mails to Jeremy inquiring about a
few of his other titles and his plans, and
he was kind enough to write back. We
went a few rounds with me pressing him
to release some of his backlist books in
hardcover, and I still nag him about that
frequently. He was about to embark on
a new venture, under a different name,
and asked if I’d beta-read the book for
him and give him some feedback.
That book was “Torment,” which would
be released under his (thinly veiled)
horror-author pseudonym of Jeremy
Bishop, and which would go to number
one on Amazon’s horror best-sellers list.
I loved the story, but I told him I hoped
that the version I received was a preedited version, because it was rife with
errors. As it turned out, it had been
through some editing passes already, but
it was nowhere near up to snuff. I offered
to edit the book for him. That began a
long running author-editor relationship.
I’ve edited close to twenty of his books
now, and I’m in the final stages of
finished up his fifth book in the epic Last
Hunter series.
So when Jeremy came up with the idea of
the Chesspocalypse novellas that would
be co-authored with five fabulous thriller
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authors (Sean Ellis, David Wood, Edward
G. Talbot, David McAfee, and Ethan
Cross), I was naturally on board as the
editor for the series. As we were nearing
the end, I suggested that Jeremy do a solo
novella for the “Deep Blue” character, but
he was swamped with other projects at
the time. His response was, “Why don’t
you do it?” I was flattered and honored,
and I took the task seriously, trying to
give the character of “Deep Blue,” an
intense and action filled “Die Hard”-like
adventure. Jeremy would later come in
and tweak and adjust elements to fit his
characters and his series. By the end the
book received a nice amount of sales and
appreciation. I had a lot of fun working
on the story, and figured that would have
been the end of it.
But riding high on the initial release of
“Callsign: Deep Blue” and looking down
the barrel of his ridiculously crowded
2012 schedule, with the need to write
a third Jeremy Bishop book, a book for
St. Martin’s that will be out in March
(“Island 731”), plus the recently released
“Project Nemesis” and the final two
volumes in his “Last Hunter” YA series,
he was exhausted and looking for a way
to reduce his workload a bit. He knew
it was time for a new Jack Sigler/Chess
Team book, and he knew the series was
fresh in my mind. I guess from his point
of view it was a pretty logical choice to
ask me to co-author the book, but for me
it was a huge shock to be asked—even
after the success of the “Deep Blue” book.

When it came time for “Ragnarok,”
Jeremy was involved in all the aspects of
planning from brainstorming to minutia
in plotting. I wrote a first draft, and then
he did a draft and asked me to change
things and add things. He rewrote huge
sections, and by the end, it’s hard to tell
who wrote what, for the most part.
But my biggest personal challenge
through the process was ensuring that
what I wrote would be seen primarily
as a Jeremy Robinson story. I very much
wanted that. I’m thrilled to see how many
reviews have come in for the book that
doesn’t mention me at all. That’s what I
was going for. I joked with Jeremy that if
the fans hated “Ragnarok” I would get all
the blame, but I have yet to hear anyone
point the finger, so I’d say, challenge met.
In 2013, I’ll be co-authoring with J. Kent
Holloway, but that will be a completely
different approach, ’cause we’ll be coming
at the story as equals and I’ll be hoping to
bring my strengths to the tale (whatever
those might be) and add a “Kane” feel to
the story, while allowing Kent to keep his
“Kent” flavoring on the book. It will be a
completely new experience for both of us.
We’ll see how it goes.
S. MAG.: The beginning of the book or
the end of a book. Which do you feel
has the most impact on the reader and
which is harder to write?
K.G.: I think they both do but for entirely
different reasons. Cheating, I know.
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But the beginning has to captivate the
reader or they’ll put the book down.
My favorite instance with this is Barry
Eisler’s “Rain Fall.” I know Barry hated
that first electric orange cover art, but
it completely snagged my eye. I picked
the book up. Then I read the jacket
copy: Tokyo, Vietnam vet, whiskey, jazz
bars, mafia. Not my thing. I set the book
down. A few weeks went by and I saw
that brilliant cover again, and it caught
my eye again. I re-read the jacket copy
and put the book down again. Five times
this happened, until I finally said, “Ah,
screw it, let’s see what the beginning
is like.” I stood there and read Chapter
One. Barry is now one of my favorite
authors, but if the beginning hadn’t been
stunning, I would never have known. So
the start of the book has got to completely
captivate.
The end of the book, on the other hand,
has got to be the perfect reward for
getting through the story. It has to deliver
on its promise, whatever that promise
might be. I’ll use the film version of The
Hunger Games as my analogy here. I
haven’t read the book. I’ve heard it’s
great. I won’t do it, though, because I
know how the book ends. The same way
the film does. The character gets screwed
with throughout the story, and at the
end, there’s no justice. No revenge. The
bad guys don’t get what’s coming to them.
All they get is a tiny slice of egg on their
faces and our hero gets…to just go home.
That’s it? Really? Now, I know there are
two more books in the series, and some
of that comeuppance happens later in
the trilogy. But that doesn’t work for me.
Can you imagine if “Star Wars: A New
Hope” ended with Luke saying: “This
Death Star thing is too big for a li’l guy
like me to tackle. I guess the Rebellion
should go into hiding and I’ll head back
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to Tatooine until film number three, and
we’ll try to kick the Empire’s butt then.”
Pathetic. Does not deliver. So for me, the
end has got to provide closure—even if
the book is part of a series. It can even
end on a cliffhanger, but the main part
of the tale told in the book must have
sufficient catharsis for me.
S. MAG.: The villain in most novels can
make or break them, especially in your
genre. How do you go about bringing
out the dark side of your personality to
create that villain?
K.G.: That’s a tough question for me, so
far. I think because I don’t have a lot of
villains yet. In “Ragnarok,” the true villain
is supernatural, and the human villain
is little more than a lackey. In “Callsign:
Deep Blue,” the structure is similar—the
main threat comes from the genetically
altered creatures, and the human villain,
while ruthless, is just a small player in
the great scheme of things. In my first
thriller, “Resurrect,” the villain is almost
sympathetic. He’s a bad guy, yes, but
he believes he has a legitimate claim to
the wealth of the Vatican, because his
ancestor, Hong Xiu Quan, claimed to
be the younger brother of Christ, and in
the story anyway, the Vatican formally
recognized him as such. I think the best
villains are always the ones that don’t see
themselves as villains. If you can make
the audience not see them as villains,
then sometimes something magical can
happen. Magneto of the X-men is a great
example. When you can make a villain’s
point of view almost reasonable—given
his situation—then the reader can
instantly identify with them. I don’t
bring about a dark side so much as look
for the villain’s motivation. If I was him,
what would I be thinking and why would
I be thinking that way?

S. MAG.: Authors go through many
periods and changes throughout their
career. Stories can change people in
profound ways. With that being said,
what do you think has stayed the same
about you throughout your life no
matter what else has changed?
K.G.: Probably my sense of humor. It’s
been a constant with me wherever I’ve
gone. I try to incorporate that humor
in my stories whether in situations or
in dialogue. Sometimes only in little
ways, but I think a little levity is always
warranted in nearly any situation. I like
to think no matter how I change or how
my stories do over the years, I’ll still look
for chances to inject a funny.
S. MAG.: You’ve tried your hand at a few
different genres. What is your favorite
and do you feel like authors should try
other genres even though they might
have a favorite?
K.G.: That’s a funny question for me. I’m
writing horror right now. Then a Rural
Fantasy (opposite of an Urban Fantasy?).
It’s set in Vermont, so it’s not really
urban, and it has creatures of all sizes,
from small and harmless up to Godzillasized. Then I’m back to adventure, and
then back to sci-fi/thriller. In 2013, I
have plans to do a New Pulp novella, as
well as a straight mystery, and a recently
announced fantasy thriller with J. Kent
Holloway, we’re calling “Subtropolis.” I’m
all over the place with genre, I guess.
If you had asked me ten years ago,
I would have said I wanted to write
adventure-thrillers exclusively. But now
I write whatever’s calling to me at the
time, I think. I read all these genres, so
no reason I can’t write in them all. I don’t
know that I have a favorite, actually. We
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just had a poll about this in the Facebook
book club to which we both belong. I
didn’t know what to say. My own library
has a large mystery/thriller section, a
horror section, and a far smaller fantasy
and sci-fi section. I have five Westerns in
my library. So I guess I could rank genres
by volume, but I really have different
favorites depending on my mood.
Sometimes only a Simon Kurt Unsworth
horror tale will do. Other times I need
Matthew Reilly’s rocket-fueled action.
Then I might want to settle down with
Neil Gaiman or dig deep into a Greg
Rucka thriller. If I have a new book by
Jeremy Robinson or Lee Child or Joe Hill,
those go to the top of the reading pile.
Do I think authors should try other
genres? I think they should write
what calls to them. If that’s solely cozy
mysteries, then good for them. But if
they write only mysteries and they’ve
always wanted to do a Western, I think
they should go for it. It worked out nicely
for Robert B. Parker. For me, I follow my
heart. That’s why I’m in the middle of a
nostalgic horror piece right now.
S. MAG.: Sri Lanka is a place you love
and where your love for writing started.
Do you think Sri Lanka is the reason
you began writing or just that it was so
beautiful, your talent cracked opened
freely and flowed from there?
K.G.: Man, I love that place! I lived there
from 1987 to 1988 as a teenager. I went
back ten years later as a tourist for six
weeks, then again for three months in
2000. Then I was back again in 2005
for a visit and 2006 for an academic
conference, before I was back there to
live and work in 2007 and 2008. I think
besides my present locale of Vermont,
Sri Lanka is probably the one place
I consider home. Magical things can
happen there. It isn’t the island from
which we get the word ‘serendipity’ for
nothing. But did my talent crack open
there? I’m not sure. I know that I always
have ideas there, and maybe that is the
true connection I have with the place and
her people. I have always planned to set
the third Jason Quinn novel primarily in
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Sri Lanka. We’ll see if I can capture some
of that magic for that book.
S. MAG.: Back in Sweden and France
when you were writing all your notes,
could you even comprehend how
popular a character like Jason Quinn
would become?
K.G.: I think back then, it was all just pipe
dreams, as far as writing was concerned.
That was 1993, and I wouldn’t type the
first words of my first novel for seven
more years. At that point in time, Jason
Quinn was a teenager with the unlikely
name of Chance Chamonix, and he
was going to be battling sewer creatures
in New Jersey. Heh. I was a completely
different person back then, and Jason
Quinn wasn’t really there yet. The notion
that I would one day write “Resurrect”
and publish it, and that it would actually
have fans? Not even twinkle at that point
in time.
S. MAG.: What scares Kane Gilmour?
K.G.: Three words. American Horror
Story. I love that show. It freaks me out.
King’s “The Shining” wigged me out when
I first read it in 1987, but I can’t recall
ever being really creeped out by any of
his books since. I enjoy the snot out of
them, but they don’t get me keeping the
lights on. But a creepy horror film can
do me in and have me making sure the
covers are tucked under my toes.
S. MAG.: What’s next for you?
K.G.: You’re putting me on the spot here.
This is late November as I type, but this
interview will be for your January issue.
I’ve got “The Crypt of Dracula,” my
nostalgic horror novella to finish up. It’s a
straightforward little Dracula tale, and it
should be available as readers read this.
Then “Monster Kingdom,” the YA fantasy
book with teenagers who see monsters,
where adults see only natural disasters
and such. Then it’s “Frozen,” book two
in the Jason Quinn series, which a lot of
people have been asking for. That book is
set primarily in Greenland.

writing on all three books (all are in
various stages of production) and
have them published by the time this
magazine is in your readers’ hands. Then
I might have time to squeeze in work on
the mystery, which is called “Trouble.” As
this magazine goes to print, I should be
starting on the next Chess Team book
with Jeremy, which by this point he
should have announced the title of. Right
now we are calling it “Omega.” If for
some reason I haven’t gotten those first
few titles out, I’ll still be working on them
in and around “Omega.”
In the spring, I’ll be editing and releasing
an anthology of short stories featuring
my pal Scott P. Vaughn’s “Warbirds of
Mars” concept. Warbirds started as a
webcomic that I write and Scott draws.
In it, Martians invaded Earth before the
end of Word War II, and a small band
of freedom fighters battle the big-headed
invaders in the air and in the back alleys
of America. We’ll be moving the concept
into prose in 2013 with stories from
Stephen M. Irwin, Jeffrey J. Mariotte,
Sean Ellis, Ron Fortier, Scott, me, and a
handful of other great writers too.
Then later in 2013, J. Kent Holloway and I
will be working on “Subtropolis” together.
In it, we’re saying there’s a hidden world
of tunnels and chambers under every
inch of U.S. Interstate. The network was
built for storage of toxic and nuclear
waste, but now it’s home for humans and
other denizens of the deep. A college coed
gets pulled into this subterranean world
when an assassin tries to kill her. Then
the human heroes of the book, a skeptical
medical examiner and a reporter with a
nose for the supernatural, team up to
find the missing girl.
If I can stay on target for 2013, I might
even have a few other surprises in store
for readers as well.
To find out much more about Kane’s
works check out www.kanegilmour.
com. Also check out: https://www.
facebook.com/kane.gilmour.author.
You can find him there as well. 

Right now, my plan is to finish the
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Fresh

By Larry Hinkle

Jasper Hossenfeld couldn’t leave the bathroom.

He washed his hands three times, as always, dried his hands, two paper towels per hand, as always. Unfortunately, those
were the last paper towels in the room. Hell, Jasper wouldn’t be surprised if they were the last paper towels in the entire
building, from the looks of it. So how was he supposed to open the door now? Without some sort of protection, he certainly
wasn’t going to touch the handle. A door handle in a dive bar bathroom. Who knows what kind of filth was on it? What kind
of filth had touched it? After doing God only knows what to themselves. Or their sister. This was the backwoods of Kentucky,
after all. And Jesus Christ, was that actually a condom dispenser on the wall? With something called “ticklers”? This place
served food! Well, maybe. Jasper smelled something that others might consider to be food, but it was certainly nothing he’d
ever eat.
On the advice of his therapist, Jasper always carried a packet of tissues in his pocket for occasions such as this, along with
a bottle of Xanax. But for some reason tonight his pockets were empty. Even his wallet was gone.
As the muffled stylings of Hank Williams carried through the door, Jasper turned back to look at himself in the mirror.
Not only were his pockets empty, they weren’t even his pockets! What happened to the clothes he’d been wearing when he left
the house that morning? He had a long drive to a meeting the next day, and he dressed for the drive: loose fitting chinos—
with deep pockets—and a V-neck grey cotton t-shirt. Casual. Comfortable. Non-descript.
He even made a few sandwiches for the trip: free-range chicken, homemade mayo from cage-free eggs, lettuce and
tomatoes he’d grown from carefully selected heirloom seeds, seven-grain stone-ground wheat bread, all hermetically sealed
and packed on ice so there was no chance of germs or contamination.
Now he was wearing a Slayer t-shirt with red paint splashed across the front. And his pants were tight black jeans that
left very little to the imagination.
What the fuck was going on here?
He remembered driving, reaching for a sandwich, a flash of light, and then he was here. Everything in between was gone.
Had he been in an accident of some sort? He didn’t seem hurt. No broken bones, no bruises, not even a scratch that he could
see. But where was his car? Why was he here, instead of a hospital? And goddammit, where were his clothes?
Shit! Jasper’s thoughts were starting to spiral. He could ask for help when he got out of the bathroom, but without his
tissues, that wasn’t happening anytime soon. He couldn’t just grab the paper towels from the trashcan; he’d get his hands dirty.
Again. And then he’d have to wash. Again. And he still wouldn’t be any closer to opening the door. He was trapped. Fucking
OCD. What was he going to do?
A knock on the door interrupted his thoughts.
“Jasper buddy, how you doing in there? You okay?”
Redemption.
Or was it? Jasper had no idea who was on the other side of the door, or how they knew his name. He didn’t recognize
their voice. And none of his friends would ever bring him to a place like this. Right. Like he had any friends. His numerous
mental tics made it near impossible for him to relate to other people on anything but the most superficial of levels. Sure, he
got along okay with his coworkers, but that was mainly because they knew enough to leave him alone and let him do his job.
After all, his tics made them money. And that, in turn, made it easier for them put up with him. He didn’t mind, though. Not
really. Not having friends meant not having to rely on anyone else.
Until now, of course.
Still, if the person on the other side of the door knew his name, they must know what happened to him, right? Which
meant Jasper would just have to suck it up and trust him. At least long enough to figure a way out of this jam.
“The door’s stuck,” Jasper said. “I can’t open it.”
The handle turned and the door swung open. A policeman stepped aside to let Jasper out. “Seemed to open okay for me,”
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he said.
“Thanks, officer. Now maybe you can tell me what the hell is going on here.”
***

“This is ridiculous.”

“What?” asked the policeman.
“This!” hissed Jasper. “Jesus, I’m an economics strategist, not a criminal.”
“Never said you were,” the cop answered with the slightest shrug of his tired shoulders. “Just said I didn’t like the way
you were driving.”
“So why are we here, at some dive bar…”
“Roadhouse,” the cop said, correcting Jasper. “This, Jasper, is a roadhouse.”
The policeman waved his arm to prove his point that this was, indeed, a roadhouse. Bikers gathered by the pool tables,
cracked, worn paneling with names and dates scratched in it to commemorate conquests best forgotten, tables buried under
mounds of fried food and pitchers of beer, smoke swirling round the lights like fog round the Golden Gate bridge, waitresses
with tramp stamps the size of which are rarely seen outside of low-rent strip clubs.
“Okay, it’s a roadhouse. But that doesn’t explain why we’re here, drinking tequila. I’m not even supposed to be drinking
caffeine with the meds I’m on.” Jasper said, before nervously sniffing his shot. “And I’m certainly not going to be driving any
better after this.”
“Like I said, you weren’t driving all that well to begin with, buddy. Maybe you should try to eat something.”
Jasper’s stomach came alive at the mention of food. He remembered making his special sandwiches earlier in the day, but
he couldn’t remember eating them. Or even where they were now. Which meant he hadn’t eaten since breakfast. Not good.
He had a very strict schedule he needed to stick to in order to balance out his meds. That’s probably why the alcohol was
going to his head so fast. At least he assumed it was the alcohol, since he didn’t drink and therefore had nothing to compare
the feeling to. Everything just seemed a little off to Jasper right now, though. The lights were brighter, the music louder, even
the smells were more intense. He wouldn’t have thought it possible, but he felt even more different now than he normally did,
like he was vibrating at a slightly higher frequency than everything around him.
As hungry as he was, however, the thought of eating at a bar…scratch that, roadhouse, killed his appetite. The cop could
throw him in jail for DUI if he wanted, but there was no way in hell Jasper was going to eat anything made in a place like this.
“Eat something? Here?” Jasper was stunned the cop had the audacity to even suggest such a thing. “What are you,
crazy? It’s bad enough you’re making me drink with you, but you’re out of your mind if you expect me to eat here. I don’t eat
anything that isn’t fresh and I haven’t made myself. Period.”
To emphasize his point, Jasper picked up a menu and shoved it at the officer. “You think these wings come from freerange chickens? No. And I guarantee the onions in these rings are not organic. Nor are the potatoes in these fries. Jesus,
they don’t even offer a gluten-free bun for their burgers.” He tossed the menu back down on the bar, and pointed toward the
kitchen. “And who knows what kind of germs these Neanderthals are breeding in that “kitchen” of theirs. At least the alcohol
should sterilize my glass.”
“Don’t worry about it then,” said the cop. “I’ll drive.”
“Drive where?”
“I’m taking you to school, Jasper.”
“Excuse me?”
“Yeah, you and me, we’re chaperoning the prom. Call it public service if you want. But you need to drink up, friend. That
county’s dry.”
Jasper slammed his shot glass down on the bar. “Six!” he shouted to nobody in particular. Which was fitting, as nobody
in particular was paying him any attention.
“Six,” he said again, more softly.
“Six,” echoed the cop. “You know that used to be my number, back in the day.”
“Your number was six?” asked Jasper. “What, were you an athlete or something?”
The police officer put down his empty glass and turned to Jasper.
“I bet you only asked me that because I’m black, didn’t you?”
“No, because I’m half-drunk. Or at least what I assume being half-drunk feels like, since, as I’m sure I’ve mentioned to
you at least a couple of times tonight, I don’t drink anything stronger than sparkling water.” He paused. “Besides, cops don’t
have numbers, do they? Other than your badge number, I mean.”
“No, but angels do.”
“Angels? I knew it! You used to play baseball, didn’t you? What position? Pitcher? Catcher? Shortstop?”
“Hardly,” answered the cop, signaling for another round. “But I have played, Jasper. Oh, how I’ve played.”
Staring into his shot glass, the police officer took a moment to reflect back on his playing days, before everything went
to shit. That whole “angel of light” thing was supposed to be a joke. But the big guy took it the wrong way, and the next thing
you know, his wings were gone and he was banished to this cesspool. Where he sat with his latest disciple.
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Jasper.
Anal-retentive, OCD Jasper. Jasper, whose car four hours prior drifted left-of-center before being broadsided by a
delivery truck.
Of course, poor Jasper fared better than the driver who hit him.
It was really too bad the driver approached the car during Jasper’s “rescue.” Too bad he’d seen the policeman pull Jasper
from the wreckage and remove his torn and bloody clothing. Too bad he’d seen him lick Jasper’s wounds, and then gently kiss
him on the mouth. Too bad he’d seen Jasper then rise and pose, perfectly flexible, like a mannequin, as the policeman dressed
him in new clothes. And way too bad that he ran back to call someone on his radio.
If not for that last move, the policeman might have let him live. Let the driver try explaining that to all his friends at work.
But he couldn’t have word of Jasper’s resurrection hitting the airwaves. Not yet, at least. So he just had to let Jasper tear out
the driver’s throat. Didn’t have a choice, really. Good for Jasper, since he needed to feed, but bad for his favorite Slayer shirt.
Reign in blood, indeed.
Truth be told, he wasn’t even looking for a partner that night. But the opportunity was just too good to pass up. At least,
it seemed that way when he’d come across the wreck. Now, after spending a couple hours with Jasper, he wasn’t so sure. His
newest disciple dressed like a Gap model, had more personality quirks than Lindsey Lohan had DUIs, and couldn’t even
manage to extricate himself from a roadhouse bathroom.
Jesus. Over the centuries, his quality of help had certainly diminished. And with it, his ambition. Or was it the other way
around? Like attracts like, as they say. As who says? He didn’t remember anymore. Of course, there were a lot of things he
didn’t remember anymore. Probably a result of being on his own for such a long, long time. Sure, he had companions over
the years, but they tended not to last too long. Humans just weren’t cut out for this line of work, even after he removed their
humanity.
Not their fault, really. In the end, they were only monkeys. Monkeys with free will. And the souls that went along with
it. He never understood why they’d been given such a gift. He understood even less why they continued to squander it. After
all this time, they still squabbled over the silliest things. Imaginary borders. Religion. Sex. Drugs. Rock and roll. They were
never, ever happy, because they had no idea how much they really had.
Still, they did invent tequila, so he couldn’t complain too much.
He checked his watch, tossed back his shot and threw some money at the bartender.
“Grab your stuff, Jasper. We don’t wanna be late for the King and Queen ceremony.”
At this point in the evening, to say Jasper had a bad feeling about his companion would be an insult to bad feelings. Jasper
had a very, very bad feeling about this guy. For one thing, he drank. A lot. For another, he didn’t seem to breathe. Ever.
His courage bolstered by the alcohol, Jasper decided to risk a personal question, “So, you’re not really a cop, are you?”
“What makes you say that? The fact that we didn’t stop at any donut shops since we got back on the road?”
“No, it was pretty much your lack of breathing.”
“Jasper my boy,” the cop chuckled, “you’re not as stupid as I thought. But there is one thing you seem to have overlooked.”
“What’s that?”
“You’re not breathing either.”
Jasper gasped. Well, it was really more of a breathless reflex, since in order to gasp, one needs to possess the ability to
inhale, something Jasper had lost earlier that evening.
His head was spinning.
“Where are my clothes?” he asked, his voice gaining rapidly in both speed and volume. “Where’s my car? Who are you?
What the fuck did you do to me?”
At first, the cop didn’t even look at Jasper. But after pulling to a stop at the far end of the school parking lot, he turned
and smiled, his eyes twinkling merrily in the reflection of the red and blue strobes blinking from atop the cruiser. As Jasper
watched, his eyes became empty holes, a bottomless black so deep Jasper imagined if he fell into them, he’d never escape. The
officer blinked, and his eyes returned to normal.
“All in good time, Jasper, all in good time.”
He put the car in park and killed the engine.
“I promise as soon as we’re done here, I’ll tell you everything, okay? But right now, I need you to focus. There’s going to
be an…incident at the prom in a few minutes, and we have to be there to take care of it.”
“But, my car…” Jasper said, his voice trailing off. “My clothes…”
“Like I said, Jasper, all in good time. Let’s just get through this, you and me, and we’ll get everything sorted out after that,
okay?”
Jasper hesitated, “Okay,” he agreed, finally. “But you promise you’re going to tell me everything when this is done, right?
And I mean everything.”
“Sure, Jasper, I’ll tell you whatever you want to know. Now come on.”
The policeman turned off the lights and exited the vehicle. Was he bigger now, or was it just a trick of the lights? Jasper
got out of the car, and together they started walking toward the school entrance. Through the windows, they could hear
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sounds of the prom, now in full swing. Laughter. Music. Singing. Teens on the cusp of adulthood, enjoying a night ablaze
with anticipation and promise. Innocent souls without the slightest inkling of the hell that was coming for them.
Outside the door, the policeman stopped, turned and looked down at Jasper, “Hey Jasper, just do me a favor, okay?”
Looking up at the police officer, had he really grown another foot taller? Jasper didn’t answer.
The policeman, however, didn’t seem to mind.
“Once we get started, try not to scream.”
The science programs Jasper liked to watch said time slowed down for people during moments of extreme duress: your
senses were heightened, your memories enhanced, as your brain processed gigabytes of extra information and observations.
In real life, at least for Jasper, the exact opposite happened. In fact, he couldn’t believe how quickly the slaughter took place,
and could barely remember his part in it. One minute he and the policeman were walking into the gym (the policeman
ducking beneath the school’s eight-foot doorframe); the very next, it seemed, they were walking back out toward the car.
Jasper stumbled, and fell forward. The policeman caught him, and helped him lean back against the car. Jasper thanked
the officer, who somehow returned to his normal size, then turned and watched the school burn.
He coughed, a violent convulsion that filled his mouth with a ball of coppery soot and ash. The mixture made Jasper’s
stomach lurch, and he bent over to spit out the toxic phlegm. And as he rested there, hands on knees, head hanging down,
he began to remember…
He remembered driving, reaching for a sandwich, a flash of light. He remembered the truck hitting his car, flipping it over
and knocking it off the road. Then, nothing.
Wait. He remembered…the other driver, running back toward his truck. Jasper jumping toward the driver, Jasper jumping
over the driver, landing between his killer and the safety of the cab. He remembered the sound of someone on the radio asking if
the driver was okay. He remembered the hunger. He remembered…feeding. His mind went red.
The police officer shook Jasper’s shoulder, “Hey, Jasper, you okay?”
Jasper looked up at the officer and cocked his head.
“I’m…fine,” he said, standing back up and staring into the fire.
The officer nodded, and Jasper’s world turned crimson.
He remembered his “awakening” in the bathroom. Their time together at the bar. The drive to the school. Walking into the
school. Seeing all the young sucklings gathered together, looking up at the stage, where their new King and Queen had just been
crowned. Poor meatsacks. They had no idea what a true King was. But Jasper would show them. Jasper did show them. As the
police officer quietly locked the doors, Jasper leapt to the stage and removed the King’s crown from his head, before removing the
King’s head from his body. He wore them both as a hat. He sliced at the Queen, opening her jugular. He drank.
He remembered telling the police officer he could have the stoners and the drunks, he was disgusted by the smell of their
fermented blood. He wanted nothing to do with the athletes, their muscles and organs drowning in steroids and human growth
hormone. He also refused the girls he considered “unclean,” those menstruating or promiscuous or both.
The wallflowers and the geeks and the freaks and the nerds and the loners, however, were his. Jasper knew these people. Jasper
was one of these people. Had been his entire life.
These people were pure.
They were untouched.
They were fresh.
And they were his.
Oh God, were they his. For he was their King, and they were his new reason for living. They were his bread. His butter. His
goddamn turkey, stuffing, and green been casserole, all rolled into one big Hallelujah. They were his life. And he, theirs. At least
for the few minutes they had left to live.
A tap on his shoulder brought him back to reality.
It was the police officer. His maker. His…friend.
“We need to get going, Jasper,” his new friend said. “The real authorities will be here soon.”
He watched as his friend opened the driver’s door and settled in behind the wheel. Jasper couldn’t believe his luck—a
friend! He hoped they’d be able to play together forever.
Before opening the door, Jasper allowed himself one last look back toward the school. Correction: where the school used
to be. Now, there was just fire. And smoke. And ash.
There was also blood.
Blood, dripping from Jasper’s fingers.
From his hair.
From his clothes.
Some was his.
Most was not.
“Fresh,” he whispered, chewing at a stringy piece of the Queen’s flesh buried under the nail of his index finger.
Just the way he liked it. 
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Footprints in the
Sand
By Mary Jane Clark

In this latest whodunit by Mary
Jane Clark, Piper Donovan returns—
the struggling actress/cake decorator
who fans have come to love.
Right now Piper and her family
are in warm, sunny Sarasota, Florida
to celebrate the truly romantic
beach wedding of Piper’s cousin.
But seeing that things always happen
where Piper is concerned, it comes
as no surprise that between all the
running around and making plans,
a bridesmaid comes up missing.
Piper wants to help calm the bride
in addition to her duties of being the
maid-of-honor and the baker of the
wedding cake. So she turns on her
investigative skills in order to find
the missing girl, completely ignoring
the pleas from her family and her
boyfriend, FBI Agent Jack Lombardi,
to leave well enough alone.
As with any wedding party,
there are quite a few suspects in the
disappearance. From an ex-convict to
a real estate developer to a wedding
planner who left his Amish roots
behind in order to work among the
English. There is a huge basket of ‘bad
guys’ to pick from.
Like a one-two punch, along
with the bridesmaid’s disappearance
comes an accident where a lady’s
car is run off the road. Soon all heck
breaks loose as literally everyone
starts looking guilty. And the only
witness—an Amish teenager—finds
himself threatened that if he speaks
about what he saw ‘in the sand,’ then
something bad will ultimately happen
to his sister.
When a body is found, Piper
switches into high gear to solve the
crime in order to get the wedding
festivities back on track and give
her cousin a truly bright, shiny
day! Unfortunately for Piper, she
is actually the next victim on this
mysterious killer’s list.
This is a truly fun read! And like
the other Piper Donovan mysteries,
it is filled to the brim with interesting
suspects that will keep the reader
guessing until the very end. A definite
keeper!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of
“13: Tallent & Lowery Book One”
published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine 
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Daddy Love

By Joyce Carol Oates
“Daddy Love” is a harrowing account of the abduction of a young boy. Snatched
from his mother’s hand in a busy shopping mall, the boy is taken to live with his new
Daddy, and his mother is left for dead under the wheels of the abductor’s van.
The story opens in a strange manner, and one which I found difficult to follow.
There is some repetition in the beginning chapters. However, once I got beyond the
first few chapters, the story picked up and I was glued to it, drawn in by the author’s
mesmeric writing. The story is not easy to read because of the subject matter. The author’s recognition
and deep understanding of a parents worst fears kept me glued to the story. She also wrote about
the reactions of the child so poignantly, it was heartbreaking to read. The ordeal the boy suffered
is beyond a parent’s worst nightmare and horrifying to read. Daddy Love’s other profession as a
Reverend adds yet another horrendous layer.
Sadly, the content of this novel is so realistic, it makes it even harder to read, but it also gives a
greater understanding to the reader of why an abducted child might not escape, even when provided
an opportunity. The novel ended abruptly and in a strange place. I felt there could have been a final
chapter. The graphic nature and the horrors of this story repelled me, but the author’s style of writing
is almost hypnotic, and I would read more by this author.
Reviewed by Jenny Hilborne, author of “No Alibi” for Suspense Magazine 

Death and the Girl Next Door

By Darynda Jones
Darynda Jones has quickly risen to the top of my personal ‘favorite authors’ list
with her Charley Davidson series, so I had high expectations for an exciting new young
adult series and I wasn’t disappointed.
Lorelei McAlister lost her parents a decade ago, but she’s a well-adjusted, relatively
normal teen who has loving grandparents, amazing friends, and on occasion the odd
vision. All is well—or as well as it can be—as the anniversary of their disappearances
looms. Though all things considered, Lorelei is handling things very well. That is, until she begins to
garner unwanted attention.
Cameron Lusk—school loner—has become Lorelei’s personal stalker. He’s always around
and skulking about. If she didn’t have a lot on her plate including a very abnormal vision to try to
understand she’d probably be more disturbed than irritated, but Lorelei’s also too busy noticing the
new boy in town, Jared Kovach. And Jared’s noticed her, too. However, not for the reasons she’d like
initially. Cameron—Lorelei’s self-proclaimed protector—is watching and he is insistent that she and
Jared stay as far away as possible. Cameron has a hair-trigger temper and is all too happy to discuss
his distaste for Jared, and directly with Jared using fists, bullets, Buicks or whatever else is lying
around. Jared’s not human, and he won’t back down and Lorelei soon realizes that nothing and no
one are what they seem. This is a paranormal young adult, after all.
This one-day read is saturated in sarcasm, with attention-grabbing characters, and an appealing
storyline. A battle is brewing and Jones isn’t giving much away. I, like the rest of her fans, will have
to dig deep for the patience to wait until March for the second in the series and it can’t arrive soon
enough for me. “Death and the Girl Next Door” is pure entertainment.
Reviewed by Shannon Raab for Suspense Magazine 

Further Confessions of a Slightly Neurotic Hitwoman

By JB Lynn
Maggie is an insurance claims adjustor…and more recently, a hitwoman. She works the
insurance job to have stability and a cover story. She gets her real money from the two hits she has
accomplished so far. Maggie has standards though. She won’t take out just anyone; the people have
to be bad, just like the last two were.
Giving her the hits is local crime boss, Mr. Delveccio. Maggie never would have dreamed she
would end up on this career path, but her sister’s car accident left her niece in a coma and an orphan
and Maggie with the ability to speak to animals, which changed everything. She will do everything
in her power to make sure her niece gets the best care. Her latest target is none other than her former
uncle and current drug lord, Jose Garcia. It pays well and he deserves it. Problem is, the hit has to be
public and she has no one to back her up. She needs the money though to deal with some pressing
issues with her niece, so she’ll have to figure it out.
Along with the hit, Maggie has to deal with her three crazy aunts, her best friend getting married
and turning into a bridezilla, and her dog and lizard arguing, taking a lot of her time. A man from her
past has shown back up and she isn’t too pleased, a cop is showing more attention to her than she’d
like, and her hitman mentor is otherwise distracted (and a distraction!).
Original and amusing, this book will keep you up all night reading just to see what happens
next!
Reviewed by Ashley Dawn, author of “Shadows of Pain” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine 
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Mannheim Rex
By Robert Pobi

A monster fish. A depressed writer. A boy with a dream of becoming famous. A
sheriff with some serious sociopath issues. These all combine to make for an excellent
thriller by Robert Pobi. Don’t expect this to be some cheap Jaws knock-off. This goes so
much, uh, deeper.
Gavin Whitaker Corlie, horror novelist, is a widower who can’t seem to get over his
wife’s death. Contemplating suicide, he decides to move out of the crazy city. Buying a
house in upstate New York on the shore of Lake Caldasac, he settles in to get his life together. Within a
few days he encounters Finn Horn, a teenage fishing enthusiast who is slowly dying of cancer. All is not
serene in the community lost in time. There have been strange disappearances on the lake and the local
sheriff is not a big fan of rich city slickers. With more people missing and dying, danger lurking from
local law enforcement, and winter approaching, Corlie and Finn make plans to capture the monster in
the lake.
Pobi is a magician with words. His vivid descriptions took me lakeside and alongside with Corlie
and Finn as they trolled on the water. This is a novel to display in any collection. Pobi is an author other
authors need to read to learn how to write. The only disappointment about the book is that it had to
end…or does it? Don’t think it’s over because the last chapter will shock your senses.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine 

Killer in the Wind

By Andrew Klavan
“Killer in the Wind” is a psychological thriller along the lines of “Psycho,” “The
Shining,” and “Shutter Island.”
Daniel Champion, a veteran vice cop, forced to resign from the NYPD is now working
as a detective for a small town. Those who work vice know that what you encounter stays
with you long after you clock out of your shift. So it was for Champion. Not able to sleep
nights, he turned to a street dealer for help. Given a drug called ‘Z,’ the dealer told him
that it would cause hallucinations so real that he would go crazy if he took it. Despite the warnings,
desperate for sleep, he took it anyway.
This is the background for “Killer in the Wind.” He is obsessed with a mysterious person only
known as ‘The Fat Woman,’ a ghost like dealer of prepubescent sex slaves. Champion is haunted by
the hallucinations of a red-headed woman named Samantha and a child named Alexander. He doesn’t
know how he knows them or if they are real, but the dreams and hallucinations become so vivid that he
has a hard time distinguishing what is real and what is not.
“Killer in the Wind” is a taught psychological thriller that will keep you spellbound from the first
page. The protagonist is so flawed that you can’t help but feel for him and want him to succeed. The
twists and turns, what is real and what exists only in his drug damaged mind, the hope and hopelessness
of the characters’ past and present lives will not just keep you turning pages but put you in the pages of
the book.
Andrew Klavan has written a psychological thriller that will stand the test of time and is worthy to
be mentioned in the same breath as “Psycho,” “The Shining,” and “Shutter Island.”
Five stars for “Killer in the Wind.”
Reviewed by J.M. LeDuc, author of “Cursed Days” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine 

The Buzzard Table

By Margaret Maron
A big city detective meets a big southern family in Margaret Maron’s latest novel, “The Buzzard
Table.”
New York City homicide detective Sigrid Harald heads down south to Cotton Grove, North
Carolina, home to Judge Deborah Knott and her vast brood. Harald comes to town accompanied by
Anne Lattimore Harald, her famous photographer mother, to visit her ill grandmother, but finds her
interest piqued by local goings-on, some closer to home than she would like. Deborah’s husband Dwight
Bryant, a sheriff ’s deputy in Colleton County, is investigating the disappearance of a local realtor. When
the realtor’s body eventually shows up in the proximity of the cabin of the oddly-behaving Martin
Crawford, Sigrid’s long-lost British cousin, an ornithologist in town to study the local turkey vultures,
suspicions rise for both Sigrid and Dwight.
In the meantime, Dwight’s mother recruits Anne’s aid in steering a teenage photographer down a
better path after his arrest for trespassing at the airport. Trespassing, that is, while trying to photograph
evidence of CIA rendition flights. The murder of a pilot at a hotel near the airport further complicates
matters and causes Deborah, Dwight, and Sigrid to wonder if these cases are related, and how close to
home they’ll come.
What’s more, once the answers come, Dwight’s past influences his response—a past Deborah
knows only a small part of—reminding him choices are never clear cut.
The sway of family relationships weave throughout this story, from Deborah’s relationship with
Dwight and his son, Cal, to Detective Richards pending nuptials and her estranged family, to Sigrid,
Anne, Martin, and long-buried Lattimore family secrets. Murder mixes with familial ties to make this
18th Deborah Knott Mystery a compelling, and entertaining read.
Reviewed by Sharon Salonen for Suspense Magazine 
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Last
Lawyer
Standing

By Douglas Corleone

Kevin Corvelli
is a fist-swinging,
gun-toting defense
attorney in Hawaii who doesn’t
let the niceties of the law get in
the way of defending his clients.
In this latest outing, Kevin carries
with him the scar from a knife to
the belly and an addiction to pain
pills, washed down with whatever
alcohol is at hand.
Someone has murdered
the mistress of the Governor of
Hawaii a few short months before
Election Day and Kevin is brought
in to handle damage control.
The Governor’s not a suspect—
yet—but keeping his name out
of the press in the ongoing police
investigation won’t be easy.
In addition to this high-profile
case, Kevin is also defending a
small-time drug dealer. Turi Ahina
is not Kevin’s notion of an ideal
client, but Turi saved Kevin’s life
and that’s a debt not easily repaid.
However, in the course of working
on Turi’s behalf, Kevin uncovers
evidence of widespread corruption
in the police department and in
turn that makes him the target of
some very crooked and murderous
cops.
Kevin is aided and abetted
in his adventures by Ryan
Flanagan—Flan to his friends—a
savvy private detective, and Scott
Damiano, a retired mob enforcer
who has moved from New
Jersey for his health…acute lead
poisoning being a common cause
of death in that business. Adding
complications on the distaff side
is Audra Levy, a comely Assistant
U.S. Attorney.
This novel has scenes of
courtroom contretemps, stakeouts,
late night visits to dens of iniquity
in Chinatown, penthouses where
the rich misbehave, and most
everything in between.
“Last Lawyer Standing” shows
that one does not have to walk the
mean streets of New York City to
find desperation and despair and
that no matter how beautiful the
sunset, the darkness that follows
may mask danger and death.
Reviewed by Andrew MacRae,
author of “Murder Misdirected”
for Suspense Magazine 
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Run to Ground
By D.P. Lyle

I was hooked on this
book from the first page, as
Martha and Tim Foster grieve
for their young son who was
kidnapped from in front of
their house and murdered.
But it is not a typical murder
mystery. Set in Huntsville,
Alabama, “Run to Ground”
has genuine characters and
plot twists that keep the
reader turning the pages.
The local man convicted of
the murder has spent time
in prison and is about to be
released on a technicality.
The boy’s parents want the
man dead, and are willing
to go to extreme lengths to
accomplish their goal and
then disappear to start a new
life. But they are not the only
ones who want to see Walter
Whitiker dead.
Criminal
behavior
expert Dub Walker, along
with homicide investigator
T-Tommy Tortelli, and
Walker’s ex-wife and TV
reporter Clair McBride work
together to track down the
Fosters, but they are not the
only ones after the couple.
Someone has deliberately
confused the evidence, and
the Fosters may not have
killed Walter Whitiker after
all, but they have no way of
knowing that.
The Fosters have made
a detailed and thoughtful
plan to adopt new changing
identities and move away
from the town where they
have lived all their lives, not
easy things to do in these days
of instant communication.
And as the authorities change
their approach from hunting
the couple as murder suspects
to protect them from the real
killer and his thugs, the story
becomes more complicated.
“Run to Ground” is a
tightly written mystery with
characters that compliment
each other. The banter among
Walker, Tortelli, and McBride
brightens the dialog and adds
an entertaining element to
a serious story. This may be
one to keep you up into the
wee hours.
Reviewed by Kathleen
Heady, author of “Lydia’s
Story” for Suspense Magazine
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City of Dark Magic

By Magnus Flyte
An unusual title, “City of Dark Magic” is the debut brainchild of Christina Lynch and Meg
Howrey—writing under the pseudonym Magnus Flyte—and is a difficult book to classify into
one specific genre. Murder and suspense are key, but dashes of paranormal and undertones of
fantasy take this book into not often seen territory. For suspense and thriller fans, I’d compare
“City of Dark Magic” to King’s The Dark Tower series or to Carroll’s “Alice’s Adventures in
Wonderland” solely because when you think you know where the story is headed, you’re sure
to be wrong.
Musicologist Sarah Weston couldn’t have seen the wild direction her life would take when offered a
summer position at Prague Castle cataloguing Beethoven’s manuscripts. Though gifted at her chosen path,
she’s still a student and shocked by the loss of her mentor, Professor Sherbatsky, who coincidentally died in
an ‘accident’ while working on the same project she’s slated to continue in Prague.
Personally tasked with trying to discover more about the tragedy that befell her friend, Sarah quickly
finds herself entangled in a century’s old mystery while tagging along with a newly titled prince and a fourhundred-year-old dwarf. She soon realizes that the mysteries of the past aren’t their only problems. A cold
and calculating U.S. senator with her eye on a loftier position has a secret, and the key is hidden in Prague
Castle. She’ll stop at nothing, even the destruction of priceless antiques and the death of countless others, to
reach her career objective and hide a past dalliance.
At times, I felt like Alice, slipping down the rabbit hole, though I hung on and it was certainly an
unconventional, yet interesting ride. The characters—specifically Sarah and her motley crew—combined
with the essence of the city and its past, made for a very interesting read. With this kind of imagination, I
can’t even speculate at the surprises these authors will bring out next.
Reviewed by Shannon Raab for Suspense Magazine 

Out of the Deep I Cry

By Julia Spencer-Fleming
Two men disappeared: one in the present day and one in 1930. As the Rev. Clare Fergusson
and Chief of Police Russ Alstyne search for the man who disappeared after meeting a young
woman in a cemetery, they unearth connections to the disappearance that occurred eighty
years ago.
The Ketchem Free Clinic—named after the man who disappeared in 1930—is about to
lose some of its funding, and Clare feels responsible. The man’s daughter, Lacey Marshall, has
decided to break the trust that provided funding for the clinic, and Clare’s church, which is desperately in
need of repairs, will benefit from the money.
The Ketchem farm was flooded in 1930 to allow for the creation of a reservoir, and every line of
investigation, both past and present, seems to lead to this body of water, or the river that runs through the
town of Millers Kill, New York. Clare’s suspicions of the fate of Jonathan Ketchem—who disappeared so
many years ago—connect to a diphtheria outbreak and the reason for the visit to the cemetery the night Dr.
Rouse disappeared.
This is one of Julia Spencer-Fleming’s earlier books in this series, when Russ is still married. Their
friendship is growing into an undeniable attraction which is difficult to keep secret in a small town like
Millers Kill, New York. The two have very different goals and methods of finding the truth, but their paths
cross constantly, as Clare cannot resist becoming involved in the investigation. Their ill-fated romance is as
intriguing as the murder mystery, which alternates between past and present before we learn the truth.
Reviewed by Kathleen Heady, author of “Lydia’s Story” for Suspense Magazine 

Rough Men

By Aric Davis
Will Daniels is a former bartender trying to continue the writing streak that got him out
of that job, but his new novel is not coming along as easily as previous manuscripts. During
this precarious time, he learns that his troubled son, Alex, has been killed, apparently by the
friends he had joined with on a bank robbery, a heist that ended with several innocent people
shot dead.
Will soon decides that the police are not doing enough to find the killers, and he calls
on connections from his own shady past to track down the bad guys and avenge his son’s death. So begins
a brutal journey into the world of bank robbers and drug lords. Along the way, Will deals with the feelings
stirred up by losing his son, a son who had gone so wrong.
“Rough Men” is engaging in a disturbing way. The story has a graphic reality to it, and as Will and his
brother pursue the killers—with the blessing of Will’s wife, who is not Alex’s biological mother—Will seems
to lose his sense of right and wrong; the difference between justice and revenge is murky, and the brothers
are plunging into darkness.
In the beginning, Daniels and his wife give up on the police too quickly and, similarly, at the end things
work out too easily after all that has happened in between. But that story in between is compelling, a wild
ride that keeps you turning pages even when you are uncomfortable with what the characters are doing. The
brothers are assisted by Will’s buddy from his criminal youth, Jason, who is often ruthless and cruel. One of
the nice twists in the story forges a link between them that brings Jason’s own form of honor into play, and
you can’t help but root for them as they careen from one violent scene to the next.
If you like edgy crime fiction and are not put off by bloody moral ambiguities, or the occasional plot
twist that twists just a bit too far, “Rough Men” provides a quick and entertaining read.
Reviewed by Scott Pearson, author of “Star Trek: Honor in the Night,” for Suspense Magazine 
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AZ: Anno Zombie
By Peter Mark May

On the day that signifies the dawn of the Zombie Apocalypse, Tucson folks could be
considered some of the luckier ones. At least their city still exists. Phoenix, Los Angeles, and
other major cities around the world have disappeared into a gaping fiery hole, and all their
denizens disappear forever. Armageddon has arrived.
As fire rains down on Tucson, Tom Hollinger and his new main squeeze, Casey, race
across town to rescue his ex-wife and son from an army of zombies. By the time they get to
Tommy Jr.’s house, there is barely enough time to rescue his son—who witnessed his now
zombie mother eat her baby daughter—and escape with their lives. Heading for a pub run by his best
friend and former British paratrooper Alan Hopkins, they hole up and decide how to get out of town.
Together with a mixed bag of survivors, they take off, loaded down with all the weapons they can
find. They’re in a school bus heading north on Interstate 10 in an effort to leave the city limits, hoping to
discover what life is left in Phoenix. Along the way they encounter armies of rotting zombie corpses, pick
up the occasional straggler and lose a few of their own, as well as encountering packs of rabid humans out
to protect themselves or provoke others. Night finds them in relative safety atop a mountain where they
can watch the approaching zombie army. If they can get out of this one, what can they expect with the
dawning of a new day?
Not for the faint of heart, this bloody thriller has all you could ask for and is a great horror story.
An average Joe rises to the occasion to help lead his fellow humans, a splendidly written narrative, and
fast-pace gore galore. In this good vs. evil thrill-a-minute story, May has found a way to capture a piece of
humanity and give us hope that good will prevail in the end.
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler, author of “Blood on his Hands” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine 

Kill Decision

By Daniel Suarez
Automated killer drones, government conspiracies, special ops, this thriller has it all. Author of the
Daemon series and three stand-alone books, Daniel Suarez adds another bestseller to his repertoire.
High profile scientists and computer programming experts are dropping like flies as each are in the
crosshairs of someone in high places for the expertise they provide. Soldiers with a highly secretive special
ops team are actively working to both protect those who’ve been targeted and find the source behind the
attacks.
Myrmecologist, Professor Linda McKinney is in the middle of Africa studying the social structure of
ants; a relatively no-risk line of work, until in one instant her world is turned upside down and she’s running
for her life chased by unmanned drones looking to add her to the list of deceased scientists. Rescued by
Odin—special ops team leader—and his mates, they traverse the globe one step ahead of the drones,
putting together the pieces until the ultimate showdown of wills.
Daniel Suarez has done his homework for this thriller. The devil is in the details and Suarez gives us
a wake-up fact that unmanned drones are now being used by the U.S. and other governments…a scary
thing. But he pulls it together with a well-rounded story and characters that are larger than life to create a
fast-paced ride that conspiracy theorists and thriller enthusiasts digging in their heels enjoying the ride.
I’ve given “Kill Decision” four stars for the simple reason that although I enjoyed the book I found the
technical details a bit much for my taste. I do feel they were needed as background, but I felt the flow of the
story was weighed down with so much jargon it was easy to be distracted enough to put the book down.
Reviewed by Jodi Hanson (Chaptersandchats.com) for Suspense Magazine 

Blood Gospel

By James Rollins and Rebecca Cantrell

James Rollins and Rebecca Cantrell take us on a journey through the centuries from
the death of Christ and into a world of the living, the dead, and the undead. Good and evil
fight for the world’s greatest treasure: “The Gospel of Jesus Christ”…the Blood Gospel. If
prophesy and myth are to be believed, it can only be found by a triumvirate of individuals
who were first written of when the apostle Peter walked the earth.
In the beginning, we are introduced to a dynamic group: Archeologist, Dr. Erin Granger;
soldier, Sergeant Jordan Stone, and Catholic priest, Fr. Rhun Kurza. The world we live in is
populated not just by humans, but also by Strigoi and Sanguinists. The Strigoi are soulless creatures who
feed off the blood of humans and the Sanguinists are vampires who have given their lives to serve the
Catholic Church and Christ, who have regained their souls and feed off of the consecrated wine, after the
sacrament of transfiguration has taken place: the blood of Jesus.
They are flown to the Vatican where Cardinal Bernard, the leader of the Sanguinists, tells Granger
and Stone of the prophesy and asks for their help. They, along with Korza, a Sanguinist, who has lived for
millennia, are the church’s only hope in finding and opening the Blood Gospel.
Rollins and Cantrell take us from the rising of Lazarus to the fall of the Romanov Dynasty in Russia
to the Roman Catholic church’s greatest secret. They immerse us in a world that keeps our heart pounding.
With spine tingling, nail (and neck) biting twists, they take us deep in to the underworld of the undead…
the immortal.
The ending of “Blood Gospel” is pure genius. You will stare, mouth agape, at the final twist. With a
satisfied smile, you will close the back cover, knowing that this is only the first adventure involving Granger
and Stone.
I’ve read every book James Rollins has written and “Blood Gospel” is by far his best. The pairing of
Rollins and Cantrell has brought the best out of both authors. “Blood Gospel” is not just a must read, it
would be a sin not to read it!
Reviewed by J.M. LeDuc, author of “Cursed Days”published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine 
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Blackberry
Winter
By Sarah Jio

It’s May 1933, and Seattle
is experiencing an unexpected
snowstorm. An extremely
‘down on her luck’ mom, Vera
Ray, has to leave her three-yearold son, Daniel, alone in their
apartment in order to get to her
night shift job at the Olympic
Hotel’s cleaning crew. When
Vera arrives home, Daniel is
missing. The only thing she
finds is a teddy bear lying in the
snow behind their apartment
building.
Moving
forward
to
present day, readers remain in
Seattle where Claire Aldridge, a
reporter for The Seattle Herald,
is given an assignment to write
about a storm that just hit the
city and its similarity to the
storm of 1933. Claire discovers
the mystery of Daniel Ray’s
disappearance.
Recovering
from the loss of her own
child, the story takes on a new
meaning for Claire as she heads
every day to a coffee shop that
used to be the apartment
building that was home to Vera
Ray and her missing son.
When Claire begins to
delve into the story of Daniel’s
disappearance, she finds that
she and Vera had more than
a few things in common. The
discovery that Vera may have
been murdered, opens a new
door to the investigation that
Claire runs through. Vera’s case
has been closed for decades,
but Claire may just have
the ‘pull’ to get it reopened.
Following the clues, Claire
becomes aware that someone
in Seattle’s social circle wants
the case to stay closed, and her
persistence in finding the truth
may just lead to the loss of her
career and perhaps even more.
This novel is the third by
this incredible author and,
like her others, it will touch
the hearts of many readers.
A ‘Blackberry Winter’ is an
unexpected cold snap in the
spring that comes along once
in a great while, and even
the most hardened mystery
reader will have a hard time
not identifying emotionally
with Vera, Claire, and their
individual battles during
the snowstorm to end all
snowstorms. A real treasure!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor,
author of “13: Tallent &
Lowery Book One” published
by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine
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Illegally Iced
By Jessica Beck

This marvelous cozy is
the ninth on this author’s list
featuring everyone’s favorite
donut shop owner, Suzanne
Hart. Living in the small town
of April Springs, N.C., Suzanne
is also a bit of a frustrated
detective and always seems
to give away her wonderful
donuts instead of selling them.
(No wonder the town likes
her!)
In this new tale, readers
learn that Suzanne has
made friends with the local
blacksmith, James Settle, after
a somewhat rocky start. You
see, James set up a Smithy
demonstration on the Town
Green, and when he started up
a fire pit, the smoke traveled
directly into the donut shop.
The two have a conversation
about it, which is settled
peacefully. Sadly, shortly after
Suzanne and James have their
little talk, James is murdered
near his demonstration—in
broad daylight—and Suzanne
becomes the chief suspect.
Suzanne, with the help of
her best friend Grace and her
significant other, state police
detective Jake Bishop, goes on
the hunt! She is determined
to find the real killer and get
herself off the suspect list. They
make up a list of the ‘usual
suspects’ and start to look into
the case much to the dismay of
the local authorities. There are
a couple of surprises, and soon
it is found out by the whole
town that James had definite
secrets of his own.
The author scatters many
details throughout the story
that speak volumes about all
the crime-solving the two
women undertake, along with
recipes that sound incredible.
This creates a very readable
cozy that will entertain fans
and anyone else who loves
the unique combination of a
fast-paced mystery with some
seriously delicious food.
The book states it best:
“Welcome back to Donut Hearts,
where the coffee is hot, the donuts
are fresh and the pastries aren’t
the only things getting iced.”
Reviewed by Amy Lignor,
author of “13: Tallent &
Lowery Book One” published
by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine
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Alpha

By Stephen L. Brayton

I like the fact that “Alpha” was written in a narrative format. The protagonist, Mallory Peterson tells the
story in first person and it’s a conversation between Mallory and her friend Lawrence Cameron.
We first find out Mallory is struggling with the idea of taking her friendship with Lawrence Cameron, a
hardened police detective, to the next level. We soon understand why. Mallory was involved with someone
she thought was a sweet guy, Bobby Furillo, who was not what he appeared to be. Under that sweet exterior
lived a man with a dual life, married to a devoted wife with a daughter, and who was also a drug lord.
Mallory finds Bobby dead, an apparent victim of murder by gunshot. She meddles into the investigation
and soon realizes his true identity. The ensuing story, as she tries to piece together who killed him and who
he was, and ultimately trying to take down the head of the drug ring, will keep your head spinning. How
far is she willing to go to discover the truth and how many people will have to die?
The plot explores the seedy side of drug dealers and users, the effects on people when they discover
their loved ones are not who they thought, and delves into mans’ conscience and what they are and are not
willing to do in the name of greed.
What I liked best about “Alpha” is the way the story was told. It’s set up in a ‘then’ and ‘now’ division.
Each chapter glimpses into the relationship between Mallory and Lawrence as they discuss their fears,
wants, and expectations. During this, Mallory retells the story about her relationship with Bobby, how she
went about trying to solve his murder, and more importantly why.
I highly recommend “Alpha” and you would be remiss not to read it. Brayton has distinguished himself
as a master storyteller. I for one will be waiting for the next installment.
Reviewed by J. M. LeDuc, author of “Cursed Days” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine 

Say You're Sorry

By Michael Robotham
“Nobody writes like Robotham” is stamped across the cover of my review copy of his latest thriller,
“Say You’re Sorry.” After reading this fourth addition to his ‘Joseph O’Loughlin’ series, I would have to say
if anyone does write like him then they too can count themselves as a master storyteller.
I dare anyone to begin reading this and not finish it in more than four or five sittings. As a bedtime
reader, the only thing that drew me away was sleep and I cursed my weary eyes each time. Robotham has
written a credible rounded character in psychologist Joseph O’Loughlin, suffering not only from early
stage Parkinson’s disease but also, separation from his wife. He doesn’t arrive at conclusions easily, but as
he is drawn into solving the mystery of a brutal double murder and two missing teenagers, the twists tangle
themselves around our hero as much as the reader.
Police believe that teenage best friends, Piper and Tash, who went missing one Sunday morning, will
never be found and are likely dead. In reality, they are still held in a dark basement by a sadistic captor.
Three years later, O’Loughlin is brought in to consult on a couple murdered at a farmhouse in a
blizzard. A young man with psychological problems claiming to be innocent is the chief suspect.
Simultaneously, a young girl’s body is found in the nearby frozen river. Only O’Loughlin senses that
the seemingly unrelated deaths could be connected and possibly linked to the girl’s kidnapping.
We know the girls are alive as Piper’s narrative describes the girls’ disappearance and horrors of
captivity over the years. The story switches artfully between her viewpoint and O’Loughlin’s with each
adding to the building suspense. Piper desperately plots to escape their captor and O’Loughlin, just as
desperately, attempts to solve the girl’s puzzling disappearance.
You will think you see the twists and turns coming, but you will be wrong and that is the best kind of
thriller. This one is that good, that for many books afterwards, I found myself cursing, “Nobody writes like
Robotham.”
Reviewed by Susan May http://anadventureinreading.blogspot.com.au/ for Suspense Magazine 

Hidden Things

By Doyce Testerman
In Doyce Testerman’s first novel, he takes the reader on a journey to the shadowy edges
of our reality, where the beings of myth and legend still reside.
A middle of the night phone call awakens Calliope Jenkins. It’s Josh White on the
line, her boss and partner in their two-person detective agency, telling her that he’s in Iowa
following up on a new case. Early the next morning, the police inform Calli that Josh’s body
was discovered outside a small Iowa town four hours after he talked to her. But then how
does he leave a message on her answering machine, time-stamped after his body was discovered?
Clearly, the case Josh was pursuing was not a simple runaway teenager or a deadbeat dad like their
usual cases. Soon she’s approached by a stranger who says he can guide her to Josh. His death isn’t yet
carved in stone; Calli might yet save him. There are, however, other forces working against her, ancient
forces that have learned to hide in plain sight among humans.
Calli sets out with her guide on a quest to save Josh. It’s a trip that will take her “behind the grave”
and into the realm of the Hidden Lands, where Calli’s talents make her uniquely qualified for this job. As
she journeys on, though, she finds that not all hidden things belong to other realities. She must face the
darkness that resides in her own soul, as well as Josh’s tarnished history. And unless Calli is very careful, she
will never return from this quest.
Testerman has created a fascinating character in Calliope Jenkins—fierce yet fragile, with a sarcastic
streak that gets her both into and out of trouble. The novel mixes the flavor of a hard-boiled mystery with
fantasy, creating a story that will keep you reading until its surprising and satisfying denouement.
Reviewed by David Ingram for Suspense Magazine 
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NANO

By Robin Cook

The world of nanotechnology is becoming as popular in the 21st century as social media and/or
Smartphones. Robin Cook has once again delivered a tale that seems ‘out there’ yet beyond frightening
because this particular technology is most definitely real. This brilliant mind has brought together a
tale of thrills and chills, using a science that has made incredible strides and is literally the future of
medicine.
As we delve into a world where ‘nanobots’ can be created to do every human task necessary with
speed and precision, readers meet up with Dr. Pia Grazdani. She’s looking for something different to
calm her mind and focus her attention, so she takes a job at Nano, LLC, a company that some would
call a unique paradise on earth, but one filled with security to keep their cutting-edge science a secret.
Pia becomes part of a group that’s working on creating tiny, barely there ‘robots’ that have the
ability to kill viruses and bacteria of all sorts. Incredibly useful for athletes, these discoveries could help
people who want to push themselves much further than they could with a simple shot of adrenaline or
illegal drugs.
The deeper Pia sinks into the institute, the more she begins to hear things and meet people who
seem to be in a far ‘darker’ place than she is. She starts to see all the ways this particular science could
harm instead of help. Pia uncovers more than a few nightmares regarding this technology and how it
can literally test a human’s endurance—so much so that they can become creatures that can do harm
to others.
In essence, this is a book that is thrilling, exciting, frightening, and extremely unnerving. Yet again,
we are seeing the light and dark side of medical science and technology. And the scariest part is Robin
Cook may not be far off when it comes to the ‘dark side’ he delivers with a bang!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “13: Tallent & Lowery Book One” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine 

Season of the Witch

By Arni Thorarinsson
Icelandic newspaper reporter Einar has failed at pretty much everything that matters: as a reporter,
as a husband, and as a father. Now he has been assigned to the northern city of Akureyri, far from
bustling Rekyjavik as a last chance to keep his job with the Evening News. Here the former crime
reporter must—to his chagrin—turn his talents to penning stories about high school play productions
and lost dogs…or at least until the first body pops up.
So begins this Nordic knot of a story where the strands and strains of daily modern Icelandic life
weave together to create a perplexing pattern of envy, greed, and lust. Einar follows these strands, one
by one and through every twist and turn as he unravels the mystery confronting him. To this end, he
is both helped by Jóa, the pretty young staff photographer and stymied by Ásbörn, their burned out
local bureau chief.
Central to the story is the presence of charismatic young Skarphédinn, cast in the lead role of
a coming production of “Loftur the Sorcerer.” All the local women, young and old alike, adore him,
perhaps a little too much, while a gang of local young toughs appear ready to declare war against him.
Meanwhile, at the other end of the economic scale, powerful and politically connected industrialists
make clear their interests in keeping, to all outward appearances, everything neat and tidy.
In the end, a line from the play performed sums up the crucial crux of this tangled tale: “The most
painful thing of all is to find out that the one who possesses you, heart and soul, is evil.”
Reviewed by Andrew MacRae, author of “Murder Misdirected” for Suspense Magazine 

The Clue is in the Pudding

By Kate Kingsbury
This Pennyfoot Hotel mystery is an absolute ‘gift’ to readers and fans.
With this tale, the Pennyfoot Country Club is gearing up for the Christmas holidays. However,
judging from past years, they probably should close for Christmas seeing as that every year someone
has been killed in the beautiful Victorian establishment. But seeing how fate works, if anything bad is
going to happen, it will—no matter who or what tries to stop it. Therefore…Christmas is on!
Mrs. Chubb, the club’s housekeeper, is called away on a family emergency and the club has to hire
a temporary for the holiday season. Taking on Beatrice Tucker, they soon find out that she is more of a
curse than a cure as she fights with practically everyone.
Unfortunately, this year’s victim is Archibald Armitage. This stage actor never had a nice word for
anyone, but did a good deed by saving the stable master’s dog from an icy-cold death in the nearby
pond. Beatrice Tucker had a recent confrontation with the victim and then sent him a taste of the plum
pudding made especially for the Christmas feast, so the locals immediately assume that poison was in
his pudding.
The usual sleuth of the village, Policeman Northcott, has gone off on vacation so the manager of
the club, Cecily Sinclair Baxter, decides to look into the case with a couple of her loyal workers. When
the doctor tells Cecily that the victim was poisoned with arsenic, it seems more and more likely that
Beatrice is the ‘bad guy.’ But is that way too easy? Find the killer, solve the crime, and organize the
Christmas pageant and carol-singing while persuading the guests that the “Christmas Curse” doesn’t
exist…time is running out!
This marvelous cozy will make you want to spend every holiday season from here on out at a
lovely Victorian Inn in England. Or, on second thought, maybe not!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “13: Tallent & Lowery Book One” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine 
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The
Sanctuary
By Ted Dekker

A d m i t t e d l y,
I’ve not read Ted
Dekker before this
book. If his other
books are even half as good as “The
Sanctuary,” I fear I’ve missed some
wonderful yarns.
Once a priest in cloth and
always a priest in heart, Danny
Hansen is now behind bars for
a crime he didn’t commit. He
‘confessed,’ not to save his soul
but to protect Renee Gilmore, his
one true love. I say ‘not to save his
soul’ because although he may not
have committed the murders he
was convicted for, he did kill to
protect the innocent. He did what
he thought was right in the eyes of
humanity but illegal in the eyes of
the law.
After serving some of his
sentence at Ironwood State
Prison, a typical prison, Danny is
transferred to Basal Institute of
Corrections and Rehabilitation,
a not-so-typical prison. What
people believe to be an institution
to mend the broken in order to
keep criminals from repeating the
same mistakes is anything but, and
Danny finds this out in the most
horrific way.
The warden, Pape, is out to
break Danny and to convince all
of his ‘members’ (prisoners) that
he is God within the confines of
Basal and they will do as he says
or they will view the word ‘torture’
as nothing but a mere spanking.
It is inhuman suffering Pape puts
his members through, not simple
torture. And Danny can handle
the beatings and the extreme
pain…until the warden brings
Renee into the mess. Renee is
thrown into dangerous situations
and manipulated so that she
unwittingly ends up making Danny
break his vow of nonviolence to
once again protect her.
Dekker’s story is incredible.
The reader is catapulted headlong
from one page to the next with
his powerful ability to pen a fastpaced, edge-of-your-seat, thrilling
novel that will leave you wondering
how you missed some of the red
herrings that are amidst the wellwritten text. Amazing and most
definitely recommended.
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier
Reina, author of “One Major
Mistake,” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine 
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Vanished

By Irene Hannon

The
first
in the “Private
Justice”
series,
readers
find
themselves with
Moira Harrison,
a diehard reporter
for a St. Louis
newspaper. She’s
on her way back to the city after
attending a meeting when she
gets lost and suddenly wishes
that she stayed over, seeing that
she’s on a horrific back road
with a vicious thunderstorm
going on up above. As she tries
to get back to the main route,
fear appears in the form of a
sudden figure standing in the
beams of her headlights. As
she steps on the brakes, her
car goes out of control, and all
Moira can think is that she has
killed the stranger as her car
continues into a tree. Relief is
felt the second a strange man
opens the door of her car and
promises to call nine-one-one...
right before Moira heads into
blackness.
When Moira comes to, not
only is she still against the tree
but there is now no man, no
emergency personnel and last,
but certainly not least, no body
to be seen anywhere in the
road. All Moira can remember
is the terror that was written
clearly on the person’s face
right before the crash.
Moira finds herself in a
mystery that she can’t seem to
shake, telling everyone who
will listen that there was a
person on the road that night.
But the only person who
believes her tale is a former
police detective/part-owner
of Phoenix, Inc.—a private
investigation firm—who agrees
to take the case.
As more and more
mysteries come to the surface,
Moira has to deal with what
truly happened out on that
dark, rainy road while trying
her very best not to fall for the
handsome detective.
With the intense mixture
of romance, mystery, darkness,
and suspense, the author has
done a great job introducing
some
truly
interesting
characters, including a ‘bad
guy’ that will completely
surprise readers. Enjoy!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor,
author of “13: Tallent &
Lowery Book One” published
by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine
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The Eyes of Lira Kazan

By Eva Joly and Judith Perrignon
Three desperate people join forces in an attempt to bring down a Russian oligarch in this fast moving
novel co-authored by a former French prosecutor. Each of the three has been grievously harmed, in ways
both physical and emotional, for daring to get too close to the truth about bribery and payoffs in high
places. Now it’s time for them to gain revenge—but at what further cost to themselves and those for whom
they care?
Lira Kazan, a pretty, if not brittle, Russian investigative reporter has been tracking backroom dealings
and a growing financial empire of Sergie Louchsky for several years. Mononymous Felix, with the
deceptively innocuous title of clerk to a prosecuting judge in Nice, France, has stirred the deep waters of
corruption while investigating the seemingly accidental drowning death of a banker’s wife. And in the dead
of a Nigerian night, Nwankwo Ganbo, a man of principle paying the price of fighting for justice, is spirited
with his young family out of the country only minutes ahead of a death squad.
Individually, they were beaten and bested by their mutual foe, but together, should they
live long enough, they might have enough to take him down.
The action in this story races from the gilded French Riviera, to the bleak and windswept Faroe Islands, from the sedate streets of London, to Mother Russia’s mobster-infested
Saint Petersburg. Bowing to our new, social media world, in addition to panic-driven flights
through subways and cars careening off suburban streets, tweets are twittered, email is pushed
through computer mail slots, and no one can escape the reach of a digital phone.
Reviewed by Andrew MacRae, author of “Murder Misdirected” for Suspense Magazine 

The Uninvited

By Liz Jensen
A good story always has a protagonist riddled with faults, self-doubts, and obstacles. It makes for
realistic reading and gives the character room for growth. But it’s a crazy brave author who imbues their
lead character with Asperger’s Syndrome, an autism spectrum disorder causing sufferers to struggle with
correct social interaction, repetitive behavior, and obsessive interests.
Author Liz Jensen’s Asperger’s sufferer Hesketh Lock, is a world authority on anthropology, employed
by large organizations to analyze worker’s group behavior. His syndrome gives him the unique ability to
unemotionally analyze patterns in behavior.
When seemingly loyal workers in organizations around the world suddenly wreak havoc through
sabotage followed quickly by suicide, Hesketh is sent to Taiwan to investigate. He then finds himself
traveling across the world as more workers damage companies in various ways, from computer espionage
to setting explosions before dying.
Simultaneously, children around the world are suddenly and violently turning on their parents and
grandparents, killing and maiming them. It begins with a seven-year-old girl who puts a nail-gun to her
grandmother’s neck and fires. As the story progresses, Hesketh begins to wonder if his stepson Freddy, is
also becoming part of the global epidemic of insanity.
This book is fascinating and a challenging read. Hesketh’s Asperger’s makes it very confusing in the
first third due to his propensity to jump from one seemingly unrelated thought to the next. However, when
your mind becomes accustomed to his disjointed voice, you begin to appreciate his compelling view of
human nature and the world.
Jensen has written a character rarely encountered in fiction. Her eco-apocalyptic vision is refreshingly
new and a departure from the usual mutated virus, zombie, or nuclear winter apocalypse.
Enter the world of “The Uninvited” knowing it’s going to be a disjointed and slightly sluggish
beginning. However, once all the scattered threads are drawn together, you will find the pace will barely
allow you to catch your breath until the shocking revelations at the end. It is quite an experience that may
have you exiting your children’s bedrooms for just a few days without turning your back.
Reviewed by Susan May http://anadventureinreading.blogspot.com.au/ for Suspense Magazine 

The One I Left Behind

By Jennifer McMahon
It is the summer of 1985 and our story opens with Reggie, a teenager who is—according
to her—absolutely friendless. As she tells readers, her only contacts are the school geeks,
dweebs, and general outcasts. (Much like the rest of us in high school).
Reggie lives in a suburb of Connecticut, which, if you ask some ex-residents, is a truly
boring place to grow up. She and her ‘outcast’ friends—Charlie, son of a local policeman, and
Tara, who’s trying to be Goth, but also has a secret she’s keeping from the other two—are all
trying their best to get along.
A big ‘happening’ occurs in this summer of ’85: a serial killer known as Neptune has started to kidnap
women in this sleepy little hamlet, and leaves clues on the steps of the police department to help law
enforcement find the women. After five days, if they haven’t discovered the location, the bodies simply
show up. A complete and utter game from the mind of a lunatic.
Vera, Reggie’s mother, soon disappears and the clue to finding her turns up, as always, at the police
station. Reggie, Charlie, and Tara are on the case trying to find her, but after a week of searching, they
don’t…and the killings suddenly stop. Both Reggie’s mother and Neptune have vanished.
Years later, Reggie has left her hometown and has become a successful architect. She receives a
message from a hospital telling her that her mother has been found. Running to the hospital, it is Vera, but
she’s very confused and unable to tell Reggie where she’s been all these years. Intent on discovering what
happened to her mom, and finding Neptune before he readies himself for another killing spree, Reggie
goes on the hunt.
This is an exceptionally well-written mystery! Most definitely a one-day read, but…some advice?
Keep the lights on, as it’s more than a bit creepy.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “13: Tallent & Lowery Book One” published by Suspense Publishing,
an imprint of Suspense Magazine 
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The Forgotten
By David Baldacci

David Baldacci has earned his “#1 New York
Bestseller” title since “Absolute Power” arrived on
the scene and became one of the most thrilling
books written. So it comes as no surprise to say that
“The Forgotten,” starring yet another unforgettable
character—Army Special Agent John Puller, Jr.—will
find its way into readers “Best of 2012” list.
Agent Puller is the ‘go to guy’ responsible for investigating the
toughest crimes that face the nation. He’s just beginning his R&R
after his latest accomplishment when he finds himself faced with a
crime that’s personal. From his father, he retrieves a letter from his
aunt in Paradise, Florida, who states she’s extremely disturbed by
things in her sleepy little town. So, Agent Puller decides to take his
R&R in Paradise and see what’s going on.
Paradise turns out to be aptly named; a small town that depends
upon tourists and retirees who have come to live out their twilight
years on the warm shores off the Gulf Coast. But when Agent Puller
arrives, he finds his aunt dead. According to the local police, she took
an apparent fall into the cement pool in her backyard and drowned,
but Puller decides he’s going to do his own investigation based on
his aunt’s letter.
He unearths the fact that two of her neighbors/best friends have
recently drowned in the Gulf, and when they washed ashore it was
discovered that they’d been shot. In his search for the truth, he finds
himself being blocked at every turn by the police and soon discovers
there’s a whole lot of trouble in Paradise—the perfect town is hiding
a dreadful secret.
This author is a truly wonderful storyteller and keeps the reader
busy trying to solve the case right along with Puller. Even die-hard
mystery/thriller readers will think they have it all figured out, but at
the last moment you’ll get the surprise of your life. Enjoy!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “13: Tallent & Lowery Book
One” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine 

To Love and to Perish

By Lisa Bork
Number four in this author’s series has, yet again,
proven that Bork is a fantastic puzzle-maker!
Readers have come to know and love Jolene
Parker—the owner of a garage where you can buy
a perfectly restored sports car or any other high-end
automobile—as well as her husband Ray Parker, who
works as a local policeman.
In this new mystery, Jolene and Ray have taken their foster son
Danny to the Vintage Grand Prix Festival being held in Watkins
Glen, NY. However, they get far more action and thrills than what
they expected. While attending the festival in order to cheer on
Jolene’s mechanic, Cory Kempe, Cory’s boyfriend finds himself
accused of pushing a man by the name of James Gleason into the
road where he is struck by one of the racecars speeding by.
Brennan Rowe, Cory’s boyfriend, is immediately arrested and
taken to the local jail because an eyewitness appears to attest to the
fact that Brennan did the pushing and the accident was no accident.
Jolene and Cory set out to prove Brennan is innocent, but they
soon find out that thirteen years earlier, Brennan was involved in a
car crash that killed a passenger—Gleason’s sister—and also hurt
another passenger who had to undergo painful operations and is
still unable to get around very well. As the information mounts up,
Brennan is shown in a horrible light that makes Jolene and Cory’s
investigation far more difficult.
On top of all this action is the fact that Jolene is starting to
wonder if the father of her foster son has returned to the area to get
him back. Add to that the fact Jolene’s best friend Isabelle, thinks
that her husband is cheating, and you have a mystery that is truly
non-stop.
A great read for cozy lovers that will keep you on your toes until
the checkered flag is waved.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “13: Tallent & Lowery Book
One” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine 

When the Sudarium of Oviedo—the venerable cloth that
once covered Jesus Christ’s face on the cross—is stolen
from a cathedral in Spain, it sparks a series of grisly
murders. Each victim is killed in a manner resembling
the form of execution of one of the Apostles. American
CIA operative Samuel Tolen, Spanish inspector Pascal
Diaz, and British archaeologist Dr. Jade Mollur embark
on a journey to reclaim the Sudarium. Their search takes
a surprising turn when a 2,000-year-old clue suggests a
far greater secret is within reach; a startling discovery
that would forever change humanity.
In a deadly race against time spanning four continents,
Samuel Tolen’s search for the truth will uncover
unspeakable deception and the chance to answer
mankind’s greatest question: Is there life after death?
SuspenseMagazine.com
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Movies

The Hobbit:

An Unexpected Journey
2012

Genre – Adventure/Fantasy (PG-13)
It’s two hours and forty-six minutes and, I suspect, therein lays the mixed reviews. It’s a
matter of patience. My ten-year-old harsh critic, commented positively on the slow beginning,
filled with—perish the indulgence—character building, “It’s a three hour film they needed the
time to warm up the story.”
Once warmed up though, it takes off like a bat troll out of hell. And whether you are a Lord
of the Rings fan or, like me, not seen the entire previous trilogy, this film will thrill both parties.
As the first feature film to utilize state-of-the-art digital cameras to record the action in 3D
at forty-eight frames per second (fps) releasing in high frame rate 3D (HFR 3D), director Peter
Jackson has taken a leap into a new cinematic visual experience.
Calling this The Hobbit: An Unexpected Journey an epic adventure, is akin to calling Mount
Everest just a mountain. The story begins with elderly hobbit Bilbo Baggins (Ian Holm)
recounting to his nephew Frodo (Elijah Wood) an adventure, sixty years prior. It began with Wizard Gandalf the Grey (Ian McKellen)
arriving at his door followed by thirteen dwarves invading his home and wolfing down his food as they plan how best to reclaim the
lost Dwarf Kingdom of Erebor from the fearsome Dragon Smaug.
Young Bilbo (Martin Freeman) is not an adventurous hobbit; personifying the average guy who doesn’t rush out with sword
in hand the minute he hears there’s a troll about or fling himself hairy-footed into danger. Overcoming his trepidation, he joins the
dwarves led by legendary warrior Thorin (Richard Armitage), son of the King of the dwarves until he was slain by an orc war-chief.
Their plan is to return to Erebor believing that the dragon has left. Along the way they face one daring encounter after another with all
manner of magical creatures: orcs, trolls, elves, and more.
Jackson tells more of a story than was written in Tolkien’s beloved book which has been in print constantly for seventy-five years.
Whether he has overstepped the boundaries with this much loved book will be judged at the box-office. It wasn’t a film I looked
forward to seeing and yet I find myself now counted amongst the fandom of Middle Earth. It may be a slow warm up, but once it’s
boiling most will find that Jackson’s The Hobbit has a plot that overflows in an exhilarating way.
Reviewed by Susan May http://anadventureinfilm.blogspot.com.au/ for Suspense Magazine 

Django Unchained
2012

Genre – Action/Drama (R)

Quentin Tarantino is a director who does not come lightly to any project. He has a history of
unabashedly focusing his pin-point wit and dark, bloody humor on a subject to the point where
you are reeling, albeit enjoyably. Might I mention you will find in any Tarantino film review the
word ‘bloody’ figuring often.
Now he’s turned to the era of slavery in the U.S. Southern states during the 1800s. But
Tarantino being Tarantino, has decided to approach this historic time of moral complexity by
setting the story as a Spaghetti Western.
In the opening scene we meet Django ( Jamie Foxx) marching in a chain-gang of slaves.
Along comes the cool and unflappable Dr. King Schultz (Christopher Waltz) requesting to
purchase Django who has worked previously for the Brittle Brothers.
All does not go well (imagine a lot of blood) for the chain-gang leaders when they decline
his offer and we realize the well-mannered Schultz is a proficient killer. Schultz, as it turns out, is
a bounty hunter and he enlists Django to help him track the Brittle Brothers and they team up as
an unlikely pair of bounty hunters.
The startled looks of townsfolk, as Django rides in on a horse with Schultz, signals the taboo
of a white and black man working together. It’s the deep prejudices that make for some of the
funniest lines in the film. There is a Ku Klux Klan scene that is as good as they come.
Django reveals that he and his beloved wife Broomhilda (Kerry Washington) were separated years ago due to the slave trade.
As a friendship blossoms between Schultz and Django, the two track her whereabouts to Calvin Candie (Leonardo DiCaprio), the
proprietor of ‘Candyland,’ an infamous plantation. Along the way they leave a trail of Tarantino inspired bloody corpses.
This is a 165 minute blood fest. Tarantino even manages to throw himself in a scene for a just-for-fun appearance. That is the thing
with him; he has fun in his own unashamedly bloody way and has been doing so since his 1992 Reservoir Dogs. If you are Tarantino fan
then you will happily follow him wherever he travels. If you are not, maybe take a peek anyway. This may be the one that changes your
mind. And did I mention there is a lot of blood?
Reviewed by Susan May http://anadventureinfilm.blogspot.com.au/ for Suspense Magazine 
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Featured Artist

Ana Cruz
Delivers Beyond Expectations

Interview by Suspense Magazine
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Digital artist Ana Cruz is from

Portugal and has a taste for the dark, gothic, and dramatic aesthetics of art that
has helped her take what was once a hobby and turn it into her profession and
the business of Ana Cruz Arts.
Self-taught since 2005, Ana took the time to receive her Graphic Designs and
Arts degree to expand her knowledge and various areas of expertise, as well as
expanding her taste and skill for the dark arts she is so passionate about.
Ana says her biggest inspirations come from her own secret realms, deep
emotions, and feelings. “The best way to express myself, to express my soul, is
through my art,” claims Ana.
Her art captures so much: from the deepest secrets of human souls, where
the main elements are elegant female souls with long hair and thorns, goddesses
and fairies, to mystery, dark forests and forgotten castles, and each one with a
story behind them. A story which someone can relate to, therefore making it
more than just colors on a piece of paper.
With positive feedback from people enjoying her work, Ana has gotten
worldwide recognition from Ravensburger Puzzles, Korsch Verlag Calendars,
Random House Publishing, Scholastic Publishings, Harper Collins, Wells of
Souls and Nut Paradox (music bands), and many, many others.
As it says on her DeviantArt page: “Ana’s passion for the arts keep on delivering results and she’ll be around a lot more.”
Ana says, “My art is my passion, my way of being, my soul and my dream brought to life. Forever I’ll keep on striving, in
order to keep this dream alive.”
Here’s our interview with Ana.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): What started you on the path to art?
Ana Cruz (A.C.): I’ve always been a passionate about the aesthetic side of life and I’ve always appreciated the beauty in everything
around me. Back in 2005, a friend of mine invited me to join the artistic community deviantArt.com because I was currently
making experiments with macro photography and he advised me to share my photography with that art community.
As soon as I joined in the community, I became familiar with digital art and I instantly fell in love with it. I wanted to learn, and
since then I’ve never stopped creating art.
S. MAG.: Your work has developed so vividly. Can you describe your
creative process?
A.C.: Since I began creating digital art, I’ve always been eager to learn
more and more. I’m always in search for new tutorials in order to
improve my techniques and to help me develop and polish my personal
style. I’m always aiming for my personal version of perfection, so my
art is always changing, always evolving. Apart
from that, I’ve always been a very imaginative
person. I’ve always “lived in a private secret
realm” inside my mind. Even my friends used
to tell me that all the time. I get many of my
inspirations from those secret realms, from
that twisted vision of the world inside my
head. Music and poetry are also by my side
all the time, helping me to get inspiration and
to achieve the actual visual aspect of my art.
And in the end, to achieve the final look of my
artworks, I always try to combine the visual
and aesthetical look with the strong emotional
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charge that comes from within.
S. MAG.: Since you’ve captured so much attention do you find people looking to be a part of your work, whether on a
collaboration or to model for you now?
A.C.: Yes! Many times I get invitations to be part of a collaboration project and I love it. The opportunity to mix my own vision
with the vision of another artist is amazing. Mixing techniques and styles in order to achieve one single artwork which portrays
both our souls is beyond words. I truly love it.
Unfortunately, because nowadays I’m so deep into commercial work, my time for those personal projects is almost none. I have
a couple of collaborations on standby until I have the proper time to fully dedicate to it.
Currently there are two models collaborating with me (Mélanie von Hindenburg and Ida Larsen). They are the models of a series
of illustrations I have to create for a book. They are the face of both main characters, and I’m creating all the chapter illustrations
and the book cover. It’s an amazing project and I’m loving it.
S. MAG.: What is more important to you: content or technique? Why?
A.C.: Many people may choose only one and give you a perfect argument to state their choice, but to me, both are equally
important.
A good technique and work quality are definitely important in order to make an artwork stand out, but if behind an amazing
technique, there’s also content, a meaning that the viewer can relate to, it will raise the artwork to a whole new level of
“awesomeness.”
S. MAG.: You’ve recently published a book of your work. Was the experience what you expected? What advice would you
offer to other artists looking to do the same?
A.C.: The book hasn’t been published yet. I’ve been slowly working on it during the entire 2012 and I’m currently doing the first
advertising maneuvers because I’m trying my best to get it published before the end of December. I’ve already shared both cover
versions (one for the hardcover format and one for the paperback format), but for now, I can’t promise 100% that it will come out
before January. I’m trying my best though!
As far as other artists looking to do the same, all I can say is, make a market study and see if you have the audience that will buy
the book. Does the artist get feedback when saying that a book will be published? Does the artist have fans asking about an art
book? All those things must be studied and properly analyzed before simply deciding to publish an art book.
S. MAG.: If you had to choose a quote (or a line) to describe what motivates you day to day, what would it be?
A.C.: There’s a sentence I love and that I’ve actually shared sometime ago on my Facebook page: “If your dreams don’t scare you,
they’re not big enough.” This is definitely the best boost for me to keep on doing my art and to expect more and more of myself
as an artist. Facing a new project that makes me wonder, will I be able to do it? (It) definitely makes everything worthwhile and
makes me want to do my best to improve and to deliver beyond expectations.
S. MAG.: Which is your most cherished childhood memory? How were you as a kid?
A.C.: I was fortunate enough to grow in the countryside until I was eleven-years-old. Running free under a warm sun, climbing
trees with my friends and eating fruits directly from the tree, picking up country flowers and petting farm animals. All those
things will be in my heart forever and I cherish those memories beyond words. I was as innocent as a child can be. I used to climb
a tree and be there daydreaming. I remember looking at the sun breaching through the leaves and branches, drawing shapes of
light. I used to pretended I was in a distant kingdom full of magic and didn’t notice that two hours had passed.
At eleven-years-old, I moved to the big city and everything was so different. Many new experiences took place: new friends, new
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school, new social behavior. It was the time
I became more familiar with the darker
side of beauty. Goth poetry and music were
the boost to my first steps in combining the
innocence of magic with the dark side of the
human soul.
S. MAG.: When you were growing up, was
there an artist who you were fascinated

with? Who inspires you now?
A.C.: My first influences were in literature. There’s a Portuguese poet whom I adore, Gomes Leal (1848-1921), and the
way he writes about death with so much passion and romance just blew my mind. Regarding visual artists, soon I was a fan of
Victoria Francés and Brom: two different styles which combine my concept of artistic perfection and to which I completely relate
to.
Nowadays, I’m still inspired by those artists and poets, but I also deeply admire other artists such as Ray Caesar, Natalie Shau,
and Tim Burton (on the artistic concept), etc.
S. MAG.: What do you think has stayed the same about you throughout your life?
A.C.: Definitely my ability to dream and to bring my secret realms to life.
S. MAG.: Is there anything special coming up that you can share with us?
A.C.: Yes!! My art book is coming up. I’ll share more info about it on my Facebook page (Ana Cruz Arts) as soon as possible!
It’s almost done and then I’ll just need to wait for the printing proofs before I make sure that it’s good to go. I’m really excited
about it because this book gathers my artistic path through the years and it’s also an opening gate to a new step towards my
art.
Suspense Magazine is thrilled to have had the opportunity to bring you Ana’s work for the second time. She has a very
special talent we thoroughly enjoy. If you’d like to see more of her work, check out her at www.deviantart.com or you can
email her at info@anacruzarts.com. 
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By Bryan Paul Rouleau

T

here were nights, sometimes, when the moon and stars and comets were pale infernos on the black, and they
streamed through my window like city lights. One such night, she came.
I never knew she was there. I was compelled to climb from my slumber because the toys were alight on their shelves,
drenched in white and blue so that the stuffed hen was albino and bejeweled with shining eyes. A warrior and his axe for
battle were cast across the wall, a goliath, who was bent and shaped, looming twice my height by the light of the moon and
standing sentry by the closet door. A mountain range of toys, a jagged horizon reaching from shelf to ceiling, expanded the
length of the wall and greeted a fleet of slender spacecraft banking to port in rigid formation, teetering on the precipice of
space. It was my bedroom, but unlike the one in which I slept, where I played, where Janice, with the long teeth and the pits
for eyes, imprisoned me from time to time. It was my room, enchanted.
Exhilaration drove off my stupor as I approached the beam of light that filtered through my window, its edges so sharp
I could stand half in its gaze and be only half a vertical boy with an ear, an eye, a slender nose and a staccato mouth, peering
at me like an alien through the window. In the other half, I could see the forest kings outside, the tall pine silhouettes, ruling
over their twisted and naked cousins who clung to a few flapping leaves with pincered fingers. The scraps of autumn were
nearly gone, and I shuddered thinking that soon I would live among trees that never lost their vestiges of green, where the
waves were always of heat, and the storms and serpents murderous.
The warrior on the shelf roared to life and his black axe fell across the closet door.
“Drink death like wine!” he bellowed in robotic fury, and fell silent.
The warrior had spoken, as he had so many times before at my command, but now in the middle of the night he had
taken to roguery, possessed by some stray wisp of Jupiter’s light. My heart darted, striking in my ribs with hammer precision.
The axe was stretched and twisted across the closet door now, forbidding my entry, so I approached it. I wondered what
had given the barbarian cause to take up arms, to come between me and the door. As I neared, he consummated his betrayal
and made no exception for me, suspending the broad head of the axe over the doorknob, to lop off a transgressing hand.
The doorknob turned on its own then, and the door creaked open, casting the shadow of the axe up and up, and out of
my path, because it was only just a shadow.
I had taken a step back because closet doors had no reason to propel themselves open. A toy warrior might blame his
wiring. Closet doors had no such complications, not even when basking in otherworldly rays.
I dared not peek into the slender gap of entry presented before me. No, not yet at least. Not until I knew if I was dreaming
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or awake, so I dug my hand into the pocket of my pajamas and found the flower that I kept there, pressed and suffocated in
plastic wrap, purple as a stripe of twilight sky. It was the gift of my sweet and dying mother, who left us a year earlier, and gave
it to me as I had given it to her as a younger boy.
Clutching it now, I peered into the closet, and I could see on the floor, two black eyes staring up at me, and a mouth equally
black and grinning like a horse. The face was luminous white with cheeks dusted pink and eyebrows streaked blue above the
sockets. I recognized it as my clown mask and found no reason to let it frighten me, but my heart jabbed nonetheless, my
breaths tight and rapid, reducing my lungs to small deflated balloons. It kept its stare upon me, watching from its perch atop
my elaborate chemistry set, so complete and contained, and carefully locked.
Reaching for the face in the dark, a cool and gentle grip curled around my wrist and drained the blood from my limbs,
dripping weakness into my knees so that they trembled. I watched a glowing golden hand locking into my own hand,
emerging from the deep darkness that sunk even beyond the reach of moon beams.
A girl of my own age was sitting cross-legged on the floor. Her skin was gold, eyes blue and bleeding water, hair blacker
than the closet dark that surrounded her. She wore overalls, only one strap buttoned, and lips that were full and smiling. She
was holding my hand now, drawing me to the floor beside her.
“I’m Iris,” she said, her voice pitched high like a parcel of helium balloons.
The hammer slowed.
“Well, I’m wondering how you got into my closet, since the house is locked up and all.”
It occurred to me then that only earlier that day, Dad’s wife, Janice, had been adamant about acquiring an alarm to detect
burglars and other mysterious malefactors who might creep in by dark. And maybe a priest should bless the premises, too.
Dad dismissed her paranoia with a soft laugh from beneath his moustache, the way he laughed at her when she painted on
her eyebrows or doused her cheeks with that horrendous fire red powder. He knew there was no sense in it with us moving
south so soon. He knew she was a ridiculous and hateful creature, too, didn’t he?
“I can get in and out whenever I want. Aren’t you glad I’m here?”
I looked at my palms, which I could not see. So I listened to the soft thump of my heart and breathed quiet.
“I am glad.”
And I was because she was beautiful, and she was in my room, touching my fingers now with hers that glowed.
“You came just in time, you know. We are moving soon,” I said. “To go live near Janice’s family. That means I have to leave
my room, and the house, and now you. We are going to the South.”
Iris shook her head and crammed her free hand into her chest pocket. She pulled out a twisted metal stick that reflected
her majestic hue in dappled spots on my shirt. Releasing my hand, she went to work and plucked its edges apart, stripping
the stick as gently as if it were a newborn child, and only then did I realize it was not a battered strip of steel. In the tips of her
fingers was a long, ferocious pink piece of bubble gum. It smelled like hurricanes and torrents of rain in a pineapple orchard,
freshly embraced in the rays of a redeemed sun.
“This one is my favorite, but it’s the last one,” Iris said, holding it to her wet eyes. Then she extended it across a small
empty galaxy, to me.
“No thanks,” I said. “It’s your favorite. You have it.”
She plucked it away and it vanished between her full lips. Iris’ tiny jaw pulsed as she made quick work of the gum. I
smelled it on her breath, and as I was savoring the tropic wind and the radiance of her starry eyes, she burst forward and
hugged me. I watched the stars vanish and felt the warmth of a thousand teeming worlds as her lips touched mine.
There was only a moment, a moment worth the lifespan of a firefly’s glow, so fast it could be missed in the darkness of a
blink. I suspended it for as long as imagination would allow. It was over then, in all truth, but not over. Still not over.
I sat in the dark, salivating, realizing that in the flash of our moment, my mouth had inherited Iris’ last slice of gum. I felt
it strong on my tongue.
“I’m sharing,” she said as her lips lifted into a smile that scraped the heaven in her eyes. “Besides, it will be the last taste
of the South you will ever have. I gave it to you with love, so it is safe for you. It does not always have to be that way.”
“I love you.”
Iris giggled.
“I have to go now.” She held out her palm. I spat the gum into it. She stuck it on the back of the door.
“Well, are you going to come back?”
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“I come and go as I please,” she said.

#
n the morning, when my eyelids crawled open, I was in my room and in my bed. There was the colorful chicken
puppet leaning against the wall. The toys were balancing haphazardly amongst each other on the shelves. There were
the fighting spaceships, crooked on their plastic stands and painted in royal blue, with yellow racing stripes that looked more
like knotted tree limbs. There was the warrior, reduced ten times in size and demoted from closet sentry to shelf corner
squatter.
And on the floor, a chemistry set, torn open with pieces sprawled across the carpet, dishes broken and vials spilled, as if
by a mad scientist. A furious scientist.
I scrambled out of my covers and bounded to the closet door. There was the clown’s face, laughing in the sunshine, and
beside it a clearing of carpeted floor and trampled clothes. Flattened, as if sat upon. I threw the closet door open wide and
looked down, down to the very spot Iris had stuck her gum. I knew it was there, because after she left I touched it. And then
what?
It was gone. I tore through heaps of shirts, pajamas, and shoes. I scoured the fibers of the carpet. I checked my feet and
between my toes, but the gum was gone.
My ribs lurched at a rap on the bedroom door. Dad was leaning in the entry to my room. He was bald except for a
magnificent moustache, and he wore suspenders over a white undershirt, one strap undone.
“Sit down,” he said. I saw his eyes were pulsing red, and there were dark rifts like gorges beneath the lids. He stayed
wedged in the doorframe with his wooly arms crossed until I was sitting.
“I’m just going to tell you. Janice has died in her sleep.”
He sucked in hard, and bit his lower lip to stop his eyes from pulsing again. Then he slumped out of the door frame and
held out his muscled arms, which were like thick vines, strong and reaching from the hollow corpse of a gray tree, and tears
streamed off the tip of his nose. My heart was pushing out my ribs, squeezing and melting through them.
A man appeared behind Dad, standing a head taller than my hunched and sobbing father. He was dressed in a long black
coat and had locks of white hair combed back like snakes. His eyes were small behind even smaller rimmed spectacles, and
his nose was a fat bulb. He saw me, and then looked at Dad. Dad’s head and arms only sagged. The man looked to me instead,
stared into my eyes which were clouding and stinging.
“Your stepmother was afflicted by a quick acting poison that took her in her sleep, only moments after ingestion.”
The man lowered his forehead, but kept his eyes inside of mine. He relented only for one flicking blink, and said nothing
for a minute. I could feel the round butt of a glass tube lodged under my heel, and I wondered if the wreckage of my chemistry
set was well enough hidden from view.
“Can you remember anything your stepmother might have had to eat or drink since yesterday?” he said.
“Last night she drank wine,” I heard myself say. Like death, as the barbarian says. “And we had stuffed chicken for dinner.”
A hen from the coop out back. “Before that, well...”
“Yes, yes, your father did fill me in on most of it. But was there anything else? Anything at all?” His brows narrowed.
A thing was crawling up my throat, pushing and growing as it climbed.
I told him no, sir, I hadn’t seen Janice have anything, suspicious or otherwise. No candy. Nothing whatsoever.
Without another word, the man left, and my father behind him with his puffy face. Dad said something to me as he was
leaving, but I did not hear it. I could not hear it. I could only hear the thundering in my chest, in my throat, in my ears. It was
a wild and smashing thunder, a tempest born like a midnight air raid. I could smell the salt spray lashing under my nostrils
and battering my cheeks. I thought of Dad’s arms, held out in despair, and how they looked like the floundering limbs of a
palmetto tree in a screaming gale. It made me smile.
I reached a hand into the pocket of my pajamas, and my fingertips which were lubricated with sweat happened upon two
items. First, the flower from my mother. Violet, flat, crumbling and scarcely resembling the beautiful wild iris flower it had
been in life when I first plucked it from the garden and put it in her hair. Then my fingers found something I did not know
was there.
A crumpled ball, not of twisted steel, but of firm and shimmering aluminum, wrapped snug around what must have been
the very last piece of Iris’ gum, chewed and hard, and reeking of burning, and sulfur, and death. 
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Brad Taylor
The World’s a Very big Place

Interview By Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit: Rod Pasibe

Brad Taylor was born on Okinawa,
Japan but raised on forty acres in Texas.
Graduating from the University of
Texas, he was commissioned as a second
lieutenant in the U.S. Army Infantry. Brad
served over twenty-one years, retiring as a
Special Forces lieutenant colonel. During
that time he held many Infantry and
Special Forces positions, including eight
years in First Special Forces Operational
Detachment–Delta, where he commanded
multiple troops and a squadron. He has
organized operations in support of U.S.
national interests in Iraq, Afghanistan,
and other classified locations.
His last assignment was as the
Assistant Professor of Military Science at
The Citadel in Charleston, S.C. Brad holds
a Master’s of Science in Defense Analysis
from the Naval Postgraduate School,
with a concentration in Irregular Warfare. Talk about great real-life
moments to draw from! Is it any wonder he’s become one of the bestknown bestsellers of thriller novels there is?
His next novel due out this month, “Enemy of Mine,” promises to be
Brad’s next bestseller. In it, a tentative peace between Israel and Palestine
has been brokered by the United States. But the Taskforce—a clandestine team
operating outside of U.S. law to protect the country from terrorism—gets wind of an assassination attempt on the
American envoy sent to solidify the treaty. The Taskforce must devote every resource to saving his life and preventing
another bloody outbreak of violence.
Task force operator Pike Logan and his partner, Jennifer Cahill, are charged with following the assassin’s flimsy trail
through the Middle East, a trail that becomes more muddled at every turn. They must contend with terrorist organizations,
independent killers, and shaky allies to uncover the biggest threat of all: an American citizen hiding a secret that just may
destroy everything, including the Taskforce.
When not writing, he serves as a security consultant on asymmetric threats for various agencies. He lives in Charleston,
S.C. with his wife and two daughters.
Suspense Magazine is honored to have this time to speak to Brad and we hope you like learning a little bit more about
him as much as we’ve enjoyed bringing it to you.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): “Enemy of Mine” is the third book in the Pike Logan series. What behind-the-scenes action
can you give us?
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Brad Taylor (B.T.): Behind the scenes? Well, here’s a secret I’ve learned as a novelist: I can vicariously get a little payback through
my writing. I was doing research for “Enemy of Mine” in Qatar, and, after a little miscommunication, I was stranded by my
Bangledeshi driver in Doha. It was about a thousand degrees outside and I was starving. After walking fruitlessly for a while,
I went into the nearest hotel restaurant and ordered a hamburger and a Coke. When I got the bill, it was a staggering fifty-five
dollars. You wonder why a terrorist bomb goes off in the Doha Four Seasons at the culmination of “Enemy of Mine?” Because
they charged me fifty-five dollars for a hamburger.
S. MAG.: How has Pike Logan changed from book to book?
B.T.: By the end of “Enemy of Mine,” his redemption is complete. He’s grown out of the cesspool where we first found him in “One
Rough Man.” The loss of his family pretty much crushed him, and he’s slowly come to grips with the tragedy, returning to what he
once was. I don’t want to give anything away, but a circle is completed. By the same token, Jennifer Cahill, his partner, has slowly
realized that she has skills that few possess, and has begun to feel comfortable using them.
S. MAG.: Writing military thrillers means amping up the action in each book. Have you felt that pressure to continue to push
the bar higher?
B.T.: Yes, I have, and purposely pulled “Enemy of Mine” away from a “worldwide holocaust” type scenario. Instead, I focused on
the killing of a single man, and the efforts Pike and Jennifer take to prevent it. At the scene-by-scene level, the pressure isn’t to
push the bar higher, but simply to not repeat myself. To find unique ways to accomplish each scene that doesn’t sound like a repeat
from a previous book, only at a different location. That’s maybe one of my biggest challenges.
S. MAG.: In “Enemy of Mine,” what scene or sentence do you feel captures the essence of the book?
B.T.: This is a tough one. I think it would be the scene where Pike has been apprehended by a militia in Lebanon, leaving Jennifer
to attempt a rescue. It captures both the intricacies of terrorism—a complex phenomenon Americans tend to lump in one
basket—and the growth of both Pike and Jennifer. Pike is forced to come to grips with what he fears most, while Jennifer—used to
relying on Pike for support—must display an inner strength she didn’t know she possessed. As for a sentence, no question it would
be, “Then I went to work.” Yeah, that means nothing here, but it means absolutely everything in “Enemy of Mine.” Truthfully, it
means everything for all three titles.
S. MAG.: Do you have any superstitions when you write?
B.T.: Not yet, knock on wood.
S. MAG.: What is your suggestion to readers who are finding out about you for the first time? Can the readers jump right in
with “Enemy of Mine” and go back in the series?
B.T.: They certainly can. It’s a standalone book, but it does reference previous titles. The only issue with reading “Enemy of Mine”
first is that it contains spoilers from my previous books. You’ll know a few things you wouldn’t have had you started at “One
Rough Man.”
S. MAG.: What scares Brad Taylor?
B.T.: Interviews or public speaking on my book tours. I spent most of my adult life hiding what I did, never really talking about
my life because it was classified. Now, I find myself having to talk all the time about myself, my books, and what I have done, and
frankly, it’s a little terrifying. That, and big, hairy spiders.
S. MAG.: Authors today need to market themselves three times as hard as they did a few years ago. How have you dealt
with this?

“You wonder why a terrorist bomb goes off in the Doha Four
Seasons at the culmination of “Enemy of Mine?” Because
they charged me fifty-five dollars for a hamburger.”
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B.T.: I’ve been very fortunate to have the incredible work ethic of the marketing and publicity teams at Dutton. They do the lion’s
share of my marketing. For my part, my wife Elaine conducts a guerilla marketing campaign like no other, running Facebook, my
website, sending newsletters, and providing other marketing materials to a plethora of locations. All I really have to do is listen
to them, and do what they tell me. One other thing that’s helped is I’m fortunate that my twenty years in the military has left my
family with contacts all over the United States as well as foreign locations. We do what we can to leverage that.
S. MAG.: What is on your bucket list?
B.T.: This is going to sound trite, but writing a novel was a big one on the bucket list. I spent a lot of time deployed while in the
military, and this tended to tamp down any thought about the future. Everything was focused on what was happening right now.
Once I retired, I set out to hit a goal I’d had since I was a child. I’m living my dream, and can’t really think of something else I’m
missing.
S. MAG.: What can the fans expect to see from you in the future?
B.T.: I try very hard to stay relevant, touching on current events and themes that thread through the nightly news. Unfortunately,
current events are just that: current. “Enemy of Mine” was initially focused heavily on Syria, and after I’d finished a rough draft
that country went up in flames. It caused some significant rewrites, and a change of focus for future work. I just finished the first
draft of book four, “The Widow’s Strike,” and I made a conscious decision to leave the Middle East. That’s obviously where the
turmoil is, but it’s pretty hard to predict what’s going to happen there. Luckily, the world is a big place, with plenty of intrigue, so
I went to my old Special Forces stomping grounds of South East Asia: Hong Kong, Thailand, Singapore and Macau. It’s a change
of location, but not a change of mission for the Taskforce or Pike and Jennifer. “The Widow’s Strike” will be released next summer.
To learn more about Brad and his work, check out his website at http://bradtaylorbooks.com/ and enjoy the visit. Thank
you Brad, for speaking with us and sharing a bit of yourself. We appreciate it as much as your fans do. 
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By CK Webb

Ahhh, the apocalypse. Judgment Day. The end of times,
time up, game over, out of time, the big push, forced early
extinction program, uh-oh, run for your lives, the sky is
falling, oh *insert expletive*! Doesn’t matter how you say it—
if you are older than ten, chances are the “end of the world”
has come for you at least once since you began this crazy
business known as life.
Sometimes I look at all the crazies and am baffled by
how these poor, misguided souls even make it through to the
end of the day let alone make it for years and years without
succumbing to an overwhelming and tragic case of just plain
dumb!
For those of you who consider yourselves well educated
and yet still believed that December 21st was “THE DAY,”
I say to you in a sweet, Southern drawl, “Well…bless your
pitiful little heart. You poor, poor thing, I will be praying for
you!”
I tried to think of the very best way to tackle this
particular article, and I came up with an idea. I am going to
share with you my “End of Days” journal from 2012. Enjoy
and happy end of the world!!

‘Til The World Blows Up:
A journal by CK Webb
January 1 2012
Dear diary,
Today is the first day of the rest of our lives. I hope to write in
this diary daily, to record the events that take place over the
next year until December 21st, after that, well…I guess there
is no “after that.”
June 8, 2012
Dear Diary,
Wow! I totally forgot about you…I am such a slacker…see
you tomorrow…
December 15, 2012
Dear Diary,
Well, I really screwed this whole “year of the apocalypse”
business up. Totally forgot the world was coming to an end.
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Got caught up in some great books…my “To Be
Read” stack is still sky-high…need more time…
six days left.
December 16, 2012
Dear Diary,
Two “end-of-the-worlders” left a flier in my door today…
freaked the kids out, but came in handy when I lit the
fireplace.
December 17, 2012, 11:41 a.m.
Dear Diary,
Big sale at Burger King…“End of Days” deal…two Whoppers
for the price of one…guaranteed to keep you full until the
world blows up.
December 17, 2012, 12:43 p.m.
Dear Diary,
BIG mistake on the “End of Days” Whopper deal…trapped
in bathroom…time is wasting…tick-tock, tick-tock.
December 18, 2012, 8:43 p.m.
Dear Diary,
Waiting for my girlfriends to show up. We are going to turn
this town upside-down tonight. Girls LAST night out.
December 18, 2012, 1:14 a.m.
Dear Diary,
Spent the last two hours waiting for a bail bondsman.
Turns out, the sheriff was none too happy about that whole
“turning the town upside-down” business. Court appearance
is scheduled for Monday December 24th at 9 a.m. Ha! No
chance I’ll be making that appointment. (Smile here). This
end of the world stuff is really starting to come in handy.
December 19, 2012, 7:45 a.m.
Dear Diary,
Heading to Tuscaloosa. Going to get in on the “End of the
World” carwash special…Guaranteed to sparkle until the
world blows up.
December 19, 2012, 9:26 a.m.
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Dear Diary,
Back in Tuscaloosa getting a refund on my “End of the
World” carwash…bird-poop. (Apparently, no one told the
birds about the guarantee OR about the end of the world.)
December 19, 2012, 6:29 p.m.
Dear Diary,
“End of the World” movie marathon starts soon…
The first film is War of the Worlds with Tom Cruise, the second
film is 2012 with John Cusack and the last film is a thirtyminute infomercial for a laxative. (I figure if I make that last
one pretty bad, I won’t be so sad about the end world…after
all, who couldn’t use a few less infomercials?) It was a tossup on that last movie. I had it narrowed down between the
infomercial, an episode of Jersey Shore and Nancy Grace Live.
It was a tight race, but in the end, colon cleanse won out…
congrats, colon cleanse!
December 20, 2012, 4:53 a.m.
Dear Diary,
Just polished off Armageddon with Bruce Willis…wondering
if I should call the bookie and take out a loan.
December 20, 2012, 5:04 a.m.
Dear Diary,
Wonder no more. Called the bookie, meeting him in an hour.
Super excited…$100,000 dollars and less than 24 hours to
spend it…a challenge I am up for.
December 20, 2012, 6:19 a.m.
Dear Diary,
$100,000 dollars at 40% is ridiculous. What a crook! Oh
well…guess I won’t have to worry about paying back all that
cash…it won’t be long now.
December 20, 2012, 9:13 a.m.
Dear Diary,
Halfway to Columbus…can’t wait to start spending all this
cash…this feels pretty good for my “almost” last day on the
Earth.
December 20, 2012, 9:36 a.m.
Dear Diary,
Tragedy: Sitting on the sidewalk waiting for the police to
arrive. Robbed at gunpoint…lost the $100,000 plus the
$44.73 I already had…completely broke…not sure I have
enough gas to get home…going to give it a try. This “end of
the world” business will be the death of me yet!
December 20, 2012 1:39 p.m.
Dear Diary,
Ran out of gas…had to walk the last three miles to the house.
No money, no car, no food, no fun. Too bad we can’t get this
over with today…
December 20, 2012, 4:47 p.m.
Dear Diary,
Sealing up the house and herding all the animals inside…
may need something to snack on when the proverbial poop
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hits the fan. (Really hoping I don’t get hate mail over that
one…I mean a girl’s just gotta eat, right?)
December 20, 2012, 6:01 p.m.
Dear Diary,
Husband, daughter, and son have refused to come home…
think I may have lost my mind…I’ll show them!
December 20, 2012, 6:42 p.m.
Dear Diary,
Lots of chaos on the news…mass suicide, mass graves, mass
parties…that about covers it. As for me, just eating some
beans from a can in an effort to prepare my stomach for what
could be months of eating garbage.
December 20, 2012, 6:48 p.m.
Dear Diary,
Bad move with the beans…hope I’m not stuck in this
bathroom for the end of the world. Maybe I should give the
beans to the dog…wouldn’t want her getting skinny.
December 20, 2012, 9:01 p.m.
Dear Diary,
Not too long now…I hope it doesn’t hurt and I hope it is
over quickly…nothing can ruin the end of days quicker than
a slow, brutal, painful, lingering death.
December 20, 2012, 11:41 p.m.
Dear Diary,
It feels colder now, and the end is drawing nearer and nearer
to me. If anyone is left behind and finds this journal, I hope
it will stand as a constant reminder of this great time during
our reign here on Earth, and that others will one day have
the opportunity to read my words and understand what we
as people felt in our final hours and minutes. I go now to that
place that no man knows and no eyes have seen. We had a
good run…too bad it’s all over now. Goodbye cruel world…
The ticking from the clock on the wall echoed and tore its
way into the center of my brain like an elusive cricket in an
obscure corner of your home; each movement of the hands
seeming to taunt and tease me. I wait in the silence for the
moment to come…the ending to be given…until…
December 21, 2012, 12:09 a.m.
Dear Diary,
WTF?! Hoping there has been some cosmic delay…must
wait a while longer…
December 22, 2012, 4:30 a.m.
Dear Diary,
Well…I have court on Monday, I ate the cat, and I owe a
bookie named Johnny “Two-Thumbs” $140,000 by Friday!
…I hear Costa Rica is really nice this time of year!

Happy 2013, Folks…
We Made It!

*No actual cats OR dogs were harmed or eaten during the
writing of this piece* 
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By Janice Gable Bashman

“

This is an OOPArt if I ever saw one,” Cho Kimura said.
Sully Dubois peered at the shiny, metallic ball. Dark as coal and glistening in the sun, the ball was perfectly
round and smooth. “A what?”
Cho pulled a small rag from her dirt-covered cargo pants and wiped her sweaty brow and the back of her neck. The
temperature was only in the high seventies this close to the jungle, but between the heat and the humidity Cho was feeling
it. “An out-of-place artifact, something that shows up where it shouldn’t be. You know, like a bullet hole in the skull of a
mastodon or an 18th century tool buried deep inside 300 million-year-old limestone. They didn’t teach you about OOPArts
in graduate school yet?”
“No. What do you think it is?”
Jayden Wiley emerged from the brush. “Glad I finally made it. The hike in was brutal, especially the climb over the ridge.”
She slid her expedition pack off her shoulders and lowered it to the ground. Then she propped a foot on a log and looked
around the camp: Two large sleeping tents and a base office pitched in a field on the outskirts of the Brazilian jungle. A stream
ran past the fire pit at the northwest corner, and small clusters of rocks marked the perimeter of the dig site where trowels,
picks, buckets, screens, and tarps marred an otherwise pristine terrain.
“It’s no wonder the natives wanted to keep this place a secret,” Jayden said. “It’s incredible.” She turned her attention to
the dig site. “What’s that thing in the skull?”
“It’s odd,” Cho said. “The Tupi didn’t work with metal. There’s no way they had the technology to produce a flawless metal
ball.”
“So, how’d it get buried here?” Jayden said.
Sully shrugged. “Until we test it and put an age to it, we won’t know anything.”
Cho grabbed the Nikon she had set on a rock next to the dig site and took shots of the skull. “In the journal, the settlers
said all the dead were clutching metallic balls like nothing they had ever seen before. Maybe this is one of them.”
“But this isn’t Itivalho’s burial site,” Jayden said. “So why would this skull have a ball in the eye socket?” She pulled on
a pair of cotton gloves, cupped one hand beneath the ball, and wiggled the ball until it slid out of the eye socket. Then she
turned the ball around and looked at the back. “There’s some symbol carved into it.”
“Let me see.” Cho donned a glove and Jayden eased the ball into Cho’s outstretched hand. Heat burned Cho’s skin for
a moment, right through the glove, but it was so fleeting she couldn’t be sure what she had felt—was the ball sun-warmed?
“Looks like a cross between the devil and my worst nightmare.”
“That’s one evil-looking creature,” Sully said.
Jayden shivered despite the heat. “It must be a warning.”
“Why do you say that?” Cho glanced over one shoulder, then the other, as if expecting someone to pop up behind her.
“Someone assumed these bones would be found,” Sully said. “The skulls are lined up perfectly. If he didn’t expect someone
to find the bones, he would have just thrown them into the grave and been done with it.”
Cho fixed her gaze on the skull closest to her feet; the eye sockets were large and vacant. “It could be part of a ritual,
although I don’t know of any ancient cultures that removed the tops of the skulls before burying them.”
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Jayden kneeled and took a closer look. “That doesn’t mean the process wasn’t part of a primitive
belief system. Whoever did this was skilled. Even with the tools available today, I might have broken a
couple of skull bones.”
Cho ran her fingertip across the gruesome creature on the ball. Another blast of intense heat shot
through her body and dissipated just as quickly. She swallowed hard. Sun’s getting to me.
“Any thoughts as to why Chief Itivalho’s eldest son was spared?” Sully said.
Cho shook her head. “If he escaped the massacre only to return home and find them all dead, I’d have to guess the
medicine man poisoned them, especially since he disappeared around the time of the murders and his body was never found.”
Jayden took the ball back from Cho as if she owned it. “There weren’t any markings on the bodies or any indication how
they died. Maybe it was some kind of plague.” Jayden tapped the creature’s tail.
Did Jayden feel the heat too? Cho wondered. She must have. But it sure didn’t seem like it. Jayden wasn’t reacting at all.
Why was that?
“If it was the plague,” Sully said, “Itivalho’s son would have been infected after touching all the bodies. And the settlers
would have gotten sick when they arrived looking for a trade and ended up helping him bury the dead.”
“Unless it was in the food or the water,” Cho added, hoping that if it was a plague the pathogen wasn’t still active and on
the bones they had just exposed. They’d never make it out of the jungle alive.
Jayden continued to examine the creature on the ball as if the answers could be found there somehow. “It couldn’t have
been a pathogen. They would have gotten violently ill, but the bodies were found curled on their sides as if the tribe was
asleep.”
“There has to be some scientific basis for what happened,” Cho said. “But first we have to find Itivalho’s tribe.”
***
ho bolted awake to loud squawks and screams. Was someone being tortured? Jayden? Sully? She jumped off the
cot. Scanned the tent. And then rushed to the tent flap. She started to peel back the sides of the flap, terrified
of what she would find on the other side. A bloodbath? Angry natives? Then she realized it was the macaws
making the racket. As she worked to slow her breathing, she listened carefully just to make sure. It was definitely birds. In the
background was the distinctive call of Orange-cheeked Parrots. They would have scattered if there was danger. Although she
was used to hearing the birds, today after a night of restless dreams, they sounded differently somehow, as if issuing an alert.
Cho shook off her thoughts, pushed through the tent flap and went outside to crisp, clean air, a welcome relief from the
stale tent. Sully and Jayden sat on logs finishing up the last of their scrambled eggs. Bacon sizzled in a pan over the camp fire.
Cho joined them for breakfast and then they extinguished the fire and headed over to the dig site.
Sully inspected the area then said, “Work on uncovering the rest of the skulls. We’ve got a supply drop coming in about
ten miles from here. I’ll be gone most of the day.”
“You need help?” Cho asked.
“No. I’ve got it.” Sully crossed the camp and grabbed his canteen.
Jayden hurried after him. They argued briefly about something then Sully headed into the jungle.
Jayden returned to the dig site. “Let’s get started.” She slapped a brush into Cho’s hand and knelt next to the partially
exposed bones.
“What was that about?”
Jayden kept her eyes fixed on her work. “Nothing.”
“Didn’t sound like nothing to me.”
Jayden didn’t answer right away. “I thought maybe I could break off and look for Itavalo’s site. I want to see if the balls—if
I can find the site—match the one we found. But Sully was adamant that we finish here first.”
Cho didn’t buy it. Jayden would have come to her about it, not Sully. She was the expedition leader. But now Jayden had
her wondering about the balls too.
For five hours they worked without a break, slowly revealing two additional skulls, both missing their tops just like the
others. Nothing in the eye sockets. Cho didn’t know if she was relieved or upset that they hadn’t found another ball. Jayden
seemed somewhat surprised. She bent closely to the eyes and peered into them like she was searching for something.
“See anything interesting.”
Jayden rose and stretched. “No. Let’s take a break and look at this later with fresh eyes. I found a couple of Indian burial
mounds this morning that I want to examine.”
“What? Why didn’t you say anything earlier?”
“They’re a few miles from here. I was up early and couldn’t fall back asleep, so I took a walk to kill some time. I didn’t
expect to find anything though. And it’s not like the mounds are going anywhere. You up for it?”
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Cho didn’t know if she should go into the jungle with Jayden or not. Could she trust Jayden after she had lied about
her conversation with Sully? “Maybe we should wait for Sully to get back,” Cho said. “I’m sure he’ll want to see the mounds.
Wasn’t his grand-mom an Indian?”
“His great-great-grandma. But if we don’t leave now we’ll never get back before dark.”
Cho’s curiosity won her over. If she didn’t check out the burial mounds she’d regret it. She grabbed her canteen and
excitement surged through her. If Jayden had found Itavalo’s tribe, they’d have discovered the find of a lifetime. Everything
she’d worked so hard to accomplish would be reality. And the mystery of the death balls would finally be solved.
Jayden slung her Nikon over her neck then turned her back to Cho and shoved the ball into her pants pocket.
Cho stared at Jayden wide-eyed. Why wasn’t Jayden leaving the ball with the other artifacts? She opened her mouth to say
something but stopped; she knew better than to ask. There must be more to it than Jayden was letting on.
***
ayden had hacked a rough path to the mound site through the dense undergrowth. Cho followed closely behind her
partner. The passage was narrow enough that trees scratched at her skin and clothing like fingernails. Cho struggled
to keep Jayden in sight. Monkey howls, Toco Toucan rattles, and other strange animal sounds hit Cho from all
directions. They mocked her. Dared her to go further. She caught a flicker of movement to her left, another to her right. She
felt eyes tracking her, but saw nothing.
Twenty minutes later, they arrived at a small clearing. Drenched with sweat, Cho could smell lilacs, or maybe it was
violets, mixed with a coppery scent reminiscent of blood. The strange combination made her stomach roil. “What’s that
smell?”
“Probably some dead animal or something. Who knows?” Jayden strode across the field. “Come on. They’re over here.”
She pointed ahead and to the right.
Cho followed Jayden. A cluster of four embankments and a larger effigy mound rose up, mere overgrown heaps after
centuries of neglect. “Wow, you weren’t kidding.”
“No ruins, though. Just the mounds.” Jayden dropped to her knees next to the nearest one.
“What are you doing?”
Jayden turned to Cho. “What did you think I was doing?”
“Uh...I just thought for a moment that you were—”
“What? Disturbing the site? You gotta be kidding me...I know better than to disturb the site. Besides being a professional,
I got Indian blood in me, too. Way back on my dad’s side. I was just getting a better look, that’s all.”
“Sorry, I didn’t mean to—”
“Forget it.”
Cho shifted from foot to foot. She just wanted to get the hell out of there. The smell and the rustling noises from the
jungle spooked her. What if they were the spirits of the dead? What if they were after her for disturbing the bones? Cho’s
heart banged inside her. Prickles raised the hair on her arms. “Maybe we should go,” she said, “and come back tomorrow with
Sully.”
Jayden planted her hands on her hips, “I didn’t come all this way for nothing. If you want to go back to camp then fine,
but I’m staying.”
Cho nodded reluctantly. Remaining with Jayden in the clearing was better than being alone in the jungle. “No, I’m good.”
Jayden snapped a few shots of the burial mounds from above then lay on her side next to the largest of the mounds and
shot pictures at an angle. She twisted her hips and the ball slipped out of her pocket. Cho scooped it up. The ball’s temperature
rose quickly. It flared, seared her skin. She dropped it. The trees morphed into strange beings undulating in the breeze. Was
it some kind of contact poison released by heat?
Cho could see Jayden with the camera next to the closest mound, and although Jayden was only three feet away, it seemed
like a mile. Sweat ran cold down Cho’s face and arms. She froze. The hideous creature from the ball floated in the air in front
of her, its body missing from the waist down. It smiled wickedly, revealing pointed blood-stained teeth. The stench of
blood and violets overwhelmed Cho. Her throat closed and her heart felt as if it had shriveled to the size of a raisin.
She struggled for air, desperately wanting to get the hell out of there, but was too afraid to move. Every muscle,
every bone, was locked in place.
The creature lunged toward her with pure rage on its face. Cho backpedaled until she pressed hard against a tree,
lost her footing, and slid to the ground. The creature hissed at Cho, inches from her face, and then came even closer
and hissed again. She thought for sure she was going to die. Then the creature swooshed toward Jayden. The message
was clearly a warning to stay away—although no words were spoken—but from what? The skulls? The burial mounds?
The jungle?

J

SuspenseMagazine.com

55

“Watch out!” Cho called.
Jayden spun around. “What?”
The creature vanished.
Cho trembled. “Didn’t you see it?”
Jayden wiped her hands on her pants and approached. “What the hell is the matter with you?”
“The thing on the ball. I, I thought I saw it, for a moment...”
“I’m the one who showed it to you, remember, dipshit?”
“Not on the ball. The one that was just here…that was…”
“What are you talking about?”
“I saw it. It was...real.”
Jayden rolled her eyes, just a little. “We’ve been out in the sun all day. I’m sure you’re just dehydrated. Let’s get back to
camp and get some water. It’ll be dark soon and we won’t be able to see anything anyway.”
“But I—”
“Come on.”
Jayden grabbed the ball from by Cho’s feet and pushed back into the jungle. Cho had no choice but to follow. She sure
as hell didn’t want to be stranded out there alone, not with that thing and those noises and the smell and…and. She rushed
forward almost colliding with Jayden.
***
hen they returned to camp, Sully was shaving by the fire. He scraped the blade across his sun-tanned skin.
One slow and careful stroke followed by another, each movement of his hand honed toward precision. He
drew two more strokes against the grain so he didn’t nick the delicate tissue. He faced them, razor in hand
and said, “Where’d you go?”
“I think I found the burial mounds belonging to Itivalho’s tribe,” Jayden said.
Sully dropped the razor into a cup. “Where?”
“About two miles due east. I’ll show you in the morning. We’d never make it there and back before dark. I’m going for a
dip in the stream to cool off.”
Cho waited until Jayden was out of earshot then said, “I don’t know what’s going on. Jayden said she argued with you after
breakfast about wanting to go look for Itavalo’s tribe, but it’s obvious she found those mounds long before breakfast. And she
brought the ball with us for some reason, and it wasn’t bagged.”
Sully’s eyes widened and his jaw dropped. “She touched it with her bare hands?”
Cho swallowed hard. “Yeah. So did I. It fell out of her pocket and I picked it up. Why?”
“What if it’s a death ball? What if the settlers were right and the balls killed all those people somehow?”
Cho gulped. She didn’t know what to believe anymore. If Sully had asked her two hours ago, she would have insisted it
was all legend. But now, after holding the ball, after the heat that came from it, what she saw, what she smelled. Her pulse
quickened and her chest beat faster than a war cry on a tom-tom. “You don’t think I’m going to die, do you?”
Sully squeezed Cho’s arm. “Take it easy. No one’s going to die here.”
“I don’t know…the ball got hot and then I saw that thing carved into the ball, only it wasn’t on the ball. It was in the
woods and it was—”
Sully’s face hardened, as if infused with rock. “You touched the burial mounds too.”
“I didn’t, but Jayden did...barely. She was just on the edge of them but she didn’t–”
“Doesn’t matter,” Sully said. “It’s too late.”
“What do you mean?” Cho almost choked on her words. Her palm burned. Heat shot through her. At first it stung, then
it ignited inside her.
The air crackled.
She screamed—a horrifying noise that pierced the jungle for miles. It was followed by Jayden’s agonized cry.
Out of nowhere, the hideous thing carved on the ball appeared again. It swooped through the air, and flew into Sully,
morphing into his body until they became one.
Was it attacking Sully?
But then the distinct sharpening of a metal blade cut through the air. Sully leered at her with a wicked grin.
She knew now the horrible truth about how those skulls had been severed and buried.
And she knew skulls numbers seven and eight would be hers and Jayden’s, the ball buried with them in Jayden’s
eye socket. 

W

56

Suspense Magazine January 2013 / Vol. 042

“SNAPPY DIALOGUE, FAST PACING AND
ATTENTION TO DETAIL COMPLETE THE FORMULA
FOR THIS SUCCESSFUL NOVEL!!”
—Romantic Times (4 1/2 Stars)

AMY LIGNOR

In 1902, in a dark room on the h oor of Carnegie Hall, thirteen people came together to
continue a tradition that had been set in stone thousands of years before.
In 2012, Leah Tallent is Head of Research
at the New York Public Library. Stoic and
stable, brilliant and cynical, she has forever
enjoyed her existence among the book
stacks. But even with her unparalleled
intellect, there was no way to know that on
the historic steps between America's famous
li
lions,
she would become involved with a
crazy man on a fanatical quest.
Gareth Lowery has spent his life searching
for the ultimate artifact that he is certain
exists. His life's pursuit has been to retrieve
twelve keys hidden by men whose job it was
to protect the single biggest secret ever kept.
To nd the keys he must enlist the help of an
unwilling guide who, unfortunately, knows
mu more than he bargained for.
much
From the rst page to the last word, this
fantastic duo become immersed in a
whirlwind treasure hunt with historical
and passionate repercussions. From the
strange and eerie Winchester House to the
blustery darkness of Loch Ness, Gareth and
Leah will quickly learn that the theory of
du
duality is correct: For every bad there is a
good and, for Heaven, there most assuredly
exists...Hell.

http://tallentandlowery.blogspot.com

An Imprint of Suspense Magazine

WWW.SUSPENSEMAGAZINE.COM

Kay
Hooper

Opening Minds to New Possibilities

Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit: Claudio Marinesco

Kay Hooper was born in California, in an
Air Force base hospital where her father had been stationed
at the time. The family moved back to North Carolina shortly
afterward, so she was raised and went to school there.
The oldest of three children, Kay’s father (now retired)
and brother are builders who own a respected construction
company, and her mother worked for many years in
personnel management before becoming Kay’s personal
assistant, a position she held until her untimely death in
March 2002. Her sister Linda works as her business manager,
events coordinator, and regional publicist. Kay and Linda
also co-own an independent bookstore, Fireside Books and
Gifts.
Kay graduated from East Rutherford High School and
attended Isothermal Community College. It was there that
she quickly discovered business classes held no interest for
her whatsoever. Switching to more involved courses such
as history and literature, she also started concentrating on
writing, which had been a longtime interest.
It wasn’t long before she was in all the way. She asked for a
typewriter as a Christmas gift and began steadfastly working
on her first novel. That book was a Regency romance titled
“Lady Thief.” She now has more than sixty novels and four
novellas published.
Kay is single and lives in a small town in North Carolina,
not far from her father and siblings. Living with her are a
flock of cats that feel that sleeping on manuscripts and
whatever research happens to be spread across Kay’s desk is
their lot in life. And living amongst the many felines are two
cheerfully tolerant dogs: a shelter rescue, Bandit, who looks
rather like a small sheepdog; and a Sheltie named Lizzie.

Visit Kay’s Pets Page for pics!
Kay also fosters cats and kittens for the Community Pet Center, a non-profit rescue organization on whose board she
also sits.
Suspense Magazine is thrilled to bring you our exclusive 2013 interview with best-selling author Kay Hooper.
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Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Your Bishop/SCU series is already a popular
New York Times bestselling series. Your newest book, “The First Prophet,” is
the first book in your new Bishop Files series? What can you tell us
about this series? How will it be different from the Bishop/SCU series?
Kay Hooper (K.H.): The Bishop Files series is different from the Bishop/
SCU series in one very major way; it isn’t about feds/cops and killers
and other criminals. It’s more like an X-Files-type of conspiracy. Psychics
are being targeted, some disappearing and some seemingly killed in
often bizarre accidents. This is going on pretty much below the level of
public awareness, and the people who do see what’s going on, and seek
to understand what it means, are often faced with the certainty that
they can’t trust cops—because sometimes cops are or “are working with”
the bad guys. The good guys, on the other hand, are a growing network of
people, civilians of all kinds, who want to help fight a war they’re still trying to
understand. They aren’t sure who or what is behind what’s happening, only that the driving force is someone or something with a
lot of power and resources. They also aren’t sure why psychics are being targeted. In other words, they have more questions than
answers, but each in this “French Resistance” kind of group wants to help and protect psychics, often due to very personal reasons.
S. MAG.: When creating your own world, do you have certain rules that you create to make sure that your series stays fresh
and new?
K.H.: I believe that a good series evolves naturally. Along the way, “rules” have emerged, and like the SCU psychic definitions,
are unique to the series. In the SCU world, for instance, it’s a “rule” that psychics can’t be hypnotized. Not even the SCU team
members know why, they only know that it’s true. In terms of shaping the series consciously, the only “rule” I have is that
new characters are introduced in every book. In most books, those characters are central to the story, with already established
characters providing support. And not all recurring characters are equal: Hollis Templeton—a reader favorite—has the unique
problem of rapidly evolving psychic abilities that may or may not prove to be dangerous, even deadly. So while most other
psychic characters are striving for control and understanding of relatively stable abilities, Hollis is surprised during nearly every
investigation when a new ability emerges suddenly.
S. MAG.: In “The First Prophet” you introduce Sarah Gallagher and Tucker Mackenzie. Did you create this story for these
characters or did these characters inspire the storyline?
K.H.: Tucker was actually introduced way back in my romance-writing days. In “The Haunting of Josie” he was the hero’s best
friend, but introduced only as someone the hero talked to on the phone. I already knew some of Tucker’s back story. Sarah I knew
only to be a “new” psychic with the fatalistic certainty that she had seen her own death in a premonition. The conspiracy both
become involved in was planned before I ever wrote a word, though like all my work it has evolved, and will continue to evolve,
beyond what I initially thought it would be. Basically, I set the stage and then allow my characters to begin driving the
story. I don’t outline, so I’m often as surprised by events as my readers are.
S. MAG.: When writing suspense/thriller books, how often do you have to hold back the pace to keep the
suspense at a high level as well?
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K.H.: That isn’t a conscious thing, so I really don’t have an answer for you. I’ve always believed my subconscious knows
a lot more about how the plot is going to unfold than I do. I just follow my nose. Very occasionally, I catch myself thinking
that I need to break up a scene because the pace has fallen off, or feel the nagging sense that I need to hear from this character or
that one. I’m not sure if the sense of pacing and suspense is something that comes of decades of experience in writing or a lifetime
of reading. Both, probably.
S. MAG.: With this latest series, do you already have an idea of exactly how it will end or does that change daily?
K.H.: I have an idea of who and what are behind the conspiracy part of the stories, and I have in mind several scenes that should
be “game changers” in the series, but it’s the sort of series that could either run for a number of books or be virtually wrapped up
in fewer ones. Honestly, a lot depends on reader reaction and acceptance of the new series.
S. MAG.: What is the greatest compliment you have received from a fan?
K.H.: The statement, made by quite a few readers over the years, that I’ve changed a life by opening their minds to new possibilities.
When you write fiction, your main goal is to entertain, so when you somehow manage to do more than that, to have an impact
on someone’s life, that’s amazing. And something to treasure.
S. MAG.: What was the best piece of advice you received from another author?
K.H.: Write for yourself, and don’t read reviews of your work. It’s only one person’s opinion, and too many writers get hung up on
negative reviews to the point of ignoring all the positive responses and praise from other readers they receive via e-mail, through
their websites, and through social networking sites like Facebook.
S. MAG.: What is on your DVR right now?
K.H.: Leverage, Dexter, Grey’s Anatomy, The Big Bang Theory, Criminal Minds, Hunted, Political Animals, Rizzoli & Isles,
Revolution, Revenge, Once Upon a Time, Alphas, Partners, and probably a few more I can’t call to mind. (I have DVRs upstairs
and downstairs.)
S. MAG.: The beginning or the end of a book—which has more impact on the reader but which is harder to write for the
author?
K.H.: For this writer, beginnings are easier than endings. I begin thinking about the ending when I’m about halfway through the
story, but seldom know what the ending actually will be until I’m less than a chapter away. For readers, I’m not sure which has
the greater impact; all I really know is that if I don’t grab their attention with the beginning, they’ll never keep reading to find out
how the story ends!
S. MAG.: For someone new to your work, what suggestion would you give them on your books? Where should they start?
K.H.: Well, I have a backlist that really contains three different kinds of books. My “classic” romances are short reads and though
often contain mystery or suspense elements, are grounded most definitely by a central romance. My “girl books” are four longer
and more complex romantic suspense novels: “Amanda,” “After Caroline,” “Finding Laura,” and “Haunting Rachel.” It was during
the writing of the latter three that I found more paranormal elements creeping into the stories, and after “Haunting Rachel” that
I began work on what would become the Bishop/Special Crimes Unit series. The romances, being reissued now, can really be read
in any order; the romantic suspense novels can be read in any order; it’s only the Bishop/SCU series that I always recommend
new readers start at the beginning, with “Stealing Shadows,” or at the very least with “Out of the Shadows,” which is where the
SCU is actually introduced. However, only one of the trilogies that make up the Bishop/SCU series is actually connected by plot:
“Blood Dreams,” “Blood Sins,” and “Blood Ties.” The rest of the series is connected by some recurring characters, but each is a
self-contained story with its own plot, so the series, for the most part, can be read out of order. It’s just better for the reader, I
believe, to read the books in the order in which they were written, that way they get a much clearer sense of how the series, and
the characters, have evolved.
We are so honored to have had the opportunity to speak with such a special talented author. A nice way to kick off the
year. If you’d like to see more about this author and her work, check out her website at kayhooper.com. 
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The Strange Saga of
Rider John E. Hathaway

or
St y

By Philip Von Borries

Prologue

On a cold and eerie white blizzard
of a morning in early January 1905,
one that ominously seemed to portend
the darkness ahead, a little sandycomplected man in the prime of his life
walked up the steps to the gallows in a
small Kentucky town. A few minutes
later, he—in the quaint vernacular of
the times—was plunged into eternity
and was gone forever.
In line with the prevailing law
and punishment of the times, he paid
the ultimate price for the murder of
his paramour. However, one element
separated him from all the others who
had committed such crimes before and
since.
To date, this Kentucky AfricanAmerican ghost from the past remains
the only jockey ever executed in the
United States.

The Story

Born in Lexington, Ky. around
1871 according to the Louisville
Courier-Journal, John E. Hathaway as
a youngster displayed a fondness for
horses, and was at one time a rider of
note.
His patrons included some of the
finer names of the late 19th-century
times: Major Barak G. Thomas
(breeder of Hall of Famer Domino);
Frank B. Harper (owner-trainer, Hall
of Famer Ten Broeck); John P. Chinn
& George Morgan (co-owners of 1883
Kentucky Derby winner Leonatus);
W.R. Letcher (owner of 1896 Kentucky
Derby runnerup Bill Letcher); Byron
McClelland (owner-trainer for part
of Hall of Famer Henry of Navarre’s
career); the Tichenor Brothers; and J.D.
Patton.
Hathaway’s
documented
top
mounts included stakes distaffer
Valuable, and handicappers Little
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Minch and Cartoon. (Newspaper
accounts also credited him with riding
Ethel Gray, a stakes filly. However, the
chart books do not corroborate that
any more than they verify Hathaway’s
reported West Coast riding, which
the newspapers of the time dreamily
called his “Pacific Slope” experience.
These discrepancies are the result of the
times, when official records were far
less than exact, and often filled in by the
generous memory of a reporter facing a
deadline.)
Hathaway and Cartoon were an
especially good fit, winning races
at seven different tracks: Saratoga,
Gravesend (in Brooklyn), Sheepshead
Bay (Coney Island Jockey Club),
Nashville, West Side Park in Chicago,
Clifton in New Jersey, and St. Louis.
And if Cartoon apparently was
his favorite mount for winning, then
West Side Park in Chicago seemingly
was made-for-a-win racetrack. Besides
Cartoon, Hathaway’s winning mounts
included Tom Mackin, a multiple

Drawn by Robin Woods for Eclipse BBHR

winner for him, including the 1890
Hotel Richelieu Stakes; and the Big
Three, Fanchette, Glitter, and Pearl
Jennings.
Hathaway also rode winners at
Churchill Downs (Valuable), old
Latonia (Valuable and Little Minch),
the glorious old Lexington Association
track in Lexington (where he took the
McGrathiana and Clark Stakes with
Autocrat in 1887), Memphis (Fayette
and Mary H.), St. Paul (where he
won the 1890 Twin City Derby with
Prince Fonso), raucous and short-lived
Garfield Park in Chicago (Bismarck,
Bonnie Time, and Notus), and the
original—and
grand—Washington
Park in Chicago (Valuable and Little
Minch).
Other tracks at which Hathaway
rode included Morris Park (New York),
Monmouth Park (New Jersey), Brighton
Beach (Coney Island, NY), Jerome Park
(New York), Guttenberg (New Jersey),
and Franklin Park (Boston).
John E. got around.
Another major career highlight for
Hathaway was a second in an allowance
stakes race at New York in 1889. The
winners were a pair of epic Hall of
Famers: Kingston—the sport’s racewinningest horse with 89 wins from
138 starts, and Isaac Murphy, the most
celebrated jock of the 19th century.
Great company to be sure.
Considered an honest jockey and
never suspended, Hathaway rode in
the company of such top black riders as
Shelby “Pike” Barnes, Tommy Britton,
James “Soup” Perkins, Isaac Murphy,
Johnny Stoval, Lonnie Clayton, and
others.
His non-black colleagues included
Fred Taral, Ed “Snapper” Garrison,
Jimmy McLaughlin, and Nash Turner—
all Hall of Famers.
***
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Nearly as grievous
as the disappearance of
the fabled black riders
who were an integral part
of Thoroughbred Racing’s
antique (pre-1875) and premodern eras. They included:
George Lewis, winner of the
1880 Kentucky Derby on May 18th that
year astride Fonso, died on July 5 at his
home in Hutchinson Station, KY from
a spill the month before at St. Louis. He
was 17.
Tommy Britton committed suicide
at 28 in 1900 by drinking carbolic acid
at the Cincinnati lodging house where
he was staying.
James “Soup” Perkins (so
monikered because that was his favorite
food), winner of the 1895 Kentucky
Derby and the Daily Racing Form’s first
statistically-recognized national riding
champion (in 1895), died at 31 in 1911
of a heart condition. His downfall no
doubt began in 1900 when one of the
country’s best-paid riders found himself
practically penniless, dependent on his
mother for cash, and the subject of an
indictment for maintaining a nuisance
at his residence.
Charter Hall of Famer Isaac
Murphy—America’s first great black
athlete, the first man to win three
Kentucky Derbies and the first jock to
win back-to-back Kentucky Derbies,
died at 35 of pneumonia.
Hall-of-Famer
Shelby
“Pike”
Barnes (1871-1908), the 1888 and
1889 national riding champion and
winner of numerous classics and
fixtures, died at 37 in Columbus, Ohio.
A Kentucky native, he was a victim of
lung trouble, most likely consumption,
a natural byproduct of the times and his
profession.
South
Carolina-born
Tony
Hamilton (1866-1907), another whiteheat riding talent and Hall of Famer,
who like Barnes, won a slew of fixtures
in this country, was involved in a careerending spill in the 1904 All-Russian
Derby in which he was trampled and
lost one of his eyes, according to Ed
Hotaling’s fine work, “Wink: The
incredible Life And Epic Journey Of
Jimmy Winkfield.” Hamilton’s sad and
lonely end was described this way by
Hotaling: “He died of tuberculosis in
Menton on the French Riviera—in a
private railroad car,” said one dubious
report, “while wrapped in sable and
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flashing rings on every finger.” He was
forty or forty-one.
An international mega-talent, his
career work included a five-for-seven
day in Warsaw, Poland in 1902.
Like they say on the racetrack, them
guys could ride anything with four legs,
including the kitchen table.
***
As a rider, the May 16, 1904 issue of
the Louisville Courier-Journal reported
that Hathaway “had a nice seat on a
horse, was fearless in the manipulation
of his mounts, and was noted for
winning races in which the fields were
unusually large.” In his early days in
the saddle, it added, he rode numerous
long shots which boosted his stock.
Evidently a mulatto, he was
described this way by the same
Louisville Courier-Journal article: “He
is very light in complexion, in fact,
almost white, and his father was said
to once be a well-to-do businessman in
(Lexington).”
The
only
known
existing
photograph shows a handsome, welltailored man with a high forehead,
strong cheekbones, purposeful eyes
and a dashing mustache.
Several newspaper accounts say
that Hathaway enjoyed his top success
from 1888 through 1892, his best year
being 1889 when he bagged seventytwo wins from three hundred eleven
mounts, for a rich twenty-three percent
win rate. Other available totals showed
him with seventeen wins from eightyfour rides in 1890, and in 1892, he
posted twelve wins, twelve seconds and
eight thirds from sixty-two mounts.
Things started unraveling roughly
a decade later.
According to reports, Hathaway
began living with Etta Thomas some
time in late 1900 or early 1901. She
too, was of mixed racial descent, being
identified as an “octoroon” (one-eighth
black) in the aforementioned Louisville
Courier-Journal account. Hathaway,
it was written, lavished the wealth on
Thomas he earned while riding. By
1902, however, Hathaway was working
as a waiter at a hotel in Jackson, KY.
The two remained lovers, but after
having run through his all money, Etta
Thomas turned up missing at their
home in Jackson—in the mountains of
Eastern Kentucky in Breathitt County—
around Christmas of 1903.
For several days, Hathaway awaited

her return. Then, presumably, reality
set in—she had left him. Brooding over
being broke, fearing that had driven
her away, Hathaway set out searching
for her.
The rest of the story is best told by
the famed Kentucky Court of Appeals
opinion, Hathaway v. Commonwealth.
Unlike newspaper accounts, this
opinion was rendered with the full
knowledge that a man’s life was at stake,
leaving no room for any error of fact.
More than a century later, Hathaway
v. Commonwealth (1904) stands the test
of time, a model of carefully reasoned
legal opinion, written and delivered in
a lucid, straightforward, and concise
manner that explained everything and
left nothing in doubt.

The Final Say and Last
Word

Hathaway v. Commonwealth (1904)
Hathaway’s appeal, based on trial
errors and an incompetent confession,
was made by Winchester lawyers P.J.
Altizer and V.W. Bush from a verdict
handed down by the Clark Circuit
Court. N.B. Hays and Loraine Mix
represented the appellees (the state)
and a Judge Barker wrote the following
opinion for the Appellate Court.
(The opinion, which has either been
paraphrased or quoted directly, appears
in italics.)
***
John Hathaway and Etta Thomas
had been living in “a state of concubinage”
(i.e.: co-habitation without being legally
married) in Jackson, Ky. When the
trouble began, she announced her intent
to leave him, where upon he opened
her trunk and cut up all her clothes to
prevent her from doing so. Nonetheless,
she did leave him, going to Winchester
and taking up residence in a brothel
operated by Alice Bean.
In early January of 1904, Hathaway
went to Winchester (just east of Lexington
in central Kentucky), located Thomas
and wanted to talk to her (the court said
he “sought an interview with her”). For
that purpose, he sent an “emissary,” the
fashionably named Kid Hite.
Fearing violence at Hathaway’s
hands, the two women (Thomas and
Bean) refused to receive him and sent
him such word.
After receiving that message,
Hathaway on the morning of Monday,
January 4, 1904 went to the house to
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talk to Thomas. He promised Bean, who
came to the door, that he would not
harm either one of them. He had come
to see Etta Thomas, to make amends for
having cut up her clothing, and that he
had $65 with him to compensate her for
her loss.
Showing good faith (“To prove that
he meant no evil,” in the words of the
opinion), he turned his pockets wrong
side out, seemingly indicating that he
had no weapons of any kind. Bean
subsequently let him into the house,
where he spoke with the victim, trying to
persuade her to return to him and “take
up the old life.”
Etta Thomas refused, and at that
point, “without warning or the utterance
of an angry word, he drew a revolver
which he had concealed in the fob pocket
of his trousers” and shot her three times.
Thomas died almost instantly.
Indicted for murder, Hathaway
pled guilty in his first trial. However, a
lone dissenter from the death penalty
prevented the return of a verdict.
That jury was discharged, and the
Hathaway case was re-assigned for
trial. He then withdrew his guilty plea
and entered a plea of not guilty. In his
second trial, Hathaway was found guilty
as charged by the jury which deliberated
just nine minutes. His punishment was
fixed at death, a verdict he appealed.
The appeal was made on five errors:
(1) that the jury had been improperly
selected; (2) that the court erred in
refusing to discharge the panel after
an improper statement had been made
by one of the jurors, who was being
interrogated as to his qualifications; (3)
the court erred in admitting incompetent
confessions said to have been made by
the accused; (4) that the verdict was
contrary to the evidence, and (5) that the
court erred in the instructions given.
The Appellate Court responded:
Based on case law, it flatly stated it
had no authority to reverse the alleged
first two errors.
Regarding the alleged “incompetent”
confession (that is, one gained by the use
of false promises or physical threats),
the confessions were contained in the
testimony of both James H. Boone, the
jailor of Clark County, and one Doc
Pigg, who visited Hathaway in jail.
Both witnesses testified “that the
confessions complained of were not
procured under the excitement, either of
hope or fear,” on the part of Hathaway.
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Boone testified: “I went to the jail
where John Hathaway was locked up,
and asked him how he came to do what
he had done, and he said he came here
for that purpose: that he came here to
kill this woman; that he completed the
job; and he did not care what was done
with him. He says: ‘Here I am, you can
do what you please with me’. He said he
aimed to kill himself, and I said to him
that he was as big as the woman and
why didn’t he, and he said that he didn’t
know why.”
Doc Pigg testified about his visit to
the jail: “I said to him when I first went
in, ‘it looks to me like that you got in
bad’. And he said: ‘I don’t know. I got
no defense to make. I came here to kill a
woman, and done that all right enough,
but failed on myself.’”
Though the defense counsel
adamantly insisted that the confessions
were incompetent because Hathaway
was in custody when the confessions had
been made, the court strongly disagreed.
Hathaway’s confession, in their
opinion, had not been “obtained by the
allurements of hope or the agony of fear”
(the previously mentioned false promises
or threats of physical violence), and
when the record does not disclose the
circumstances under which a confession
was made, which is subsequently
admitted into evidence at a trial, the
Court of Appeals presumes “the evidence
of the confession was competent” (i.e.: to
be a legal confession obtained lawfully).
And “the mere fact the prisoner was
in custody at the time (of his confession)
does not vitiate such evidence,” the court
pointing out that more than half of the
confessions made are made after the
criminals are arrested and placed in
custody.
The opinion noted that Hathaway
had made a similar confession to Alice
Bean, which was not denied by him. And
he was not in custody then.
Regarding the evidence, the court
stated the following: that it “could not
reverse a criminal case because the
evidence preponderates in favor of the
accused, if there was sufficient evidence
against a defendant to warrant the
submission of a the case to the jury.”
However, due to “respect to the zeal of
the counsel (for Hathaway), we will
review the evidence in this case.”
There were only two witnesses to
the killing—Alice Bean and the accused.
Bean, after narrating the facts which

preceded the murder, said, “He
told her that he was going to
leave her, and said, ‘if anything
happens to me, won’t you see that my
mother gets the money from the lodge?
Do that much for my mother’s sake’, and
she said ‘yes’.
“He was making one cigarette after
another and smoking them. He smoked
four or five, I reckon. I didn’t notice what
pockets he got the cigarettes from. He
was laughing and talking and seemed to
be in a good humor. I don’t remember
what was the last thing said.
“He made this remark before he got
the gun, that he had lost his tobacco, and
he felt around like he was hunting for his
tobacco, and he came out with his pistol
and shot her. She was sitting down when
he shot her the first time. I grabbed John
after the first shot, and Etta fell over and
put up her arms and says, ‘Oh, John,
please don’t’, that was the time he shot
her the second time, and then he shot her
the next time, down here lower, down on
the same side. She never spoke but one
word and that was, ‘Oh, John, don’t’.
That was all she said. After he shot her,
he said, ‘that was my intention.’”
Hathaway’s testimony failed to
contradict Bean in any substantial
way. He recounted how he had sent his
“emissary”, Kid Hite, to see Etta, and
tell her that he had money for her. Hite
returned, saying they (Alice Bean and
Etta Thomas) were afraid of him.
Hathaway then went to the house
himself, and rang the bell. Bean answered
the door. He asked her to let him come
into the house, and told her that he
would not hurt either one of them. Etta
came out into the hall. There was a glass
in the door. He told Etta that she need
not be afraid of him, that she was the last
woman in the world that he would hurt.
He told her that he had been mad up
there in the mountains when she left, but
he wasn’t angry with her now.
“I feel like I done wrong in cutting
up your clothes. I have got some money.
You can take what money I have got and
buy some more clothes with it, and come
back to the mountains to live like we
have been living. I wanted to persuade
her to come back and live with me in the
mountains and to take the money and
buy some more clothes.”
“They seemed to be afraid of me,
so I told them I would not hurt them,
and showed them my pockets to show
that I didn’t have the pistol. I had the
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pistol in the fob pocket of
my trousers. I always carried
it there. They opened the door,
and we went through the hall into
the kitchen.”
Hathaway then recounted some
conversation he had with Thomas on the
subject of returning to the old life with
him.
“I asked Etta if she wouldn’t go back
to live with me like we had been living,
told her that we had a good place there
and could live well, and that in the
spring, we would go to St. Louis to the
fair and then to California.”
To which she responded: “I am not
going to live with another black son of a
bitch as long as I live. I have got a white
man, and I am going to live with him.”
“There I lost my mind and shot her,”
Hathaway said. “I don’t know what I did
after I shot her. Tried to shoot myself. I
didn’t want to live without her.”
(According to one news report,
when policeman John Tarby went
to arrest Hathaway, Hathaway “was
standing as if in a stupor and made no
resistance.”)
The opinion continued.
The evidence, including his own
testimony, showed that Hathaway had
gone to see Thomas “with his mind fully
made up, either that she should return
to him or die; and to carry out the latter
half of his plan, if necessary, he placed his
revolver in the fob pocket of his trousers,
went to the house, lured the inmates
from their fears by earnestly protesting
that he had no thought of hurting them,
and turning wrong-side out, in their
presence, all of his pockets except the one
containing the weapon, to convince them
that he was unarmed.
“Under his false pretense as to his
real design, he was admitted into the
house to have an interview with his
sweetheart.
“Having tried in vain to persuade
her to return, he set about carrying
into effect the second half of his predetermined alternative.
“That there might be no miscarriage
in the denouement of the tragedy, by
attempted escape or unseemly screams
on the part of his victim, he pretended
that he had mislaid his tobacco, and
appeared to be searching for it through
his pockets, in the meantime soothing
any premonition of fear that she might
have in smiling lips and glazing words,
until his hand reached his fob pocket and
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rested upon the weapon he had concealed
there, with which to do the bloody deed;
and then despite her prayer of ‘Oh, John,
please don’t”, he shot her to death.
“Great stress is placed by counsel upon
the vulgar epithet which Hathaway said
his victim applied to him as constituting
an extenuating circumstance, by so
enraging him as to reduce the quality of
his crime from murder to manslaughter.
Whether she said this was a question
for the jury, and as the existence of the
epithet rested alone upon the statement
of the accused, it might well be that an
intelligent jury would reject it as false;
or, perhaps they knew that such epithets
are used by the low criminal classes not
always as terms of insults, but frequently
as expressions of friendly familiarity,
applying them equally to their friends
and their enemies. Upon the whole case
we have been unable to discover one
extenuating circumstance in favor of the
accused.
“The criticism of the instructions
given by the trial court is that there was
no definition of the words ‘with malice’
and ‘aforethought’ as used therein; and
reliance is placed upon the opinion in
the case of Jolly v. Commonwealth, 22
Ky. Law Rep., 1622. The opinion in that
case contains the following: ‘In addition
to the instruction we have indicated the
court should, on another trial, instruct
the jury that the words ‘with malice’, in
their legal sense, denote a wrongful act
done intentionally, without just cause,
and that by the term ‘aforethought’ is
meant a predetermination to do the act,
however sudden or currently formed in
the mind, before the act is done.’
“There can be no doubt that the
definitions given in the case cited are
sound and proper, but we fail to see
how the accused has been prejudiced
by their omission in this case. As very
correctly said in the brief, malice in
the lay mind signifies personal hatred
or ill will and doubtless many jurors
so understand its meaning. It is,
therefore, much to the interest of the
Commonwealth that the jury should be
told that ‘malice’ in the instruction, is
used in its technical sense, and denotes a
wrongful act done intentionally, without
just cause, and that ‘aforethought’ means
predetermination to do the act, however
sudden or recently formed in the mind
the resolution to do it has been made. An
ardent Commonwealth’s attorney would
sincerely desire these definitions given in

every murder case, but it would not be
to the interest of the defendant to do so.
“Judgment affirmed.”

Final Days

Originally scheduled to be hung
on July 19, 1904, Hathaway was saved
temporarily by his appeal. On October
12, 1904, though, the Court of Appeals
upheld the death sentence, and on
November 25, Governor J.C.W. (John
Crepps Wickliffe) Beckham fixed
January 3, 1905 as the execution date.
Recognizing that his time was
coming, Hathaway in early December
professed faith and sent a preacher to
baptize him. The bathtub baptism was
performed in the presence of the jailer,
the sheriff, and a few others.
In late December, Governor
Beckham
informed
Hathaway’s
attorneys that there would be no
commutation of his sentence. And on
the last day of the year, workers began
building the scaffold.
Above them, Hathaway sat in his
second floor cell and through a narrow
window, saw everything that was going
on in the yard below.
The New Year’s Day edition of one
newspaper described that eerie scene:
“He spent the entire morning
in company with the death watch (a
pair of officers assigned to watch him
during his final days), standing at the
window watching the workmen erect
the scaffold and not once during the
time did he seem to be the least excited.”
Brought in from Lexington, the
scaffold had a well-known history.
Built by one Ed Faught of Mt.
Sterling, another Kentucky hamlet, it
brought an end to murderers dating
back to 1896. Hathaway would be the
sixth man to die on the scaffold. After
his execution, it was disassembled and
sent back to Lexington for an execution
on Friday, January 13.
Though incongruous today, the
traveling scaffold was a reflection of the
times when most small counties did not
own a scaffold. It was cheaper for them
to borrow a scaffold belonging to an
adjoining, major county (in this case,
Fayette, the county seat of Lexington),
than it was to go to the expense of
erecting one.

The Execution

The execution took place in
Winchester at the Clark County
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Courthouse, where he had been tried
and convicted, in a driving snowstorm
straight out of a Jack London novel.
Hathaway awoke at five a.m.,
dressed himself in a new black suit
furnished by the state, and drank a
cup of coffee, but ate no breakfast. At
his request, he was taken to the lower
story of the jail, where he admonished
fellow prisoners to “forsake the error of
their ways.” At seven-thirty, Rev. C.P.M.
Bigbee, his spiritual advisor and the
pastor of a local black Baptist church,
held services in Hathaway’s cell, assisted
by several other local black pastors.
When they came for him, Hathaway
was sitting on his bed, his arms about
the neck of his mother, Ellen, who had
her face hidden on his shoulder.
At eight forty-five, Hathaway was
led out of his cell.
The procession went out into a
blinding snowstorm, the prisoner—
who showed fearless courage from
start to finish—in the lead. Despite the
weather, some five hundred spectators
were present, crowded into the jail yard
and sitting on telegraph poles, trees, and
housetops. The hanging, interestingly
enough, took place exactly a year after
the murder.
Hathaway
was
accompanied
onto the scaffold by Sheriff Woodson
McCord, Deputy Sheriff J.T. Stokely,
Dr. J.H. Tyler, Rev. Bigbee, and other
ministers of the local black churches.
The trap was sprung at eight fiftyfive, and Hathaway dropped about
seven feet. His neck was broken, death
almost instantaneous for the one
hundred thirty-five-pound Hathaway.
Nine minutes later, Dr. I.A. Shirley—
the official physician—pronounced
him dead.
Hathaway’s mother collapsed when
she learned that he was hung, and died
the following weekend, never having
regained consciousness.
Somewhat bizarre was the presence
of a fellow jockey at the execution,
a friend of Hathaway’s from the old
days who had recently returned from
Russia. When his Hall of Fame career
was over, Jimmy Winkfield had taken
back-to-back Kentucky Derbies, ridden
all over Europe, and escaped both the
Bolsheviks and the Nazis, but nothing
equaled this day.

Epilogue

After his execution, John Hathaway
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was placed in a coffin and buried in
a pauper’s grave in a black cemetery
there in Winchester. He was so buried
because, according to one newspaper
account, “his relations declined to take
charge of the body.”
Curiously, at the time of Hathaway’s
death, fellow black reinsman Jerry
Chorn was serving a life sentence for
murder at Joliet, Illinois.
Chorn was, as they say on the street,
“a piece of bad work.” He warmed up
for his homicide conviction by getting
ruled off the turf a few years before as
the result of his participation in the
notorious “Little Pete” betting scandal
in San Francisco. He had talent, though.
In 1895, the year the Daily Racing Form
recognized its inaugural national riding
champion, Chorn ran third behind
Soup Perkins (192) and Harry Griffin
(187) with 179 victories.
A technicality saved him: Chorn
killed a man.
Hathaway however, killed a
woman; it had been premeditated and
he confessed to it all. By the reigning
Victorian moral and legal standards
of the time, there was no escape from
the rope. (In vivid contrast, today’s
judgment and punishment would be a
long prison sentence for manslaughter.)
All that needs—deserves—to be
said is this:
Those who see the Hathaway case
as a crime of passion miss the humanity
of it all: a Shakespearean tragedy at
the center of which were two lost and
doomed souls trapped by the mercurial
history between two races.
A century later, the sorrow and
anguish of it all endures. 
About the author: One of the few
American turf-writers to have won both
American horse racing writing awards—
the Eclipse Award (Thoroughbred Racing)
and the John Hervey Award (Harness
Racing)—Philip Von Borries has written
for numerous American, Canadian,
and European racing publications,
among them The Thoroughbred Record,
The Kentucky Derby Magazine, The
European Racehorse, The Thoroughbred
Times, The Blood-Horse, The Daily
Racing Form, Turf & Sport Digest,
Hoofbeats, and The Standardbred.
Von Borries has also done extensive
publicity for the Arlington Million
and the Kentucky Derby; television
production work on the latter for ABC-

TV; and appeared as an
extra in three horse
racing movies—Sylvester,
Seabiscuit and Dreamer.
His television work also
includes two nationally awardwinning documentaries on the
Kentucky Derby’s fabled black history:
“The Roses of May” (1984 Iris Award)
and “Black Gold” (1990 Eclipse Award;
best local television production).
Von Borries is also the author of
seven books, including “Racelines,” a
racing anthology. He lives in Lexington,
KY, the horse capital of the world.
Besides horse racing, he has also written
on baseball, science fiction, film, and
photography.
Principal Legal Source: “Hathaway
v. Commonwealth”, Kentucky Law
Reporter, vol. 26 (July 1904/Jan. 1905),
pp. 630-634.
© Copyright 2012
Selected known winners ridden by
John E. Hathaway
Alfred, Autocrat, Big Three, Bismarck,
Bonanza, Bonnie Time, Bridget
Keaton, Can’t Tell, Capulin, Carnegie,
Cartoon, Clarion, Endurer, *Ethel
Gray, Fanchette, Fayette, Glitter,
Huron, Leo H., Little Minch, Marshall
Luke, Mary H., Notus, Pearl Jennings,
Prince Fonso, Rainbow, Redstone,
Satisfaction, Tennessean, Tom Mackin,
Valuable, Vann
*NOTE: This is undocumented and
believed to be in error.
Other Selected John Hathaway
Mounts
America, Atticus, Avery, Bannail,
Battledone, Big Brown Jug, Bob James,
Bob Swim, Bonnie Taw, Charles
Reed, Col. Clarke, Daniel, Ella Mack,
Elmstone, Ernest Race, Famine,
Fauntleroy, Fellowship, Flush, Frank
Evans, Fred Zeibig, Fugato, Glen Hall,
Glen Rush, Gyda, Harrodsburg, Henry
George, Huron, Hyposia, Ithaca, John
Sherman, Katie A, Kitty R., Labrador,
Lafitte, Leader II, Lelex, Lemoine H.,
Light, Littlefellow II, Lordlike, Lulu
May, Major Tom, Malaria, Mango,
Mirabeau, Nerina, Not Guilty, Ocean,
Orange Girl, Osborne, Outstep, Relax,
Reveller, Single Stone, Tenor, The Lion,
Tom Kearns, Vermont, Volatile, Walker,
Wanderer II, Zeke Hardy
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Find What’s Inside with

Brad Meltzer

Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit: Herman Estevez

We would like to welcome back Brad Meltzer, and just in time for his latest book, “The Fifth Assassin.” He was last in
the magazine in the January 2011 issue talking about “The Inner Circle.” Now after his TV show “Decoded,” Brad shows us
another great thriller. He is a multiple number-one New York Times best-selling author for his thrillers, but some might know
him from his works with DC Comics. Yes, this graduate of the University of Michigan and Columbia Law school, Brad is one
of the top thriller writers today. “The Fifth Assassin” brings back character Beecher White to catch a killer that seems to be
recreating the assassination attempts on former Presidents of the United States. From Brad’s website www.bradmeltzer.com,
the synopsis of the book is this:
From John Wilkes Booth to Lee Harvey Oswald, there have been more than two dozen assassination attempts on the President
of the United States.
Four have been successful.
But now, Beecher White—the hero of the #1 NY Times bestseller “The Inner
Circle”—discovers a killer in Washington, D.C., who’s meticulously re-creating the
crimes of these four men. Historians have branded them as four lone wolves. But
what if they were wrong?
Beecher is about to discover the truth: that during the course of a hundred
years, all four assassins were secretly working together. What was their purpose?
For whom do they really work? And why are they planning to kill the current
President?
Beecher’s about to find out. And most terrifyingly, he’s about to come faceto-face with “The Fifth Assassin.”
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Let’s find out a little more beyond the words on the page and
meet the author Brad Meltzer. Below is our interview with him.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Comics, non-fiction, and novels. Do
you enjoy writing in one genre more than the other? If so, why?
Brad Meltzer (B.M.): I love non-fiction and I love comics. But the
novels are the house I get to build with my own hands. I’ll never own
Superman, but I own the novels. And, as anyone knows, that matters,
there’s nothing like building the house for yourself. As for transitioning,
I treat them all the same. It’s just about character, character, character.
Find what’s inside.
S. MAG.: In “The Fifth Assassin,” Beecher’s hard at work to discover
the truth behind some of the world’s most famous assassins. It’s a
great concept. What brought this idea to you?
B.M.: This is one of the few ideas I’ve been playing with for years, trying
to crack it. Then a few years ago, a reader in D.C. told me I needed to
come to a secret museum that almost no one knew about. Naturally, I
was suspicious, so I asked him what they had at this so-called museum.
He told me: “We have pieces of Abraham Lincoln’s skull, the bones of
John Wilkes Booth, and the bullet that killed Abraham Lincoln. Wanna
see them?” Yes. I wanted to see them. God bless the U.S. government
for having all this stuff. From there, I just thought: What if a serial
killer was re-creating the crimes of all the assassins, from John Wilkes
Booth to Lee Harvey Oswald. From there, I had the plot.
S. MAG.: You speak of and write about heroes. Not including
superheroes i.e. Batman, Spiderman, etc., who was a hero to you in
your young life? Why? Who is a hero to you now?
B.M.: Sheila Spicer, my ninth-grade English teacher. The first person
who told me I could write. I’ll owe her forever for that.
S. MAG.: The video on your site is very inspirational. Have you ever
considered being a motivational speaker?

The Fifth Assassin
By Brad Meltzer

“Some funerals are filled with questions. Others are
filled with answers. This one was filled with secrets.”
The first line of the prologue pulled me headlong
into Brad Meltzer’s latest conspiracy “The Fifth
Assassin.” When you sit down to start reading, make
sure the chair has a comfortable cushion because
you’ll find yourself unable to put the book down and
get anything done. It’s that good a read.
Meltzer’s protagonist Beecher White, who you
are sure to remember from “The Inner Circle,” is
back in the fray and racing to find a killer acting out
the assassinations of four past presidents. Following
the first killing, Beecher’s archivist mind recognizes
the connection of the murder to the assassination of
President Lincoln, wondering if the life of the current
president is in jeopardy.
As he pieces together leads, Beecher is confronted
by people from his past, secret societies, and the
decision whether or not to save his sworn enemy’s life,
or let him be assassinated.
Throughout the book, Meltzer points the reader’s
attention to each of the key players in a way that you
truly are kept wondering the identity of the assassin. I
was stumped until the reveal which is something that
almost never happens when I read a good conspiracy,
and that to me is the earmark of a truly great read.
As always, Meltzer’s character development and
believable plot is spot on. Clearly Mr. Meltzer has
done his homework. I think his attention to detail
using true facts combined with fiction to tell his story
is what makes him a standalone author in the thriller
genre and keeps his fans coming back for more. My
final two cents worth: please, please, please don’t
make us wait too long for your next book.
Reviewed by Jodi Ann Hanson for chaptersandchats.
com and Suspense Magazine 

B.M.: I appreciate that. I do a lot of corporate and motivational speaking these days. It’s amazing how many people reacted to
that video and shared it with their friends. Was truly humbling to see how it’s grown.
S. MAG.: What is more challenging and rewarding: television, research, or writing? Why?
B.M.: Writing’s the hardest. In TV and in research, you can lean on the work of others. When you write, though, it’s you and the
blank screen. Sure, the editor can help. But you’re the one staring at the blankness, hoping to fill it.
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S. MAG.: Do your children understand what you do and how personal the books you wrote to them and for them are?
B.M.: We were just laughing about this. I think my kids think every dad works at home and writes books for their children. That’s
what dads do. But one day, I think they’ll get it. They’re smarter than me.
S. MAG.: In “The Fifth Assassin” how much research went into it? Did you comb over the many versions of each assassination
to use them for the book?
B.M.: Usually I’m trying to find out about the secret bomb shelter below the White House. With this, I spent two years kneedeep in assassins and presidential deaths. I’m like the Harold & Maude of 1600 Pennsylvania. I’m not sure it’s healthy to be that
obsessed with the obsessed. But I just couldn’t take my eyes off the assassins. Though I will say, I also found the secret tunnels
below Camp David. When I found that, I found the ending of the book.
S. MAG.: If you could write a message to future aspiring authors and place it in a time capsule for them to read years from
now, what would you write?
B.M.: Don’t let anyone tell you “no.”
S. MAG.: What is your idea of fun? If given a choice to skip work for a day, how would you spend the entire day?
B.M.: Playing with my kids, reading books, and seeing movies, repeat.
S. MAG.: As far as what’s coming down the road for Brad Meltzer, what can you share with your fans?
B.M.: Working on the sequel to “The Fifth Assassin,” jumping back into the National Archives, and trying to figure out how to get
some much needed sleep.
We would like to thank Brad again for taking the time out to talk with us about his next exciting thrill ride. For everything
you need to know about Brad check out www.bradmeltzer.com, and now go buy “The Fifth Assassin” today! 
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They Didn’t Come

Cheap

By Matthew Iden

Sandwiched between Fourth and Fifth streets in Northwest Washington D.C., and
hardly taking up any space at all along the length of E Street, is a small park. It’s pleasingly symmetrical, with a half oval of
trees lining each side. It has a few bronze statues—of lions and their cubs—and a low marble wall that follows the line of the
trees, interrupted at the north and south ends to allow foot traffic to pass through.
If you were visiting D.C. and strolled through this park, and hadn’t intentionally made this spot your destination, you
might be forgiven a lack of interest in what you were walking through. The design of the place is understated and serene and
anyone who lives near the city could name a dozen more impressive sites. D.C. is lousy with statuary and marble and, for
both residents and visitors alike, most of the memorials and parks and monuments fade into the background after a while.
Even if you were attentive and interested, the park has some stiff competition. Adjacent to it is the Building Museum—
once the Civil War veterans’ pension building—a venerable, towering masterpiece of brick architecture that catches the eye.
As it should, since it’s modeled after Michelangelo’s Palazzo Farnese in Rome. From down the street, you might be distracted
by the roar of a crowd watching a college basketball game or the circus at the Verizon Center arena. Or you might have simply
gotten off DC’s subway line, the Metro: the Judiciary Square station incongruously and somewhat insultingly sprouts, not just
a stairway, but an elevator shaft in the middle of the park.
But if you came with intent and sat on the low marble bench that parallels the walls—which, after a moment, you
realize were made so you couldn’t look anywhere else but the walls—you would see names. They’re about one inch high and
engraved in a utilitarian font on wide, waist-high slabs. The names, as small as they are, span the length of the walls, and the
walls nearly encircle the park. Space has been left near the bottom of each slab, because more names are added each year.
There are 19,000 names on the walls and they tally all the police officers that have been killed in the line of duty since
1791. Several hundred more are engraved each year. Each May, law enforcement officers from around the country gather to
both remember those who have fallen in the line of duty and honor those who will.
I’m not a cop and I won’t pretend to be one. I write about one, though, a retired D.C. Homicide detective named Marty
Singer who would’ve been present at the commemoration of the National Law Enforcement Officers Memorial in 1991.
Cynical and dismissive at the time, he returns to the memorial as he chases a cop killer in “Blueblood,” the second book
of his series. Tired, sick with cancer, and hitting a wall on the investigation, he finds meaning and purpose in the words
of an inscription engraved at one corner of the park:
“The wicked flee when no man pursueth: but the righteous are as bold as a lion.”
—Proverbs 28:1
Memorials and monuments crowd each other in D.C. and you wouldn’t be alone if you didn’t always
know the significance of the things you saw in the capital. But if you find yourself in a tiny oval park, shaded
by trees and sitting on a marble bench facing a never-ending stream of names, read a few of them. And
remember them for a while. They didn’t come cheap. 
Marty Singer, retired MPDC Homicide detective and cancer-survivor, is the creation of Matthew Iden and appears
in “A Reason to Live,” “Blueblood,” and the forthcoming “Signs.” While Marty lives in Arlington and Matthew
lives in Alexandria, they both enjoy going into the city and admiring the architecture. You can reach Matthew at
matthew-iden.com.
Learn more about the National Law Enforcement Officers Memorial at www.nleomf.org/memorial.
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Andrew
Peterson
on The Kindle Serial Project

Interview by Helena Markou

September 2012 brought the return of an old idea in a updated format with
Amazon’s launch of their Kindle Serial Program. Similar to the design of popular
television shows, Amazon carefully chose a small number of authors to reintroduce
this idea to the world offering a full-length novel—delivered electronically to your
device—in episodes for one initial price.
Andrew Peterson, author of “Option to
Kill” was one of the first eight authors to be
invited into the program. The following
interview—by Helena Markou, a lecturer
in publishing at Oxford International Center
for Publishing Studies—is about Andrew’s
decision to participate.
We hope you enjoy!
Helena Markou (H.M.): What motivated you
to become one of the first authors to publish
in the Kindle Serial format?
Andrew Peterson (A.P.): My agent and I
talked about the Kindle Serial program and
easily concluded it was a solid opportunity to
reach a new audience through Amazon’s powerful marketing engine. I knew there
would be some resistance to the Kindle Serial program because a large cross section of readers has been raised in the modern
electronic era. Our society puts a lot of emphasis on speed, faster Internet, faster cell service, faster delivery of books, etc. The
Kindle Serial project is designed to reintroduce the intrigue of cliffhangers. Not everyone embraces the idea, but I’ve received
many e-mails from folks who like the episodic delivery because it allows them to enjoy the story over an extended period of time.
“Option to Kill” seemed perfect for the serial format because it’s a novel with lots of action without a huge cast of characters. Most
people don’t realize that they never leave Nathan McBride’s POV. Every scene is experienced from his perspective allowing the
reader to unravel the mystery with him. “Option” is not written in first person, but I call it a “close third.”

SuspenseMagazine.com

71

“I think the role of an author is evolving with the times.”
“Option” is a true serial, being released as it’s written. What’s interesting is that I didn’t outline the book. I knew the ending, but
I didn’t know the exact path to get there. I wanted to construct an entire novel based solely on the finale as the goal.
H.M.: In terms of both the writing process and the feedback from readers, what were your expectations going into this and
how does the reality match up to those expectations?
A.P.: In terms of expectations, I’m pleased with the result. I’ll be honest, when a few unfavorable reviews on the serial format of
the book started appearing, they really bothered me. My editor at Amazon, Alan Turkus, was a gem and talked me through it.
He reminded me that people like the story; they were just expressing reservations about the delivery, not the content. Although
true, the one-star reviews do affect the overall rating of the book. I hope people who read those reviews know the score, but it
was—and still is—hard to see. It’s unfortunate that in a few cases, people are critical of the serial format, even when they knew
they were buying a serialized novel.
Granted, there’s some confusion over the term “series” versus “serial,” but it’s important to understand that Amazon isn’t trying
to deceive or trick anyone. The serial aspect is mentioned in three different locations on the listing, in green font.
The serial process also presents an opportunity for an interactive conversation between readers and the author during the writing
of the book. Conceivably, although it didn’t happen in my case, readers could influence the story through feedback given along the
way. So the serialization, coupled with real-time communication, takes an old concept and adds a dynamic new twist.
H.M.: How much support do you get from Amazon/Thomas & Mercer throughout the process as they seem to be absent
from the “my next installment hasn’t downloaded!” queries on the forum?
A.P.: We all need to remember that Amazon isn’t some nebulous thing, it’s made of people and those people have been outstanding
through this process. I’ve forwarded messages and e-mails from a tiny number of readers who’ve had initial issues with the
automatic download, but those issues were resolved quickly, usually within twenty-four hours. People have written me and said
how much they appreciated the technical support from Amazon. The process is generally seamless. When a person turns on his
or her Kindle with wi-fi or cellular access, the most current episodes download to the device automatically; the customer doesn’t
have to do anything. Amazon also sends an e-mail informing readers that new content is available.
H.M.: Do you ever think “Hey! I’m a bestselling author, why am I dealing with all these e-book questions?”
A.P.: I enjoy interacting with readers by answering e-mails, posting on the Kindle forum, and on my website blog. I appreciate
people who take the time to write. A novelist has to find the right balance between promotion and production. It doesn’t make
sense to spend five hours marketing and promoting for only five sales. That time is much better spent working on the next novel.
There’s no concrete rule in the business for promotion time being linked to the number of sales. It’s a personal choice. Think of it
in terms of (ROI) return on investment. It’s also hard to know with any certainty if extensive promotion on Facebook and Twitter
actually results in measurable sales. I don’t have a really strong Facebook or Twitter presence on the web. I try to login every other
day to see new posts, but I really limit my time doing that, usually fifteen to twenty minutes per session.
I think the role of an author is evolving with the times. Back in the day when serials first emerged, authors didn’t have the level
of interaction with readers like they do today. It’s not a profession for introverts anymore. The electronic age has lifted the veil. Is
it a good change? I think it is.
***
Andrew Peterson is the author of “First to Kill,” “Forced to Kill,” and “Option to Kill” featuring Nathan McBride, a trained
Marine scout sniper and CIA operations officer. For information about the author and the Nathan McBride series, please
visit www.andrewpeterson.com, or connect with him on Facebook at https://www.facebook.com/AndrewPetersonBooks or
Twitter at https://twitter.com/#!/APetersonNovels. 

72

Suspense Magazine January 2013 / Vol. 042

PREPARE TO SEE INTO THE PAST
With THE MORPHEUS INITIATIVE TRILOGY

Psychic archaeologists battle modern conspiracies and sinister ancient
societies while solving the greatest mysteries of all time...

"Indiana Jones meets the X-Files." -Kevin J. Anderson, #1 bestselling author of THE
EDGE OF THE WORLD
“Expertly researched historical mysteries with compelling modern characters, intriguing plot
twists, and breathless pacing” -William Dietrich, author of NAPOLEON’S PYRAMIDS
and THE EMERALD STORM
“Great premise, great imagination!” -MJ Rose, author of THE REINCARNATIONIST

In ebook and print at Amazon & BarnesandNoble
www.sakmyster.com / Variancepublishing.com

The Beach House

By Peter Aragno

I

knew Kyle Stoeller before the world knew him. I knew him before he ran into the likes of Susan Lloyd and the shit
storm that put her name and the town of Loveladies on the lips of every freaked out tabloid junkie from Bangor, Maine
to fuckin’ Honolulu.
Now it would be easy for me to just tell you what happened to Kyle and be done with it, but then you’d never understand
how he came to walk through the door of that God-forsaken beach house. I never thought about it much, but it wasn’t until I
heard the report come over the scanner and investigated the story for The Jersey Coast, that’s the paper I work for, that I began
to understand how our circumstances shape who we become.
I’m thirty eight now and I’d like to think I learned a lot from my upbringing and the ensuing years. Enough time has
passed. I feel I can write about what happened two years ago. But this is one of those times when I can’t tell Kyle Stoeller’s
story without telling a little of my own.
I grew up in a New Jersey shore town called the Highlands. It wasn’t really a shore town like most people think of the
Jersey shore today. The Highlands sat adjacent to the Sandy Hook Bay not the Atlantic Ocean. We were the last town just
before the Route 36 bridge took you north to Sandy Hook beach or due south along Ocean Ave. and the real beach towns that
lay between Sea Bright and Cape May.
From the 1920s to the ‘50s, the homes in the Highlands were summer cottages of wealthy folks from New York and
northern New Jersey. Once the Garden State Parkway was laid open like a river winding along the coast they followed the
Parkway south, building nicer homes along the way.
Year-rounders moved into the Highlands and the other bay towns all the way up to Laurence Harbor, turning them from
summer getaways of the wealthy to enclaves of hard drinking working class refugees from everywhere. You know the kind,
blue collar, gritty folks who had a tough time finding work or a clean shirt, but not as lazy as the welfare set that they weren’t
willing to do every shit job that needed doing. Like my old man. The kind of people who thought a nice Christmas present
was a Carhartt jacket or a new pair of steel-toed work boots. In today’s PC world, I suppose they would call us “people of
limited means” but before language softening became the rage, we were just called broke.
After the wealthy moved on, it wasn’t long before every home and business broke out in a rash of rust and ashen grey like
an old battleship ready to be scuttled to the sea floor. No intersection was complete without a dusty grocery store or titty bar,
both filled with freshness date expired merchandise. Every one of those bay towns were just pocket change away from shanty
town status. Towns ripe for crime and government corruption.
One day the FBI came through like they were dredging the bay. They hauled off everyone. Local contractors, township
inspectors, even mayors and police chiefs. Government thugs finally got what they deserved. It was so bad not one of those
shits could buy themselves probation. They all did time.
So in 1982, when I was eight years old, we wagon-trained it out of the dying interior of Jersey in a ’67 Impala and limped
into the Highlands like starving gypsies.
Dad signed a lease on a 3 bedroom, 1 bath cape, real cheap. For me, living near the bay and the cliffs of Scenic Drive was
paradise. For mom and dad it was a short walk to a Jersey diner’s menu full of dead-end jobs. For the four of us, I have an
older sister Kim, it was going to be home for a long time.
Being the new kid in school is tough enough, but being a poor kid in a school of rich kids makes you stand out like a
finger painting in the Louvre. My parents worked like dogs to send me and Kim to catholic school. Or as we pronounced it,
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Bowery Boys style, cat-lick school. It was tough for them to come up with the tuition every year, but they did. And that left
us little for anything else.
In school, Kim and I learned we wore the wrong clothes, the wrong shoes, carried the wrong book bag, ate the wrong
lunch and at the end of the day, walked the wrong way home. But we were together, sharing our troubles. In the halls that first
day of school, I thought I might puke, but I lucked out only because I met Kyle.
The few times our paths crossed after grammar school I wanted to ask him why he risked ridicule by hanging with me,
but I never did. That unasked question was the first thought that came to mind when I heard his name in connection with
the house in Loveladies.
Kyle introduced me to two other kids who, like me, lived in a twisted wreck in the Highlands. One was Tommy Torsero,
who we called Double T. The other, Sean Miller. It seems strange that Kyle didn’t know he wasn’t supposed to hang with us
bay rats. That’s what most of the rich kids called us.
Kyle lived on Ocean Boulevard in the neighboring town of Atlantic Highlands. Nothing like its lowly cousin, Atlantic
Highlands had a beautiful marina filled with Grady Whites and yachts of all sizes. Ocean Boulevard was a tree-lined street
that meandered along the cliff edge overlooking Sandy Hook Bay. Kyle’s house was the nicest I’d ever seen.
The four of us became good friends and spent countless summer days in Kyle’s backyard and pool. Even during the
school year we hung at Kyle’s because he had the biggest yard. Perfect for endless sweaty games of football.
Some days Kyle would sneak us food from his mother’s kitchen pantry. One day, I followed him inside. The pantry door
opened into a room that was bigger than my bedroom. The shelves were filled with so many different boxes and bags it looked
like the junk food aisle at Shop-Rite. I froze when I saw it.
His bedroom was filled with toys and gadgets we only saw there. The first video game I ever played outside the arcade was
at Kyle’s. He was always state-of-the-art. Despite all this, he never acted as though he was better than us, except sometimes it
may have seemed that way when he’d show off something cool he got for his birthday or Christmas.
My backyard was no bigger than a couple of parking spaces and usually cluttered with skeletons of decaying metal junk
or a squeaky swing set with rusted chains that colored your palms copper. We suspected Kyle’s mother didn’t want us there
and didn’t want Kyle hanging out with us. I found out for sure one day when we were playing football.
I chased down a bad pass into a bush by an open window and heard Mr. and Mrs. Stoeller arguing. The guys were yelling
for me to hurry up, so I just threw them the ball and knelt down beneath the window pretending to tie my sneakers.
Mrs. Stoeller didn’t like Kyle playing with us and wanted Mr. Stoeller to do something about it. He ripped into her. He
told her we were good for Kyle. I didn’t know why. Then he said
Kyle needed to grow up with a sense of reality. I had no idea
what that meant at the time, but I always remembered it. The
last thing he said was that the world was hard and cruel. I knew
what that meant having seen my father at the end of a hard
day’s work. I untied and retied my other sneaker waiting for
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hypothermia as the crew desperately called out for him in the fog. He washed up at Barnegat Light two days later.
Several days after his father’s funeral, Mr. Stoeller quit high school and took over his father’s job on the boat. He was
the oldest and the family needed the money. It wouldn’t be long before Mr. Stoeller would be reminded just how dangerous
it can be earning a living from the sea.
On a humid summer evening a fire and explosion sunk the Mary Ellen. No mayday had been sent. Mr. Stoeller clung
to a life preserver through the rest of the night and most of the next day before being hauled to safety from another fishing
boat returning home with their catch. The rest of the crew was never found. A second photo in the newspaper showed Mr.
Stoeller’s hysterical mother gripping her son’s hand as they wheeled him to an ambulance with what seemed like the entire
county looking on.
In the interview published years later, Mr. Stoeller remarked he told his mother he would make sure to spare his brothers
and sisters the burden of working such a dangerous job. It took him many years of hard work, almost going bankrupt several
times, but he achieved his goal. Lots of people say the rich owe everyone else something, but they conveniently ignore what
it takes to become wealthy. Mr. Stoeller risked everything and worked hard. He used to employ a lot of people in these shore
towns. As far as I’m concerned, he doesn’t owe anyone a damn thing.
After grammar school, Kyle was enrolled at an elite prep school in another town. Double T, Sean, and I would not follow
him there. Kyle’s new friends would not know hardship. Not exactly what Mr. Stoeller wanted for Kyle, but I guess he figured
high school boys from the Highlands were bound to get in the kind of trouble that draws the attention of law enforcement.
Smart move on his part as it wasn’t long before Double T and I landed in police custody on more than one occasion. When
Sean got pinched, his old man laid into him like a freight train.
I didn’t see Kyle again until Sean and I ran into him the summer before our junior year. He was with several of his prep
school buddies. Everything about him had already changed. He looked and acted much like his new friends and dressed kind
of like a businessman.
We shook hands and smiled, but he seemed uninterested in us like he had forgotten all our childhood mischief. Sean
and I started in with the “remember whens,” but the forced smile on Kyle’s face faded quickly. I could tell that Sean saw the
change, too. But I thought I saw more.
It bothered me, how much he’d changed. I sensed in him a fearlessness of the future as if he was fully aware of the safety
net his family fortune provided. I remember thinking at the time how I wished I could know what that felt like.
He didn’t hang around Sean and me too long. Five minutes at best. When he left Sean said to me, “He’s set for life.” That’s
when I knew Sean didn’t see everything I had, everything Kyle’s father feared.
It was a few days before Christmas two years ago when the call came over the scanner about a disturbance on Long Beach
Island. I had just gotten home. I have a little place across the bay in Manahawkin. Nothing much, but it has a fireplace and a
new bulkhead. One day, I suppose, I’ll park a boat out there. All I wanted to do with the rest of my Friday evening was take
my excitable lab Rocky for a walk then settle down by a fire with a Westvleteren 12, a rare Belgium dark ale that took me
weeks just to nail down two bottles.
A disturbance isn’t much to get my newsman’s curiosity up in any town in Jersey, but when the dispatcher said the town
of Loveladies my ears perked up like Rocky’s at the sound of car keys. Trouble in Loveladies in late December? Nothing ever
happens there even during the height of the summer.
I let Rocky out the back slider for a quick piss and a shot at the local mallards. He’s never nailed one yet. I grabbed my
keys and trusted my otherwise empty frig to babysit my Belgium stock, hoping Rocky wouldn’t find his way in there. A rare
craft brew and a relaxing fire would have to wait.
A storm was moving in. The news warned of one of those epic downpours where you wonder how much snow it would
be if it were cold enough. They were warning of high winds and lightening. Not the kind of night I wanted to be out driving.
Rocky’s dinner clanged in his bowl as I poured him an extra serving. I had a feeling it was going to be a long night. I
turned around to see him staring at me through the glass, tongue hung low and a long strand of drool heading for the deck. I
waited. He squeegeed both sides of his face with his tongue, swallowed, then stared up at me, then his bowl, then at me. I let
him in. He sped for his grub like a dragster only stopping when he slid into the wall like Charlie Hustle. He was eating mostly
off the floor when I got into my F-150 and headed for the Causeway. The winds pushed my truck between lanes. Dense black
clouds far out at sea were moving closer to shore coming up from the south.
I thought I knew the island better than anyone, but I never heard of Lighthouse Way. Without the police cars lighting up
the street I would have never found the place.
Drift sand covered portions of the road that had only one other house and it didn’t look like much. The owners, if there
were any, had certainly left for the winter. My truck slid to a stop a few dozen yards from an ambulance. When I got out, it
sped away. The wind shut my door for me. An old man with a dog was speaking to a deputy I didn’t recognize. No curious
bystanders were milling about and the only cars were law enforcement. I was sure I was the only press contingent on the
scene. Lucky me.
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The house didn’t look like it belonged in Loveladies. Long pools of water and deep stretches of sand hid most of a forgotten
sidewalk as if the beach was reclaiming what was once hers long ago. I raised my press pass to the deputy. He nodded.
Chief Doyle saw me. He spoke into his radio then came toward me. He usually smiles when he sees me. We’re good
friends. But he was all business that night.
“I had a feeling you’d stroll onto this one, De Luca, despite the weather,” he said.
“What have you got, Kev?”
Kevin Doyle was a good cop and a good friend. He would only tell me what he could and no more. I respected him for
that and he always respected me.
“This one’s gonna put us on the map, Nick. Old man Gregson over there says he was walking his dog when suddenly a
guy comes busting out of the front door bare-assed naked screaming for help.”
“Jesus. Who is he?”
“His name is Tom. That’s all we got before he went into shock. He was beat up pretty bad. The house is owned by a Susan
Lloyd. We’re trying to find her now.”
“Is he okay?”
“He’ll live. The only other thing we know is he graduated Princeton. Class of ‘96.”
“How do you know that?” I said.
“He was wearing a school ring. So far we found no other ID.”
“You mind if I talk to the old man?”
“Not at all.”
I walked over to Gregson. Doyle went back inside the house. The old man said nothing more than what Doyle told me.
Doyle returned with two other officers. One held a laptop, the other a box filled with discs. The chief waved me over. He put
his hands on his hips and sighed through a strange look on his face.
“Why don’t you follow me back to the station? We’re gonna let the forensics team do their thing here. We found some
videos on a computer, DVDs and a bag of college rings. Princeton, class of ‘96.”
“What happened here, Kev?” I said.
“It’s bad Nick. Like nothing any of us have ever seen. We’re putting out an APB on Susan Lloyd and contacting the state
police and FBI. I’d like you to help get the word out. She’s to be considered armed and dangerous.” he said.
“Jesus, Kevin, what the hell did she do?”
“I’ll tell you back at the station.”
On the way over I called my editor. He posted the story as “developing” on our home page and readied the front page
for tomorrow’s paper. The rain came with a deafening crack of thunder too close for my taste. My wipers barely kept up with
the deluge.
Inside the station Doyle sat me down in an interrogation room with him and Sergeant Bill Chase. A flat screen TV was
on the table. I grabbed a coffee. At least that’s what they said it was.
“She had cameras everywhere, Nick,” Doyle said. “She recorded everything. Every movement. Every phone conversation.”
“Chief, there’s names on all these DVDs,” Sergeant Chase said as he pulled them from the box.
He started calling out the names as he set them down. One name sent a chill through me. I had to think for a minute. I
asked him to repeat it. He picked up the disc and read the name.
“No, the one before that,” I said.
“Kyle Stoeller?” he said.
“That’s it. I grew up with a Kyle Stoeller.”
“Put it in,” Doyle said.
Sergeant Chase inserted the disc. Audio of a phone ringing started followed by a woman’s voice.
“Hello.”
“Hi Susan, it’s Kyle.”
“Hi. Where are you? You sound like you’re in a tunnel.”
“I’m in the parking garage at the airport. I took an earlier flight home.”
“That’s great. How was your trip?”
“It was ok. Are you still at work?”
“Yes. I’ll be leaving soon. I really missed you.”
“I miss you, too.”
“I can’t wait to see you. You’re still staying with me this weekend, aren’t you?”
“I’m looking forward to it,” Kyle said.
“Since your home early, why don’t you head over to my house? I should be home by six. The key is under the green flower pot
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by the side door. Do you still have the directions?”
“Yes. Are you sure you don’t want me to wait?”
“No, it’s ok. I trust you won’t snoop.” Susan said laughing. “What time do you think you’ll be there?”
“I guess shortly before you if you leave work on time. I thought I’d pick up a bottle—”
“No,” Susan interrupted. “I have a bottle of Cabernet on the kitchen counter. I want you to try it. Help yourself and pour me
a glass. I have a wonderful evening planned, so make yourself comfortable. Okay?”
“Okay. I’ll see you at six.”
“Goodbye, Kyle.”
“Goodbye.”
The audio stopped. Doyle hit the pause button.
“I’m assuming that’s Susan Lloyd. Do you recognize the man’s voice?” Doyle said.
“Hard to say,” I said. “The audio was a bit distorted and I’ve only seen Kyle once in the last eighteen years. We were friends
in grammar school. Last I heard he went to Princeton then became a very successful investment banker.”
Doyle hit the pause button again. A view from outside the house appeared on the screen. The date showed it was just two
months old. My blood went cold when I saw him.
“That’s him,” I said, pointing to the screen. “I know him. That’s Kyle Stoeller.”
I didn’t know what Kyle’s involvement was in this whole mess. Had I known, I can’t say for sure if I’d have watched it. The
three of us stared as the scene unfolded in HD.
Kyle walked up the driveway and followed a narrow brick sidewalk that led to the side door. Cameras shot his every step.
He moved the flower pot and grabbed the key.
The angle changed. Kyle’s back was to the camera. The entire front door was visible. Several flies, not yet given up the
ghost to the fall, congregated near the doorknob. He swatted them away and pushed open the door. A faded sign above it
read, “DEI SUB NUMINE VIGET.” Kyle paused and stared at it for a moment as if he didn’t recognize the words.
“What does that sign say?” Chase said.
“It’s Latin. It means Under God’s Power She Flourishes,” Doyle said.
“Very good, Chief. It’s Princeton’s motto,” I said.
“Didn’t you say the guy in the video went to Princeton?” said Doyle.
“Yeah.”
“Interesting.”
Kyle entered. The camera angle revealed a large kitchen. He seemed nervous about being alone in Susan’s house for the
first time. He opened the bottle of wine she’d left and gazed around like an intruder.
He turned on the radio and walked to the kitchen window to view the backyard. He took a long sip of wine.
The camera angle changed again revealing Kyle’s perspective.
“Jesus Christ. She edited the damn thing like she’s making a movie,” Chase said.
The backyard seemed to stretch out farther than was visible as a gray mist began to sink heavily from over the dune. An
old wooden row boat rested at the edge of a narrow path that led to the beach. Patches of peeling paint beneath long strands
of seaweed clung to the gunwale and oars.
Just beyond a weed choked patio was a large fountain. In the center, stood a cement statue of a woman holding a
sword above her head. Beyond the statue a small shed made of concrete block and a slate roof stood half swallowed by the
encroaching dune.
The wind breathed life into the chimes on the back porch. Bells clanged from the boats moored at the marina rocking on
the evening waves. The DJ on the radio was in the middle of his surf report. It would be high tide in a few hours.
Kyle turned and the camera angle changed to a close up of his face. He took another long sip of wine when through the
blur of the glass noticed something strange. The camera pulled out and showed him walking toward the dining room table.
Something out of focus was resting there.
He stopped a few feet away. Terror gripped him. The object came into focus. Atop a crumpled plastic bag was a bloodied
human hand. A man’s hand.
“Jesus H. Christ,” I said. “What the fuck? It’s a goddamn hand.”
Doyle shook his head. “Son of a bitch.”
Kyle moved closer to the table. A large ring was on one of the fingers of the severed hand. Kyle brought his hand close to
his face to look at his own ring. I knew why. They rings were identical. Princeton Shield Class of 1996.
A new angle showed the entire kitchen.
Kyle backed up toward the counter. The wine glass shattered in the sink. The back porch chimes were screaming as the
fall wind howled. He looked up and shrieked. Susan was standing in an archway like she appeared out of the mist. She spoke.
Her voice was dark and cold.
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“I’m sorry you had to see that Kyle. I guess I’m getting sloppy.”
“You—You did this?” Kyle said pointing toward the table.
Susan said nothing. One hand was behind her back.
Only now did we realize Kyle wasn’t an accomplice. He was about to be a victim facing two possible outcomes; his escape
or his death. He shot a quick glance at the door then vaulted toward it. In an instant he froze in his steps.
“Shit,” Doyle and I yelled out.
One step from the door, Kyle’s spine stiffened. He screeched in pain. His feet pressed high up on his toes like a ballerina
as 1,500 volts from a Taser ripped through his body. His arms rose to ninety degree angles and pressed hard against his sides.
His hands clenched in useless fists. He grunted in agony as his teeth came crashing together, slicing into his tongue. In an
instant he was on the ground.
He cried out, but Susan bound his feet and hands with flex cuffs. Her speed and accuracy were flawless. She’d done this
before. She walked to the table and picked up the hand. She pulled the ring from its finger, put it in her pocket and tossed the
hand in the trash. It fell with a thump. Remembering the boat out back, I assumed it would soon follow the rest of its owner
to the bottom of the bay.
Susan opened the cellar door.
“No. No,” Kyle cried through a bloody mouth.
She grabbed him by his feet and began pulling him toward the cellar door.
“No. No. My God, Susan. Susan,” he begged as he struggled.
“You don’t remember me, Kyle, do you? I was supposed to graduate with you. We met at Princeton’s open house the
summer before freshman year. They rejected me.” She had one foot through the doorway.
“Every woman in my family graduated from Princeton since the first year women were allowed. My mother was in the
first female graduating class. My sister Samantha and my cousins went to Princeton. I was the only one. I was so ashamed
that I failed. I failed at everything, but no one would help me. My mother hated me. She gave my sister everything and left
me nothing but this house. They said, I was defective. They said I was a freak.”
Kyle tried to stand. His hands scraped along the floor behind his back.
Doyle paused the video and motioned to Sergeant Chase, “Bill, see if you can find anything on Samantha Lloyd.”
“You got it, Chief.”
“What’s up, Kev?” I said.
“Just a hunch.”
“I hate your hunches. They’re always bad and they’re always right.”
Doyle’s cell rang. He took the call. I stared at the TV. Susan and Kyle were frozen in a death match. I felt ill.
Sergeant Chase returned. Doyle clicked off his phone.
“What have you got?”
“It seems a Dr. Richard Fallon listed his wife Samantha Lloyd-Fallon as missing nine months ago. I checked the particulars.
She graduated from Princeton and has a sister Susan living on LBI.”
“Was that your hunch, Kev?” I said.
“Yep.”
“Yep.”
Doyle started the video. Susan was in a rage.
“I saw all of you graduate. I was there. I hated all of you. I wanted to kill you all that day.”
A camera perched at the bottom of the stairs caught Kyle’s last moments on earth.
“Susan, please.” Kyle begged.
“Shut up, Kyle. Just shut up,” she screamed as she drove her foot into his back.
When he was through the cellar door, his pleas changed to screams for help. Screams carried through the walls of the
beach house and drowned by the waves of a vacant sea. All Kyle could do was watch the light of the world, framed by the
cellar doorway, grow smaller and fainter as he was pulled down the stairs into the terrible darkness of Susan Olivia Lloyd.
The video faded to black. I closed my eyes. I remembered Kyle that first day of school and the way he laughed as a child.
I thought of his father’s kindness and his fear of what kind of man Kyle would become. I didn’t want to picture the Stoellers
learning of Kyle’s gruesome fate, but the image formed in my mind anyway. I couldn’t help but think if Kyle had been more
like his old man maybe he would have seen something in Susan Lloyd that would have scared him enough to stay away.
Someone at Princeton saw something.
Chief Doyle’s radio crackled. Susan Lloyd was in custody.
Two years have passed since Susan Lloyd horrified New Jersey and the world. When her entire collection of medieval
handiwork was revealed I couldn’t help but wonder how many more Susan Lloyds were out there. I knew I wasn’t alone in
my fear. 

SuspenseMagazine.com

79

Subscribe Today!
Benefits to Subscribing
• Reviews and ratings of new
releases
• Discover new authors
• Short stories
• Author interviews including
many of your favorites
• Much, Much More!

Available at:

Amazon
Barnes & Noble
or Subscribe to the
Electronic version at
www.SuspenseMagazine.com
Rates (Electronic): 1 Year: $24.00/ 2 Years: $48.00

“Suspense Magazine nicely fills a long-vacant niche for readers
of this popular genre. If you like a good old-fashioned whodunit, grab a copy and get the latest scoop on all your favorite
authors, current books, and upcoming projects.”
~Wendy Corsi Staub, New York Times Bestselling Author
“Suspense Magazine is chock full of stunning artwork, intriguing
fiction, and interviews It's a winner!”
~Tess Gerritsen, International Bestselling Author

80

Suspense Magazine January 2013 / Vol. 042

