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Summer reading and blockbuster movies are
what June brings. I know that the blockbuster
season technically starts in May, but most of the
country hasn’t really hit the summer weather ’til
June, so I’m starting there.
The grill is on and the beer is flowing, but
something is missing. That’s right: you are still
deciding on how to spend your money on the
books you love. But maybe this year you made a
resolution to go out and try some new authors, but
are confused when you search Amazon. Because
there really are so many choices, you end up picking up the old standby author, because
you know what you’ll get for your twenty bucks. But where is the fun in that? You are
reading the same story with a different cover, aren’t you?
I can understand the pros and cons of having the market become flooded with new
authors that either have come from a small publisher, or are self-published. But this is the
future of publishing, so you better get used to it even if you don’t like it. However, there
is a light at the end of that tunnel and it is not a train—it’s the light of your new e-reader.
For new authors, this is how they are marketing themselves. They are putting out
their work in e-book form, and hitting the blog and social media circuit, hoping to
capture some new fans. For authors now, writing the book is the easy part. Think about it
before the Internet; did an author ever have to market themselves? Random House would
pick up their book and spend the money to market them. They would pay for the book
tours and get them on some radio shows and that would be about it. Well, those times
are long gone. I don’t have an easy answer for marketing. In fact, nobody does. Right
now marketing is like playing darts. But if you don’t play the game then you will never
succeed. All I can say to authors right now is to throw as many damn darts as you can,
because the more you throw the more they stick.
But what is a casual reader to do? Word of mouth is still a big reason to try out a new
author, but what if you want to be the first and then spread the word? Who gets your
click? I would suggest finding about ten books on Amazon or B&N.com and research the
author. Find out about them, more than just what they say in a book. Is the author writing
a legal thriller but has no background in law? Or writing a political thriller, but without
having been in the military or in public service?
All the great authors have one thing in common. They write about what they
know. This is important for a couple of reasons. First, if a lawyer like John Grisham is
writing a legal thriller, then you will have some confidence that he/she knows what he/she
is talking about and bring realism to the story. Second,
you will see more in depth detail with the story and more
well-rounded characters.
Now, readers, you have homework to do also.
Discovering a new author can be a challenge, but you
will at least have a better chance and more confidence
in spending your money if you do the work and find out
about who you are investing in. For me, it’s Miller Time.
Enjoy the issue!
John Raab
CEO/Publisher
Suspense Magazine 
“Reviews within this magazine are the opinions of the individual reviewers and are provided solely to provide readers assistance in determining another's thoughts on the book under discussion and shall not be interpreted as professional advice
or the opinion of any other than the individual reviewer. The following reviewers who may appear in this magazine are also
individual clients of Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine: Mark P. Sadler, Starr Gardinier Reina, Ashley
Dawn (Wintters), DJ Weaver, CK Webb, Elliott Capon, J.M. LeDuc, and Terri Ann Armstrong.”
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The Kindness of

Strangers

By Elliott Capon

P

ete stood by his car, swaying sooooo slightly. He
wasn’t drunk, not by a long shot. He had a slight
buzz, was maybe one sheet to the wind, had a half a toot, was
maybe a little passing-wind-faced, certainly not shitfaced.
Still, he wasn’t drunk enough to think that he was okay to
drive, because he wasn’t at the point that, with the logic of
the intoxicated, that knowing one was drunk made one drive
more cautiously, hence better. He wasn’t past that point, i.e.,
drunk enough not to realize he was too drunk to drive. He
was just tipsy enough to realize that his reactions would be
slightly delayed, his judgment slightly impaired, his depth
perception and reasoning functions just barely compromised.
He was also sober enough to realize that he was perhaps just
too barely drunk to drive, and thus his dilemma as he stood
by his car and wondered if he should risk the fifty-minute
drive home or…or pursue some other alternative, which was
not quite apparent yet.
His debate with the universe turned angry: well, why
shouldn’t he indulge in a drink or two too much now and
then, with his problems? His problem. His PROBLEM. A guy
named Santangelo, to whom Pete owed a substantial sum
of money. Santangelo had a guy named Bruno who would
break thumbs and noses and arms and legs without the least
bit of motility crossing his face (later, though, and no one
but Santangelo and Mrs. Bruno knew this, Bruno would go
home and throw up all over the place after an enforcement
engagement. But still, he only had to work once a month
or so and the money was good.) One broken arm or leg
was generally incentive enough for the miscreant debtor
to find the sums he owed Santangelo somewhere, else he
get another pre-vomitus visit from Bruno. Bruno already
divested himself of five meals courtesy of Pete, but Pete still
had not remitted the sums he owed the erstwhile Santangelo
(first or last name, he never found out). It wasn’t that Pete
didn’t want to give back the money he owed (plus interest,
which doubled the outstanding loan amount every five days);
it was just that, being in circumstances that demanded he
borrow from such a sub-rosa funding agency to begin with,
he was unable—completely unable—to scrape together the
funds needed to allow Santangelo to make credit entries in
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the ‘Accounts Receivable, ‘Pete’ account in his general ledger.
Two tibias, two metacarpals and a humerus later, Pete was
still unavoidably recalcitrant in repaying his debts.
A visit from Santangelo two days before was a rare honor
that Pete did not recognize—after the original meeting to
exchange the money and the IOU, Santangelo’s clients never
saw him again: they mostly saw Ernie or Terrance, who
collected the weekly installments. Or, if things didn’t go their
way, they saw Bruno. For Santangelo to visit debtors’ prison,
as it were, was a rare occasion.
“Let me explain to you,” Santangelo said to Pete, “the
concept of the loss leader.”
“I’m in retail,” Pete bravely if foolhardily snapped. “I
know what a loss leader is.”
“Ah,” Santangelo riposted, raising a finger but apparently
not taking umbrage, “let me explain how it works in my
business. People pay me back, at interest, because they fear the
recriminations if they don’t. Those who do not pay are taught
a painful lesson…or five. This encourages them to redouble
their efforts in securing remuneration to their lien holder.
But sometimes, even those who are so incentivized fail to
meet their obligations. Such persons are then dispatched to
the care of their Maker. This is done with sufficient publicity,
so that others, who may be at the lesson stage, realize that
thumbs may heal but the big sleep goes on forever. The loss,
of course, is that yours truly cannot recover the principal or
interest due from the dearly departed, but assures the future
cooperation of others who come to the recognition that their
friendly banker is not kidding. And you, my friend Peter, are
so close to that precipice that there is nothing but horizon
before you as far as the eye can see.”
Pete had shaken his head at that point. “What the fuck
are you trying to say?” he asked.
Santangelo smiled, the way Pennywhistle may have
smiled, “I get at least one third the money you owe me by
Tuesday,” he said, “or You. Are. Dead.”
And as our curtain re-rises, Pete is standing by his car,
just a little too much alcohol destroying a few brain cells,
deciding whether to get in and try to drive home. He didn’t
want to die via Bruno, and he didn’t want to die by DUI. Bruno
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was put-offable ‘til Tuesday, and who knew, the Megamillions
drawing was tonight and the Powerball, tomorrow; so there
was the glimmiest glimmer of hope, but the chances of dying
behind the wheel in the next hour or so were probably close
to about even.
There were several people walking up and down the
street (it was, after all, Columbus Avenue in the ‘90s), all of
whom ignored the slightly swaying man who had been lucky
enough to get an actual parking spot(!). One of the passersby,
though, stopped and turned his head toward Pete.
“Y’alright, bud?” the passerby asked.
Pete gave the guy a quick once-over. About his own age
(somewhere between fifty and…more than fifty), wearing
what appeared to be Dockers shoes, Dockers pants, a
Dockers logo shirt but (aha!) a North Face windbreaker. A
guy who had an apartment not on the top floor of not the
most prestigious building in the neighborhood, but who
was comfortable in his salary-plus-year-end bonus job as a
stock manipulator, broker, whatever. A face—made larger by
a receding hairline—totally bereft of ulterior motive. A Good
Samaritan? In New York? Fah! Didn’t somebody every ten
years or so have cause to say, ‘The age of miracles is not past?’
Well, maybe it was Pete’s turn.
“Yeah, well, yeah, no, I don’t know,” Pete said with a little
laugh. “I’m not quite sure I’m in condition to drive back to
White Plains. And I’m in no condition to afford a room at
the Plaza.”
The stranger smiled back, “Been there, done that, pal.
‘Cept at least you remember where you parked your car!” He
chortled a little.
Pete returned the little snort of laughter, and pointed
with his thumb over his shoulder to indicate The Precocious
Penguin Fyne Spyrits and Goode Tymes.
“Didn’t have to look too hard.”
An NYPD car slowly drove past. The cop was on her cell
phone, and paid no attention to the two men conversing on
the sidewalk.
“So, listen,” the stranger said, “I live around the corner,
on 96th. Why don’t you come up to the apartment, I’ll pour
some coffee down your throat, you can be White Plainsbound within the hour?”
Pete lived in the city for a long, long time before he
moved north to Westchester. But he kept the smile on his
face. No point in blaming a guy for trying, is there?
“I’m, uh, a little too old to interest a chicken hawk, aren’t
I?” he asked.
Confusion ran across the stranger’s face. “Chicken?”
His squint of confusion became an ‘O’ of realization. He
held up his left hand, palm facing inward, wiggling his ring
finger to make the diamond on the wedding band catch the
streetlights. “No, no, no, you’re barking up the wrong tree,
pal. Married twenty-seven years, and a kid for each year to
show for it.”
Pete had to laugh. He laughed hard, a head-back, bellyshaking guffaw. Maybe it was a release from the trepidation
of the past several months and next Tuesday. Maybe it was
that part of next Tuesday that crept back with inevitability
no matter how he tried to keep it at arms’ length. Maybe he
had one more seven-and-seven than he’d thought. Whatever
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it was, this guy was a catharsis.
When he finally got himself under control, and wiped
the tears from his eyes, he stuck out his hand, “Pete,” he said.
The other man took it, “Sam.”
Pete giggled. Sam raised his eyebrows.
“Sam the Samaritan,” Pete explained.
It took Sam a second, but he got it, and grinned back,
“C’mon, Pete, let’s caffeine you up.”
Pete fell in next to him and they sauntered up Columbus.
“You make good coffee?” Pete asked.
“I got a Keurig machine,” Sam said, almost apologetically.
“And one of them racks, to hold the cups, with eight different
flavors.”
Pete had been right. There were some spectacular old
buildings on 96th Street, and buildings that were certainly
good enough. Sam led him into one of the good enoughest.
The nearest doorman was six doors down. They took the
stairs to the second floor and Sam opened the door to 2F.
The place was neat and good-enough appointed. The
furniture was wood and the paintings watercolors. Just the
place where a guy and his twenty-seven-years-worth wife, of
upper-middle-classness would choose to live.
“Let’s go in the kitchen,” Sam suggested, and Pete followed
him in. The table was metal, black with white speckles, like
the one Pete had had as a kid. He sat down at it.
“Where’s your wife and twenty-seven kids?” he asked.
It was, after all, getting close to ten on a Thursday night.
The TV should have been broadcasting the closing theme of
a CBS sitcom or something.
“Working,” Sam immediately answered, his back to Pete
as he took two mugs down from the cupboard. “She’s a nurse
over at Roosevelt. Four to midnight, Wednesday to Sunday.”
“And you’re in the habit of picking up strangers in need
off the street?” Pete asked with enough of a lopsided grin that
Sam would know he was kidding.
Sam grinned too, “ ‘Midnight,’ in hospital time, means
she’ll get out at three, if she’s lucky. People don’t stop bleeding
because it’s the staff ’s quitting time. I’ve never managed to
stay awake past one, and then I gotta get up at six to go to
work myself.” Pete raised his eyebrows. “I’m a shoe buyer for
Macy’s and Bloomingdale’s,” Sam told him.
Ah, Pete agreed with himself. Good jobs, both of them,
but not wealthy. Good neighborhood, but not the best
building on the block.
“So, to continue my sad life story,” Sam went on, “I am,
uh, well no, not lonely, I got friends at work, and whatnot,
but we—my wife and I—hardly ever see each other during
the week at all, except a little on Saturdays and on vacation.”
He popped a K-cup into the brewer. “I, uh, I do pick up the
occasional stray cat. Oh, no offense—”
“No, no, I understand and I appreciate your looking out
for us woebegone,” Pete interrupted, keeping the smile on his
face. “Uh, say, uh, y’ever, uh, you know, some of your stray
cats…?”
Sam’s smile grew wider, “No. Not once, ever never. Like
you, they get a cup of coffee, bus fare back to Podunk if they
need it, maybe a new t-shirt if their own clothes are covered
in their own vomit and despair. But no quid pro quo. Never.”
“Hey, don’t justify yourself to me!” Pete declared in mock
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horror. “I ain’t Jiminy Cricket!”
They shared a chuckle and drank their coffee. And
they chatted. About TV shows of their youth, two almostVietnam experiences, jobs selling goods to people instead of
the realization of career dreams as astronauts or late-night
talk show hosts. By the time the conversation reached a lull
it was almost midnight. “Whoa!” Pete said, looking at the
clock. “I better get back to White Plains.”
“Who’s waiting for you?” Sam asked him.
Pete hesitated a fraction of a second. “No one. No one.
Wife took off six years ago, kids might’ve well’ve legally
changed their names…even my goldfish died.”
“Well then stay here the night,” Sam said. “Y’take the
couch, it’s long and well-padded. I mean it’s late, I can tell
you’re tired, tomorrow’s Saturday, there’s no work, an hour’s
drive is something you don’t need right now. “
“Oh, I can’t—“
“Why not?” Sam demanded. “Things’ll look brighter in
the morning, they always do. I mean, I didn’t ask you what’s
bothering you, but, but…I know something is. Get some
sleep, and tomorrow is another day.”
“And as God is mah witness, ah’ll nevah be hungry
again!” Pete said in a falsetto.
They shared another laugh and, with reasonable
preparation and aplomb, Pete was on the couch, in his
underwear, between a sheet and a thin comforter. He slept.
Light shining in his eyes awoke him. The first thing he
looked at was his cell phone, on a side table, and he saw
that it was 3:25 a.m. The second thing he looked at was the
very attractive woman in turquoise nurses’ scrubs who was
looking down at him with a slightly embarrassed smile.
“Oh, I’m sorry I woke you,” she said. “I’m Trina. You
must be one of Sam’s stray cats.”
Pete started to sit up, then stopped as he realized he was
in his underwear, and then remembered she was a nurse, so
he was able to sit halfway up. “Uh, yeah, I’m sorry I, uh, I
startled you—“
She waved him off with a delicate little chuckle. The sleep
fled from Pete’s brain as he realized that although this woman
had to be forty-five, fifty…she was stunning. Of course Sam
could afford to be the nicest guy in the world—look what he
had to come home to!
At that moment the master of the house himself came
into the living room, also in his underwear. “Hey,” he said to
his wife. “This is early for you.”
“Uh huh,” she agreed. She smiled and pointed with her
thumb. “Who’s the project du jour?”
“That’s Pete,” Sam told her.
“Hi, Pete,” Trina said with a big smile. “Now you go back
to sleep.” She turned toward Sam and took a small vial out
of her pocket which she held toward him. “Look what I got,
honey,” she said. “The rep gave them to me. These are the
ones that make Viagra look like Cheerios. You ready?”
Pete’s eyes grew big as he watched the scene unfold. All
right, what people did in their own bedroom he couldn’t give
a shit less, but, fer Chrissakes, right in front of him???
Sam shook his head, “Nah, not now, sweets. I woke up
with one of my headaches.” Trina gave him an exaggerated
moue of disappointment. Sam seemed to get an idea. “Well
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how about Pete, here? Life has served him some lemons
lately, I’m sure he could use a nice glass of lemonade.”
The sound Pete heard was not someone’s stereo blasting
the latest Children of Bodom CD, but his own blood
SMASHING and CRASHING in his ears. What in the hell
was this guy…????
Trina turned her radiant smile toward him, brandishing
the bottle of bills. “Whaddaya say, Pete? I’ve worked myself
all up into a lather, and, uh—” she tinkled a laugh, “Sam
doesn’t want to do any barbering.”
“I—I—” Pete stammered.
“Go ‘head, enjoy yourself, my friend,” Sam said. “You
just have to remember, we’re nice people. We like doing nice
things for the deserving. Good night.”
With a wink, he went back into the bedroom. Pete slowly
turned and looked at Trina. She was smiling at him and
unbuttoning her shirt.
“Well?” she asked.
A part of him not his intellect showed her his answer as
he watched her disrobe. Naked, she sashayed over into the
kitchen and brought him back a glass of water. Not that he
needed the little purple pill she gave him, but it was at the
least polite to take it, under the circumstances.
And it worked. It worked four times for him, and
apparently a dozen times for her. Pete had brief moments of
mental clarity and acuity when he thanked God, his lucky
stars, every rabbit’s foot in existence, and every four leaf
clover in the world, but these moments were few and far
between. He had other things on his mind.
It was after six, and the sun was peeking in through the
blinds, when by mutual agreement a truce was called. Pete
lay on the couch, sweat-soaked and panting, smiling at the
gorgeous woman who sat curled up at the end of the couch,
eyes closed, smiling happily.
“My God,” he sighed, “I never—“
And the pain in his chest hit him like a red-hot poker. It
shot up into this eyes and down into his stomach. Fire ran up
and down his arms and legs and his lungs seemed to shrivel
to raisins.
“Oh-Oh-Oh,” he managed to gasp.
He heard footsteps and then heard Sam’s voice. “What’s
the matter?”
A cool hand touched his wrist, his chest, his forehead.
“It’s his heart,” he heard Trina say. “I guess the pills and the
action were too much for him.”
“Should we?” he heard Sam ask.
“No,” Trina’s voice came through the fog of pain. “By the
time the ambulance gets here, he’ll be dead.”
Pete forced his eyes open, tried to speak. He felt not fear,
but embarrassment. He was embarrassed at dying on these
wonderful people’s couch, on giving them the responsibility
and inconvenience of having to explain a dead body to the
authorities, after they had been so kind and so nice to him.
Dying, knowing he was dying, he felt bad for Sam and Trina.
“I—I’m sorry,” he whispered to the two of them as they
bent over him.
“Well then maybe next time,” Sam said, in a calm,
soothing voice, “you’ll pay Santangelo the money you owe
him.” 
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Special Preview from Author

Vicki Tyley

BRITTLE
SHADOWS

PROLOGUE

By Vicki Tyley

One foot inside the apartment, the smell hit her. Sour, like cat pee. Except
they didn’t own a cat.
“Sean?” she called, her voice cracking. She cleared her throat. “Sean,
honey, are you home?” Louder this time.
Not a sound. Only that putrid smell.
She dumped her heavy satchel on the floor, kicked the door closed, and
surveyed the room.
The late afternoon sun streamed through the balcony-facing floor-toceiling windows. Long shadows from the life-sized, headless bronze nudes
standing sentry sliced the living area. The Age newspaper lay open at the
business section in the middle of the narrow glass-topped dining table, Sean’s
mobile phone next to it. Apart from one of the eight chairs sitting askew from
the table, she could have stepped into the pages of Home Beautiful.
She crossed the carpet toward the short hall that led to the bedrooms
and stuck her head into the apartment’s galley-style kitchen. Tomatoes, red
onions and a cling-wrapped tray of meat – the makings of what looked to be
one of her fiancé’s specialties, Spanish steak – sat on the stainless steel drainer
next to the sink. Further down the bench, she spotted a bottle of red wine
together with two wine glasses, one of which was already poured. She sniffed

the air and moved on.
Usually wide open, the door to the guest bedroom was half-closed. Hoping Sean hadn’t offered a bed to one of his boozy
mates, she hesitated for a moment and then gave the door a sharp shove.
The door swung in, releasing a rush of sour air. Pinching her nostrils together, she leaned into the room, ready to beat a
hasty retreat if anyone was in there. Her gaze went first to the queen-sized bed. Although the quilt looked rumpled, the bed
itself didn’t appear to have been slept in.
Breathing out through her mouth, she glanced across the bedroom to where sunlight, filtered through the window’s
upward angled Venetians, striped the ceiling.
She took another step into the room and turned around. The leather strap of her handbag slid from her shoulder. She
didn’t try to stop it, couldn’t stop it. Unable to move, all she could do was gape at the open wardrobe, her eyes bulging almost
as much as the vacant ones staring back at her.
A silent scream blocked her throat. She couldn’t breathe in; she couldn’t breathe out. Her lungs wanted to burst. The
purple, bloated face of the naked man hanging from the wardrobe’s steel rail on a belt, his swollen tongue protruding from
his mouth, was almost unrecognisable. Almost.
She stumbled backwards, snaring her handbag as she landed in a heap next to the bed. She scrambled in the bottom of
her bag, her mobile phone eluding her like wet soap in the bathtub. When she did manage to get hold of it, she struggled to
still her shaking hands. Her fingers felt fat and clumsy, the buttons on her phone tinier
than she remembered.
“Emergency. What service do you require? Police, Fire, Ambulance?”
She opened her mouth to answer, but a magazine page stuck to her leg now had her
attention instead. She peeled it off, dangling the magazine at arm’s length as if it were
a dirty sock. She had never seen anything quite like it. Naked flesh. Entwined bodies.
Explicit sex scenes.
If she had thought things couldn’t get any worse, she had thought wrong. She shook
her head, unable to come to terms with what she was seeing. Her fiancé, her lover, her
partner was dead; dead and surrounded with hard-core homosexual pornography. 

6

Suspense Magazine June 2012/vol. 035

Ghost Story
v.

Salem's Lot

By Noah Charney

Chapter 1

December 1944

Run.
Lind heard his ranking officer yell, the
panic in the voice of the Obersturmführer
making him kick his legs harder along the
ancient stone corridor. The castle walls
seemed to lean in, narrowing around him.
He had no idea what was behind him in the
darkness.
He had dropped his lantern and MP
40 Schmeisser submachine gun when he
first heard the dry dragging sound, like an
iron coffin sliding across the pavestones. It
was followed by Trauer’s scream, strangled
halfway through as if his throat had clogged
with blood. Trauer was the other guard on
his rounds and his only surviving friend in
what was left of his platoon, which was trapped in this godless snowbound castle. Trauer was dead. No one could scream
like that and survive whatever impelled the sound out of them.
Then the Obersturmführer had appeared out of nowhere in the lightless castle rooms. Lind saw the blood drain from his
skin and the lantern he held aloft in the darkness began to shake, as he saw what was over Lind’s shoulder.
“Run,” he had shouted, “Oh God, run!”
Lind ran.
“What’s happening there?” demanded Joachim Gotha, as he stood behind the radio operator in his division’s headquarters,
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some hundred miles from the castle, back over the border into Germany. “Why did we hear machine gun fire?”
The radio hissed static, interrupting the broadcasts from the platoon.
“There’s a massive snowstorm hitting Alsace now, Obersturmbannführer,” said the radio operator nervously. “Maybe
that’s interfering with the signal.”
But he knew that it was not the snow. It couldn’t be. Gotha read this in him, in the operator’s death-white knuckles,
clenching the microphone.
“If there’s a snowstorm, then it would not be possible for the castle to be under attack. It’s on a mountain nearly onethousand meters high, along a narrow switchback that’s impassable most of the winter. What the devil could they be firing
at?”
A voice from the platoon’s radio came in broken fragments that spiked through the wall of white noise. The operator
frantically transcribed the messages in short-hand as Gotha stood above him, teeth clenched.
“No one’s responding,” came the voice through the wire, “…all dead…alone here…,” and then a violent sobbing that the
static mercifully interrupted.
Gotha was about to speak when the weeping stopped abruptly, replaced by the sound of quick-cut breaths. And there
was something else coming through the radio, indistinct in the distance.
“Turn up the frequency,” said Gotha. “Bring out the background noise.”
The operator fiddled with the controls, his hands visibly shaking. For the last five years of war he had grown used to
routine communications about troop movement and supply transport. This was not part of his job description.
There it was again, a slow and steady tread, shaking the earth, somewhere between the footfall of an impossibly heavy
armored body and the roar of an animal.
The radio static broke once more and, through rapid breaths, the voice whispered.
“Es kommt,” he said through the white noise of the radio, his voice as cushioned as despair would allow. “It’s coming.”
Gotha pushed the operator aside and leaned into the microphone himself. “Soldier, you tell me right now what is
coming,” he ordered. “What the devil is happening there?”
One more great sob burst through the static, as the echoing tread grew louder, closer.
“It’s coming, oh Mother of God, it’s coming.” The voice spoke faster, rising in panic until it screamed, “Oh Christ, oh
Christ. It’s here, it’s…”
Then nothing but cold static and silence.
*
Is that a good opening for a horror novel? I don’t know, but that is the working draft of a book I am writing, my first in
the horror genre. I have written a best-selling thriller, “The Art Thief,” but that featured a clockwork heist plot in the vein of
The Thomas Crown Affair—non-violent, aiming to thrill without bloodshed, and really more of a mystery with an illusionist’s
sleight of hand, rather than a machine designed to make the heart race. But of all the literary genres, my favorite to read are
novels of suspense, either spy stories (with Forsyth and Le Carré as the established masters), or psychological horror novels.
When it comes to literary horror, there are no better novelists than Peter Straub and Stephen King. And so, as I have turned
to writing my own horror novel, I have embarked on a program of reading the best examples of the genre, both for pleasure
but also with the eye of an established author seeking to learn from his fellow practitioners.
I learn something from every horror story I read, but the most fruitful objects of my study have been Straub’s “Ghost
Story” (1979) and King’s “Salem’s Lot” (1975). This is not to say that they are the best of the genre, or even the best by each
author (although reasonable readers could argue that they are). But they offer important lessons for aspiring writers of
suspense, and provide interesting points of comparison. Both novels are bold in their firm insistence on being both important
and praise-worthy literary dramas, while simultaneously offering a rich reward of heart-pounding pace and scares. It is rare
to find novels that offer both: that could be made into popular scary movies while also studied in university classrooms.
“Ghost Story” is a novel about a horror encroaching on the small town of Milburn, surrounding a group of elderly friends
who gather regularly to tell each other scary stories. They invite a writer, Donald Wanderley, to come to Milburn as their
guest, because they think he might be able to assist them with the problems that have plagued their group and the town.
“Salem’s Lot” is the story of Ben Mears, a writer who grew up in the town of ‘Salem’s Lot, Maine, where he was menaced by an
apparition in a haunted house as a child. He returns to the town as an adult, in order to write and get back to his roots. But
while there he finds that the haunted house of his youth is now occupied by a menacing pair of newcomers, and the town is
soon plagued with vampires.
When I read books, I do so with an author’s eye, much as an architect might consider the structure and form of buildings
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he wanders through. The architecture of plot and character is an apt metaphor, and becomes most apparent when one breaks
down the plot arc and structure of each chapter in the two books in question, to find out how the author has used them, what
purpose they have served in the experience of the reader. This exercise does not need to strip the fun out of the books, as
deconstructionist criticism sometimes can, but rather to reveal the intelligence of their structure, so that future writers might
benefit, just as medical students learn from the dissection of cadavers—or, since we are speaking of horror, perhaps from the
live dissection of the damned…
These two novels, both brilliant and both best-sellers, have much in common, and provide rich lessons for aspiring
writers of literary horror. Here are some of the main lessons I learned from reading these two masterpieces of the genre, and
which I will be applying to my own novel.

Horror vs. Terror.

In the case of most of the books by King and Straub, I feel that “horror” may be a misnomer.
By definition, horror is related to a sense of revulsion at the grotesque (essentially gore, that which disgusts), whereas terror
refers to the pure, clean sensation of fear and apprehension. Horror novels are those which focus on pain, blood, flying limbs,
and the like. I have never liked such novels or films, of which we might consider Texas Chainsaw Massacre, Hostel, Saw, and
so on, though they are certainly popular.
I am interested in terror, sometimes referred to as psychological horror. In film terms this genre includes The Sixth Sense,
The Others, Alien, and even Kubrick’s The Shining. There may be blood, but it is not the focus (except when flowing out of
an elevator). Directors and authors manipulate the audience into apprehension, rather than relying on made-up monsters
jumping out of closets or a focus on pain. The latter, these films and novels of terror, are inevitably more subtle, and require
a more practiced hand on the part of the creator. And yet, you would be hard-pressed to find a bookstore with a “terror”
section—horror is the catchall term for novels of suspense either with a supernatural element, or whose primary goal is to
thrill.
That very label of “horror” novel can assist in pulling the reader through the slower development periods. I was awed by
the audacity of Straub’s “Ghost Story,” which begins with around 300 pages of atmosphere and human drama without a single
scare. I appreciated the novel, thought it wonderfully well-written, but I kept expecting the scares to begin. The further into
the novel I got without a proper fright, the more impressed I was by what Straub had pulled off.
These days I’m not sure that an author who is not already well-established could get away with 300 pages of foreplay. Of
course the last 100 pages of “Ghost Story” explode with one scare after another as you might after 300 pages of foreplay, when
you finally get down to business. Publishers these days want instant gratification—if the heart isn’t racing by page 30 (or in
many cases page 3) they are unlikely to keep reading.
For this reason so many thrillers begin with a bang, the cliché being that the opening chapter features a murder, preferably
in a bizarre or enigmatic one. It is only in Chapter Two, then, that the plot proper begins, the opening chapter having served
to pull the reader in, in medias res.
“Ghost Story” begins with a flash-forward that is difficult to understand at first. The protagonist, Donald Wanderley, is
traveling with a child, a child whose behavior, the way she is described, suggests that she is somehow inhuman. Wanderley
considers killing her with a hunting knife, but refrains. We are led to think that the novel may be about the abduction of a
child by a murderer, but of course it is far more complicated than that, as well learn over the next 300 pages.
King’s “Salem’s Lot” also includes a slow build, but opens with the two unnamed survivors of the ‘Salem’s Lot ordeal,
having fled to Mexico, determining to return to the town. Without providing an adrenaline surge, like the “Ghost Story”
opening, this does prompt questions. Who survived? What happened to traumatize them so? Why would they go back?
The questions raised at the start are what draw us through the rest of the novel. They provide points of tension in terms of
questions that will leave us unsatisfied until they are answered. This is the tension that is also present in literary fiction, which
does not rely on more literal tension (protagonists walking slowly down dark corridors in fear of attack). King and Straub
employ both.

Stranger comes to town, both protagonist and antagonist. It has been
joked (with truth behind it) that there are only a handful of plots in existence. A quest. A monster to slay. A love story. A
stranger coming to town is another classic, and one which both “Ghost Story” and “Salem’s Lot” employ. What is interesting
is that both use this trope for both protagonists and antagonists. In both cases a writer comes to a community that will
function as an architectural container for the unfolding horror. In “Ghost Story,” Wanderley is invited to Milburn to help
a group of friends understand the bizarre goings-on in their town. In “Salem’s Lot,” Ben Mears comes back to the town
in which he grew up, resides at a boarding house, falls for a local girl, and is one of the few people willing to believe that a
supernatural enemy has also arrived in town, because of an experience he had in ‘Salem’s Lot in his youth. In both cases the
SuspenseMagazine.com

9

protagonist is a writer from outside of the community who functions as a catalyst, and also a partner for the reader, someone
who is, like us, new to the scene and viewing it through fresh, wondering eyes.
But both novels also feature the evil as a stranger coming to town. “Salem’s Lot” combines a human antagonist with that
clichéd but ever-powerful, and ever-popular trope, the vampire. The antagonists hole up in a haunted house, Marsten House,
which may also be inhabited by the ghost who once menaced Ben Mears in his youth.
“Ghost Story” does something trickier, creating a wholesale menace which is not embodied by one of the monster
tropes—it is never clear just what is threatening the town of Milburn, and that uncertainty can be more effective. We hear
“vampire” or “werewolf ” and are immediately presented with numerous preconceived notions that allow us to dismiss the
threat as something with which we are already familiar, even if the author alters the rules for their story. An unnamed horror
can be more effective, but also requires more work on the part of the author to create his or her own mythology and rules of
the game. This unnamed horror comes to a boarding house and slowly begins to take over the town of Milburn, just as the
vampire Barlow and his human henchman, Straker, take over ‘Salem’s Lot.
Thus we have similar plot structures (opening with a puzzling flash-forward that prompts questions that the story will
answer in flashback), protagonists (writers coming as strangers to town and living in a boarding house), and antagonists
(villains also coming as strangers to town and, plague-like, slowly taking over the community with their converted henchmen).
Both authors do well to populate their novels with three-dimensional characters. As evil as he is, there is some aspect
of the vampire Kurt Barlow that we appreciate—he has lived for centuries, and it almost feels more correct that he should
continue to live, provided he no longer threatens our heroes. Even characters who are killed off have depth to them. It would
be too easy to do what so many films do, to slap a label on the victims in a horror story (the cheerleader slut, the dumb jock,
the nerd with a heart of gold) and allow them to simply provide warm bodies to be dismembered. But Straub and King take
their time to flesh out a wide cast of characters, even those who are not central to the plot. This helps to make the towns in
which the action take place feel full of real people, and also invests the readers in preserving the lives about which they read.

Architecture as a container to confine horror.

Both novels also feature a truly
three-dimensional, developed space in which the action takes place. The towns of Milburn, New York and ‘Salem’s Lot,
Maine are characters themselves, and are painted with a hyper-realism that makes the supernatural elements feel both more
powerful and more plausible. These stories do not take place on Middle Earth or on Mars, but in recognizable factory towns,
where characters drink Coca-Cola, read The New York Times, and otherwise lead the same lives that we readers do. To insert
the fantastical into this very realistic backdrop both lends it credence, and makes the supernatural elements really pop.
The architectural space in which a thriller takes place adds the sense of claustrophobia (which is a useful tool for the
horror writer), but also provides boundaries from which we can urge the protagonists to escape. The most obvious such
example is a haunted house, of which King’s Marsten House is a fine example. But both King and Straub expand from the
confines of a single building to create a haunted town. Readers are then torn by wanting the protagonists to leave the town,
and presumably seek safety as far from it as possible, and to remain behind, where they have roots, and face down the horror
to banish or vanquish it.
Within this architectural space, authors must establish the rules of the supernatural, so that the reader knows how the
game will be played. When King chose to use vampires, he understood that a slew of associations accompany them. They
cannot survive in direct sunlight. They must be killed with a wooden stake. They drink blood and thereby convert their
victims into fellow vampires. Any variations of these rules, which began with Stoker’s “Dracula” a century earlier, must be
clearly defined because they require a shift in assumptions on the part of the reader. But King also uses the clichés to his
advantage, because his protagonists, Ben Mears and the wonderful young hero Mark Petrie, have read the same old vampire
books and therefore know the rules. This sort of self-referential, post-modernist approach, made famous in Wes Craven’s
Scream, offers a clever way to take advantage of clichés, rather than remaining slave to them. Straub, on the other hand, chose
to go with an unnamed evil, and therefore had to establish how that evil functioned and how it could be fought, bringing the
reader up to speed from scratch.

It is classier and more powerful to “cut away” from gore, implying
without showing. Depending on each reader’s preference, some might like grinder horror while others, like

myself, prefer the psychological effect of “cutting away” from violence, to borrow the film term, implying rather than showing
it. The moments of greatest tension for a reader are in the internal sensation of knowing that a character’s decisions are out
of your control (having been chosen by the author), but while you know you are helpless, you still urge the character not
to place himself in a dangerous situation. My grandmother cannot restrain herself from shouting “don’t go in there” at the
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television when watching a thriller—a clichéd response, but one which articulates the effect that good writers produce in us.
We know that the hero should not walk down the dark, abandoned alley, but we watch, helplessly, as he does so anyway,
steeling ourselves for the inevitable monster that will jump out from the shadows and attack him. Think of it in film terms (a
medium in which it is far easier to manipulate one’s audience and cause them to “jump” with fright): slow music as the hero
walks, with trepidation, down the dark alley. Then, suddenly, out jumps the monster with a screech of violin strings, and we
all fly out of our seats. The scare has been successful. Whether the author then lingers on the monster ripping our hero’s face
off is the division between what I describe as horror versus terror. Critics tend to look upon gore as an “easy” way to thrill and
audience, but it is not to everyone’s taste. The cutaway preserves the moment of fright that we enjoy, the pure and clean terror,
which is the goal of the genre. A more literary work will end there, and allow one’s imagination to fill in the face-ripping.
There is a philosophical distinction between the two genres, as well. Michel Foucault’s “Discipline and Punish” discusses
the shift from overt corporal punishment as a crime deterrent (public executions in which viewers were expected to fear
that what is happening to the criminal will happen to them if they commit a crime, therefore they will refrain from criminal
action), to psychological deterrents. The psychological deterrent, which has been put into place since the 19th century, when
public executions were set aside, works like this: it is made clear to the public that they are being watched, and that they will
be caught and punished if they commit a crime. But neither the watcher nor the punishment are visible.
The analogy that Foucault makes is called the panopticon: imagine a prison with no walls, just a single huge tower in the
center full of windows with one-way glass. You are a prisoner and you are told that if you try to leave, you will be killed. But
you never know if someone is truly watching you from inside the tower, into which you cannot see. That very uncertainty
will prevent you from trying to escape. A more mundane example may be seen on highways worldwide. Signs appear
regularly warning of speed cameras that will catch you if you speed and send you a ticket. There may or may not be actual
speed cameras in operation, but the warning about them makes us worry that there might be and, in theory, prompts us
to drive the speed limit. For our purposes, the panopticon uses fear, dread, and apprehension as the tool of control, a more
subtle knife than the overt public executions of the Middle Ages. Terror versus horror.

Different narrative styles work, each with their own advantage.

Stephen King offers up a nice post-modernist trick in his use of faux mixed media in “Carrie” and “Salem’s Lot,” both of
which include what are meant to look like newspaper clippings from real newspapers that refer to the action in the body text
of the novel. King also throws in more realist touches, particularly including existing product names, to cement his story
in our, real world. There are literary flourishes, occasional turns of phrase that are beautiful and true enough to make you
want to read them aloud over breakfast. But, in the main, King is interested in painting a realist landscape into which he will
insert supernatural details.
By contrast, Peter Straub’s traditional, almost 19th century narrative style also works. His willingness to draw the reader
along slowly, painting with more adjectives than product-placements, will appeal to different readers, but is equally effective.
Straub’s is certainly the more literary of the two, as at home a century ago as it was in 1979 and is today. I am a professor of
art history in addition to my career as a writer, and so I tend to think in terms of art and artistic movements. Straub’s writing
recalls 19th century painting of the French Academy, whereas King inhabits the realm of Pop Art.
As evidenced by the writing sample with which I opened this essay, my own fiction style tends to follow a third avenue,
one in which the words are far more spare, leaving more space for the reader to fill out himself. I prefer not to describe the
angles and contours of a character’s face, but rather paint in broad strokes that imply what I wish to convey (by our painting
analogy we might consider Mondrian or Picasso, as opposed to naturalistic, formal painters like Magritte or Dali).
I do tend to throw in literary flourishes, which can be dangerous and must be used wisely. My first novel, “The Art Thief,”
was marketed in the U.S. as a thriller, and in the UK as literary fiction (the covers could not have been more different for each
market)—but when it did far better in the U.S. than in the UK, the marketing shifted and the UK mass market paperback
portrayed the same book as a thriller. Riding the line between suspense and literature as I do risks dividing readers, who
tend to like either one or the other genre. But Straub and King are those rare authors who straddle the line successfully, over
a great many years and many novels. They sell enormous quantities of books and inspire ecstatic reviews from critics. They
are indeed writers to learn from, for established authors like myself, or aspiring authors in the realm of suspense.
Noah Charney is a best-selling author of fiction (“The Art Thief ”) and non-fiction (“Stealing the Mystic Lamb: the True Story
of the World’s Most Coveted Masterpiece”). He is also a professor of art history and writing. He will teach a five-day workshop
in crime writing Brown University next October. He invites you to read his blog, The Secret History of Art, and to join him on
Facebook. 
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“Sarcastic, mouthy woman, protective of herself
and her family, meets over-the-top slightly arrogant
detective investigating a murder at the family
�orist shop. �t’s a match made in—well, not heaven,
exactly. But it’s not dull, that’s for sure.”
—Susan Santangelo, Author of “Moving Can Be Murder”
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With a
Passion
to Tell
Stories
Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit: Amy Schuff Photography

Shannon Dittemore is a simple woman: wife, mother, sister, daughter, and friend. She was raised in
Northern California by her parents, who pastored the local church and are constant figures of inspiration for her.
When Shannon was young, she traveled with an award-winning performing arts team that excelled on stage as well as
in the classroom. She attended Portland Bible College as a young adult and continued acting and working with an outreach
team that targeted inner-city kids from the Portland area.
Portland brought Shannon one of her greatest joys: her husband, Matt. In 2002, they were married and soon after, they
took over the reins of the youth ministry at Living Way Community Church in Roseville, California, where they continue to
work today.
In October 2004, their son Justus was born, followed by their daughter Jazlyn in 2008.
Shannon’s debut novel, “Angel Eyes,” (available May 20) is the launch of a young adult supernatural trilogy. It’s about
Brielle, a ballerina who goes to the city to follow her dream but finds misfortune. She comes home to Stratus, Oregon, and
lives with her shame and sadness.
The new guy at school is Jake. He’s the boy-next-door type with burning hands and an astonishing gift that targets him
for dishonesty.
More than fate seems to have brought them together. A terror hides in the shadows, in plain sight. Two angels are standing
guard, not knowing what’s going to happen. And a radiant presence, brighter than they have ever seen is encouraging them
to join the fight in a kingdom where everyone’s choices begin.
Shannon is represented by Holly Root at The Waxman Literary Agency and is an active member of Inspire Christian
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Writers of Sacramento.
Shannon says, “I’m a firm believer that books open doors into the imagination and remind us that we should venture
there often. We should dream. We should try hard things. We should be fearless. And while there are many obstacles that
stand in the way, I hope my stories remind readers that life is to be lived. Pain is to be tackled. Mountains are to be climbed.
And while you may fall into dark places along the way, light is as close as the prayer on your lips.”
Suspense Magazine is thrilled to bring you our exclusive interview with debut author Shannon Dittemore.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Who or what led you toward becoming a writer?
Shannon Dittemore (SD): The words, I suppose. They’re always there, in my head or in my gut. I constantly have something to
say and sometimes I let myself say it. I’ve always needed a creative outlet. For a time I had the stage, but now I have words and
I find that the two disciplines aren’t so different. They both allow me to tell stories and that’s a passion I have to thank God for.
S. MAG.: Where did Brielle come from?
SD: Brielle started as a character I wondered about. I was surrounded by young people—many of them on the cusp of adulthood—
through my work in youth ministry. They were dealing with the pressing realities that come with things like graduation and
college, first loves. So many of them had inspiring gifts: potential, talent and youth. Pending some tragic event, they had time to
dream and hope, and yet it seemed something kept them frozen, cemented to where they were, refusing to make decisions or to
even dream about the future.
It wasn’t until I got to know them that I realized how scared they were. Many of them were sitting in the front row, watching as
their families tore themselves apart. Some had lost friends and classmates to the tragedy of a young death. One was dealing with
a life-threatening illness. Suddenly being frozen by fear didn’t seem such a stretch. With Brielle, I wanted to consider the how and
why of such fear. I wanted to examine fear as a weapon.
S. MAG.: What do you think are your three best qualities? Worst?
SD: The worst are so much easier! First, I’ve a rather big
mouth, which has room for more than one foot at a time.
Who knew? Second, I get irritated far too quickly. And
third, I’m easily distracted by shiny things.
My best qualities. Well, I do my best to be inclusive.
I’m a good listener. And, I don’t care if my kids wear
matching socks…most of the time.
S. MAG.: Describe a person or situation from your
childhood that had a profound effect on the way you
look at life.
SD: I’m the oldest daughter of a preacher. My dad’s pastored
our local church since I was a child and that type of upbringing
is very unique. It has its challenges, but if I’m honest, I thrived
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in that environment. I always had a place to unleash my creativity—church audiences are great for that sort of thing—and I felt
very much at home surrounded by blue pews and burgundy hymnals. My favorite book really was my Bible.
I attended more than my fair share of weddings and funerals. I read over Dad’s shoulder as he crafted sermons. I sat on the piano
bench next to Mom while she led worship. My overactive imagination soon grounded itself in the realities of life and death, of
principle and purpose, and the blessings of serving one another. I’ll forever see life through that lens.
S. MAG.: Which is your most cherished childhood memory? How were you as a kid?
SD: The holidays were always a special time for me. Still are. I have two younger sisters and three female cousins, so there was
giggling and dress-up. Lots and lots of it. We had plenty of food and tons of fun. I was the oldest, the ringleader. I made the girls
wear wigs and sing songs about their pajamas. I guess that performer gene really is built in.
S. MAG.: How does it feel to know your work could be seen and read by possibly tens to hundreds of thousands of people?
SD: It’s terrifying, thank you very much!
S. MAG.: What one attribute do you find unacceptable in others? Yourself?
SD: Tardiness! Does that count? I find it both unacceptable in myself and in others. I hate having my time wasted and I hate
wasting other peoples. Of course, there are legit reasons, blah, blah, blah. But tardiness, as a rule, drives me nuts!
S. MAG.: If you could go back in time and meet one person and spend an hour with them, who would it be and why?
SD: There are so many! The actor in me would love to sit down with Shakespeare, but I’m not sure I’d want to talk to him. I’d just
like to sit and watch him write. But, if he’s anything like me, he’d hate that!
And Martin Luther. If there’s anyone who knows about principles and taking a stand, it’s this guy. He knows about the backlash
of such things as well. Yes, I think I’d like to get some advice from Martin Luther.
S. MAG.: Among other things, you said, “I’m a firm believer that books open doors into the imagination and remind us that
we should venture there often. We should dream. We should try hard things. We should be fearless.” Sounds like really sage
advice. Where does this kind of thinking come from? What was the hardest thing you ever tried? What was the scariest?
SD: There is nothing more tragic than watching someone give up when life gets hard. There are reasons for giving up—reasons
for walking away—and some of them are good, solid reasons. But, I have a hard time believing that difficulty is one of them.
How many times have we heard the phrase, ‘It shouldn’t be this hard?’ Well, maybe, maybe not, but that doesn’t justify abandoning
the attempt. Not even a little bit. Being fearless doesn’t mean you don’t experience fear, it means you don’t let it dictate your
actions. You don’t let it win.
Now, I’ll be the first to admit that I fail at that. I don’t always live up to my very own standard, but I do try. And I have this crazy
hope that other people try as well. How different would the world be if we actually looked fear in the eye and then pulled back
a fist and punched it in the face? I can’t say for sure, but I’d like to be part of that world. I’d like to be surrounded by people who
fight like that.
In my case, the hardest things I’ve had to push through, the scariest things, have always been relational in nature. It’s easy to
give up when you feel everyone around you has walked away. It’s a very lonely place, but you learn a lot about yourself and
the principles you cling to. You learn, really learn, whether or not you’re going to be one of those people who keep trying.
And I so want to be part of that crowd.
S. MAG.: What can your fans expect next from you?
SD: For the time being I’m working on the final books in the Angel Eyes Trilogy. I’m having far too much fun, really,
and am not sure what comes next. I have a couple works in progress and this science fiction/dystopian thing I’d like to
get back to, but we’ll see. For now, I’m entrenched in a battle of good versus evil, angels with fiery swords, and humans
battling fear. That’s keeping me quite busy.
We were thrilled to have had this opportunity to speak with debut author Shannon Dittemore. If you’d like to learn
more about this author, check out her website at, http://shannondittemore.com/. 
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A Serial Killer In Our Midst
By CK Webb

As with all the serial killings we will be investigating during this new series, each have
taken place within most of our lifetimes. What does this mean, you ask? Well, very simply,
it means that any of these deviants could and most likely are still alive and living out their
lives as if nothing ever happened. Doesn’t that make you just a little more tense on the
inside? Maybe it will make you slightly less trusting of that stranger you meet on the side
of the road after you’ve had a flat. And…maybe, just maybe, the very thought of it may one day save
your life.
As for the women in the Frankford neighborhood of Philadelphia, they were not so lucky.

The Frankford Slasher

Between 1985 and 1990, a serial killer dubbed by the press as The Frankford Slasher terrorized
the city of Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. Before his reign of terror ended, the Frankford Slasher, also
known as America’s modern-day Jack the Ripper, would collect nine female victims. The similarities
in the cases were far too close to be ignored, and yet the local authorities did their best to separate the
slayings in an effort to avoid frightening the public with the dreaded “serial killer” tagline.
All of the cases are now cold…except for one.
Leonard Christopher was convicted, with very little circumstantial evidence, in the murder of
one of the nine victims. All the victims were sexually assaulted and stabbed to death. Some of the
victims had been seen with a middle-aged white man some time before their untimely deaths. The
victims range in age from twenty-nine to seventy-four. That’s quite a broad spectrum of victims and
goes outside the box where most serial killings are concerned. Nevertheless, the bodies began to pile
up in August 1985 and would not stop until September 1990.
On the morning of August 26, 1985, the body of the first victim was found by a couple of transit
workers at the SEPTA train yard. The horribly bloodied and posed body was discovered between two
stacks of railroad ties. In what detectives would later call a “methodical and torturous” crime scene,
investigators began the tedious search for clues as to the victim’s identity and killer.
Twenty-four hours later, Philadelphia police identified the murdered woman as Helen Patent
of Parkland, Pennsylvania, a small town just one county over from Philly. She was fifty-two years
old. It was noted in the coroner’s report that she had been sexually assaulted and the cause of
death was listed as multiple stab wounds—forty-seven, all to the head and chest, except for one
deep slash across her abdomen that exposed her internal organs.
The second victim was found on January 3, 1986. Anna Carroll was found in her
apartment lying on the bedroom floor in a pool of her own blood. She had been stabbed six
times in the back and then stripped, from the waist down, of all her clothing. She too had
been sexually assaulted. Anna had been cut from her neck down to her pubic bone and—as
was the first victim—her internal organs were exposed.
It was during this second murder investigation when links between the victims began
to emerge. Most of the victims would eventually be identified as women who frequented
the same bar in the 5200 block of the Frankford neighborhood, as prostitutes in that area
or as patients of a local mental health facility in the area where they received treatment or
medication for mental illness.
In December of 1986, the third victim, Suzanna Olszef, age sixty-four, was found. She was
found in her apartment and had also been stabbed six times in the back and sexually assaulted.
In January of 1987, the fourth victim, Jeanne Durkin, age twenty-eight, was found beneath
a storage truck. Naked from the waist down, she had been stabbed a total of seventy-four times in
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the chest, buttocks and back. Her body had been posed in a sexually provocative manner much like the first victim, and she
too had been sexually assaulted.
A few days after the fourth was found, Catherine M. Jones, age twenty-nine, was found frozen and covered with snow on
a sidewalk. After closer investigations, it was widely agreed upon by investigators that Jones’ death was not connected with
the others. She had in fact, been bludgeoned to death, and not stabbed.
The Frankford Slasher would strike again in November 1988. Margaret Vaughan, age sixty-six, was found in the foyer
of the apartment building from which she had been evicted earlier in the day. She had been stabbed twenty-nine times.
An employee of a bar at which Vaughan was last seen gave the first description of a middle-aged white male that would be
circulated to the local press.
Theresa Sciortino, age thirty, was found in January 1989. She was found lying face-up on her kitchen floor wearing only
socks. She had been stabbed twenty-five times in the face, arms and chest, and sexually assaulted with a three-foot piece of
wood. The killer propped the piece of wood next to his victim’s head.
It was during this time when family members of the victims and concerned citizens began to speak out and plead for law
enforcement to bring the killer to justice. More and more headlines blazed across the newspapers and television as police
began taking a beating for having not caught the perpetrator. It was for this very reason that many believe that the wrong man
was targeted, arrested, and convicted in one of the murders.
Carol Dowd, age forty-six, was found in April 1990 in an alley behind a seafood store. She was nude and her clothes lay
just a few away from her. Dowd had been stabbed thirty-six times in the face, chest, arms, and back. There were also defensive
wounds on her hands indicating that she fought for her life. Her intestines were spilled around her through a wide, gaping
hole in her gut, and one of her nipples had been removed.
It was during this time that an employee of the fish market where the latest victim was found became the lead suspect in
the serial killings. Leonard Christopher, a black man from the area, was arrested in May 1990 on multiple charges including
robbery, abuse of a corpse, and murder—even though he did not match the description of the white male who was linked to
all the previous murders.
While Leonard Christopher sat in jail awaiting a trial, the Frankford Slasher made a date with one last victim.
Michelle Dehner, age thirty, was found stabbed to death in her apartment on September 6, 1990. Dehner had been linked
to a previous victim after the two fought over a blanket. She had been stabbed twenty-three times in the chest and face, and
her murder was identical to the other Slasher murders.
Many people spoke out for the release of Leonard Christopher, believing that the wrong man had been arrested, but it
would not be enough. In November 1990, the trial against Christopher began. With no physical evidence or witnesses, a jury
convicted Christopher and he was sentenced to life in prison.
The Frankford Slasher has never been caught and each case remains open and cold.
Once again…
Someone, somewhere is always getting away with murder. 
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veryone dies, it’s just a matter of when. But Glendon Rusch, vice president of the United States, had
always figured it would be a distant occurrence—three
or four decades in the future. He had no way of knowing the events that would prove godlike in their finality
were a mere three or four minutes away.
The Sikorsky VH-3 helicopter, one of only a dozen in the executive transport fleet out of Quantico, chopped its way
through Virginia air space. Inside, in the relative quiet of the custom outfitted cabin, Rusch tapped his right foot, staring
ahead at his wife, Macy, wanting the time to dissolve away like grains of sugar in hot coffee. Because the sooner the minutes
passed, the sooner he’d know if his grueling two-year run for president would be the crown jewel in his career ring, or a nine
hundred million dollar faux diamond.
“Too close to call,” Rusch was told as they lifted off. But what the hell did that mean? He needed to talk with his campaign director. Just how close was “too close to call”? Was that statistical jargon for “It doesn’t look good, but we’re not
mathematically eliminated”?
Rusch stole a glance at Macy’s watch: could the last forty minutes have made a difference? He looked at the cabin phone
ten feet away, willing it to ring. But would it bring good news or bad? He closed his eyes and let his head rest against the
seatback. Stop obsessing.
Fatigue was dragging at every body part, trying to pull him into defeat. Like gravity, he fought it unconsciously, not
permitting the lack of sleep and his weary mind to darken his thoughts. He needed to shift his attention elsewhere, if only
for a moment or two.
Rusch looked at his daughter, Kelsey, who was strapped into seat number three to her mother’s left along the cabin wall.
She was staring with longing eyes at Sam Washburn, the Special Agent-in-Charge of the vice president’s Secret Service detail.
Washburn was a hunk, or so sixteen year-old Kelsey had said, and she had a crush on him. Rusch cleared his throat and caught
his daughter’s attention. He raised a disapproving eyebrow and tilted his head. She rolled her eyes in response, her face shading
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red as she turned away.
Rusch shared a smile with Macy. He remembered when
Kelsey was only a newborn bundle wrapped in a drawstring
nightgown, sleeping in his arms. Time passed much too
quickly.
And yet, in times like these, it passed much too slowly.
The cabin phone rang. Rusch’s heart rate surged.
Sam Washburn, a veteran of the executive detail and several election cycles, knew the importance of the call. He unbuckled and snatched up the handset, listened a moment, then
handed the receiver to Rusch’s senior campaign aide, Chris
Sawyer.
Sawyer nodded and grunted, his eyes darting around as he
digested the information being relayed to him over the phone.
His gaze found Rusch, the aide’s poker face giving away nothing— but his shoulders slumping slightly. Finally, he hung up
the phone and said, “The polls are just about closed in Washington, Arizona, and California. And CNN’s calling it.” He
waited a beat, then said, “We’re in!”
Rusch closed his eyes and sighed relief. Macy took his
hands in hers and squeezed. Rusch knew that of everyone on
board, his wife was the most proud of him…with Kelsey a
close second. He absorbed the moment, surrounded by those
he loved dearly and who loved him, and he realized it didn’t
get any better than this. He blinked away the tears and found
his voice.
“How long till touch down?” Rusch said, forcing the
hoarse words from his throat.
“Five or six minutes,” Sawyer said. “Big crowd waiting for
us.”
“Then where’s that champagne? Pop the damn cork.”
Sawyer snapped his heels together and sprung into a mock
salute. “Yes sir, Mr. President.”
Macy, seated across from her husband, leaned forward
and wiped at his tears with a thumb. She spoke close to his
ear: “I guess I’ll find out tonight what it’s like to sleep with the
President of the United States. Not many women can make
that claim.”
“Probably more than you know,” Rusch deadpanned, then
planted a kiss on her hand. He leaned back, then blew a kiss to
Kelsey as Sawyer ripped the foil from the Dom Perignon. With
an audible pop, the cork exploded upward, frothy suds fizzling
out of the bottle and crawling over Sawyer’s hands like ocean
foam. He stepped back to keep the champagne off his Allen
Edmonds wingtips, then lifted the bubbly for everyone to see.
“To Glendon Rusch, President of the United States!”
Sawyer reached forward to pour Rusch’s glass, but the

SuspenseMagazine.com

helicopter lurched hard to the right and the bottle flew from
his hand. It shattered against a bulkhead, shards and spilled
champagne showering the floor.
“What the hell was that?” Rusch shouted, his hands gripping the thick armrests.
But before anyone could venture a guess, a thunderous
explosion blew the armored chopper aside like a plastic toy.
Sawyer slammed into Washburn and the two men fell in tandem. The Secret Service agent tried to push Sawyer aside, but
their tangled legs kept him buried beneath the man’s weight.
A bright flash caught the edge of Rusch’s peripheral vision.
Through the window to his left, the blinding flare of the pulverized escort helicopter’s flaming debris accelerated toward
him.
“Sweet Jesus!” Rusch instinctively recoiled, bracing for
impact.
The wreckage slammed against the VH-3, ripping a hole
in the cabin’s metal skin. The helicopter rotated out of control
in a dizzying elliptical orbit, whipping its occupants about like
an amusement park ride. The force dislodged the sprawled
Sawyer and flung him into the wall like a rag doll—along with
everything else that was not secured.
Glass from the demolished window littered Macy’s bleeding face, her head flopping from side to side against the firm,
upholstered seatback. “Macy…honey!” Rusch grabbed her
wrist and gave a gentle tug. “Macy!”
She did not respond.
“Daddy—”
Kelsey. Her voice was barely audible over the wind and
rotor noise, which was now deafeningly loud. Rusch turned
toward his daughter, whose eyes were flushed with terror. Her
thick auburn hair whipped fiercely in the violent wind. Straining against his seatbelt, Rusch reached forward and to his
right, across the debris that littered the floor. “Sweetie—take
my hand!”
Rusch knew the VH-3 was designed for maximum crash
survivability, but logic told him that at five thousand feet, human flesh and bones in a free-falling metal coffin faced longer
odds than he wanted to admit. What’s more, there were only
two crashworthy seats. And he and his wife occupied both of
them.
Washburn’s black suit jacket flapped furiously against his
face as he wrapped a bloody arm around the adjacent bulkhead, desperately trying to right himself.
Despite numerous attempts, Rusch could not get hold of
Kelsey’s hand. He turned back to his wife, whose neck and
shoulders were visibly soaked with blood.
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“Macy, can you hear me? Answer me!”
Other than involuntary jostling, she did not move. He
again twisted toward Kelsey and stretched as far as he could,
but he still could not reach her. Waves of nausea began racking
his intestines. He fought the urge to vomit as he reached down
to his seatbelt and struggled with the buckle. But the stress
of the moment—or the violent movement of the helicopter—
made the simple task of releasing the clasp instantly complex.
Washburn was suddenly in front of him. “Do not remove
your seatbelt, sir!”
“My daughter—”
“Her belt’s secure,” Washburn shouted over the din. “She’s
fine.” Washburn grabbed hold of the two arms of Rusch’s chair
to keep himself from tumbling out the gaping hole in the side
of the cabin. His face was inches from the president-elect’s.
“Get me out of this damn seatbelt, Sam.” Rusch continued
to struggle with the latch. “Now!”
“My orders are to ensure your safety—”
The chopper lurched again, and a cold flash of air blasted against Rusch’s face. The rotor blades roared louder, then
the cabin went black. A red emergency light snapped on, but
in the dizzying spin, Rusch could not steady his vision long
enough to make out what was happening. One thing was clear,
though: Washburn was no longer in front of him.
In the dim light, Rusch could barely see the outline of
Macy’s still body. Uncontrolled grief struck him in the chest
like a powerful blow, evacuating his breath like a vacuum. As
he turned toward Kelsey, fire exploded into the cabin. Intense
heat seared his cheeks. He instinctively threw his hands up to
shield his face, a pain unlike anything he’d ever experienced
enveloping his fingers and arms.
Flames sprouted all around him, licking at the spilled
champagne along the floor.
Rusch saw Washburn in the fire’s flaring light, his feet suddenly ablaze. The Secret Service agent stumbled backwards as
if practicing an awkward dance step, arms flailing the dead air.
And before the scream could leave his throat, he was gone,
sucked through the jagged opening that used to be the cabin
wall.
The rumble of another blast rocked the helicopter. Angry
flames devoured the interior. Like a runaway elevator, the craft
was suddenly free-falling, and Rusch once again reached for
his daughter’s hand. But she wasn’t there.
Her seat—along with that section of the bulkhead—was
gone.
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MAN DRESSED IN A BLACK leather jacket sat on a
motorcycle, its muffled engine purring quietly. Somewhere off in his thoughts, Alpha Zulu was aware that the surrounding brush and field straw could ignite against the searing
heat of his bike’s exhaust pipes. But none of that mattered. At
this point, nothing would sully their plans. They were well past
the point of turning back.
Zulu checked his chronograph, then strapped a panoramic night vision device over his eyes. Seconds later, he located
his target. The chopper was rocking from side to side and flying erratically, spinning uncontrollably as it fell from the heavens. He yanked the light amplification unit away just as a white
flash brightened the sky.
Zulu rooted a tracking device from his pocket and followed a blinking red light as it coursed the grid.
“Acquired the target,” he said into his helmet-mounted encrypted two-way radio.
“Copy that,” came the response.
The man seated behind him with his Timberlands curled
over the rear footrests tapped him on his right shoulder. Time
to go.
Zulu kicked the motorcycle into first gear as the VH-3
dropped from the lifeless night sky like a shot pheasant—a fiery, dying hulk heading for its final resting place.

Federal Bureau of Investigation
Washington Field Office - WFO
601 4th Street NW
Washington, D.C.
11:02 PM EST

F

BI Supervisory Special Agent Aaron Uziel drummed his
fingers on the armrest of his boss’s guest chair. The office
was finished with tan paisley wallpaper, walnut furniture, and
a floor-to-ceiling, wall-to-wall entertainment cabinet. Playing
across a forty-six-inch LCD television was ABC News Election Center, their pundits and anchors debating the latest
presidential precinct tallies.
Uziel—“Uzi” to his colleagues and friends—stared vacantly at the images scrolling across the screen. A few moments
earlier he had pulled his tired body out of the chair to lower
the volume so he didn’t have to listen to the repetitive drone of
newscasters and so-called experts spinning their party’s take
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on the evening’s results.
He ran the back of his hand across the black stubble that
had accumulated on his face since this morning. His wife had
always said it gave him a rugged look, and with the sharp,
pleasing angles of his face, he had to agree. He never had difficulty getting a date as a young teen, and the lingering stares
he got as his face and lean body matured only numbed him
to all the attention. But in the past several years, his face had
lost its boyish good looks. Lines crisscrossed his forehead like
roads on a street map. Stress lines were one thing: live long
enough in today’s type-A lifestyle and they accumulated like
larvae on a corpse. But his were pain lines, formed from grief
and deep-seated sadness…constant reminders of past tragedy.
As if Uzi needed physical reminders. The emotional torment
was enough, and it never gave him much of a reprieve.
The door swung open and Marshall Shepard lumbered in.
Despite the relentless pressure that accompanied the assistant
special agent-in-charge position, Shepard’s ebony skin was the
polar opposite of Uzi’s: nearly wrinkle-free. His graying temples and creeping hairline were the sole overt signs of middle
age. Shepard paused in front of his desk chair and removed
his suit coat with a flourish, then draped it over the seatback.
“Well,” Shepard said, “you pulled a real freakin’ doozie this
time, Uzi.”
Uzi rubbed at his dark eyes with a finger. “Are you trying
to be funny, or do you always rhyme this late at night?”
Shepard sat down heavily. The large chocolate brown
leather chair groaned. “Serious heat’s coming your way.”
“I’m surprised it took this long.”
Shepard rubbed his temples. “My life just got a whole lot
more complicated. Thanks a freakin’ bunch.”
“Look,” Uzi said, shifting in his chair and pulling himself
upright. “I did what I thought was right. Osborn— What he
did was dangerous. It wasn’t a little thing, Shep, it was big-time
shit. And you know it. Could’ve gotten innocent people killed.
It wasn’t the first time.”
Shepard waved a hand. “Yeah, I know the speech—”
“It’s not a speech.” Uzi was leaning forward now, his brow
hard. “I did what was right, what I hope every agent would
do if he or she was faced with the same situation.” He paused,
leaned back, then continued. “It was the right thing to do. I get
paid to do a job and I did it.”
“You don’t get paid to rat out a colleague.”
Uzi snorted. “You think I should’ve kept my mouth shut?”
Shepard looked away. “From my seat, you did the right
thing. I just wish…I just wish it never happened. It’s bad all
around.”
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Uzi gave a conciliatory nod.
“I’m leaving him on the job. For now. You’ll have to deal
with that.”
“Your decision. You’re the boss.”
Shepard shook his head. “You know I’d go to the end of
the Earth for you, man. But some things I can’t protect you
from.”
Uzi’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t need your protection. I can
take care of myself.”
Shepard rested two beefy elbows on his desk. “That’s never
been an issue. But this is different. It’s not a criminal with a
gun or a terrorist with a bomb… This is an enemy different
from anything you’ve ever dealt with. The enemy’s your own
unit, and they’re pissed as hell. They may never forgive you.
You’ve gotta be prepared for that. That’s a lot to deal with, on
top of, well…you know.”
“Not like I’ll ever forget.”
Shepard looked down. A moment of silence passed, then
he asked, “And that brings me to why I wanted to meet with
you. Whatever happened with that shrink?”
Uzi let his eyes wander to the television screen. “Stupid
talking heads. None of ’em predicted such a close election. Not
one of them.”
“You never saw her, did you?”
Uzi tilted his head. “President Glendon Rusch. Has a ring
to it, don’t you think?”
“It’d be a good idea, especially because of what’s happened.
The shrink can help. Your plate’s been full, and this Osborn
thing’s only going to make it…fuller.”
Uzi tore his gaze from the television. “Thanks for the cliché. And for the advice.”
“Here’s the thing, Uzi. It’s not advice. Not this time. It’s
mandatory. If you want to remain in Washington. If you don’t,
then it’ll be up to your new ASAC to determine what should
be done.”
Uzi’s eyes widened. “Shep, don’t do this to me—”
“Your macho side doesn’t want to spill your guts to a
woman, fine. You want someone closer to home, fine. No excuses this time.”
“Shep, please—”
“You should be thanking me for circumventing an EAP,”
Shepard said, referring to the FBI’s in-house Employee Assistance Program that required a counselor to talk with an agent
before sending him to a psychiatrist. “Besides, you did it to
yourself. I’m just trying to keep my people happy. And right
now they’re not very happy. You need to get some help and I
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need to keep things under control. Control’s important right
now. For your sake.”
Uzi bit his lower lip.
“I’ve got someone else for you to see.”
“You’d really transfer me if I don’t see a shrink?”
“And by see him, I mean actually go. Talk to him, work
with him. For as long as he sees fit.”
“What about what I think?”
“I’ve cut you a lot of slack the past few years, Uzi. I’ve given
you a lot of leeway in how you run your unit. Time’s come for
you to do it my way.”
Uzi looked away.
“Way I see it, you ratted out Osborn because what he did
struck too close to home. He reminds you of yourself. That’s
it, isn’t it?”
Uzi stood up and leaned his palms on Shepard’s desk. “I
don’t need this bullshit. Especially now.” His face had turned
crimson and his eyes were wide. “I did what I did because it
was right. DIOG says so,” he said, referring to the Bureau’s Domestic Investigations and Operations Guide. “So don’t be giving me any psychological mumbo jumbo explanation about
how my actions had some deeper meaning.”
The two men stared at each other for a long moment.
“Sit. Down.”
Uzi took his seat.
“You want to stay in Washington?”
“Yes.”
“Thought so,” Shepard said. “You’ll be seeing Dr. Leonard
Rudnick. You have an appointment with him tomorrow, eight
o’clock.” He reached into his drawer and tossed a business card
in Uzi’s direction.
Uzi scraped it off the desk. “Twenty-three eleven M Street.
Two blocks from my house.”
“Incentive to keep your appointments. Besides, he’s a good
man. You’ll like him.”
Uzi snorted. “Right.”
The buzz on the phone made Uzi jump. Shepard lifted the
handset and listened, his eyes narrowing, a noticeable layer of
perspiration breaking out across his forehead. “Thank you,” he
whispered into the phone, then let the handset drop from his
ear. His stunned gaze met Uzi’s.
“What’s wrong?” Uzi asked.
“Marine Two went down in a field forty miles from here.”
The two men were silent as they absorbed the impact of the
statement. After a few seconds of silence, Shepard got to his
feet. “Chopper’s on its way to pick you up. Carolyn has the
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GPS coordinates. Get ’em and get out there. Now.”

11:39 PM

T

he wreckage was still partially ablaze, though the army of
firefighters had the situation contained. Uzi stepped from
the FBI’s Black Hawk helicopter and ran toward the periphery of the crash site. He stopped at the outer border, taking in
the carnage the way he’d been taught to view any crime scene:
get the big picture first, then move inward for the details.
He pulled a toothpick from his jacket pocket, stuck it in his
mouth, and twirled it about with his lips and tongue.
Emergency personnel continued to wander the area,
though at this point Uzi surmised the rescue aspect had concluded and they were now engaged in recovery efforts.
Uzi walked toward the concentration of investigators,
which he estimated as numbering between fifty and sixty. The
acrid stench of burning fuel mixed with smoldering electrical
and mechanical parts flared his nostrils. He slid past a couple
of workers who were placing klieg lights along the periphery,
then knelt beside the first technician he came to, a woman in
dark coveralls with “NTSB” written in white phosphorescent
letters across her back.
He flashed his Bureau credentials and nodded at the
ground she was examining. “Special Agent Aaron Uzi,” he
said, the toothpick bobbing on his lips. Years ago he got into
the habit of truncating his last name during introductions,
as most people botched it anyway. “I’m head of JTTF out of
WFO,” Uzi said, referring to the Joint Terrorism Task Force at
the FBI’s Washington Field Office.
“Angela Bonacelli, Aviation Go Team,” she said. “Structures
Specialist.”
“What can you tell me?”
“I can tell you this A-triple-F makes it very hard to do my
job.”
“‘A’ what?”
“The foam. Good thing is it smothers everything in its path
and puts out the fire. Bad thing is, well, it smothers everything
in its path. And you’re not supposed to disturb it or the fire’ll
start up again.” She moved past a large piece of metal that was
layered with foam and settled herself in a clearing beside loose
dirt.
“Other than that,” Uzi said, moving beside her.
Bonacelli spoke without looking up, suddenly fascinated by
what lay in front of her, flicking at the soil with a small brush.
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“Both choppers crashed. Marine Two and its escort. Two survivors, from what I hear. A Secret Service agent and the vice
president.”
“You mean president-elect.”
As she sifted through the dirt, she said, “Yeah.”
“Anything else?”
“Wreckage is strewn over a very large area. Radar picked up
pieces coming down ten miles from here.”
“Ten miles? On a helicopter crash?”
“First of all, we’ve got two choppers. We don’t know the sequence yet, but one could’ve gone down first, then the other.
Leaves a much greater scatter pattern.” Bonacelli shrugged. “It’ll
take a while before all the wreckage is sorted out.”
“Still,” Uzi mused. “Ten miles. Doesn’t seem possible, unless…”
“Unless there was an explosion of some sort.” Bonacelli
nodded. “Disabling but not totally destructive. Debris falls, but
the chopper stays aloft. Finally, she stalls or something else gives
out, and she drops out of the sky.”
“An explosion. Are you saying this was intentional?”
“Whoa,” she said, holding her hands out in front of her. “I
was just reporting the size of the debris field. My job is to gather
evidence, Agent Uzi. In a case like this, someone else who gets
paid a lot more than me determines what it all means.”
“Theoretically. If there’s an explosion that’s not caused by
a bomb, we’re talking either mechanical or structural failure,
right?”
“Right.” She looked out at the smoldering wreckage. “What
a mess.” Almost to herself, she said, “How the hell could this
have happened?”
Uzi turned away. It was exactly what he was wondering.
From what he knew, the executive fleet of helicopters was meticulously maintained. Parts were replaced on a set schedule,
whether or not they were worn. The human factor, however,
was always something that needed to be ruled out: pilot error,
improperly installed equipment, acts of terror. Until they had
more information, it was ill advised to jump to conclusions.
But his mind was churning, nonetheless.
Uzi’s tongue played with the toothpick as he glanced out
over the field of burning embers and twisted metal. “Who’s
here? FAA, Hazmat, you guys, Secret Service, Marines…” He
continued scanning the on-scene personnel, guessing affiliation by their dress and body language.
Bonacelli took a sample bag from her kit and scooped a
trowel of dirt. “Defense Department, county sheriffs, and the
executive branch medical team. I think that covers it.”
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“Shitload of people.”
Uzi knew that in a crash scene such as this one, the National Transportation Safety Board ran the show until they determined cause. If it was accidental, the FBI left NTSB to finish
their analysis. If it was a criminal act, the Bureau took over. In
a case involving the executive branch, parallel investigations
ran in the background: DOD, Secret Service, the Marines—
They all did their own thing. All agencies were supposed to
run their findings through the NTSB, but turf wars often compromised the process.
Uzi’s thighs were beginning to ache. He stood gingerly
from his crouch, his old football knee clunking when he
straightened it. Bonacelli rose as well.
“Who are your Powerplants and Systems Specialists?”
“John Maguire and Clarice Canfield,” she said, twisting
her torso to scan the milling bodies. “They’re out there somewhere.”
“Hey, G-man.”
Uzi turned and had to hold up a hand against the blisteringly bright klieg light illuminating the area. Standing there
was Special Agent Karen Vail, a profiler with the Bureau’s Behavioral Analysis Unit.
“Karen, what are you doing here?”
“My ASAC said to get my ass over here ASAP. So I got my
ass over here. Luckily the rest of me decided to come along for
the ride.”
“I thought you’re in the adult crimes unit.”
“So you were paying attention.” She play-punched his
shoulder. “I know some politicians behave like children, but
last I checked, this is an adult crime.”
Uzi grinned at her. “I’ve missed working with you, Karen.”
“Actually, this should’ve been Art Rooney’s case, but
Rooney just went on medical leave. They assigned it to my
partner, Frank Del Monaco. But he’s caught up in traffic on the
way back from New York. So you got me.”
“Don’t know Del Monaco.”
“Let’s just say you lucked out.”
Uzi held up a hand. “Hey, any time I get a chance to work
with you, I’ve got the four-leaf clover thing going.”
“You’re not Irish, Uzi.”
Uzi tilted his head. “Are you holding that against me?”
“We all have our handicaps.”
A man wearing an NTSB jacket brushed against Uzi’s
shoulder. “All right,” Uzi said, “you know the drill. Put on those
mind-reading sixth sense glasses, take a good look around,
then tell me who did this.”
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“Mind if I click my heels three times first?”
Uzi puckered his lips and nodded. “So that’s how you profilers do it.”
“Hey, boychick!”
Uzi turned and saw a silhouetted figure moving toward
him.
There was only one person who ever called him “boychick,” a Yiddish term that meant “male buddy.” A few more
steps and his vision confirmed the approaching man to be
Hector DeSantos, a Department of Defense covert operative.
Tall and lean, with the coolest pair of tiny, rectangular-framed
designer glasses Uzi had ever seen, DeSantos sauntered with
the confidence of a battlefield soldier armed with an AK-47
and a belt full of ammo.
“Santa, my man. Long time.” The two men bumped fists.
“I heard somewhere you were with the Bureau. How’ve
you been?”
Uzi bobbed his head. “Been better. You?”
“Same here. It’s been, what? Four, five years?”
“A little over six. Not that I’m counting.”
DeSantos leaned around Uzi. “Is that—Karen?”
“I was wondering how long it was going to take you to
notice me,” Vail said.
“Hey,” DeSantos said, holding up a hand. “I never have a
problem noticing a beautiful woman. This oaf was blocking
my view.”
Uzi jutted his chin back. “Oaf?”
“Great to see you,” DeSantos said as he gave Vail a hug.
Uzi dug both hands into his jeans pockets. “I’d never figure you two for friends. You’re at, like, different ends of the
personality spectrum. If there is such a thing.”
“We worked a case together,” Vail said.
“A pretty intense case,” DeSantos said with a chuckle. “I
gotta warn you, Uzi, she’s a goddamn pistol.”
Uzi angled his head in appraisal. “I’ve always thought of
her more as a shotgun.”
DeSantos nodded. “Deadly at close range.”
“Exactly.”
Vail rolled her eyes. “Don’t know about you two, but I’ve
got work to do.”
“Catch up with you later,” Uzi said.
“Is that a promise?” She winked, then walked off.
“So.” DeSantos waved a hand at the burning wreckage.
“This your case?”
“Lucky me. What about you? You don’t handle shit like
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this. Don’t you still work in the basement, doing things nobody’s supposed to know about?”
“I’m kind of on leave from the secret spy stuff. Better left
for another time.”
“Consider it left. So whaddya got on this crash? You always know where to bite to get through the gristle.”
DeSantos chuckled. “Here’s the scoop: Air Traffic Control
received a communication from Marine Two at twenty-three
hundred-oh-one. They thought something hit their tail rotor.
About the same time Marine Three reported a bright flash
from Two’s aft, and then they thought something hit them.
ATC had the two birds maintaining formation, so it’s pretty
clear they didn’t hit each other. ATC was thinking maybe it
was a piece of Two’s tail rotor that hit Three. They instructed
Two to head for Quantico. Few seconds later, Three lost contact with ATC. Last communication at twenty-three oh-two,
Two reported a second jolt and a complete loss of control.”
Uzi mulled this a moment. “Maybe we can get something
more from Rusch and that Secret Service agent.”
“The agent just bit the dust.”
“Shit.” He shifted the toothpick in his mouth. “Rusch?”
DeSantos shrugged. “Medevaced out. Burned pretty bad.
How bad, I don’t know yet.”
“I assume they’ve activated COG,” Uzi said, referring to
the Continuity of Government plan that provided for a shadow government to run the country’s infrastructure from a secure, hardened location in the event a terrorist attack wiped
out Washington’s buildings and leadership.
DeSantos consulted his watch. “They should be boarding
the transport choppers right about now. Until we get a handle
on what the hell’s going on, Whitehall’s not taking any chances.”
Uzi glanced out at the wreckage. “Damn straight.” 
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THE SUSPENSE HEATS UP WITH
THESE HEART-POUNDING READS
A man wakes up on an abandoned
beach with no memory of how he
arrived there. Nearby he finds a
BMW containing clothes that fit
him perfectly, an envelope stuffed
with cash, and a car registration
in the name of Daniel Hayes. None
of it is familiar. As he sets off to find
answers, he raises the most chilling
question of all: What will he find
when he gets there?
“One of our best storytellers.”
—Michael Connelly

Prosecutor Alexandra Cooper is called
to a Harlem church, where a woman
has been decapitated and set on fire on
the church steps. When a second body
is found at a cathedral in Little Italy,
Alex is drawn into New York City’s
serpentine religious history to face a
frightening and inescapable truth.
“The queen of intelligent
suspense.”
—Lee Child

TheCrimeSceneBooks

Penguin Group (USA) Companies

Army Ranger Quinn Colson returns
home to the rugged hill country
of northeast Mississippi to find it
overrun with corruption and violence.
His uncle, the longtime county sheriff,
is dead. A suicide, he’s told, but others
whisper murder. It’s up to Colson to
discover the truth, not only about his
uncle, but about his family, his friends,
his town, and himself.
“Terrific, inflected characters and
a dark, subtle sense of place and
history…An exceptional novel.”
—John Sandford

The contents of a dying woman’s flash
drive lead private investigator Paige Holden
and district attorney Grayson Smith into a
world of politics, blackmail, dark secrets,
and a decades-long string of murders. This
is an investigation they’ll survive only by
trusting each other—and the truth...
“Karen Rose writes blistering, highoctane suspense that never lets up.”
—Karen Robards

Her
Faith
Holds
Fast
Stephanie
Jaye Evans

Interview by Suspense Magazine

Stephanie Jaye Evans lives in Sugar Land, Texas with
her selfless husband Richard and two self-important pugs,
Tommy and Mr. Wiggles. She is a fifth-generation Texan and
is proud enough to brag about it even though others may disagree. She received her B.A. from Abilene
Christian University and won a university-wide writing contest with a piece that contained the word
“breast,” quite an accomplishment at a Church of Christ university.
After raising sons who raised hell, she attended Rice University’s Master of Liberal Studies Program and
wrote a mystery as her most important piece. It won the 2010 William F. Deeck-Malice Domestic Grant for Unpublished
Writers and that netted Evans a trip to the annual Malice Domestic convention where she got to make a forty-two
second-speech and meet the invincible Janet Reid of the FinePrint Literary Management. She is currently at work on the
second novel in her Murder in Sugar Land–A Pugworthy Mystery series, “Now the Day is Over.”
Evans credits ‘the book,’ “Faithful Unto Death” to so many: her parents, Dwain and Barbara Evans. They pushed her to
go back to school, to do the best she could, and to write the best work possible. She gives equal credit to others: her sister
and brother-in-law because they made sure she wasn’t isolated and alone while writing it; her husband Richard Box, who
read, proofed, and believed in it; Rice University professors David Schneider and Dennis Huston, who mentored it; Harriette
Sackler, Arleen Trundy, and Joan Gottesman of Malice Domestic, who saw something worth developing in the first draft and
awarded it one of their two 2010 William F. Deeck–Malice Domestic Grants for Unpublished Writers. Janet Reid made Evans
hone it and tone it until she could sell it to Shannon Jamieson Vazquez, who made her rewrite it three more times until it met
the high standards of Penguin Putnam’s Berkeley Prime Crime.
That’s why “Faithful Unto Death” is referred to as “the book” and not “my book” by Evans. She claims because so many
of those in her life offered expert advice and encouragement and valuable criticism, it isn’t just her book any more and it’s
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much better because of them. Support like
that can’t be bought nor measured.
Suspense Magazine got to talk to Evans
and ask her a few questions in the hopes
that we all get to know her a bit better.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Okay, truth
time, is everything really bigger in Texas?
Stephanie Jaye Evans (SJE): Absolutely. My
geophysicist husband keeps pointing to Alaska
on the map, but 1) he’s from Missouri and can’t
possibly understand, and 2) he’s quibbling. Big
is a state of mind. Texas has it.
S. MAG.: Do Tommy and Mr. Wiggles find
their way inside your stories? Do they have
stage names?

“I want
to do for
another
writer what
Malliet did
for me.”

SJE: Yes, the pugs are in both novels, but no stage
names—they are Tommy and Mr. Wiggles in
print as they are in life. They insisted upon that
and complained until I made it so. It’s impossible
to write with carping pugs—it’s easier to keep them happy and let them have it their own way.
S. MAG.: If you could be any character in fiction, who would you be?
SJE: This is the hardest question on earth. Sidney Carton from “A Tale of Two Cities” comes to mind—he got to sow his wild oats,
found true love on the scaffold, and died a martyr (also had one of the best lines ever, ever, ever written, EVER)—but I don’t want
my head cut off if that could be avoided.
S. MAG.: What do you think has stayed the same about you throughout your life?
SJE: Oh, I’m ashamed to say my hairstyle has—that’s a scary thought. My faith has stayed the same—it has grown and changed
some, but it is essentially what I believed when I could first voice it. And my personality is the same. I’m a goofy, happy person.
I’d like to be suave. If you could get suave on eBay, then I’d have it in buckets, but it’s not there.
S. MAG.: When was the moment when you decided you were going to write a novel? Do you remember the feeling and the
thoughts that ran through your head?
SJE: I was always GOING to write a novel—I’ve been GOING to write a novel for decades. I finally DID write a novel when my
life suddenly changed. That was scary, but it was freeing, too. I was no longer who I thought I was—who was I going to be? I went
back to school and got my MLS from Rice University. That was a life-changing experience. And I finally wrote a mystery, a good
mystery with characters I love and admire and care for. And, well, in it I killed off a lawyer. There’s some background to that,
but we won’t go there.
S. MAG.: What was it like when you won the 2010 William F. Deeck-Malice Domestic Grant for Unpublished Writers for
Standing On the Promises?
SJE: It was a heart-stopping moment. It was validation and encouragement and entry into this magic circle of writers and agents
(the fabulous Janet Reid!) and publishers (the wondrous Shannon Jamieson Vazquez of Berkley!). I will acknowledge the grant
in every book I write because that’s how I found out about it, through G.M. Malliet’s acknowledgements for “Death of a Cozy
Writer” (great book and fun read—have you read it? You should!). I want to do for another writer what Malliet did for me.
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S. MAG.: It seems your family all had a hand in being sure—in one way or another—that your book got finished. What’s it
like to have such support? Did you expect it to be that solid when this whole journey started?
SJE: You know, my family background has proved to be a real handicap for writing mysteries. My family was unhelpfully
wholesome. But, yes, it’s affirming to have the most important people in your world believe in you. And, yes, I expected that
support. Not because I’m the greatest writer, but because that’s
what my family does. We believe and support and sustain.
S. MAG.: What’s your favorite scene in “Faithful Unto Death?”
SJE: You know what? I love the whole book. I love my
characters, I love my murderer, I love (and live in) the setting. If
I didn’t love the book, I’d still be working on it. To single out one
scene—okay, you know the scene where Bear’s fourteen-yearold daughter explains to him why she won’t obey him? Why she
will continue to see the son (and chief suspect) of the murdered
man even though Bear has forbidden it? And she flies out of
the room in tears leaving Bear wondering, “Jo, do you know I
believe in you? Do you know I love you?” That’s a good scene.
I’m the mother of three sons, and more important than the
writing is that they each know, core-deep and rock-solid, that I
love them. I believe in them.
S. MAG.: How would you make reading more fun for the
youth of our country to keep them reading into adulthood?
SJE: I don’t have this answer. If you get the answer from another
writer, I want to be the very first person you e-mail with the
news. All the experts say that if you read to your kids, they’ll
grow up to be readers, but I read to all three of mine through
high school (I think we ended with “Lonesome Dove,” and when
Gus McCrae died that awful way, they were furious with me
and with McMurtry) but only one is what I’d call a reader,
meaning that at any moment he is in the middle of a book. The
other two read, but not all the time, the way I think all good,
decent people should.
S. MAG.: What’s next for Stephanie Jaye Evans?
SJE: I’m finishing the second in the Sugar Land Mystery series—I
can’t give you the title because my wonderful publisher, Berkley
Prime Crime, didn’t like the title I picked out. They never like
the titles I pick out. I’m considering naming all the rest Naked
Blonde One, Naked Blonde Two, etc. Will that sell, do you
think? Do you think the readers will feel cheated if there aren’t
any naked blondes in the book? I could probably find one in
Sugar Land—it’s a very diverse community.
We were so happy to have this time with Stephanie and
we thank her for giving it to us. If you want to learn more
about Stephanie Jaye Evans, check out her website at, http://
stephaniejayeevans.com/. 
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Suspense Magazine Review of
“Faithful Unto Death” by Stephanie Jaye Evans:
Set in Sugar Land, Texas, this novel marks the debut
of a brand new series. In a town where things seem to be
utterly perfect at all times, readers soon learn that Sugar
Land is not so very sweet after all.
Graham Garcia, a local lawyer, is found facedown on
a golf course, having been smacked in the head with a
large golf club and left for dead. The detective on the case,
James Wanderley, is one who is very sure of himself and
treats all people to his arrogant ways. Different suspects
keep popping up throughout the investigation, but the
core of the story centers around Walker “Bear” Wells, a
former college football star who is now a minister in Sugar
Land. A bit of a celebrity, Bear fits in nicely with a town
that is a little bit ‘countrified’ and a little bit ‘Hollywood.’
The wife of the victim is a member of Bear’s church,
while her husband was a member of the local Catholic
Church. The two holy men come together frequently—
sometimes to preach and sometimes to arm wrestle—
depending on the day. This time, they’re coming together
to discuss the ultimate crime and punishment.
Bear doesn’t want to get involved in the investigation.
He just wants to pray for the deceased and help the
grieving family, but clues keep cropping up and eventually
Bear’s life is overrun by the crime.
Married to a sweet woman with a very strong
personality, Bear also has two daughters: Merrie, a college
student and Jo, who has some problems that her father
chooses to ignore, not to mention, she’s also dating the
victim’s son. As things begin to explode around Bear, the
ugly-head of ‘confession’ rears, and the promise of priest
versus minister may be just the thing that will cause Sugar
Land to become unglued.
The first in the Sugar Land Mystery series, this novel
is extremely readable with great characters that you love
and hate (even when it comes to the ‘holiest’). In addition,
the author certainly teaches readers about the vibrant
attitudes, policies, loyalties, and entertaining attitudes
that dwell in the Lone Star State. It will be very interesting
to see this series continue. Enjoy!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery –
13” for Suspense Magazine 
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Chasing
Nightmares
By Melanie Shugert

Declan O’Connor walked silently amongst the trees and shrubs. He used to walk this
same path when he was a boy; his father had shown it to him. His father, with bright, mischievous eyes, had led him down
this very same path to show him a “marvelous sight”. He, of course, followed his father. Why wouldn’t he? His father was the
only parent he ever knew and Declan looked up to him. His father was a trouble-making kid at heart and more times than
not acted like a friend rather than a dad.
Now, two moths after his father’s death, he stood in front of that same marvelous sight. A tree, but not quite that simple,
the tree was in the shape of a dancing woman. Her arms were the branches that were raised above her head and her hands
were lost in the leaves. As a boy he would imagine that she was reaching for a way out. A way to become a woman once more.
Declan sighed, running a tan, calloused hand through his thick, auburn hair. He stared at her with eyes the color of
honey. He used to have dreams about her. They always felt so real, so tangible, and they were still as vivid as they were twenty
years ago. Even now, in broad daylight with the sun’s rays shinning on him, he felt the same chills he always got when he
thought about those dreams. He turned away from the tree and walked briskly down the path, scolding himself for being
even a tiny bit scared. They were just dreams, that’s it, nightmares of his childhood.
The house itself was beautiful. Three stories high made of a brown-red brick. It was old though, and there was, of course,
vines crawling up the sides of the house. They were few in number and only added to the old, untamed atmosphere.
His father loved it, but because of Declan’s nightmares, they moved closer to the city. Declan never really realized his
father kept the house until the lawyer told him so and given him the keys. A part of him wasn’t surprised at all. His father’s
love for the house was, he felt, sometimes greater than his love for him. He never said anything about his feelings to his father,
too afraid that his thoughts were truth. Now, though, as he made his way into the front hall, he understood his father’s love.
It was just as gorgeous inside as it was out. That was only part of the reason.
His father had bought the house in terrible condition and hired a couple of locals to begin rebuilding the parts of it that
were unsalvageable, and he did it all for Declan’s mother, who died in childbirth. The house wasn’t quite finished then, so she
never stepped foot in it. It tore his father apart, nearly broking him, but for Declan’s sake, he stayed strong.
Now Declan wanted to try and stay here again. He knew he’d never be able to sell the house, it’d feel too much like he was
condemning his father. He actually liked the location. Far enough from the city that he didn’t have to bother with the noise
but close enough that he could visit anytime he wanted. He had no close neighbors and didn’t have to worry about the usual
politeness or, if the neighbor hated him, scowls.
Thankfully he could work from home. He owned a small business, family business actually. It was a local restaurant that
many people enjoyed. His father, who taught him to cook and manage a business, passed it on to him when he was ready
to retire, and it was flourishing, doing much better than he expected. Honestly he thought it would fail now that his good
natured father was no longer there to joke around with the customers. Declan always knew people came more to talk with
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his father than to eat the food. Now, it was about the food, seeing as Declan improved the menu
himself. People would still come in, just for a chat though. Unfortunately, Declan
lacked the social graces his father had.
He ran a hand through his hair and sighed, a habit he had when he was
deep in thought. He had to shake himself out of it because he needed to
reorganize the money plan for the restaurant. So he moved into the
study area on the second floor. It was all in dark wood, polished to
shine and had huge windows on the south wall that would allow
enough sunlight to enter so that he didn’t need to turn on a light
until it got dark. Declan glanced around as he sat down and decided
that he was glad he moved most of his things the week before.
Time seemed to slip by without him realizing it. He was only
vaguely aware of when he stood and flipped on the light switch.
By the time he was finished going over the numbers for the third
time, he was satisfied. He had enough to live comfortably here. He
stretched his legs before looking at his wrist watch, almost afraid
to see the time, one in the morning. It was actually earlier than he
expected it to be, which meant he had more time for sleep. His muscles
were in dire need of relaxation and his eyes were all too willing to close when he
laid down on the soft mattress in the master bedroom.
He awoke to a shrill scream and shot up in bed. It was the same scream he
heard when he was young and for a moment he was thrust back into being his
ten-year-old self, cowering in the sheets, holding his breath. For a moment he
stayed like that, but then he snapped himself back to reality. It must
be a nightmare, the same one. Now, he supposed, he had to follow
that nightmare once more or at least change it, make it more livable.
Actually, it wasn’t so bad since he realized it was only a dream and
with that thought came another scream. He scrambled up, his heart
thundering in his ears. Maybe he was still a little scared, but he
could face his fears. So he made his way down the stairway and
outside, already knowing where the screaming was coming from.
He walked down the path and there he saw the wisp of a
white dress and, perhaps, coal black hair. He picked up his pace
and followed, only hearing his footsteps. He came to stand in front
of the tree, but it looked average, nothing special to it, just as it had in
all his other dreams, just as another scream, a plea for help, sounded. Only this time
he was determined to finish it. He wasn’t going to leave now, run back to his “bed”
just to wake up in a cold sweat, not this time. A soft voice floated to him as if carried
by the wind itself and he followed it, almost in a trance. There he saw the woman
by the edge of a pond.
Why did this look familiar? Maybe in his dreams he’d been here before. The
woman was slowly edging to the water, stripping off her dress as she did so, and
her hair was black, the blackest he’d ever seen, that fell in waves to her mid back.
She submerged herself in the water. When she came up again she was facing him and, God,
was she beautiful, but that’s all he knew, all he’d remember about her. He could never have
described her except to say she looked like a goddess. Hell, she’d probably put Aphrodite
to shame.
She beckoned him forward. His legs seemed to move on there own accord, but he
wasn’t complaining either. He couldn’t remember why, as a child, he had been so terrified,
this was heaven. He didn’t think of anything until he reached her. She pointed downwards
with a soft smile and dived, he followed her instantly. She swam fast and he followed, she just kept
swimming downwards. When he slowed down, she stopped and waited, her hair hiding her face, and motioned for him to
come closer. Once again, he did. She grasped his arm as he neared her and pulled him.
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The moment she touched him was also the moment he realized he was losing oxygen, quickly. He tugged back, hard
enough to get her attention but not hard enough to make her release him. When she turned he saw her face. Now he
remembered why it was a nightmare. He remembered what his memory had been suppressing all these years. Her face looked
as if it were decaying. Her skin was in various shades of gray and even tinged with blue. Her smile held black teeth and rotted
gums. Her eyes were black, even the whites, and looked, almost, as if they weren’t there, but he knew what he was staring
into was staring back at him. Twenty years ago, he ventured out into the woods after hearing the scream, twenty years ago he
almost died, and twenty years ago he had forgotten.
Somewhere in the back of his mind, his father’s voice whispered the word “changeling”. Where he heard the name before
he didn’t know, nor did he bother to think of that now. He was stronger than he was as a boy. He now knew why he had the
scars on his chest. Last time, in a desperate attempt to keep him, she’d dug her nails into him, hoping to hold on. Now she
tried the same, but he forcefully kicked her back and swam towards the surface.
If only it had been that easy.
She recovered quickly and, because she was obviously faster than he was, caught up to him even quicker. Her hands
wrapped around him, around his waist and her claws dug into him. This time he didn’t make the mistake of jerking away, but
he let her think she had him, that his oxygen was too far gone.
What this creature didn’t know was that he also remembered how he got away the first time. His mother’s cross that was
securely wrapped around his neck. He had it for as long as he could remember. It was the only thing that he felt kept him
safe, but now he realized it was also the one thing he must give up. Without her realizing it, he slipped the necklace off him
and without hesitation or thought slipped it around her neck. Her nails retracted from his body as she screamed. He heard
nothing more as he swam upwards, although he knew she was still screaming and knew that she was following him. He
reached the surface of the pond gasping for air. Even a second longer and he would’ve been dead, no doubt in his mind about
that one, but he didn’t stop until he reached the edge and only had enough energy to crawl. He felt her hand wrap around his
ankle and braced himself for the force to pull him backwards. She was stronger than he thought and he was pulled a couple
of inches closer to the water. He kicked his other leg and knew once it connected, that it was her repulsive face he hit. The
instant she let go, he was on his feet running towards the house.
Daybreak was coming and he knew if he made it inside he would be fine. If he could only last until daylight, until the sun
came up over the tree tops. He couldn’t hear her feet behind him, he was still incapable of hearing anything, but he knew she
was there. He reached the door right as she grabbed him once more around the waist. She wasn’t as strong on land as she was
in water and neither was she as grotesque. He now saw the same beauty he had before, but this time he was in his right mind.
They both saw the beginnings of the sunrise simultaneously. The pressure around him began to grow lighter as he
realized she was fading into the light. The creature couldn’t sustain herself in the sunlight, not unless she had the flesh of a
person to act as a repellent to the sun’s rays. She tried again to hold on to him, to jerk him towards the water, but he could see
in her eyes she had lost. He could see the contempt and the promise of revenge.
He wasted no time and, as soon as she had completely disappeared, surged into the house, still breathing heavy. He took
a moment, now that he could afford it, to catch his breath and replenish his lungs with oxygen. Last time this happened he
shoved the cross into her eyes until she could no longer see, he made sure of that. It had been an act of madness, a rage he
couldn’t control, but it worked, and ever since that day, he begged his father to leave, to give up the house.
He picked himself up, searching his house. In the basement was a can of gasoline and in the kitchen drawer were his
matches. He slowly made his way back down the path, and he knew it would be for the last time. He found the tree, which
returned to its original shape, the dancing woman, but he no longer felt that it was remarkable. It was an abomination, and
he would destroy it. No one would live through the horrors of this changeling anymore.
As he dowsed the tree in gasoline he remembered the stories his father told him about the house. How many people
had gone missing, and how there bodies were never found. He struck the match and hesitated, only for a moment. In that
hesitation was pity and sorrow, it was nature and it was beautiful, he knew that, and his father loved this tree almost as much
as he loved the house. Finally, Declan threw the match on the tree and the fire blazed high instantly. He could imagine the
woman, if that’s even what it was, screaming in agony, even though he still couldn’t hear. He doubted that his hearing would
ever return, but that’s okay because he’d rather lose that than his life. He turned his back on the tree, called nine-one-one to
let them know there was a fire, it would take them about half an hour to get here anyway, and walked back to the pond. One
last look, he told himself, a final goodbye to his mother. He felt as if he’d lost her there when he’d gotten rid of the necklace.
One thing he never expected though was to find the necklace floating in the water, still in one piece, as if waiting for him
to come back and wear it around his neck, until the day he died. He would never take it off again unless it was necessary. It
was his final promise to his mother. 
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A Socialite Scorned

Deadlocked
By Charlaine Harris

For any readers who have not
yet dove into the world of Sookie
Stackhouse, this new ‘step’ in the series
is just another reason why you should.
Sookie Stackhouse was born with
telepathic powers, and although she’s
struggled with this all her life, she now
has to face a picture in her head that
she would really rather forget: Eric
Northman, one of her friends, feeding
off a young woman in his yard.
Sookie truly wants to rant and rave
about the incident she’s seen, but calling
her friend out is impossible. Why?
Because the Vampire King of Louisiana
has decided now is the time to appear in
Bon Temps, and if Sookie says anything,
her friend may just be in the worst
trouble of his whole unnatural life.
Trying to ‘see’ things the normal
way, Sookie teams up with the local fire
investigator to discover what killed this
young woman. Keeping the ‘fanged’
situation to herself, Sookie truly begins
to hope that the eventual diagnosis will
have absolutely nothing to do with her,
her friend, or the sight she can’t forget.
Of course, not only does that not work
out for her, but Sookie soon finds herself
staring down a vile—and surprising—
villain that telepathy will simply not
defeat.
Yes, there are vampires galore out
there…as we all know. While some are
very good and will live in the hearts of
readers forever, there are some that
simply miss the mark and try to ‘cash in’
on the craze. When it comes to Sookie
Stackhouse, Harris is one author who
is definitely on the winning side—
and rightfully so. Although a bit slow
in the beginning, this is an incredibly
interesting plot that ‘ramps up’ the world
of the vamps and doesn’t disappoint at
the end.
Keep in mind, if not a vampire
lover, Harris has other novels out there
besides her Sookie series
that are truly a whole lot
of fun!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor,
author of “Tallent &
Lowery - 13” for Suspense
Magazine 
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By Kerri Droban

In this true crime drama, set in Tucson, AZ, criminal defense attorney Droban skillfully
weaves us a tight little story of murder for hire.
By researching thousands of e-mails and recordings and putting all the pieces together,
Droban writes like a novelist, building the story for us from ground zero, taking us through the
ins and outs of the lives of Tucson socialites Gary Triano and his wife Pamela Phillips until the
cold divorce and its fateful trappings.
Pam, a successful real estate agent herself, although no match for her multi-millionaire husband and his real
estate holdings and deals, was only turned on by money and once her husband’s finances fell apart, so did their
relationship. Gone were the dinners with the Trumps, the house in the foothills and gone was Pamela’s love, no
more high rolling. She left with the children to their exclusive holiday home in Aspen.
Ron Young, an entrepreneur and extortionist worked his way into Pam’s life, listened to the socialite’s tales
of woe and eventually made her an offer she couldn’t refuse, a way to get rid of that miserable ex-husband.
When Triano was killed in a bomb blast in his car after playing golf at a top resort in Tucson’s northwest
side, many theories were put forth, girlfriends, ex-lovers, the Mob, and biker gangs. But when all the facts where
finally put together by the Tucson Police Department, one question stood out more than any other: who gained
to win with his death, win the $2,000,000.00 life insurance policy pay-off?
When trials were sought, over a decade had passed. Pamela fled to Europe and many of the charges against
Young were nothing more than hearsay and supposition. It is at this point in the book that you realize that this
is an actual true-life story, a crime that happened and reality is always stranger than fiction. The result is another
headline.
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler, author of “Blood on his Hands” published by Suspense Publishing an imprint of
Suspense Magazine 

Dutch Me deadly
By Maddy Hunter

Emily is a tour guide and the destination of choice for this trip is Holland. She and her senior
citizen group have joined with a reunion group. The seniors are into the new technology, texting
while on the same bus even! Emily on the other hand, can barely use a cell phone.
When their annoying tour guide is killed, Emily believes it is murder. The replacement tour
guide that the company sends is someone the group already knows. When the reunion group has
a couple of incidents, it becomes obvious there is a murder and Emily is determined to find the murderer before
one of her beloved seniors falls victim. Each time she thinks she has it figured out, there is something new added
to change everything!
The cast of characters is highly entertaining and the murder mystery mixed with good humor!
Reviewed by Ashley Wintters for Suspense Magazine 

A Woman of Consequence
By Anna Dean

This is the third in Dean’s Dido Kent engaging historical series set in England. Miss Kent,
an unmarried woman of a certain age, referred to as a spinster in her time, is writing to her sister,
Eliza, as the book opens. She’s trying to give Eliza an account of Penelope Lambe’s accident, but
her sister-in-law, pointedly and repeatedly reminds her that she is dependent on her brother’s
hospitality—a cold garret room—and there is mending to do. Margaret, the sister-in-law,
continues to interrupt the letter writing throughout the story, but Dido manages to clearly relate her feelings to
her sister—and to us.
In between, we witness the strange goings on at Madderstone Abbey, the ghost of the Grey Nun, mysterious
lights in the ruins, and the annoying Crockford sisters Lucy and Harriet, who are visiting the Harman-Footes
of Madderstone, along with their good friend Penelope. Penelope hasn’t yet recovered from her fall at the ruins
when a skeleton is found in a recently drained pool. Dido engages to find out who the skeleton is and how she
died, not believing the conclusions of the local experts.
A trip to Bath and the attentions of the handsome Mr. Lomax, endeavor to keep Dido from her enquiries.
She is also thwarted by Captain Laurence, a man she considers coarse and “altogether more masculine” than a
man should be.
The historical aspect is just right. For me, the language was authentic to the period, but not stilted
and difficult to read, as can happen in historicals that strive for accuracy. I hope for many more Dido Kent
investigations.
Reviewed by Kaye George, author of “Choke” for Suspense Magazine 
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Blind
Goddess

Embassytown

By Anne Holt

Truly the most incredible novel I have ever read, “Embassytown” by China Miéville, surpasses science fiction as
never before. Dazzling in its scope and originality, Miéville demonstrates a raw genius few writers can claim.
“Embassytown” takes place in the future, and humans have colonized a distant planet, home to the enigmatic,
sentient beings called Ariekei, famous for their unique language. Only a few altered human ambassadors can speak it.
A human colonist, Avice Benner Cho, has returned to Embassytown after many years in the Out, in deep space.
Although Avice speaks only Anglo-Ubiq, she is an immer, having been made a figure of speech, a living simile, in the
language of the Ariekei, making her an indelible part of it.
But when a new ambassador arrives to disrupt the already fragile equilibrium between the humans and aliens,
catastrophe looms over Embassytown. Avice is soon torn between her loyalty to a husband, Scile—who deserts her to
defend his own beliefs—to a system she no longer trusts, and to her place in a language she cannot speak.
When an assassination of a leading ambassador, betrayal, and suicides afflict the city, a new god-drug, EzRa
arises, addicting the Ariekei to language, through pedagogy and bureaucracy, forming an army that will annihilate the
humans and control the minds of the Ariekei.
As Avice Benner Cho tries making sense of all that is happening to her world, only then does she realize the role
she must play to save Embassytown, when a language she cannot speak begins speaking through her, whether she
likes it or not.
Miéville has outdone himself with “Embassytown.” His brilliant creation of a unique world with unique
languages and alien beings is intriguing, fascinating, and exemplary. Die-hard fans of science fiction will be completely
engrossed with Miéville’s novel, and lovers of words and language will enjoy the creativity of the words Miéville has
devised for this fascinating jaunt through another world. “Embassytown” is indeed a sophisticated work of art, with
much to tantalize the senses and draw the reader in completely. I give it five stars.
Reviewed by Lynne Levandowski for Suspense Magazine 

To have a novel
with a female main
character
that’s
smart, loyal, and
filled with pride is one thing. But
to have this character stand tall
and strong for eight books and still
have the ability to draw readers in
with her own powerful evolution
is a real feat.
Police Detective, Hanne
Wilhelmsen is the woman in
question. She and her colleagues
are in Norway where, apparently,
the Goddess of Justice is most
definitely wearing a blindfold.
Readers are shown two murders:
one, a drug-related incident; the
other, a murder of a “typical,
shady” lawyer far across the city.
As the two merge into one, Hanne
soon finds herself knee-deep not
only in a drug underworld, but also
dealing with a corrupt network
embedded deep within the police
and justice departments.
Ulterior motives and secrets
are tossed at Hanne as she must
find a way to uncover the real
mystery behind these crimes.
When she stumbles across a scam
involving the Norwegian Secret
Service, the book—if possible—
becomes even faster as readers find
themselves holding their breath
to see what will become of Hanne
and her team.
“Blind Goddess” was the first
in the series to introduce Hanne
to the world, and once hooked,
crime, suspense, and thrill-ride
readers will make sure that every
story ever written about Hanne
will be on their bookshelves.
Although there are readers
who find it difficult to get drawn
into novels that take place in
another country, this is a fantastic
tale of murder and corruption.
Hanne reminds one of Eve Dallas
(the tough, strait-laced character
that J.D. Robb has made so famous
in her In Death books.) Anne Holt
has created her twin, perhaps—a
woman who will not only get the
job done, but make readers root
for her all at the same time.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for
Suspense Magazine 

34

By China Miéville

Life Without Parole
By Clare O'Donohue

The second Kate Conway mystery picks up after the painful, complicated death of Kate’s husband,
which took place in the first book. It’s seven months later and she’s fooling herself into thinking she’s
recovering. My heart aches for the rather brittle, but likable Kate as she deals with her grief and her
boredom with her job as a reality show television producer.
She’s been doing decorating and makeover shows and becoming more jaded with each one. So she
jumps at the chance to do something different, interviewing men serving life sentences in prison—life without parole.
The two men lined up for the first documentary episode are murderers whose death sentences were commuted. Kate
is to show the TV audiences how they deal with the fact that they will die in prison. She is excited to talk to two people
who don’t care about throw pillows or paint chips.
Another show lures her by offering her lots of money and promising to work with her schedule. This one will
have her film the investors and participants in a new, hip restaurant as the build-out is finished and the place opens.
When Kate finds out who is behind the job offer, she almost backs out. The further she gets into the lives of these
people, all of whom are hiding something, the more reservations she has. When one of them is murdered, she tells
herself that finding the killer will make good television. But she finds she’s not quite as hardened and cynical as she
thinks she is.
I can’t say enough good things about this novel. It’s deeper and more serious than a lot of mysteries and a super
read.
Reviewed by Kaye George, author of “Choke” for Suspense Magazine 

Alys, always
By Harriet Lane

When you look back upon your life, is there one incident that changed everything? Did something
happen to send you off on a path of discovery and insight? Could that incident be as tragic as the
death of someone you never knew? In “Alys, Always,” author Harriet Lane shows us an average woman
working an average job whose life is on the verge of a wondrous change.
Frances Thorpe works as a literary editor for a struggling London, England newspaper. One winter
night, she comes upon an automobile accident and comforts the victim in the last moments of life. The
woman was Alys Kyte, wife of Laurence Kyte, a famous author. After meeting with the widower and his two children,
Frances begins to see her life changing. She develops a relationship with the daughter and eventually Laurence. Her
acquaintance with Laurence also helps her at work. As the months pass, she can never quite get away from the veil of
influence Alys had on the family, all the while inexorably surpassing it.
This book was slow moving, but I never lost interest. I felt sometimes as if I was reading something surreal,
but I realized subtlety was the key to Lane’s book. This book is full of wonderful and unique characters. Her use of
language was magnificent and her descriptions though vivid, were still kept under the very thinnest of veils just to
keep everything from being overwhelming. Yes, it’s a book more in tune with women, but I could not keep from
thinking how this might be an excellent miniseries for Masterpiece Theatre.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine 
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The Skeleton Box
By Bryan Gruley

“The Skeleton Box” is the third in a series of mysteries set in the small town of Starvation Lake, Michigan, and
featuring Gus Carpenter, editor of the local Pine County Press newspaper.
The townsfolk are nervous over a rash of unsolved crimes. Someone is breaking into the homes of elderly people
while they’re at bingo and rifling through their personal papers—but not stealing anything. It’s disconcerting, but
then turns terrifying when Phyllis Bontrager is killed. Not only is she the mother of Gus’ ex-girlfriend Darlene, she’s
his own mother’s best friend and was staying with his mother at the time of her murder. The police have no suspects,
and with an election for sheriff coming up, the investigation becomes a political hot potato.
There are many layers to the story; Darlene is herself a deputy and determined to stay on the case. Gus is dealing
with his mother’s deteriorating memory while also suspecting that she knows more about what’s going on than she’s
admitting. Meanwhile, a sort-of cultish religious group is fighting with the county over taxes. Past events, both from
the previous books and the general backstory of the characters come into play as well. Gus and his reporter, Luke
Whistler, are determined to get to the bottom of the break-ins and the murder, no matter where the trail leads. Gruley
does a great job of evoking small town life and the pros and cons of an environment where everyone knows everyone
else. Political and personal grudges affect people’s choices in believable ways.
The mystery is generally well handled as the clues and hints sprinkled throughout are slowly tied together by
Gus. There are a couple of coincidences that stretch things a bit, and suspicious behavior by one character goes
unquestioned by Gus for a little too long, but overall the current crime and its roots in the town’s past dovetail in a
satisfying conclusion.
“The Skeleton Box” is a solid stand-alone mystery that also introduces some dramatic changes in the story arcs
of the characters throughout the books. It’s well worth reading and enriches the series as it continues to grow.
Reviewed by Scott Pearson, author of “Star Trek: Honor in the Night,” for Suspense Magazine 

All He Saw Was the Girl
By Peter Leonard

“All He Saw Was The Girl” is the new crime thriller by Peter Leonard. The story takes place in
Rome, Italy, where college students Chip—son of a U.S. Senator—and McCabe—his middle-class
best friend—get in trouble one drunken night for stealing a taxi. After a few days in jail, they emerge
with the help of Chip’s wealthy father after he pays off the presiding judge. The trouble really starts
when the local paper prints a picture of the two leaving the jail, but prints the wrong names under
their pictures. Thinking McCabe is the son of a wealthy American instead of Chip, a group of crooks kidnap him for
a 500,000 euro ransom, which Chip’s father pays.
After his escape, recapture, and eventual release, McCabe is determined to get the money back. He tracks down
the beautiful Angela, who was used as bait to capture him and is also the local mafia don’s daughter, and in turn
kidnaps her for the same ransom. Her cousin, a fugitive from Detroit who desperately wants to make his own way
after the death of his mob boss dad, sees himself as the next don and leads Angela’s gang in pursuit. Next follows a
series of fast-paced chases and shootouts as McCabe must stay ahead of danger and keep from falling for his captive.
“All He Saw Was The Girl” is an interesting, fun read that weaves together different plot lines while immersing
the reader in Italian culture and geography. Reading the descriptions of classic Italian architecture and landmarks,
it is easy to imagine tourists carrying a copy with them while on vacation. The characters are well thought out and
memorable and it is a hard book to put down.
Reviewed by Brian Blocker, author of “Subliminal” for Suspense Magazine 

Strindberg's Star
By Jan Wallentin

We begin with Erik Hall, a cave diver who, down in the depths of a stench-ridden cavern, comes across a slightly
famous relic in the hand of a very odd corpse. As the reporters rush to get the diver’s account, and photographs of the
items, one in particular arrives that knows far more than she’s willing to let on.
Don Titelman is an Associate Professor of History, but his wisdom remains heavily in the world of symbols,
myths, legends, and the obsession the Nazi’s had with the occult. Don is a man who wants to stop thinking about this
particular time period, but the stories of gruesome experiments that his grandmother tells him about, makes him
unable to leave the Nazi’s ‘divine quests’ behind.
Soon Don, and a woman by the name of Eva Strand, are drawn into the largest mystery of all time. Coming up
against some present-day Germans who are intent on unlocking a mystery, they are presented with a story about a
German and a Swede who got together over a ‘navigational instrument’ that was discovered long ago.
From an arctic exploration that occurred in 1897, to the journals and photographs left behind by Hitler’s ‘best,’
Don and Eva find themselves wrapped in a puzzle that stems over a century, attempting to find out who the ‘bad’ guys
really are and what, exactly, that cave diver really found hidden beneath the ground.
This puzzle is a great deal like “The DaVinci Code” premise, just set in a different time with different ‘monsters’ at
the helm. Although the plot is a fantastic one, it is a bit hard to get into. The pages are intricate, and offer information
at such a rate that readers will find themselves going back and forth to check what they read before. Perhaps some
things were a bit ‘lost in translation’ where this particular novel is concerned, but as long as you sit in a quiet room
with no disturbances, this adventure will eventually capture your imagination.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense Magazine 
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Plunder

By Mary Anna Evans
In the aftermath of a disastrous
oil rig explosion in the Gulf of
Mexico, professional archeologist
Faye Longchamp and her husband
and business partner, Joe Wolf
Mantooth, race against time to
document historic Mississippi
Delta sites before they are forever
ruined by the approaching tides of
oil, all the while coping with the
needs and demands of Michael,
their one-year-old son. But Faye
and Joe’s already daunting task
becomes even more difficult and
dangerous when a murdered man
is found floating in the little marina
from which they are operating.
The victim was Herbert, the
uncle of Amande, a precocious
teenager who lives with her
grandmother on a dilapidated
houseboat moored at the same
marina. Amande’s grandmother is a
mambo, a voodoo lady, who spends
her days fashioning charms and
dolls for the locals and who expects
the free-spirited Amande to learn
the family trade.
Another brutal murder
occurs and suspicion soon falls on
Amande’s many relatives. There’s
Steve, the recent widower of
Amande’s mother, who abandoned
her baby sixteen years before, never
to return. There’s Didi, the aunt,
who can’t resist anyone wearing
pants and Dale, her husband who
can’t wait to be rid of his wayward
wife. They, and a few other odd (in
every sense of the word) relations
are gathering like swamp flies and
just as welcome at the old family
houseboat.
The laws of inheritance
in Louisiana are as twisted and
difficult to navigate as its dark
delta waterways. Someone has
placed a high value on what the
family members stand to inherit
and that person is willing to kill to
increase their share. Even though
Faye is desperate to complete the
archeological survey before the
spreading oil slick arrives, her
maternal instincts can’t be resisted
as she comes to understand the
deadly danger lying in wait for
young Amande.
Reviewed by Andrew MacRae,
author of “Murder Misdirected” for
Suspense Magazine 
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The Burning
By Jane Casey

A brutal serial killer is loose
upon modern London, a killer who
savagely bludgeons his victims and
then sets their bodies aflame with
petrol. Each of his victims was an
attractive young woman and each
was attacked while walking home
late at night and each was battered
and burned beyond recognition.
Every few weeks the killer claims
another life and the police are
stymied as a frightened public
clamors for action.
This tense story is told
through the eyes of two people,
Detective Constable Maeve
Kerrigan—one of a small army
of police detectives tasked with
finding the killer—and Louise
North, a lawyer and a close friend
of Rebecca Haworth, the most
recent victim. For Detective
Kerrigan, the case has begun to
consume her as she spends every
waking minute working on it, at the
expense of her relationship with
Ian, the man with whom she lives.
For Louise North, a young woman
who has always lived in the shadow
of her best friend, the murder
challenges her to take a close look
at her own life, and contemplate
a future no longer illuminated by
her vivacious friend.
The clock is ticking as the
police race to find the killer before
he strikes again, yet also with the
grim understanding that their only
leads come when another young
woman dies and opens her past to
the police. Now it’s Rebecca’s turn
as every facet of her too-short life
is examined, poked and prodded.
An ex-boyfriend with a history
of violence enters the picture, a
wealthy, handsome young man
who has turned his attentions
toward the formerly unnoticed
Louise.
Back and forth, the
interweaving chapters alternate
between Maeve and Louise,
each woman’s story contributing
only a partial picture, but when
woven together reveals a complex
tapestry of plot, motive, secrets,
and danger.
Reviewed by Andrew MacRae,
author of “Murder Misdirected”
for Suspense Magazine 
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Terrified
By Kevin O'Brien

Kevin O’Brien is back with “Terrified,” a new paperback original thriller that joins his other
novels, such as last year’s “Disturbed.” As with his previous novels, this one will likely climb onto the
New York Times Bestseller List.
Abused wife Lisa Swan’s car is found by a bridge over the Mississippi river with a half-drunk bottle
of liquor inside along with a brief note: To the people left who care about me: I’m sorry. The police assume
her disappearance is a suicide, until Lisa’s teenage niece Candy comes forward. Dismembered pieces of
a young woman’s body have started appearing around Chicago, wrapped up in garbage bags. The newspapers describe
three burn marks on the corpse’s torso that match marks Candy saw on her aunt’s back. Lisa’s surgeon husband, Glenn
Swan, is charged with her murder.
Lisa had in fact faked her death to escape Glenn, and has assumed a new identity: Megan Keeler. Now living in
Seattle, she hears of Glenn’s arrest for her murder and considers returning to Chicago, but that’s derailed when Megan
discovers she’s pregnant. She gives birth to a son, Joshua, while Glenn is convicted. Over the next fourteen years,
Megan maintains a low profile even as Joshua grows into a teenager. Megan doesn’t realize she’s picked up a stalker
who is watching her every move, entering her house while they’re out, and claiming mementos during his visits. The
stalker has also collected women over the years who are physically similar to Megan and, once he’s finished with them,
left their severed body parts in garbage bags scattered throughout the Seattle area.
Megan’s carefully constructed world falls apart when Glenn’s freed by DNA evidence, followed by the stalker’s
brutal attack. Her deception exposed and framed for a murder, Megan must fight to save both Josh and herself from
the horrible intentions of a hidden killer.
O’Brien slowly builds the suspense of the story, and then keeps increasing the heat on the pressure-cooker plot
until it reaches its explosive end. This is a book that lives up to its title.
Reviewed by David Ingram for Suspense Magazine 

Sail of Stone
By Åke Edwardson

Beginning in Gothenburg, Sweden, this latest in the series featuring Chief Inspector Erik
Winter moves mysteriously back and forth between Sweden and Scotland. Writing in his stream of
consciousness style, Edwardson takes us inside the heads of Chief Inspector Winter, who travels to
Scotland on the trail of a missing person who just happens to be the father of an old girl friend. Winters
wrestles with his own feelings as well as the questions involved in a case where the only living witness
suffers from dementia.
The old girlfriend and her brother report their father missing after he has gone off to Scotland, possibly in search
of his own father, who disappeared off the coast of Scotland at the beginning of World War II. When they don’t hear
from him for several days, they assume the worst, but how do they begin?
At the same time, Detective Aneta Djanali is searching for a woman who may be the victim of abuse, if she
could only be located. Her investigations lead to the discovery of a ring of thieves who are systematically cleaning out
apartments in Gothenburg, and the missing woman’s father may, or may not, be involved.
The story is realistic in the way the characters’ thoughts wander to personal issues even as they strategize
about how to approach the cases they are working on. Inevitably, their personal issues and relationships become
intertwined with the cases.
“Sail of Stone” is a journey into the minds and emotions of the characters as well as the physical journey
from Sweden to Scotland, and this physical journey becomes the crux of the solution to Winter’s feelings about his
life, and well as providing the solution to a seventy-year-old mystery.
Reviewed by Kathleen Heady, author of “The Gate House” for Suspense Magazine 

Nightfall
By Stephen Leather

Have you ever had a meaningful discussion about hell? About souls? What do you think about
selling your soul? Or the soul of someone else? Is it even possible? Step into a shadowy London with a
man who confronts these very questions. Stephen Leather brings you “Nightfall,” a devilish little novel
that may have you seeking a way to ascertain the safety of your soul.
Jack Nightingale is a London police negotiator whose final case is filled with tragedy and oddity.
He only wants to move on, and two years later finds himself as a private detective. However, when he
receives a call from an attorney informing him of his father’s death, Jack’s life is forever changed. Discovering he was
adopted, Jack tries to piece together the clues about his birth parents. His father apparently sold Jack’s soul for wealth.
Jack, about to turn thirty-three, is nearing the time of retribution.
Not believing anything other than that his father was insane, Jack begins to realize evil does exist, especially when
people around him start dying. He is up against time, and unknown forces, to find a solution to save himself.
Clever. A different type of thriller/supernatural/mystery. This is one of those plots I thoroughly enjoy. A little
bit of occult, a little bit of murder, a little bit of intrigue. Unlike some horror or supernatural books, the monster isn’t
jumping out in each chapter. It’s subtle and draws you in. I definitely want the second and third parts.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine 
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Gone Girl
By Gillian Flynn

This is a real page-turner that’s set up as a three-part play. (Boy Loses Girl, Boy Meets Girl, Boy
Gets Girl Back.) Although this sounds a bit confusing, and readers will perhaps become mixed-up
from time to time, this is one puzzle you do not want to miss.
Skillfully written, readers are taken into the world of a marriage that is falling apart. At the
beginning, Amy Elliot marries Nick Dunne, a writer who’s extremely funny, laid back and, according
to Amy, a real catch. On the surface they seem to be a happy couple, living their lives in Brooklyn, New
York.
However, Nick’s mother passes away in Missouri and his father is doing very poorly, which has Nick and Amy
relocating to Carthage, Missouri. Nick buys a bar with his sister and Amy stays at home. Amy is the only child of
wealthy parents and has a large trust fund; unfortunately, with all the difficulties, the happy couple is going through
this nest egg like wildfire.
On the day of their fifth wedding anniversary, Amy disappears without a trace. The book moves between
chapters written by Amy that describe her past in a diary, and some written by Nick in the present day trying to find
his wife. Plots are revealed concerning their psychological states of mind, and ‘clues’ that will have a bearing on the
mystery of Amy’s disappearance.
Amy kept to herself, and as the plot twists, Nick soon becomes a suspect in the disappearance. He turns weak
and bitter, telling lies and even admitting to sinful moments during his marriage. However, the authorities still have a
hard time believing that Nick could have actually committed murder.
This is one novel that reminds suspense readers of the old Alfred Hitchcock stories, where just when you
think you have everyone figured out, there is a new revelation that will make you stop, turn and go in a completely
different direction. Although a bit long and drawn out at times, the characters are so believable, and the extremely
pathological games that they play with each other are so interesting, your attention will be held right up until the very,
very explosive end!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery-13” for Suspense Magazine 

Burn Mark
By Laura Powell

It is present day and witches live and work in everyday life. They aren’t totally accepted, must be
registered by the state, and if crimes are committed using witchcraft, the modern day Inquisition steps
in. The penalty? What else but burning.
Prosecutor of the Inquisition in London is looking forward to following in the family tradition.
However, when the fae (witch powers) descend upon both of them, their lives are forever altered.
Gloriana associates with a band of crooks and an illegal coven. She is recruited to weed out who in the ranks is
skimming money. Glory’s aunt would like her to remake the image of the coven when Glory takes charge. Lucas,
despite his father’s objections, elects to go undercover to discover whom the coven is bribing in regards to an
important witch crime trial. While both Glory and Lucas deal with their expanding powers, they also battle treachery
and conspiracy from their own organizations…and personal conflict between themselves.
I enjoyed the premise and the paranormal aspects because they don’t go overboard or outrageous with the
magic and witchery. This is an undercover thriller with witches in a present day setting with typical beliefs and
viewpoints from the viewpoints of the witches, the Inquisitors, and the general public. From this first novel, Powell
has the makings of a witchy-fine series.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine 

Little Shop of Homicide
By Denise Swanson

2012 may just go down in history as THE year for debut novels setting up brand new series’
fiction to be introduced to the world. This fun read is ‘Book I’ in what will eventually become a slew of
stories titled, The Devereaux’s Dime Store Mystery series.
Devereaux, commonly known as ‘Dev,’ Sinclair has purchased an old-fashioned dime store
located in her hometown of Shadow Bend, Missouri. Naming it Dev’s Dime Store and Gift Baskets, she
truly loves her business. Soon it is thriving and Dev is making up baskets for many clients, using any theme that her
customers want. (i.e.: she puts the finishing touches on a basket for a 60th anniversary celebration using nostalgia from
the 50’s like a 1952 Saturday Evening Post, fifties music CD’s, and an ‘I LIKE IKE’ button.)
One day, intrigue hits. Joelle Ayers, the fiancée of Dev’s ex, is mysteriously killed with a champagne bottle and
a stiletto-heeled shoe, both items that were included in a gift basket created at Dev’s shop. A local policeman with
vengeance on his mind is concentrating on Dev as the only responsible person and begins to make her life miserable.
Dev goes to her two best friends, Poppy and Boone, for help to clear her name, meeting Deputy U.S. Marshall,
Jake DelVecchio, along the way. It seems that Dev is considered a suspect because her fingerprints are all over the
place where Joelle was killed. In deep trouble and sinking even further into the abyss, Dev must find a way to clear her
name, or risk losing her business and residing in a prison cell for the rest of her life.
Very nostalgic and really charming, this story moves along quickly and is a completely entertaining beginning
to a brand new series.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense Magazine 
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The bourne
Imperative

By Eric Van Lustbader
This action-packed thriller
is the latest in the popular series
starring Jason Bourne, a black ops
agent whose identity as a spy has
obliterated his recollection of who
he really is. This is the tenth book
in the series; the first three were
written by Robert Ludlum himself
before his death in 2001.
Jason Bourne has enemies not
just because of his position in the
world of spies, counter-spies, and
international crime, but personal
ones. Throughout the years he has
made enemies in every aspect of
criminal and terrorist underworlds
in a long list of nations around
the world. The “myth” of Jason
Bourne—a ruthless agent who
will kill anyone to accomplish his
goals—is a creation of a top-secret
agency of U.S. Special Forces.
“The Bourne Imperative”
begins when Jason Bourne fishes
a man, half-frozen, out of a lake in
Sweden. The man initially suffers
from amnesia, but as he regains
his memory, it is clear that he has
been sent by his superiors against
Bourne.
The action moves from
Sweden to the Middle East to
Gibraltar and Paris and to the U.S.
and Mexico and back again, as the
threads of action-packed narrative
move toward a conclusion that can
only result in someone’s death. The
crux of the matter may be thirty
million dollars destined for a drug
cartel in Mexico, or is that only part
of the problem?
An arm of the CIA called
Treadstone, designed to carry
out dangerous and top secret
operations, maintains a network
of agents who ostensibly work for
the same goals as Bourne, but both
loyalties and resentments that go
back many years often obscure
their motivations. Bourne’s world
is one where anything can be done,
if you are unscrupulous enough
and know the right people. The
unrelenting action in the novel
clearly shows how this series has
become so popular both in print
and on the screen.
Reviewed by Kathleen Heady,
author of the re-released “The Gate
House” for Suspense Magazine 
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Never Tell

Into the Darkest Corner

By Alafair Burke

By Elizabeth Haynes

Alafair Burke knows
how to write suspense.
With this, her eighth book
the law teacher and former
prosecutor is being called
“one of the finest young crime
writers working today” by
the likes of Dennis Lehane.
When a well-placed sixteen-year-old
girl is found dead in the bathtub of her
luxury townhouse in an apparent suicide,
her parents insist she would never kill
herself and implore the authorities
to consider the case a homicide. Ellie
Hatcher and her partner J. J. Rogan—
detectives with the NYPD Homicide
squad—are called to the scene. Hatcher
takes a look around and deems the
girl’s death a suicide as first indicated. A
pronouncement her partner doesn’t agree
with.
Renowned music producer Bill
Whitmire and his wife call in favors and
push the investigation. Hatcher has no
choice but to look into Julia’s life, finding
she wasn’t the innocent girl her parents
believed her to be. Julia was taking
antidepressants and drugs to control
attention deficit disorder, both of which
she was heavily abusing and was never
prescribed, a growing trend among her
peers. Often left alone as her parents
spent most of their time in Long Island,
Julia sought the affection she was missing
amongst a group of odd friends and the
older men she chose as lovers. Could one
of them have actually murdered her? Pair
that with the message threatening the
mother of her best friend found in the
search of her computer, the detectives
had their work cut out for them.
After Julia’s death, the subject of
her cyber bullying continued to receive
death threats, shifting the investigation
in another direction. What the detectives
find is a cycle of events that has them
chasing their tails trying to piece together
the connection between the two.
“Never Tell” is a great read. Alafair
Burke writes a riveting story with a
strong female protagonist. A strong story
line successfully draws in and keeps the
reader’s attention from start to finish with
them most surely wanting to read the
next installment of the series.
Reviewed by Jodi
chaptersandchats.com
Magazine 
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Many people have a few obsessive-compulsive behaviors that they don’t admit even
to their best friends. But for a few, it goes beyond a harmless habit to an obsession with
rituals involving counting, locking and checking, over and over again. This is the case with
the protagonist of “Into the Darkest Corner,” the new suspense novel by Elizabeth Haynes.
Catherine’s compulsive behaviors stem from fears that become all too real, even as she struggles
to overcome both the fears and the compulsions.
“Into the Darkest Corner” begins with a brutal murder, although the identities of both the victim and
her murderer are not immediately known. By the second chapter, we know who the killer is, and it is clear
who his next victim will be.
Catherine is charmed by the handsome Lee, and falls in love with him. But his attentions soon become
controlling and abusive. As a police officer, he knows how to work the system, and as a first-class manipulator,
he fools Catherine and her friends, until it is too late.
The story alternates between 2003, when Catherine first meets Lee, and 2008, when Lee is in prison and
she is trapped in her own world of OCD “checking” routines and rituals. Her life begins to change when she
meets her new upstairs neighbor, who not only is a psychologist who recognizes her symptoms and directs
her to where she can get help, but he falls in love with her.
When her tormentor from the past is released from prison, the unrelenting tension builds, and the story
is all the more frightening because it touches a reality of domestic abuse and obsession. You can’t say, “This
couldn’t happen,” because it could. Catherine’s fear and her sense that things are not what they seem in the
face of her friends’ opposition are clear warnings. Abusive relationships never really end, but scar their victims
forever.
The tension in the novel builds relentlessly to a stunning and frightening conclusion. As a first novel,
Elizabeth Haynes has written an unforgettable story.
Reviewed by Kathleen Heady, author of the re-released “The Gate House” for Suspense Magazine 

Murder at the Lanterne Rouge
By Cara Black

The date is January 1998. Pre Google. Paris. View century’s old architecture. Talk with
immigrants and locals who, after over fifty years, still remember the war like it was yesterday.
Walk the streets of a Chinese quarter where, if you look hard enough, you’ll find sweatshops
and illegal aliens working for under-the-table pay. This is the setting for the latest Cara Black
mystery featuring private detective Aimee Leduc.
Leduc is reluctantly celebrating her partner’s girlfriend’s birthday at a Chinese restaurant.
Soon after the girl excuses herself to take a phone call and never returns, a body of a prominent inventor is
discovered across the street, with a picture of the girl in her wallet. Leduc wither her partner, Rene, and a
computer guru named Saj, are on the trail to find the missing girl and to discover the connection between her
and the murder victim. However, trying to tear through the silent curtain of Chinatown’s inhabitants is only
the first of their problems. Leduc and company are also being observed by the French secret service, who
were interested in the inventor’s creations. Pressures increase the more Leduc pieces together the intricate
puzzle, never forgetting a murderer is still in the shadows.
Except for the French phrases thrown around, you could transplant this story to just about any major
metropolis. However, it’s uniquely French with the food and the culture and the story drew me into each
scene. I also enjoyed the tidbits about the time period. Black keeps the tension wire taut and kept me racing
toward the end. This book is a little bit whodunit, a little bit thriller, and a whole lot of a great read.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine

The Columbus Affair
By Steve Berry

When Steve Berry announced last year that his popular character Cotton Malone would
be taking some time off, fans were worried. What they didn’t take into account was that Steve
was still going to write, just use another character. What was the outcome? One of Steve’s best
books to date, “The Columbus Affair,” with new character Tom Sagan.
Tom is a man that has hit bottom. Winning awards for his writing while working at the
Los Angeles Times and now working as a ghostwriter, where many of his books hit the bestseller list only under
someone else’s name, Tom is getting ready to pull the trigger on his life. However, when a man shows up with
a picture of his daughter, a relationship between the two that was also on the rocks, Tom needed to step up.
Christopher Columbus is one of the most recognizable names in World History; however, he also
has one of the most mysterious pasts. In true form to his past books, Steve is able to push the boundaries
of historical fiction, by bringing to light some of the mystery behind Columbus, but keeping the action at
the highest level. Do I dare say that Cotton Malone has met his match in Tom Sagan, you bet I will. “The
Columbus Affair” is an instant classic.
Reviewed by John Raab, CEO/Publisher of Suspense Magazine 
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Hickory SMOKED Homicide
By Riley Adams

Down home cooking is what’s on the menu for the latest Riley Adams book “Hickory Smoked
Homicide.” Lulu Taylor is the owner of the family restaurant Aunt Pat’s BBQ restaurant in Memphis,
TN. Not only does Lulu have a great sense for serving great food, she also has a knack for finding
dead bodies.
In “Hickory Smoked Homicide,” Tristan Pembroke, whom is not loved by many, is found dead
inside her home by Lulu, during a party in which she was the host. However, the killings don’t stop
there. When another victim is found Lulu then has to put all her knowledge and amateur sleuthing skills to the test
to stop the killer before they strike again.
The town does not lack suspects, which makes this mystery that much more tantalizing. Cozy readers and
mystery lovers will find that this novel is more than just an appetizer, but more like the BBQ picnic you would
expect in Memphis. Riley does an excellent job of keeping the pace of the book at a high level and weaving the
reader through the web of intrigue, when at the end this reader could honestly say I didn’t see that coming. I would
rate this book four out of five stars, and I’m excited to see what new menu item Riley and Lulu have in the next
Memphis BBQ Mystery series.
Reviewed by John Raab, CEO/Publisher of Suspense Magazine 

Act of Terror
By Marc Cameron

Special Agent Jericho Quinn, the hero of Marc Cameron’s debut novel “National Security,”
returns in this well-crafted, high-octane thriller. Quinn is a worthy successor to Tom Clancy’s Mr.
Clark, an outside-the-lines warrior using brains and brawn to protect the US.
A new wave of terror has gripped the nation, made worse by perpetrators all appearing to be
normal, loyal Americans. A flight attendant tries to crash a plane, a police officer opens fire on a
crowded stadium, and at CIA headquarters, three agents—including a deputy director—mount an
assault that would have been even more devastating except for the quick work of Security Protective
Service officer Veronica “Ronnie” Garcia. All three of the CIA agents have marked the date of the attack on their
calendars at home with a Chinese figure meaning bitterness.
Quinn, at home in Alaska, has to defend his ex-wife and daughter from a ruthless attack mounted by an old
enemy. After seeing to his family’s safety, Quinn answers the President’s call to investigate the attacks and root
out any other deep-cover agents waiting for their chance to strike. He’s assisted by his old Cajun buddy, Jacques
Thibodaux as well as Garcia, but the work is complicated when a US congressman comes out with his own enemy’s
list—a list that includes Quinn’s name.
Discovering the answer to how the nation’s security was breached takes Quinn and Garcia on a trip to the
other side of the world. Speed is of the essence as an event is approaching that will be too tempting for the terrorists
to ignore: a wedding that will have many heads of state in attendance, along with both the President and the Vice
President.
Cameron keeps the action happening at a breakneck pace, yet he imbues the story with a sense of authenticity
that’s the product of spending over twenty-five years in law enforcement, much of it on the federal level. The only
disappointment with this book is that it ends, and we have to wait for the next entry in the series.
Reviewed by David Ingram for Suspense Magazine 

All Sales Fatal
By Laura A.H. DiSilverio

The second in a new series, Mall Cop Mystery, is based on pure fun and intrigue.
E.J. (short for Emma Joy), is not your usual Mall Cop. She was in the military and wounded by
a roadside bomb in Afghanistan. The daughter of a movie star, she lived the ‘celebrity’ life in Malibu
before working as a mall cop with the hope of one day getting a real job on the police force.
Coming into work one morning, E.J. stumbles upon a dead body outside the mall doors. She
assumes it’s a homeless person, as many of the homeless come into the mall to seek the warmth during
the winter and air conditioning in the summer. When the body is checked over by the police, it’s discovered that it’s
actually not another homeless death. In fact, it was definitely no accident. The police believe that there’s something
shady going on at the mall involving some mall employees. Because of this circumstance, the lead detective on the
case, Anders Helland, doesn’t want E.J.’s help and makes it plain to her to butt out.
E.J., of course, will not butt out as the crime happened at her workplace and she feels as if she should do
something to protect her friends and the customers.
The writing is first-class in this book as the characters develop into a really fascinating group of people readers
will really want to get to know. E.J.’s best friend Kyra works there and is a big help in the investigation. Also, E.J.’s
grandfather helps out, and is such a wonderful, eccentric character that readers will fall for him in an instant.
Add in two possible love interests for E.J.: one being the “cookie seller,” Jay Callahan; and the other, of course,
being the detective, and you have romance all bundled up with your intrigue. Although part of a series, this is
definitely a great stand-alone story!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense Magazine 
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Twice

By Lisa Miscione
In her third outing Lydia
Strong, private investigator, reveals
a centuries old family curse as the
husbands of famous artist Julian Ross
family are all shown to have been
murdered, including both of Ross’
husbands and her father too. Ross
is under suspicion in the death of
her husbands even though she had
been exonerated in the first murder,
ten years previously. Strong’s own
mother was a victim of a serial killer,
Jed McIntyre, who has recently been
released and is stalking her as well.
Lisa Unger—under the pen-name
Miscione—sends us forward as she
has us chasing two heavy plot-filled
stories in her latest offering, “Twice.”
The dark story line is darkened
even more as Strong’s partner/
boyfriend, Jeffrey Mark, and her
Australian minder, Dax Chicago, are
led through the tunnels under New
York City by the homeless who reside
there as they recognize the danger of
having McIntyre hide within their
midst. Not only is he a threat to
their own peace of mind, but they
don’t need New York’s finest, led by
Detective Ford McKirdy, searching
below the surface. McKirdy, lead
investigator in the Ross murders is
the tool that Unger uses to bring the
two storylines together as the Ross
family have requested Strong also
investigate the family murders.
Strong investigates these family
stories as she struggles with finding
out that she is pregnant and about to
start her own family. The implausible
storylines she finds herself involved
in perhaps seem exaggerated by her
extra-hormonal thought processes as
she realizes that Mark is overbearing
and extra-protective while seeing her
as handicapped to be pursuing fleeing
felons while in a family-way.
Unger writes in a heavy-handed
way with great detail, though at times
product names are a little distracting
from the plot: pink glossy lipstick
would be enough. This is a shame,
as the story is fine, full of twists and
turns, small-town clichés and evil
relatives. Highly entertaining gritty
writing.
Reviewed by Mark Sadler, author of
“Blood on his Hands” published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine 
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The Last
Kind Words

The Empty Glass

By Tom Piccirilli

Yet another sad, sad story of Marilyn Monroe and her broken and twisted American Dream.
This tale has been told as many times as vampires have gnashed their fangs and fallen in love, but
readers will have to admit that this one is a little more interesting, offering some brand new twists. In
other words poor, sweet Marilyn is really not the main character this time out and neither, really, are
her enemies—although they’re mentioned enough times to make the story move along.
Conspiracy theories abound with the most interesting character being a poor, young assistant
coroner who is first on the scene of the supposed suicide of the world’s most famous movie star.
It was on August 5, 1962, in the wee-small hours of the morning that Ben Fitzgerald—an LA County Deputy
Coroner—was called to Monroe’s home.
Very deceased, she lay in the bedroom of her house clutching a telephone in her hand. While going over the
scene, Ben stumbles upon her Book of Secrets, a small red diary that, after reading parts of it, reveals a love affair that
had absolutely no chance of surviving with a man known only as, “The General.” In the days to come, Ben will find
various clues and cover-ups that will explain just what happened to Marilyn. And after a while, Ben’s own life seems
to be headed for a breakdown when he becomes trapped in a conspiracy theory that just won’t quit.
Full of stories and interesting facts that were bandied about for years concerning Marilyn—the Kennedy
brothers, the Mafia, and everyone else who tried very hard to make this so called suicide go away—this book takes
the reader behind some scenes that they’ve never even heard of before. So if you think you’ve heard it all…think
again.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense Magazine 

Terrier
Rand
walks into prison to
visit his brother sitting
on death row. In two weeks, Collie
Rand will receive the lethal injection
as payment for the hideous killing
spree he went on.
The Rand Clan is not exactly
‘clean’ but they had yet to be
murderers before Collie crossed that
line. In fact the grandfather, Shepherd
Rand, told all of the generations that
the Rands were ‘born thieves.’ No
danger, guns, killing—none of that—
just cat burglars who could get in and
out.
Terrier left the clan after
everything was destroyed and had
been living out West. He’s only back
because of the family request, and
when he sits before his brother and is
told that out of the victims of Collie’s
murder spree there was one he simply
didn’t kill, Terrier has a hard time
believing any of it. But Collie wants
his brother to find the real killer of
this girl, seeing as the killings are
still going on and the loss of life is
growing.
As Terrier heads home, he meets
Gramps, who now has Parkinson’s
and Alzheimer’s, but can still pick a
pocket at a moment’s notice, Dad, a
professional gambler and his other
brothers, who are card cheats with
one owing a great deal of money to
a family enemy, Danny Thompson.
Terrier also meets up with his little
sister who seems to be running with
a boy from the ‘wrong side of the
tracks.’ As Terrier does what Collie
asks, he finds himself trying to solve
a murder, save his sister, deal with a
boyhood friend he now despises, and
watch his ex from afar who is now
living a life without him.
The danger and criminal
elements walk hand-in-hand with a
story of love lost and finding a new
‘path’ in life to become a better man.
Although the characters are fantastic,
with each Rand bringing something
new to the table, there are no real
electrifying moments, which makes
the plot drag at times.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of
“Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense
Magazine 
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By J.I. Baker

The Helios Conspiracy
By Jim DeFelice

Helios. Possibly the solution to the energy problems: cheaper than oil, coal and natural gas.
You know there will be those who want to control it for their own selfish means. DeFelice’s latest
thriller takes you from New York to California, from New Mexico to Pennsylvania. This is a book
for the modern age and the future. Settle back with a cigarette (if you’re so inclined) and some bad
coffee (because the hero is no Starbuck’s man) and have some fun with “The Helios Conspiracy.”
Just before Icarus Sun Works is to launch its new solar energy collecting satellite into space—the success
of which will mean the world’s energy problems may be solved—its vice president is murdered in a New York
hotel. She was the former girlfriend of FBI Special Agent Andy Fisher, a cynical, chain smoking, coffee addict
who flouts authority and constantly flusters his supervisor. Investigating the case, he is on hand when the satellite
launch turns disastrous and the rocket explodes. Sandy Chester, Fisher’s friend wants to discover why. Before long
however, Fisher is trying to connect the murder and the explosion to a series of sabotages to various energy related
companies.
But who is behind the conspiracy? The Russians? The Chinese? As the launch of the next rocket draws near,
Fisher and Chester must avoid their own murder attempts and discover the answers before disaster strikes again.
Jim DeFelice delivers a very wonderful character in Andy Fisher. The agent is full of one-liners and pushes the
envelope on legal maneuverings. This is a thriller with humor, quick, no nonsense action, and science that has very
real-life possibilities. I enjoyed Fisher’s view of bureaucracy, interoffice communications, interagency cooperation,
the state of American diners, and the various personalities with which he deals. It’s no conspiracy why DeFelice is
top in his craft.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine 

Madhattan mystery
By John Bonk

“Madhattan Mystery” is the latest book written by author John Bonk. John does a good job of
writing a mystery that while targeted to the younger fans, should be enjoyed by all who love them.
Lexi and her younger brother Kevin are spending some time away from their small town.
Because their father is away on his honeymoon, they stay with their aunt Roz in New York City.
While in Grand Central Station, Lexi overhears a plot by two men to steal Cleopatra’s Jewels, which
are going to be on display at the Metropolitan Museum of Art. Lexi and Kevin meet up with Kim
Ling Levine, another teen that wants to be an investigative journalist, and has the attitude to succeed.
Kim Ling is a New York City native and she gets the ball rolling, getting Lexi and Kevin to skip summer camp
and solve the crime. The pace of the book is a little slow at the beginning, but revs up quickly, taking the three kids
on an adventure of a lifetime.
John does a great job of exploring Lexi and her emotional battles of having a new stepmother, who she does
not like. She also has to cope with Kim Ling, who is very forceful and brash.
It is a roller coaster ride, not only in solving a mystery, but also in seeing the ups and downs of a friendship
building between two strangers, Lexi and Kim Ling.
Reviewed by John Raab, CEO/Publisher of Suspense Magazine 
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The Seven Wonders
By Steven Saylor

I would dearly love to travel the world. To see the monuments and the fantastic structures
man has built. Here in “The Seven Wonders,” I can do a little bit of traveling and view the world
from almost a century before Jesus. I went from place to place, country to country, riding on
camels and carriages. I saw athletes and edifices, temples and towers. I was amazed and astounded
and I even solved a few mysteries.
In 92 B.C., young Gordianus of Rome travels with his mentor, poet Antipater of Sidon, to visit the Seven
Wonders of the World. During their journey, they encounter mystery and murder. A young maiden dies during
a play at Artemis’ temple. Two deaths and two enigmatic widows puzzle the pair in Halicarnassus. An Olympic
athlete is the suspect in a murder at Zeus’ temple. Did a witch slaughter soldiers outside the destroyed city
of Corinth? What connection does a man from Gaul have to the god Helios? Who killed the astrologer in a
supposedly haunted temple in Babylon? At the Great Pyramid, Gordianus must solve the Sphinx’s second
riddle. Gordianus becomes involved in international conspiracy in Alexandria.
These are a series of short stories placed into one volume. The mysteries within each chapter aren’t complex
whodunits but there is enough variety in each case to be interesting. Plus, the traveling to see the Seven Wonders
is a wonderful experience. By the middle of the first chapter, I was hooked. After the first Wonder, I knew this
was going to be a book I would thoroughly enjoy if only for the way history, the time period, and the culture is
presented.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine 

Come, Tell Me How You Live
By Agatha Christie Mallowan

Discover a huge, exhilarating story in a very small book. Millions have been avid fans of
Agatha Christie for many years, yet this happens to be a non-fictional account of an archaeological
expedition that she went on to the Middle East with her husband, archaeologist Max Mallowan.
Agatha Christie was already a well-known author when she married Max in 1930. Before the
Second World War, she went on many digs with Max and they shared many adventures. Some of
the best times in the book however, are stories of Agatha going to the English department stores
and trying to buy clothing that would serve her well in the weather of the Middle East. Not to mention her
descriptions of her husband packing his bags to leave and putting mostly books into the bags and wrestling to
carry them, was another true ‘gem.’
This book was the ‘child’ of one of their expeditions; as described by Agatha, it is a “meandering chronicle
of life on an archaeological dig.” This is an in-your-face record of Syria, the people and the past that has long since
disappeared into the desert dust of the Middle East. Agatha started on this book before the war, and put it aside
when the trouble began. But, as always, she was so descriptive, vibrant, and thrilling that readers will believe they
are living in the 30s and the war is simply a distant illusion.
There are so many descriptions in this book that will literally transport you from your living room or den
and directly into Agatha’s always captivating life. For example, while boarding a train at Victoria Station: “It was
a big snorting, hurrying companionable train, with its big, puffing engine.” For anyone who knows the power
of Christie, her words in this small truthful tale make you want to board the Orient Express in Paris and end up
in Istanbul.
Casablanca, here we come!!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense Magazine 

The Azalea Assault
By Alyse Carlson

A clever new mystery writer is on the scene with a new book featuring witty, likeable characters. Alyse
Carlson’s new series features Camellia (Cam) Harris, who is breaking into the P.R. business by representing the
Roanoke Garden Society’s premier local garden at LaFontaine, a local residence. A world famous photographer,
Jean-Jacque Georges, is coming from Garden Delights, a national magazine, to photograph a multi-page layout.
Jean-Jacques makes himself as disagreeable as possible, and, as Cam tries to keep everyone calm and
focused, she discovers that Jean-Jacques is more than she expected.
Along with her sister, Petunia, who is catering the event, she asks questions about the photographer. When
his body is discovered the next day, and her sister Petunia’s husband is arrested for the crime, Cam knows that
she must find the true murderer, and keep as much as possible out of the media. This is a real nightmare for Cam!
It is her first big job as a P.R. rep, and she knows that her brother-in-law is innocent!
To make matters worse, her boyfriend writes for the local newspaper, and trying to keep things from him
makes the situation particularly hard. With her relationship with her man deteriorating, and her sister begging
for help, Cam gets up in everyone’s business by asking awkward questions, and pushing to free her brother-inlaw. How much uproar can Cam create while staying safe herself? What if the murderer kills again?
It’s hard to stay calm and minimize publicity when one is searching for a murderer. Cam does her best to do
all that, plus find the murderer before the photo shoot is completely ruined.
The novel is fast-paced and enjoyable with funny dialogue and clever situations. You’ll cheer as Cam moves
through the paces of a murder investigation that she has no idea how to complete.
Reviewed by Holly Price, author of the soon released, “At Death’s Door” for Suspense Magazine 
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Under Oath
By Margaret McLean

In the extremely successful novel
“Under Fire,” readers met the ‘defensive’
side of law enforcement in the form of
D.A. Buddy Clancy. In this new Boston
courtroom drama, Ms. McLean offers
a new twist on things. Although still
a legal thriller, this is written from the
prosecution’s side of the fence and
features Annie Fitzgerald. But take heart
everyone, Buddy’s back, too.
Charlestown, a neighborhood of
South Boston, has been the site of thirtythree unsolved murders between the
years of 1975 to 1992. This area also has
the dubious honor of never producing
any witnesses to these crimes; there was
never a single arrest. There was a time
in this area known only as The Code of
Silence, meaning see no evil, hear no evil
and speak no evil…especially to the
police.
Buddy Clancy, aforementioned
D.A., is hired to defend Billy
Malone—a killer and drug dealer in
that area. Prosecutor Annie Fitzgerald
is joining up with the Boston Homicide
Department Detective Mike Callahan
who has been after Malone to put him
out of the crime business for many years.
Malone is on trial for the killing of a
young artist, Trevor Shea, who painted
extremely life-like portraits of the locals,
and Annie brings one of the portraits
into the courtroom as she believes that
the pictures will tell the Judge and Jury
exactly who was responsible for Trevor’s
death.
It’s difficult to find witnesses who
will testify against Malone, and Attorney
Clancy is very adept in creating doubt
in the minds of the Jury. With Annie’s
most important witness murdered
and the FBI interfering at every turn,
she and Callahan are finding it almost
impossible to try the case.
This is a very intriguing read that
will keep legal/thriller readers superbusy. The scenes in Charlestown are
mind-boggling and the justice system is
put on trial, covering all the questions
that exist in today’s legal system. She
writes some exceptional trial scenes
but doesn’t make the whole book take
place in a courtroom, which many legal
thrillers tend to do. McLean makes sure
to keep this action fully loaded right up
until the last word.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of
“Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense
Magazine 
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The Orphanmaster
By Jean Zimmerman

Every once in a while, an
outstanding historical thriller comes
along that transports you back in
time and makes the story’s era come
vibrantly alive, while still capturing your
imagination with a complex, deftlydesigned plot. Jean Zimmerman’s first
novel, “The Orphanmaster” is such a
book.
The year is 1663. In England, the
monarchy has been restored following
Oliver Cromwell’s death. While
Charles II has been magnanimous
since ascending the throne, his good
favor doesn’t extend to the thirty-one
commissioners still living who signed
his father’s death warrant. In the
Netherlands, the people have created
a republic after a successful rebellion
against the Spanish occupation of the
Low Countries. And in the New World,
the Dutch outpost of New Amsterdam
is under the dictatorial control of the
one-legged Director-General Petrus
Stuyvesant.
When orphans in the town begin
to go missing, it’s brought to the
attention of Blandine van Couvering.
The twenty-two-year-old Blandine
earns her way in the world as a shemerchant, competing in the trade for
prized beaver skins. Quick-witted and
resourceful, Blandine is an orphan
herself and was—for a time—under
the care of Aet Visser, the orphanmaster
of the colony. In her quest to discover
what has happened to the children, she
forms an uneasy alliance with Edward
Drummond, a handsome Englishman
on a secret mission to track down the
regicides who fled England.
There’s no shortage of suspects
in the disappearances: the governor’s
nephew who wants to marry Blandine,
an Algonquin trapper who believes
himself possessed by the cannibal spirit
of an Indian demon, a rich and dissolute
aristocrat, a half-breed servant, and
the casually corrupt Visser himself.
Blandine and Drummond must risk all
to reveal the killer, including execution
as a spy and burning as a witch.
Zimmerman is the author of
several non-fiction books and writes
with authority about the day-to-day life
in the colony while filling the story with
memorable characters. Packed with
twists and frights, this book will keep
you reading late into the night, but only
in a brightly-lit room.
Reviewed by David Ingram for Suspense
Magazine 
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The Emerald Storm
By William Dietrich

I want adventure! I want to sail through a hurricane, fly down a precarious mountain on a
new fangled glider, and search for treasure in an undersea cavern. William Dietrich’s newest Ethan
Gage novel lets me do all those things. Plus, I get to meet heroes and villains of history along the
way.
The year is 1803 and France, under the rule of Napoleon is selling the huge territory of
Louisiana to the Americans and gearing up for continued war with England. Only wanting to retire with wife
and son, adventurer Ethan Gage hopes to sell an emerald stolen from a pasha. However, the jewel may be part of
the rumored treasure of Montezuma.
Before Gage knows it, his wife and son are kidnapped and he is blackmailed into discovering the treasure’s
location. Along the way, he has to free a kidnapped Caribbean island ruler, help secure victory for a slave revolt in
Haiti, and battle the English militia. Will this adventure, though, prove too costly for Gage?
Dietrich is an awesome writer. Napoleon, L’Overture, Dessalines, Cayley. All actual people who made a
name for themselves in the history books are included in this story. This is a fascinating look at French and
English and American culture of the early 19th century. Plus, who can resist a voodoo goddess?
The attitude toward warfare, slavery, and the striving for riches with sugar production are all mixed into this
grand adventure of an unforgettable character. Miss this book and miss hours of escapism at its best.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine 

Spycatcher
By Matthew Dunn

The adage known by all writers, write what you know, has never been more relevant to anyone more than it is
to Matthew Dunn. Who better to write a spy thriller than a spy himself. As an ex-espionage agent, Dunn knows
and has written the nuances of a world most of us can’t possibly imagine.
“Spycatcher,” Dunn’s debut novel revolves around Will Cochrane, the CIA and MI6’s most covert asset and
their most deadly weapon. What makes “Spycatcher” so chilling is its relevance to today’s terrorist atmosphere.
Cochrane must ally himself with people who he doesn’t quite trust in order to try and track down the mastermind
of all of today’s greatest terrorist plots. The man he chases is his mirror image; a spy known to no one, yet everyone
knows of his exploits.
In a plot that will keep you and have your mind twisted in knots, Dunn weaves the perfect thriller. It’s a
great combination of politics, terrorism, and personal demons all rolled into one with an ending you won’t see
coming. What makes “Spycatcher” so good is Dunn’s ability to get into his character’s heads and make them real.
We not only realize what makes them tick, but also what makes them a ticking time bomb. These are the aspects
of personality that only a spy himself could write.
I am anxiously awaiting Dunn’s next novel.
Reviewed by J.M. LeDuc author of “Cursed Presence” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine 

No One Left to Tell
By Karen Rose

Complex. Convoluted. Conspiratorial. “No one Left to Tell” by Karen Rose is all that, and
more. When P.I. Paige Holden—a woman with a painful past—finds herself drawn into a shady
world filled with innocent lives ruined and innocent lives taken, she can’t ignore their dilemmas.
Not able to trust the police, she seeks out State’s Attorney Grayson Smith, who saves her life
at their first meeting. He quickly becomes an important part of her life. Together they uncover vile
crimes, including murders that stretch over several years and are covered in layers of deceit and
peril.
This is a thriller with a heart, one where family matters, and love seeks to conquer all. Whether it should
or not.
Review by Kari Wainwright for Suspense Magazine 

As the Crow Flies
By Craig Johnson

Sheriff Walt Longmire has a wedding to plan and a murder to solve, the latter of which threatens to
overshadow his daughter’s big day. After he witnesses a female plunge from a cliff top, he becomes caught in the
middle of an intricate mystery and finds himself arrested by the new police chief.
The mystery takes place on the Northern Cheyenne Reservation, where Walt Longmire must assist the
stubborn police chief who arrested him. What unfolds is a complicated, multi-layered story with a number of
viable suspects and plenty of suspense.
Johnson’s style of writing is unusual and it took me a while to get into this story; however, once I did I
thoroughly enjoyed it. The characters are well-developed, interesting, and engaging. I especially enjoyed Sheriff
Longmire and his relationships with the various other tribal members.
Reviewed by Jenny Hilborne, author or “No Alibi” for Suspense Magazine 
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Mrs. Jeffries Defends Her Own
By Emily Brightwell

The Risk Agent

Emily Brightwell is back with her thirtieth novel in her
famous Mrs. Jeffries series with “Mrs. Jeffries defends her Own.”
For those not familiar with the series, you would think that
Mrs. Jeffries is the detective, but in a refreshing twist, she is the
head of the house for her boss Inspector Gerald Witherspoon.
She is not alone, getting help from friends and other
employees of Inspector Witherspoon; you have a delightful mystery series
that takes you back to the days of Agatha Christie. In “Mrs. Jeffries Defends
her Own,” Mrs. Jeffries’ sister-in-law, Fiona Sutcliffe, comes to her in
trouble. When a man that works for her husband is murdered, Fiona is scared
that the police will consider her a suspect, since she threatened the hated
victim Ronald Dearman just days earlier.
The book moves like a two-hour episode of Murder She Wrote, without
the commercials. Every word has a purpose and every page brings you closer
to finding out who pulled the trigger.
Emily does an excellent job of creating the mystery where everyone had
a motive and opportunity to commit the crime, climaxing to find out who
walked over the line to commit murder.
Reviewed by John Raab, CEO/Publisher of Suspense Magazine 

By Ridley Pearson

The first in a stunning new international thriller series, suspense
readers can get ready for a truly non-stop tale of intrigue.
The Rutherford Risk firm’s main objectives are finding and negotiating
deals for the return of kidnapping victims that are being held as hostages.
The latest job they’re hired for is to find a Chinese gentleman, Edward
“Lu” Hao, along with his security man, who are working for an American
multinational called, The Berthold Group.
This kidnapping occurred in China, where private investigations are
illegal, so this recovery will be more than difficult when compared to others
the firm has accomplished. Rutherford Risk hires two people who work
outside the company for help. They are John Knox, an importer, and Grace
Chu, a forensic accountant—two professionals who are highly skilled that
must rescue the kidnap victims.
With Hao, are his records of bribes that he has been paying out for the
American Berthold Group operating in Shanghai. Grace, who helped Lu get
the job in the first place, delves into the world of forensic accounting and
tries desperately to find the missing books. From working as an ‘insider’ to
delivering the ransom and extracting the hostages, John and Grace follow
the money trail, trying to solve the puzzle before the deadline runs out.
This is a truly great thriller that not only captivates and enthralls
but also brings people up-to-date on the inner workings of the Chinese
The Diamonds of Ghost Bayou
government. And the best part is: “The Risk Agent” is only the beginning
By Kent Conwell
of what appears to be a perfect prelude to an exciting series.
Tony Boudreaux’s best friend is hospitalized after being assaulted and Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” for Suspense
Tony decides to go investigate. After talking to several locals, Tony learns that Magazine 
his friend’s assailants were after long-hidden diamonds.
While investigating the attack, Tony unwittingly stumbles
onto three murders that may have something to do with the
mythical creature the Loup Garou, which according to the locals
roams the swamps.
While I found each of the characters endearingly eccentric
and I enjoyed the backdrop created by Kent Conwell, the rest of
the story was somewhat disappointing. I wasn’t able to figure out
exactly what genre “The Diamonds of Ghost Bayou” is. I believe
Fiction Editing and
that I would have enjoyed this book more if it focused less on the
Critiquing Services
ramblings of the main character and more on what was taking
place.
www.JodieRennerEditing.com
Reviewed by Tanya Contois for Suspense Magazine 

Jodie Renner Editing

Murder on Fifth Avenue
By Victoria Thompson

Frank Malloy is confused when he gets an
order from his superior to meet Sarah’s father, Felix
Decker, at his exclusive club, the Knickerbocker.
Sarah’s family is from old money and doesn’t
really approve of her involvement with Frank. The
confusion is quickly cleared up when he is asked
to discretely investigate the murder of a member that happened
in the club.
The murdered man had plenty of people who wanted him
dead! It seems the ‘upper class’ may have more money, but also
have a lot of the same issues that the ‘lower class’ has to deal with.
From the man’s family to his ‘friends,’ everyone seems to have a
motive. Sarah, Frank, and her parents delve into the man’s life to
uncover which of the many suspects actually killed him.
As the investigation moves forward, Frank sees some
changes in the way he is regarded by Sarah’s parents. He has the
feeling that they—especially Mr. Decker—aren’t watching just
to see how he is as an investigator, but maybe for something
more.
Great character interaction and an intriguing plot!
Reviewed by Ashley Wintters for Suspense Magazine 
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Specializing in thrillers,
romantic suspense,
& other crime �iction
Look for Jodie’s craft of �iction articles on these blogs:
Crime Fiction Collective, Blood-Red Pencil, The Thrill
Begins, Writer’s Forensics, and Suspense Magazine.
“Jodie Renner worked with me to transform my thriller,
The Lonely Mile, from an exciting book to a tight,
suspenseful, heart-pounding thrill ride.” - Allan Leverone
“Jodie edited my last three novels and did a
terri�ic job. … Highly recommended!” - LJ Sellers

“I rate Jodie 6 stars out of 5!” - Ian Walkley, No Remorse

Free sample edit for new clients
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MOVIES

Men in BLACK
2012

Genre – Action/SciFi/Comedy (PG 13)
It’s been fifteen years folks since the first one—yep, fifteen years, and ten since the
second. So, there is a whole generation just waiting to be charmed by the idea that aliens
live amongst us and the Men in Black (MIB) organization are Earth’s secret protectors.
In Men in Black™ 3, Agents J (Will Smith) and K (Tommy Lee Jones) are still together,
but ten years on J is still puzzling over his partner’s irascible and secretive personality.
Suddenly after the death of MIB commander, replaced by O (Emma Thompson),
K disappears and nobody at MIB remembers him. Time has been altered and K now
murdered in 1969 by Boris the Animal. K and J deduce that Boris must have time jumped
back and killed K, before Boris loses his arm in a fight with K, and then installs an Earth
protection system to stop Boris’ race, the Boglodites from invading.
J time jumps back to 1969, where he meets a younger version of K (Josh Brolin) and
thus begins the fun and games of rediscovering a very different K to the 2012 version.
Although he is still an unruffled character, gone is the cranky, worn exterior revealing a
more open and sanguine K. As they follow a trail of murders hoping they will lead to Boris, you will spend this part of the
movie wondering how Josh Brolin pulled off the young K character so convincingly.
The 1969 story line answers all questions and the closing scenes provide a satisfying reveal of the real secret of the black
suited partners’ relationship. Along the way, there is much sliming, much slick banter, a fabulous scene with Andy Warhol,
and a truly fascinating, sweet alien, Griffin (Michael Stuhlbarg) who sees all timeline possibilities (and could be, in fact, a
1969 version of Robin Williams).
There is sincere homage paid here to the MIB franchise and fans will not be disappointed with what truly feels like a
fitting final chapter to a very cool idea. So many times when studios mine an empty franchise, filmgoers walk away knowing
they’ve just been had for a quick buck. Even though some of the jokes are repeats and we miss Frank the Pug, do take the kids
and prepare for some fun because this time “They do make this look good”.
Reviewed by Susan May for Suspense Magazine (http://susanmaywordadventures.blogspot.com/) 

The Woman In Black
2012

Genre – Horror/Thriller (PG-13)
As a kid in the sixties, my favourite films were horror with a majority coming from the
Hammer Horror Films stable. Give me a Dracula, Mummy or Frankenstein any day over
Lassie and Bambi. I would cut deals with my Mother that if I napped in the afternoon, I
could then stay up past my bedtime to watch the horror flick.
When I heard that the new revamped Hammer Horror Studios were releasing their first
ghost story, The Woman in Black, I was first in line, dragging my children along with me. My
eleven-year-old spent the time watching it with his hands over his eyes and cringing in his
chair. Before you start nominating me for ‘Bad Mother of the Year,’ remember the fun you
had being scared witless when you were a kid?
That thrill is rarely there in horror films these days. A thank you goes to Hammer Horror
for rectifying this with this great adaptation of Susan Hill’s 1982 novel.
Daniel Radcliffe plays a young bereaved London solicitor Arthur Kipps who must leave
his three-year-old son and travel to the remote and unwelcoming village of Crythin Gifford
to attend to the affairs of the recently deceased female owner of Eel Marsh House.
We already know there is something wrong in the village. In the opening scenes three young sisters climb, trancelike, out
their attic window to fall to their deaths. When Arthur crosses the moors to visit the house, it is clear that once there the tide
will cut him off from the mainland, trapping him in the dishevelled and dusty house.
The haunted house delivers the horrors of upstairs noises and banging, glimpses of shadowy figures and several adrenaline
jump-in-your-seat scares. The reveal of the real truth of Eel Marsh House is skillfully handled and whilst you always wonder
why characters stay in these haunted houses, the story provides thoughtful answers to Arthur’s motivations. A twist at the
end, should give any horror aficionado a satisfying feeling that this is a class act all the way.
Hammer horror is back and that is a great thing for the genre and its fans. With The Woman in Black, Hammer has
proved horror can be stylish and we horror fans may enjoy some disturbed sleep in the future, but that is how we like it.
Thankfully, I now don’t have to nap in the afternoons to indulge my passion.
Reviewed by Susan May for Suspense Magazine (http://susanmaywordadventures.blogspot.com/) 
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Don Mann
Holding Us Captive

Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit: Will Ramos

U

ntil 1998, Don Mann
was
on
active
duty with SEAL
Team 6. Since then, he was deployed
to the Middle East on numerous
occasions in support of the war against
terrorism. Many of the active duty
men on SEAL Team 6 are the same
guys he taught to shoot, conduct ship
and aircraft takedowns, and operate
in urban, arctic, desert, and river and
jungle warfare, as well as close-quarters
battle and military operations in urban
terrain. He has suffered a broken back,
two cases of high-altitude pulmonary
edema, hypothermia, heat exhaustion,
multiple other broken bones, and

various other inflictions in training or service.
Author of the New York Times extended e-book bestseller and Washington Post political bestseller “Inside Seal Team Six,”
Mann has already shared with the world his incredible experiences as one of America’s most elite warriors. With his insider’s
knowledge now comes “Hunt the Wolf: A Seal Team Six Novel” (June 26, 2012). It’s a high-octane thriller filled with the kinds
of details only a veteran of Mann’s caliber could know.
“Hunt the Wolf ” is explosive. In the center of a demanding training exercise, Navy SEAL Chief Warrant Officer Tom
Crocker discovers a terrorism compartment that comes right from the slopes of K2 to the cities of Europe and the Middle
East. Crocker and his team—who are trained for the most extreme kinds of war in the most intense environments—have
to power through a dangerous labyrinth of terrorist cells to track down a ruthless sheikh who is running an international
kidnapping ring or his captives will pay a price…their lives.
Crocker is tough, demanding of his men, and physically he fears neither man nor beast. However, he’s also emotionally
able to connect. The trials of his family life, pushing physical confines, and morality play out alongside kidnapping plots, car
bombs, and a merciless mountain climb—not to mention the kind of combat stories no civilian could ever make up.
Mann has so much to offer in his work and reading it will bring you new insight to what truly goes on that no American
could ever understand. Suspense Magazine is honored to bring you just a small glimpse into the life of author Don Mann.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): You’ve done so much with your life, but with that being said, we have to ask anyway, what
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profession, other than
yours, would you like to attempt?
Don Mann (DM): I would have enjoyed; being a mountain guide in the
Himalayas, to have trained seriously for the Olympics in cycling and/or
to have been on a major expedition crossing Antarctica or the Arctic.
S. MAG.: One would think with all that you’ve been through, it’s what
prompted you to write books like “Inside Seal Team Six” and “Hunt
the Wolf: A Seal Team Six Novel.” Is that the case or did something
else push you there?
DM: I wrote “Inside SEAL Team Six” right after bin Laden was killed. I
was contacted by numerous publishers to write on ST6, since I was the
former Advanced Training Officer for the team. I refused to offer up
any confidential information/classified information and I insisted that
the book go through the Publication Review Board before publishing.
In no way did I want to release any information that could put our
SEALs at risk. And at the same time, I thought that there was a very
interesting story to tell.
I really enjoyed the movie Forrest Gump. I liked the fictional
character weaving his path through real world events from the
sixties through the eighties. I thought it would be exciting to create
a fictional character (Navy SEAL) who also went through some
real world events. So in “Hunt the Wolf,” the characters are based on SEAL
teammates of mine and their story is fictional but based on some actual real-world events.
S. MAG.: Being captured by the enemy has to be one of if not the most horrible, scary thing a person can go through. How
did you keep from losing your mind or worse, giving up?
DM: In my case, it was not as bad as one might think. I was with three good SEALs and we had the mindset that we could not
lose—and we didn’t. I have actually been held captive three times.
S. MAG.: If Hollywood made a movie about your life, who would you like to see play the lead role?
DM: I do not watch many movies so I really do not have a good answer for you here, but I would want the actor to be a stand-up
guy, not known for the “Hollywood” antics we so often hear about in the media, and someone who has earned a reputation as a
good American.
S. MAG.: You sit down with Navy SEAL Chief Warrant Officer Tom Crocker and are able to ask him questions and really get
to know who he is inside. What would you ask him first?
DM: What was it like for you when you first saw the beaten and tortured woman? What went through your veins?
As a SEAL operator, you had to put up with a lot of political BS to get your job done. What gave you the strength to conduct
these missions with so little backstop?
S. MAG.: Many people would and do call men like yourself heroes. Do you feel like one? Who is a hero in your life?
DM: I am not a hero. I was very eager and happy to serve my country as a Navy SEAL. I gave the job my one hundred percent
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and was honored to have been given the opportunity to do so. The term “hero”
should be reserved for those brave men and woman who have done much more
in their lives than I have. My SEAL heroes include the brave young men who
have been fighting for the last ten years non-stop. Other heroes of mine are
Reinhold Messner (greatest climber in the world) and Ernest Shackleton.
S. MAG.: What makes you angry?
DM: I feel there are three types of people in this world; those who make the
world a better place (military, law enforcement, charity workers, etc), those
that do not make the world any better or worse (the lazy, the all-day video
game players, those who can but do not work etc.) and those who make the
world a worse place (drug dealers, criminals, terrorists). Well, I am quite
annoyed when dealing with the middle group of people and the last group of
people really anger me.
I am also angered with people who take advantage of the weak, handicapped,
disabled, elderly and with people who deceive our government, take advantage
of “the system,” and squander tax payers dollars.
S. MAG.: What is the craziest thing you have ever done?
DM: I once was in a jump competition on who could get to the ground the
quickest after opening our main parachutes at 12,500 feet. I was the lightest
jumper and was falling the slowest, so I cut away my main parachute and went
back into a free fall to 3,000 feet. I easily won the bet.
S. MAG.: Over time, how have you changed the way you look at life/people?
DM: There are good people, those we want to protect and defend, and there are
evil people, those wishing harm on the good. Unfortunately we cannot allow
ourselves or our loved ones to be the naïve and to believe “nothing will ever
happen to me, it only happens to other people.” We need to be alert, for our
family and friends, for those evil people. And at the same time try to enjoy life
and get as much out of it as you can. Life goes by so fast and before you know
it, time runs out. Before that time comes, it is important to accomplish all that
you want to accomplish.
S. MAG.: What’s next? More SEAL books or will you dabble in other genres?
DM: “The Navy SEAL Survival Handbook” will be released this summer as
well. I enjoy writing the SEAL books with my co-author Ralph Pezzullo. It is
my hope that we continue on with a series of eight to twelve SEAL novels and
just concentrate on those for the next couple of years. I do hope one of them is
made into a movie. I also enjoy going around the country speaking. I feel very
passionate about the message I present. It deals with setting micro and macro
goals and developing and fine-tuning a “combat mindset.” The message has
been very well received in the business, sports and military communities.
Suspense Magazine was thrilled to bring this exclusive interview with
Navy SEAL and author Don Mann. Thank you for speaking with us, Don.
If you’d like to learn more about Don and his books, check out, http://www.
usfrogmann.com/. 
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Prepare for
heart-racing suspense
by thirty of the best
writers in the business!

Bodyguards, vigilantes, stalkers,
serial killers, women (and men!)
in jeopardy, cops, thieves,
P.I.s, killers—these all-new
stories will keep you thrilled and
chilled late into the night.
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Japanese Wonder

Interview by Suspense Magazine

The Little Red Riding Hood

C

eline Grandidier is an artist who enjoys photomanipulation and currently resides in
Provence, in the South of France. She is fascinated with fairies, cats, pagan religions, and
mythology—basically, anything surrounding fantasy.
She studied in a school for fine arts for three years. After a break from her art for several years, Celine
came back to her passion in a different way. She stopped using oils and watercolors to concentrate on
digital and photomanipulation realizations.
She works on Photoshop CS5 with a Wacom tablet. She’s learned the basics in a short course and that alone improved her.
Celine considers herself self-taught.
Celine is an animal lover, totally fascinated by cats. That coupled with her love of everything fantasy and she’s blanketed
in inspiration with it all.
In October 2010, Celine created her website to share her vision and her passion for cats. She wanted to add her attraction
to the supernatural, pagan religions, and mythology with her work. You will see her favorite pictures, places and legends
gathered during her many travels, meetings, and research.
A couple of other things Celine is interested in are Arcadia Radio, which asks: “Who knows today the ancient language of
the moon? Who still speaks with the Goddess? Only the stones still remember what the moon told us long ago, that the trees
have taught us, the voice of the grass and the scent of flowers! In this mystical and magical place you enter the enchanting
world of nature, as well as in a musical Zen, New Age, Celtic and Pagan.”
Then there’s Arbrerie Fantasy, which is a site for fairytale illustrations consisting of elves, fairies, and dragons.
Celine’s website is in French, but she offers her site up to others as a way to help showcase their stories, anecdotes, and
photos. She always quotes her sources and will put a link to other websites or blog with postings.
Suspense Magazine is honored to bring her and her work to the forefront in this month’s issue. Enjoy!
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): What inspired your passion for cats? Fantasy?
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Purple Dream
Celine Grandidier (CG): I think I always loved cats, since
my childhood, they always attracted me. About the fairy
world, I have been interested by fairy and elves from an early
age, thanks to my father who developed the sense of wonder
in me and who each evening read me a fairy story or the
Arturian legends.
S. MAG.: What made you turn away from oils and
watercolors and dedicate your art to photomanipulation?
CG: Maybe a natural evolution, it’s quite new, I often saw
all those beautiful fairy and Gothic artwork on internet
and I wanted to try myself to do it, my husband offered
me a wacom tablet by observing the best artists I started to
create photomanipulation. For now I haven’t got the desire to
paint traditionally again, the possibilities on photoshop are
so incredible, there is so many things to discover again.

The Last Angel

S. MAG.: When did your spark for art begin?
CG: As soon as I learned to walk, I drew already everywhere!
S. MAG.: Which is your most cherished childhood
memory? How were you as a child?
CG: I was a dreamer and I think I am still! I had a very happy
childhood and I have no particularly cherished memory,
maybe my holidays in the countryside with my young brother
and cousins.

Red Dream

S. MAG.: Is art what you do full-time or do you have
another job as well?
CG: It’s a hobby. I’m not a professional even if I hope to
become one, I work as a secretary part-time and then I have
a lot of free time to do what I like.
S. MAG.: In your career as an artist, how many times have
you considered throwing in the towel?
CG: None, never. It’s really a pleasure to create.
S. MAG.: Describe a person or situation from your
childhood that had a profound effect on the way you look
at life.

The Red Moon

CG: I think my father had an influence on the way I look life,
I inherited his sense of aesthetics and his taste of perfection,
but I have also the positive character of my mother, it’s for
that reason my realizations are often positive and bright.
S. MAG.: How many cats do you have?
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Ophelia

Dance With the Moon
CG: I have five cats, but also two dogs
and many other animals. I live in the
countryside.
S. MAG.: Do you have any plans to
showcase your art in a museum or
gallery?
CG : Not for now, maybe one day.
S. MAG.: Do you have any immediate
future plans you can share with us?
CG: No, for now this is just a hobby
I started very recently to consider a
possible career.

We are so honored to have had this opportunity to get to
know Celine and to bring you a small sample of her beautiful pieces. Again, you can find her at www.le-regard-deselfes.com. It is all in French so get out your Google translator and enjoy. 
View model/photographer credit at: http://wiccancountess08.deviantart.com/gallery/

THE SECOND NOVEL IN
THE 911 ABDUCTON SERIES

“A harrowing, edge of your seat thriller, the frightening premise sucks you in, while the twists and
turns will keep you guessing to the last breathtaking word.”
—Richard Doetsch, bestselling author of HALF-PAST DAWN
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BehiwithnKathryn
d the Leigh
“Shadows”
Scott
Interview by Donald Allen Kirch

On June 27, 1966, a little known daytime soap opera
was launched on the ABC television network, almost as an
afterthought. It was started by a young producer named
Dan Curtis, and, as he would claim later, was the result of
a nightmare he once had. In 1965, Dan had a dream about
a mysterious young woman traveling on a train. The next
working day, he “pitched” the idea as a TV show to people
he knew at ABC. He was so passionate about the pitch that it
was given the “green light” the same day!
Talented writer Art Wallace was then hired to turn the
nightmare into reality. He would later create the series “Bible”
and one of the most celebrated characters in the world of film.
The name of the series: Shadows on the
Wall. Never heard of it? Quite right.
The name was changed to Dark Shadows. The rest is now
history!
Fans throughout the world owe a lot to the
two gentlemen mentioned. Curtis, for creating
the series, and Wallace, for creating the vampire
named Barnabas Collins.
Barnabas was unique as a vampire.
He cared, and…he loved!
Up until his sorrowful gaze into American
television, the vampire was depicted as a nocturnal
demon of Satan, whose bloodlust was his only means
of existence. Until Barnabas Collins, the only time
movie audiences knew that a vampire had a heart
was when a stake was being driven through it.
The world of Twilight and even the I…Vampire!
series of DC Comics owe a respectful bow to Dark
Shadows and the talents of the late Jonathan Frid.
In episode #210, the lonely town of Collinsport, Maine becomes the backdrop for a series of
complicated stories involving Barnabas, werewolves, zombies, man-made monsters, witches, warlocks,
time travel, and parallel universes. The last two were unheard of in most television, including the sci-fi
classics Dr. Who and Star Trek.
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The series ran for five years, until April 2, 1971, when
economic strains and advertising losses caused it to be
cancelled. Unlike most cancellations, Dark Shadows never
betrayed her audience, and remained in high standings,
even within the Nielsen ratings. There were a total of 1,225
episodes at the series’ end. Only the paranormal soap opera
Passions had more, at 2,231 episodes.
I have been a fan of this series since I first creeped into
my mom’s bedroom and watched the show as a kid. Dark
Shadows, quite possibly, is one of the reasons I became both
a fan and writer of “the dark.”
Working for Suspense Magazine I have had a chance to
do a lot of fun articles. However, nothing has been more
fantastic than talking with one of the original stars of Dark
Shadows.
In 1966, she was cast as Maggie Evans on the series. She
was likable, she was pretty, and she was one of my first TV
crushes. Her character went from being a waitress to a
governess, and I followed her through the entire show! She
was busy, playing four characters—most of the actors played
more than one part in the series.
Her roles were Maggie, Josette du Pres (Barnabas’ lover),
Rachel Drummond (governess), Kitty Soames (aka Lady
Hampshire), and Maggie Collins (who was Maggie Evans in
a parallel universe).

In 1970, she appeared in the motion picture House of Dark
Shadows, based on the series. That same year in September,
she decided to leave the show and move to France. A few
months later, Dark Shadows was cancelled.
So, with crucifix in hand and heart beating fast, let us
share a moment with one of daytime television’s greatest
stars…Kathryn Leigh Scott.
I asked Kathryn a series of questions about her work on
Dark Shadows and about her writing.
Donald Allen Kirch (DAK): When you first started work
on Dark Shadows, did you ever think it would become the
TV classic it is today? And two hundred episodes later, what
was your “original” reaction when the producers said, ‘We’re
going to be adding a vampire?’
Kathryn Leigh Scott (KLS): Dark Shadows was my first job
in television. I was thrilled to be working! Of course I hoped
the new “gothic romance” soap would be a success so I could
keep working, but I wasn’t thinking about its destiny. When
Jonathan Frid joined the cast in episode #210, we’d already had
a ghost and dabbled in some paranormal elements, so it wasn’t
a shock. However, a vampire? I incorporated the reaction some
of us had to that plot twist in my novel, “Dark Passages” —
written with a wink and nod to Dark Shadows.
DAK: Three actors have now played Barnabas Collins:
Jonathan Frid, Ben Cross, and Johnny Depp. Who do you
enjoy watching more, as a viewer?
KLS: All three actors are innovative, creative artists and
bring their own interpretation to the role of Barnabas Collins.
I’ve seen many good “Hamlets”—why choose? Why not just
appreciate each interpretation?
DAK: I loved the show as a youngster (even more as an
adult), and it scared the “ga-jee-bees” out of me. I also loved
the subtle mistakes here and there. How did you guys ever
keep from “cracking up” on live TV? Was there ever a time
you almost lost it?

Jonathan Frid and
Kathryn Leigh Scott
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KLS: There were many times when the actors “corpsed”—slang
for cracking up—because we did the show live and anything
could happen! All you had to do was catch the eye of an actor
sharing one of those moments and it was easy to go up.
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DAK: Two-part question: What were your best and least
favorite moments on Dark Shadows? Was there ever an
episode you did not like doing?
KLS: I enjoyed every day I spent working on Dark Shadows.
It was a joy and I always looked forward to a new script. My
favorite scene was the initial encounter with Barnabas in the
Collinsport diner. I have no scene I disliked.
DAK: In your acting career, what was your favorite role?
KLS: I’ve had the privilege to create a number of roles I loved,
including the four I played on Dark Shadows. Two others
would be Annie Riordan in Philip Marlowe’s Chandlertown
series and Sally Decker in the Police Squad series.
DAK: Could you share a little about your new book “Dark
Shadows: Return to Collinwood”? What other books have
you written? Where can our readers purchase them?
KLS: “Dark Shadows: Return to Collinwood” presents a look
back at five decades of Dark Shadows, with behind-the-scenes
anecdotes and scores of previously unpublished photos of the
original series, two MGM feature films, two series reboots
and the current Warner Bros. film Dark Shadows, in which
David Selby, Jonathan Frid, Lara Parker and I have cameo
roles. Jonathan Frid wrote the foreword to the book, my
last contact with my dear friend. The book is available in
bookstores everywhere, on Amazon.com and my website:
www.kathrynleighscott.com. If you order on the website, I will
sign the book for you! Check my website and amazon.com for
all my other books that are available.
DAK: Some actors keep something from their job as a little
memento. Was there anything from Dark Shadows you kept?
KLS: I kept the latex scar Dick Smith made for my neck after I
was bitten by Barnabas. I also have clippings of Jonathan Frid’s
hair because the hairdresser said, “One day those locks will be
valuable!”
DAK: Tell us, if you can, what it was like the last day on Dark
Shadows?
KLS: I wasn’t present for the last day of the series. I left the
show four months earlier to move to Paris. (There’s no truth to
the rumor that my leaving the show caused its demise!)
DAK: Dark Shadows was a quality show, beautifully produced
by Dan Curtis, famous for such landmark television events as
The Winds of War, War and Remembrance, and MY personal
favorite The Night Stalker. Which, until the last episode of
M*A*S*H*, was the most-watched event in TV history!
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Your show was ahead of its time. The entire series
was filmed live. Considering all of this, how do
you feel when critics and those who do not “get”
the series, labeling Dark Shadows campy or too
melodramatic?
PERSONAL OBSERVATION: I think Dark Shadows is a
gothic masterpiece.
KLS: I become very irritated when our show is maligned.
Dark Shadows is a gothic romance, a melodrama by its
very definition. But the series was innovative in so many
ways, introducing the concept of a rep company of actors in
a continuing drama playing multiple roles spanning several
centuries. Our production values were lavish for daytime
drama of the time, with opulent costumes, special effects,
superb set design, and orchestral music composed for the series.
DAK: What’s the one question you have always wanted to
hear from an interview, but have never been asked? And
could you answer it here?
KLS: The answer to the question no one asks is: No subsequent
production of Dark Shadows has ever got the tone right. Our
series was a perfect meld of fantasy, romance, horror and
suspense. The audience liked us. We respected the viewers. We
trusted them. We didn’t disappoint. We told stories that were
classic, that were engrossing.
After Dark Shadows Kathryn continued to act in such
series as Police Squad, Quincy M.E., Magnum P.I., Cagney
and Lacey, Matlock, The Incredible Hulk, The A-Team, and
Star Trek: The Next Generation. She appeared in feature films
including The Great Gatsby. In 1979, she co-starred with
Brian Dennehy in the short-lived series Big Shamus, Little
Shamus. In 1983, she co-starred in the Phillip Marlowe:
Private Eye series with Powers Boothe. That series was
broadcast on HBO.
She is the founder of Pomegranate Press, and has reprised
some of the roles she played on Dark Shadows in a series of
audio dramas.
So, if you’re stuck between jobs, working in an all-night
cafe, and a well-speaking gentleman walks in—silver-tipped
wolf ’s head walking-stick in hand—don’t panic!
Follow Kathryn’s example…pour him a cup of “Joe” and
a smile! Who knows where the future will take you.
It is the personal wish of this writer that Kathryn
continues onward with her good work! 
Go to www.donaldallenkirch.com to learn more about
this author and his work. Comments can be sent to:
Storywriter1967@yahoo.com.
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America's Favorite
Suspense Authors
On the Rules of Fiction
Par t I: Steve Berry's 11 Rules of Writing
By Anthony J. Franze

In this series, author Anthony J. Franze interviews other
suspense writers about their views on “the rules” of fiction.
This month kicks off with bestseller Steve Berry’s “eleven
rules.” In the July edition, several acclaimed authors—
including Berry, David Baldacci, Robert Dugoni, Tess
Gerritsen, Gayle Lynds, Brad Meltzer, and others—discuss
the potential perils of following the conventional rules of
fiction.
“When things slow down, bring in a man with a gun.” So goes a
famous rule of suspense fiction. Nearly twenty years ago, John Grisham
revealed that it was this rule—and nine others by suspense writer Brian
Garfield—that helped him craft his groundbreaking novel,
The Firm. A decade later, crime writer Elmore Leonard set
forth his own ten rules.
Today however, many of the country’s most popular
suspense writers don’t think in terms of rules. They are
guided instead by their years of experience, their instincts,
or their prerogative—earned through millions of books
sold—to break conventional rules. When I asked bestselling
author Brad Meltzer about the rules of suspense, for
instance, he said, “The best rule of writing is this: There are
no rules.” (More on Meltzer and others next month.)
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But famed thriller writer Steve Berry disagrees. Berry not only embraces some hard-and-fast rules, he created a list of
eleven that he follows religiously. When we talked, Berry presented these rules with the fluency and passion of a veteran
college professor. I soon learned why: he’s an accomplished instructor, having taught writing to audiences across the world.
Through his foundation, History Matters, Berry has taught more than 1,500 students at writing workshops, raising hundreds
of thousands of dollars for historical preservation projects.
There’s obviously something to these eleven rules—Berry is a stalwart on the New York Times bestseller list with more
than 14 million books in print. And his novels, including his most recent release “The Columbus Affair,” receive rave reviews.
Without further ado, then, here are Berry’s eleven commandments:

There are no rules.

This is a curious first rule, I know, like the first rule of Fight Club—you don’t
talk about Fight Club. But Berry explained that what he means is “Do whatever you want—as long as it works.” He
cautions newer writers however, not to ignore the rules until they’ve honed their craft. I was reminded of T.S. Eliot’s
advice, “It’s not wise to violate rules until you know how to observe them.”

Don’t bore the reader.

Berry said he fights this every day. Boredom can come from
word choice (no words a reader will have to look up in a dictionary, please); long flashback (he uses flashbacks
“sparingly”); or even paragraph length (Berry follows a “two-finger rule”—no paragraph wider than two fingers).
His cardinal rule for not boring readers, though, is more fundamental: “Stuff has to happen.” Said he: “If stuff isn’t
happening, it’s not a thriller.”

Don’t confuse the reader.

Berry said the surest way to confuse a reader is to take a
relaxed or lazy approach to point-of-view. “A reader needs to know who is telling the story in each section or
chapter of the book. I don’t go into two heads.” Berry is not alone here. Lee Child, who is no fan of fiction rules, has
identified point-of-view as one of the few he follows strictly.

Don’t get caught writing. “Don’t break readers away from the story,” Berry said. For

example, he hates “writer intrusions” in which the author provides information only the writer could know. Here,
Berry sounds a bit like Elmore Leonard, who has one principle that sums up all ten of his own rules of fiction: “If
it sounds like writing, I rewrite it.”

Don’t lie to the reader.

You can mislead and misdirect, Berry said, but never lie to
the reader. Berry mentions the “deceptive narrator” from old-time fiction as a particular annoyance. Speaking of
annoyances…

Don’t annoy the reader.

Berry said you don’t want to distract the reader by annoying. As
in life, in writing there are many ways to annoy. Clunky word choices and hard-to-pronounce character names are
common annoyances. Also, many newer writers, he said, start dialogue with “well” (“Well, this, or Well, that.”).
Berry said “I recently read a novel where the writer did this three hundred times. That’s annoying and detracts from
the story.”

Writing is re-writing.

This applies to all writing, Berry said. I agree. When I used to teach
legal writing and appellate law, I would point students to the following advice from a leading book on advocacy:
“Sit down and write. Then revise. Then revise again. Finally, revise.” That’s how Berry does it; he usually goes over a
manuscript seventy to eighty times.

Writing is rhythm. “Everything has a flow,” Berry said. A lot of thrillers from new writers, he said,
are “choppy.” “I want sentences to have a rhythm; a flow or a beat, almost like a song.” Reading the chapter aloud
helps.

Shorter is always better.

Again, this is true in most writing, not just thrillers. Berry
uses this rule to explain his views on a novel’s pace. “You should start the story as close to the end as possible.” Kurt
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Vonnegut followed the same rule. This presupposes, of course, that you know the end of the book, which Berry thinks is
important. “You need to know where you are going or it will waste a lot of time.”

Story never takes a vacation.

This is Berry’s way of saying, avoid the “information
dump.” He said it’s a challenge he faces because his novels are steeped in history. But the trick is weaving in the
research sparingly and seamlessly. Too many writers, he said, think they can use dialogue to do a dump. That’s
wrong.

Tell a damn good story.

The most important rule of all. “A good story may forgive bad
writing,” Berry said, “but good writing will not forgive a bad story.”

Rule #11 is a fitting conclusion to this article because it allows me to note that Berry has told another damn good
story with his recent “The Columbus Affair.” It’s vintage Berry, taking readers on an exciting adventure that tests what they
thought they knew about history, while keeping them up late at night until they turn the last page. The eleven rules seem to
be working quite well. Aspiring suspense writers out there, take heed. 
Anthony J. Franze is a lawyer in the Appellate and Supreme Court practice of a large Washington, D.C. law firm, and author of
the debut legal thriller, “The Last Justice.” In addition to his writing and law practice, he is an adjunct professor of law, has been
a commentator for Bloomberg, the National Law Journal and other news outlets, and is a contributing editor for the Big Thrill
magazine. Anthony lives in the D.C. area with his wife and three children.

Steve Berry’s 11 Rules of
Writing

1. There are no rules.
2. Don’t bore the reader.
3. Don’t confuse the reader.
4. Don’t get caught writing.
5. Don’t lie to the reader.
6. Don’t annoy the reader.
7. Writing is re-writing.
8. Writing is rhythm.
9. Shorter is always better.
10. Story never takes a vacation.
11. Tell a damn good story.

Elmore Leonard’s 10 Rules of Writing

1. Never open a book with weather.
2. Avoid prologues.
3. Never use a verb other than “said” to carry dialogue.
4. Never use an adverb to modify the verb “said.”
5. Keep your exclamation points under control.
6. Never use the words “suddenly” or “all hell broke loose.”
7. Use regional dialect, patois, sparingly.
8. Avoid detailed descriptions of characters.
9. Don't go into great detail describing places and things.
10. Try to leave out the part that readers tend to skip.

Source: “Writers on Writing; Easy on the Adverbs, Exclamation Points and
Especially Hooptedoodle,” NY Times, Jul. 16, 2001

Brian Garfield’s 10 Rules for Suspense Fiction Used By John Grisham

1. Start with action; explain it later (“an extension of Raymond Chandler’s famous dictum: When things slow down, bring
in a man with a gun.”)
2. Make it tough for your protagonist.
3. Plant it early; pay it off later.
4. Give the protagonist the initiative.
5. Give the protagonist a personal stake.
6. Give the protagonist a tight time limit, and then shorten it.
7. Choose your character according to your own capacities, as well as his.
8. Know your destination before you set out.
9. Don't rush in where angels fear to tread.
10. Don't write anything you wouldn't want to read.
Source: “Ten Rules for Suspense Fiction by Brian Garfield,” Writer’s Digest, 1973, reprinted in The Big Thrill, Mar. 26, 2008
Press Photo Credit: Robert Dugoni (www.robertdugoni.com), Tess Gerritsen (www.tessgerritsen.com), Steve Berry (Kelly Campbell), David Baldacci
(Alexander James), Gayle Lynds (www.gaylelynds.com), Brad Meltzer (Herman Estevez)
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Justin
Scott
Four Names, Endless Possibilities
Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit: Thomas McDonald

J

ustin Scott was born in Manhattan and grew up on Long Island’s Great South Bay. His family is filled with professional
writers: his father, A. Leslie Scott, wrote some two hundred and fifty Western novels—under a variety of pen names, a
penchant for which runs in the family—and reams of poetry. His mother, Lily K. Scott, wrote novels, romances, and
short stories for slicks and pulps. His sister, Alison Scott Skelton, is a novelist, as was her late husband, C.L. Skelton.
Scott has written twenty-nine thrillers and mystery novels, including but not limited to: “The Shipkiller,” “Normandie
Triangle,” “A Pride of Royals,” and “Rampage.” With many of his books set at sea, he has been called “the Dick Francis of
yachting.”
In the mystery realm, he created the Ben Abbott detective series (“HardScape,” “StoneDust,” “FrostLine,” “McMansion,”
and “Mausoleum”), and was twice nominated for the Edgar Allan Poe Award by the Mystery Writers of America—for his first
novel “Many Happy Returns,” and his short story An Eye for a Tooth.
Scott’s main pen name is Paul Garrison, under which he has written five sea stories (“Fire and Ice,” “Red Sky at Morning,”
“Buried at Sea,” “Sea Hunter,” and “The Ripple Effect”).
He’s collaborated with Clive Cussler on the Isaac Bell adventures (“The Wrecker,” “The Spy,” “The Race,” and “The Thief ”).
As Paul Garrison, he writes the Janson novels (“The Janson Command”). It’s a modern thriller series inspired by Robert
Ludlum’s “The Janson Directive.”
Before becoming a fulltime writer, Scott worked at
many different jobs: he drove
boats and trucks, built Fire
Island beach houses, tended
bar in a Hell’s Kitchen saloon,
and edited an electronic
engineering journal. He holds
bachelor’s and master’s
degrees
in
American
history, and has traveled
extensively
in
Russia,
China, and Scotland while
researching his novels.
In addition to his
Garrison pen name, Justin
Scott has written mysteries
as J.S. Blazer and Alexander
Cole. All live in Connecticut
with his wife, filmmaker
Amber Edwards.
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Suspense Magazine is honored to have this opportunity to speak with Justin. We took a few moments of his time and he
graciously gave it to us. Enjoy!
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Paul Garrison, J.S. Blazer, Alexander Cole and of course, Justin Scott. They must all have their
own imaginations and strong points. Do you ever get confused as to who you’re writing as? And does one interfere with the
other when the creative process is moving?
Justin Scott (JS): Justin and Paul are the main men these days. Confusion reigns rarely, because the Isaac Bell series I’m writing
with Clive Cussler takes place in the 19-oughts, and the Janson series I’m writing as Paul Garrison takes place in the present/near
future. Telegraph and crack trains hauled by steam locomotives as Justin, sat phones and private jets as Paul.
S. MAG.: When you and Clive Cussler decided to write together, whose idea was it? What is it like to write with another
powerhouse?
JS: Clive wrote the “The Chase”—a 1906 detective adventure about Isaac Bell. The publisher demanded more. Clive (his people)
asked me to take a crack at collaborating with Clive on a series based on Bell.
As far as what it’s like to write with another powerhouse: Like taking a graduate seminar at an Ivy League university.
S. MAG.: Twenty-nine thrillers and mystery novels between your pen names. Which book is your favorite? Which one would
you like the chance to revisit and “improve”?
JS: Other than the one I just finished writing, “The Shipkiller.”
Would like to revisit and improve: “Rampage,” in which I missed a major opportunity to show the scenes when a flawed hero and
a villainess get together. I realized it about ten years after I wrote the book.
S. MAG.: Paul Garrison and the sea, Justin Scott and Ben Abbot, Detective—was it a conscious decision from the start that
these pens would write these types of books or did it just work out that way?
JS: Happenstance. Ben Abbott was supposed to be under a pen name, originally, and the first Paul Garrison novel, “Fire and Ice,”
was supposed to be a Justin Scott novel, until we all got confused.
S. MAG.: It’s said that characters drive a story and at times even speak to the author. You write so much and under different
names, do you ever get your characters “voices” confused?
JS: Only occasionally, and I think that is because each book has a book has a voice, too, so when you go false you notice it soon
after—soon enough to “translate” the false voice into the correct—which is a fascinating exercise. Dialogue has a job to do, so as
long as that job is done, you can fix the language. But as mistakes go, it’s a rare one.
S. MAG.: You have such talent. What happened that allowed you to recognize it and what drove you to write that first novel?
JS: That is very kind and I frankly do not know what is talent and what is desire, but I do know, to answer the second part of this
question, that there came a moment when sitting at a typewriter telling stories was the natural way to spend my days.
As far as recognition and drive is concerned: To further answer,
“making stuff ” is a powerful drive, whether it’s books, book
shelves, a garden—and it becomes a habit, a very satisfying habit.
S. MAG.: If you couldn’t write anymore, what would you
do? What job would you claim?
JS: Garden. I have not put the miles in to claim
another job.
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S. MAG.: Over time, how have you changed the way you look at life/people?
JS: My father used to say, “Everyone’s got to make a living somehow.” This gave me a way to attempt to understand people I could
not understand. Lately, I’ve been sensing a corollary, which is, “Everyone is nuts, somehow.” It does the same job, reminds me that
other people feel as passionately about what they feel as I feel about what I feel. I don’t necessarily love them for it, but I do get a
greater inkling of what’s important to them.
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?
JS: At this moment I would write: Write, and read Patrick O’Brian’s Aubrey and Maturin novels. Write, and read Hilary Mantel’s
“Wolf Hall.” Write, and read Gore Vidal. Write, and read Christopher Buckley’s “Florence of Arabia.” Write and go to the theater
a lot. Write and watch Coen Brothers movies. Write, and read John Le Carré.
S. MAG.: What’s on the horizon for you? What can your fans expect from all your pens?
JS: I’m in the middle of another Janson novel, “The Janson Option,” for next February, and I’m working with Clive on a new Isaac
Bell, for next March.
My other pens: In addition, a Shakespeare thriller, which I’ve been writing for years.
What an honor this has been to speak to Justin Scott! If you want to learn much more about him and his work, check out
his website at, http://www.seastoriesbypaulgarrison.com/. 

“

. . . a RIVETING ROLLER COASTER RIDE, complete with NON-STOP
ACTION, intriguing characters, and an AMAZING PLOTLINE. I love a good
murder mystery, and “Three Keys to Murder” DOES NOT DISAPPOINT!

”

—SHANA BENEDICT of A Book Vacation Reviews

“

For decades, Juan Velarde Cortez
obsessively hunted a legendary
treasure, and his passing has
le� unresolved feelings for his
daughter, 36-year-old journalist,
Fawn. Now, when a series of grisly
killings rock the small island
community—each victim’s face has
com
a distinct signature—Fawn suspects
a bizarre connection between the
murders, her father’s quest, and
the death ritual of an infamous
Seminole Indian from the 1800s.
A cigar box that once belonged
to her father appears to hold the
key. As Fawn draws closer and
closer to solving the 200-year-old
puzzle and determining the killer’s
identity, she will be forced to
unravel historical clues that will
lead her on a harrowing journey.
Time is quickly running out as a
serial killer is watching and waiting
in the shadows.

”

. . . a DELICIOUS, TWISTING JOURNEY unlike any I have read.

—CK WEBB, co-author of “Collecting Innocents”

Special Preview from New York Times Bestselling Author

SecondWorld

Jeremy Robinson

From “SecondWorld” by Jeremy Robinson. Copyright © 2012 by
the author and reprinted by permission of Thomas Dunne Books,
an imprint of St. Martin’s Press, LLC.

Nine Miles South of Key Largo, Florida – Atlantic Ocean
Saturday - August 11, 2012

Fifty feet below the surface of the tropical
ocean, Lincoln Miller cringed as his eyes locked
onto the cracked portal window. A spider web
of fissures spread out from the center, reaching
for the edge like desperate fingers. He knew the
glass would give way at any moment and ocean
water would rocket into the research station,
drowning whoever was inside.
Despite the dire circumstances, he had more
urgent needs to attend to. He picked up the TV
remote and paused the DVD before heading to
the bathroom. The picture froze on the screen,
stopping the first jet of CGI water as it rocketed through the
portal.
As a NCIS (Naval Criminal Investigation Service) Special
Agent currently tasked with investigating recently reported acts
of ocean dumping over the coral reefs, Miller was technically
hard at work. There were only three other people in the world
that knew he wasn’t—the Director of the NCIS, the Deputy
Director, and the Executive Assistant Director for Combating
Terrorism—his bosses. He had balked at the assignment when
it landed on his desk. His skills were better suited to tracking down Navy criminals on the lamb or tracking down
sea-faring terrorists. As a former Navy SEAL, now Special Agent, his skills seemed a gross overkill in the battle against
glorified litter-bugs. It wasn’t until he arrived on site that he realized the true nature of his assignment—a vacation.
He was scheduled to spend two weeks in the NOAA’s (National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration) Aquarius, an
underwater research station—the world’s only underwater research station. He was required to patrol the reefs surrounding
laboratory twice daily, searching for signs of recent polluting, and if possible, apprehend the culprits in the act. As a SCUBA
enthusiast and lover of all things ocean, he looked forward to each and every “patrol”.
Because Miller was an extreme work-a-holic, the NOAA assignment was the only way his superiors could get him to take
his first real break in five years. It wasn’t that Miller was performing poorly; quite the opposite, they simply believed that no
engine could run forever without a respite. In truth, their actions were selfish. Were Miller to burn out, the loss would be
significant to the organization. Not only was he a consummate investigator, but his time with the SEALS made him a man of
action as well. The NCIS had plenty of both, but rarely in the same package.
With his first week of forced vacation over and his second week just beginning, he was feeling pretty good. The laboratory
was cramped, but he had traveled by submarine several times as a SEAL and had no problems with claustrophobia. The lab was
well-stocked with every deep-sea movie and novel available. The lab’s full refrigerator, air conditioning, microwave, shower
and high tech computer system, complete with video games, not to mention unlimited time to swim or even spearfish, made
this place Miller’s dream come true. Of course, he’s spent the last few days lazing about, watching movies, playing games and
reading books. He suspected the “ocean dumping” investigation was just a clever cover story for his vacation and had taken
a break from his scheduled Scuba patrols. There was plenty of time left to dive, he just needed some couch potato time first.
The facility was a forty-three foot long, nine-foot in diameter, 80-ton cylindrical steel chamber separated into two different
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compartments, each with its own air pressure system and
life support. There were living quarters for sleeping and
eating, and labs for work. At the far end, off the lab, was a
wet porch with an open moon pool for entering the ocean.
Miller had all of this to himself, plus—and this was the best
part—not a peep from the outside world for three days.
It’s not that he didn’t like people. It’s just that people liked
to talk, and after his first day aboard had decided the break
would be good for him. Quiet was bliss. Years of pent up
tension he hadn’t realized he carried began to melt away. So
when the NOAA staff stopped checking in on their laboratory,
he didn’t think twice about why. Instead, he allowed himself
to undergo an emotional re-adjustment. He went over years
of cases, of killers caught, of terrorists exposed, and the
few who slipped away. Then he moved further back, to the
SEALs, and the event that etched a long scar into his leg and
left a little girl dead. The tragedy ended his career with the
SEALs, but down there, fifty feet beneath the surface of the
ocean, he thought he might finally make peace with his past.
After he finished the movie.
Finished relieving himself, Miller hustled back to his seat
without washing his hands. Why bother? Urine was sterile.
More important, no one was here to judge him. He’d let his
appearance slide over the past week, as well. His black hair
was uncombed, his face unshaven. Being half-Jewish and
half-Italian, Miller’s week’s worth of facial hair was damn
near a beard now.
The chair beneath him groaned as he leaned back and
propped his legs up on a work desk. With the remote back in
his hand, he waited, held his breath and listened.
Silence.
Wonderful silence.
No worried NAOO voices. No traffic. No cell phone calls.
He thought about telling the Director that the time off had
convinced him to retire. Sure, he was only thirty-nine, but
life without responsibility was fun. He held out the remote,
positioned his thumb over the play button and—
Thunk!
The noise wasn’t loud, but was so unexpected that Miller
flinched, lost his balance and toppled over. He struck his
head hard on the metal floor.
“Son of a bitch!”
He lay there for a moment, wondering exactly how he’d
ended up on the floor, and then felt the back of his head. One
area, the size of an apple, was swollen, pulsing with pain, but
there was no blood. He wouldn’t need stitches, which was
good because he couldn’t get them here. In fact, if there was
any kind of emergency, he was pretty much screwed. A ninemile boat ride, and a fifty-foot dive, did not make for an easy
911 rescue.
He was on his own.
With a sigh, he rolled his head to the side and caught his
reflection in the polished stainless steel base of a workbench.
He grunted at the sight of himself. He flashed what he
thought was a winning smile, sharpening the fine spread of
crow’s feet around his blue eyes, but his current disheveled
appearance hid his good looks. He hadn’t seen himself look
this bad since just after...
He pushed the images from his mind, still not fully
prepared to deal with his past—not with a movie to finish,
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and a mysterious noise needing investigating.
He sat up. Pain surged through his head twice, following
the rhythm of his heartbeat, and then faded away. When he
stood, the pain rose up again, but only momentarily. Shuffling
over to the fridge to grab an icepack, he passed by the small
bedroom containing six bunks, three on each side, with a
large viewing portal between them. He stopped suddenly, his
eyes focusing on the glass portal.
Something wasn’t right.
It was a fish, not an uncommon sight, but something
was odd about this one. Its movements were all wrong. He
squeezed between the beds to get a better look.
Thunk!
The fish was back, this time smacking hard against the
window.
Miller blinked a couple times. The fish, a black grouper,
wasn’t moving on its own. The ocean’s currents were pushing
it up against the hull.
Well, that’s damn annoying.
He was about to head back to the fridge when something
else flitted by the window. It looked like a large piece of fish
food. This time, Miller focused on the water beyond the dead
fish. There were other fish out there—scores of them—and
they zipped through the water in a miniature feeding frenzy.
The fish, normally concealed by the reef that Aquarius had
been built to study, had come out of hiding, drawn by what
looked like a Jolly Green Giant-sized handful of TetraMin.
Most of the fish snatched up the flakes with gaping mouths,
then spit the reddish stuff back out. If they were smart,
anyway. Many fish, dumb enough to swallow the ‘fish’ food,
floated belly up. Poisoned.
Not seeing any large green legs in the vicinity, Miller
searched his mind for answers and came up with only
one—some jerks were actually dumping waste on top of the
research station. Not only were they polluting and killing
wildlife, they were also ruining his vacation. Why couldn’t
you have waited just a few more days? He was as pissed at
these polluters as he was the terrorists he helped track, and
a piece of his mind was just the beginning of what he was
going to give them.
Miller ran to the wet porch and hastily pulled on a full tank
of air, dive fins and a mask. In these tropical waters, he didn’t
need a wet suit, plus he was already dressed only in shorts—
another perk of solitary living on board the Aquarius.
He slid into the water and took in the scene around him.
The flakes were falling everywhere. Fish, thousands of them,
were either eating eagerly, twitching in violent death throws,
or already dead. A few small, white-tip sharks picked off the
twitchers in the distance. The sharks didn’t pose much of a
threat, but he would have to watch out for tigers and bulls.
All this action could draw their attention, which meant he
could easily be mistaken for one of the twitchers—not that
tiger sharks cared. He could be a car and they’d still take a
bite.
He kicked out from under the Aquarius cylinder and
looked up. What he saw made no sense.
The normally blue surface of the ocean...
...was red.
Miller scanned the fuchsia waves above, looking for
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some sign of dumping—a thicker plume of material, for
example, or better yet, a ship’s hull. When he found what he
was looking for, he intended to rise from the depths like the
Kraken and bring a world of hurt to the people responsible.
But he could see nothing to direct his anger towards, just an
endless sea of red. Visibility had been cut in half, not just
by the fog falling from above, but because much of the sun’s
light was being blocked by the maroon film covering the
ocean’s surface.
Miller looked down. The normally sandy brown seabed
was coated in the ruddy ash; the coral reef had been buried.
Dying fish thrashed about, sending plumes of the foreign
substance upward like dust.
How had he missed this? It couldn’t have just started.
There was too much. He hadn’t been outside Aquarius for
days, but had he really not bothered to look out one of the
portals?
A ladyfish struck his side, its silver body twitching as the
last of its neurons fired. He took the fish by the tail and pulled
it closer; its body went rigid, giving way to death. Pulling its
mouth open, he peered inside. Red sludge lined the dark
cave, thick as paint. He checked the gills and found the same
phenomenon.
His eyes darted back to the snowy scene of death
surrounding him. Some fish and the sharks in the distance
had taken to eating the recently dead instead of chasing
after the poisonous flakes. Perhaps they would survive? He
hoped so. A massive die-off in the Florida Keys would have
a profound effect on the surrounding ecosystems, not to
mention the many migratory species that passed through. A
pod of blue whales had recently been spotted heading north.
The red cloud, which looked like krill, would be absolutely
irresistible to the 100-foot giants.
A fluttering piece of red material, about the size of a
cornflake, caught his eye. He reached out and caught it in his
palm, then grasped it between two fingers. It was surprisingly
firm. He squeezed and it broke apart. He rubbed his fingers
together, releasing a blood-like cloud as the material
dissolved.
He took a deep breath from his regulator, tasting the
metallic flavored air, and let it out slowly, releasing a cascade
of bubbles, which fled to the surface. His eyes followed
them. He knew the answer to this mystery lay up there. The
more he saw, however, the less he wanted to know what was
happening.
But he had no choice.
He kicked hard, pumping his muscles, an action that ate
up the air in his tank more quickly than would a leisurely
swim. He checked the pressure gauge—still plenty of air
remaining. This would most likely be a short dive, so he could
take the risk. Besides, the wet porch was only fifty feet below
and he could free dive that if he had to. Holding your breath
for long periods of time is a handy talent to have as a SEAL,
and one he had worked on over the years. The skill had yet to
save his life, but he had a feeling it would, eventually.
As he neared the surface, the material grew dense, which
meant it was definitely coming from above and not being
pushed into the area by ocean currents. The material had to
be coming from a boat, or a plane, or... Well, he didn’t want to
consider the last possibility, and wouldn’t, until he confirmed
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it with his own eyes.
Through the haze he found the umbilical cord that
connected Aquarius to its Life Support Buoy, or LSB. The
LSB supplied power and provided wireless communications
and telemetry to the station and held air compressors, as
well. It also made for a convenient viewing platform. While
standing on top of the LSB, which was shaped like a supersized, yellow chess piece, Miller would be able to see from
horizon to horizon. If someone was dumping this garbage,
he’d spot them.
Approaching the buoy, Miller kicked harder, building
speed so he could launch himself onto the platform. As
he broke the surface, clumps of wet slime slid from his
back and arms. A glob clung to his hair, but he paid it no
attention. What he was seeing distracted him from doing
anything else. He didn’t stand, remove his goggles or take
out his regulator. He simply gaped.
The world was red. As far as he could see, a crust, like
refrigerated pudding, coated the surface of the ocean. There
wasn’t a cloud to be seen, yet crimson flakes fell like snow
from a sky that looked more purple than blue.
Heart beating hard, he stood up and looked in every
direction. He spotted a sailboat off to the north, its sail limp
as wilted lettuce, but nothing else caught his eye.
Miller tentatively held out a hand and caught another
flake. Its surface felt rough and porous to his touch, like a
petrified snowflake. Curious, he removed his regulator and
placed the flake on his tongue. The flavor of blood struck
him immediately. He gagged and spit several times, then
took a deep, shaky breath. The air did no good. He felt
winded, as though he’d just run a sprint.
He took another breath. His chest began to ache. He
grew lightheaded.
He took a third, deeper breath—
—and fell to his knees.
Was it poison? Could these flakes kill so quickly?
Spots danced in his vision as he realized the truth.
He was suffocating.
Drowning in the open air like a fish.
He shoved the regulator back into his mouth and
breathed deeply, this time relishing the metallic tasting air.
He continued taking deep breaths until his head cleared and
he felt relatively normal again. It wasn’t until then that he let
his mind fill in the blanks.
He couldn’t breathe in the open air! What did it mean?
What...
Oh shit! Miller thought. I can’t breathe because...there’s no
oxygen! 
JEREMY ROBINSON is the author of numerous novels
including “Pulse,” “Instinct,” and “Threshold” the first three
books in his exciting Jack Sigler series, which is also the focus
of and expanding series of co-authored novellas deemed the
Chesspocalypse. Robinson also known as the #1 Amazon.
com horror writer, Jeremy Bishop, author of “The Sentinel”
and the controversial novel, “Torment.” His novels have been
translated into ten languages. He lives in New Hampshire with
his wife and three children. For more visit Jeremy at: www.
jeremyrobinsononline.com.
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Erik
Larson
Come Watson!

Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit: Benjamin Benschneider

With someone like Erik Larson, where should we begin? Erik graduated summa cum laude
from the University of Pennsylvania. He studied Russian history, language, and culture and received a master’s degree in
journalism from Columbia University. After a brief stint at the Bucks County Courier Times, Larson became a staff writer
for The Wall Street Journal, and then later a contributing writer for Time magazine. He has also written articles for The
Atlantic, Harper’s, The New Yorker, and
other publications.
Larson is the author of three
New York Times bestsellers, including
“The Devil in the White City,” which
remained on the New York Times’
hardcover and paperback lists for a
combined total of more than three
years. It won an Edgar Award for
nonfiction crime writing and was a
finalist for a National Book Award.
Leonardo DiCaprio optioned the
rights to make a movie based on the
book in November 2010.
“In the Garden of Beasts” arrived in
bookstores in May 2011 and publishers
in Britain, France, Australia, New
Zealand, Poland, and Hungary have
acquired rights to publish the book
abroad.
Larson’s research has taken
him to far-flung locales, and down
innumerable strange alleys. For his
2006 bestseller, “Thunderstruck,”
Larson traveled to London, Munich,
Rome, Nova Scotia, and Cape Cod,
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as he wanted to account the strange connection in the careers of
Guglielmo Marconi, inventor of wireless, and Hawley Harvey
Crippen, England’s second most-famous murderer (after Jack the
Ripper). To broaden his understanding of Marconi and his roots,
Erik studied Italian and attained a basic grasp of the language while
developing a higher admiration for Italian red wines.
Larson also wrote “Isaac’s Storm,” published in September 1999.
In addition to becoming an instant New York Times bestseller, the
book won the American Meteorology Society’s prestigious Louis J.
Battan Author’s Award. The Washington Post called it the “Jaws of
hurricane yarns.”
Larson lives in Seattle with his wife and three daughters.
Numerous beloved rodents are buried in his back yard.
Suspense Magazine is absolutely honored to have this time to
devote to bestselling author Erik Larson.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): “Lethal Passage” was such a deep,
scary story, yet the thought of you in the target practice class with
a bunch of women is humorous to say the least. When you wrote
the story, did you find yourself having to relive that light-hearted
moment to get through such a daunting writing task?
Erik Larson (EL): I loved that class, for a lot of reasons. It was
fun, the women were a riot, and it seemed on a lot of levels to
underscore some of the peculiarities of America’s relationship with
guns. For example, my fellow classmates derived an awful lot of
mirth out of blasting away at our male paper targets, and often
made a point of aiming for the groin. I cannot imagine the reverse:
female targets for a class full of males.
S. MAG.: What makes “Isaac’s Storm” your wife’s favorite book?
EL: The emotion. She found herself crying toward the end, and deeply moved by various tragic episodes, for example, when
survivors discovered a group of small children buried under the sand, tied to one another with rope, the failed result of a wellmeaning nun’s effort to save them.
S. MAG.: Which of your books is your favorite and why?
EL: That’s like asking a father which of his children is his favorite. I love them all. But my books complain a lot less.
S. MAG.: “The Devil in the White City” seems to have caught the eye of Leonardo DiCaprio. Have you ever considered
writing a sequel to it?
EL: Good god no! Been there, done that. I can guarantee I’ll never write another book about a fair. And I probably won’t write
another book about a serial killer, either, unless there’s something really atmospheric and evocative about the underlying saga. I
like to write about different sorts of events, in different epochs, to keep myself fresh AND to avoid being typecast. My goal is to
find the best stories possible, not to become expert in any one area.
S. MAG.: When you were busy getting your master’s in journalism, did you plan or ever imagine yourself writing bestsellers?
EL: I did, as a matter of fact. But I imagined they’d be mystery novels, not nonfiction narratives. I’ve written four complete and
thankfully unpublished novels, but I found the process strangely unsatisfying. There is something about hunting stories through
history that appeals to the writer in me, and the detective. Come Watson! The hunt is on. But that revelation—preferring fact
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to fiction—was rather late in coming. I’m very pleased, however, that I stumbled on a métier that is so utterly consuming and
satisfying, on so many different levels.
S. MAG.: With “Thunderstruck” being a true story, why choose Hawley Harvey Crippen, and did his mistress know who and
what he was?
EL: I was drawn to the characters in “Thunderstruck”—Crippen and Marconi—not because of an inherent interest in either,
but for the way their lives intersected, briefly, in a transatlantic chase across the ocean. I found the chase wonderfully charming
and charismatic—Crippen fleeing with his mistress and believing himself to have succeeded in his escape, only to have the entire
world following his progress thanks to the miracle of wireless and a cunning sea captain. The chase occupies the last hundred
pages or so of “Thunderstruck.” The rest, if you will, was foreplay.
S. MAG.: In response to “In the Garden of the Beasts,” your daughters’ review said, “Oh shut up, dad.” Is it scary to have your
loved ones read your work? What would you do if they didn’t like what you wrote? Would you change direction or stay with
your vision and hope for the best?
EL: My three daughters are now at an age when they’re pretty discerning readers. They’re good judges of powerful narrative—
Harry Potter, “The Hunger Games,” “Silence of the Lambs,” “Dracula,” and so forth. So if they like how my books read, it’s very
important. I also take their criticisms and observations very seriously. And I always show them my candidates for book titles.
But my wife is my secret weapon. She’s a physician-scientist, who also happens to be a natural editor. She has a very good sense
of pace, color and emotional value, and is the person I rely on at the end of the process to tell me what parts of each book need
to be cut out and buried forever.
S. MAG.: What scares Erik Larson?
EL: Nuclear weapons.
S. MAG.: If you could go back in time, anywhere, with any situation, what
would it be and why?
EL: Hmm. I can think of a lot of moments when I’d have liked to have been
present—e.g., when that first Japanese fighter flew over Pearl Harbor, or when
Hitler addressed one of his huge party rallies, or—and for this I’d have to wear a
moon suit—as the black death arrived in Paris. Because I’d like to understand,
really, how such things were perceived, really, by those alive at the time. For
example, did people really grasp the cosmic lethality of the black death, or did
they perceive it as we today would view an especially severe flu season? When
people at Hitler’s rallies saw him step onto the stage, what did they really
think of him and of the people around them?
S. MAG.: What’s on the horizon for Erik Larson? What can your fans
expect next?
EL: I’ll continue to write narrative non-fiction, probably until I drop. My
next book will be a maritime thriller. All true of course, and if it works out,
I think it’ll be rather gripping. That’s what I’m in this business for—to tell
the best stories possible.
Suspense Magazine was privileged to have this time with Erik
Larson. When you check out his site at http://eriklarsonbooks.com/,
check out Molly’s Page, their late dog. An amazing animal. Thank you
so much for sharing, Erik. 
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Rot!

By Donald Allen Kirch

The Strange Romance of
Count Carl Tanzler von Cosel

W

hen one thinks of Key West,
Florida many images come
to mind. There are the swashbuckling
stories of the pirates of old, of brave
citizens having “Hurricane Parties” and
riding out the storms, of artist colonies
dedicated to helping those rare souls
with vision, and of Ernest Hemingway
“bleeding at his typewriter,” battling his
demons. Like any other small town in
America, or the world for that matter,
Key West has its fair share of ghosts.
Still, there is one story most in
this island community wish had
never happened. The story of a MayDecember romance that took a turn to
the macabre. A one-sided affair, which
when told, reads like a Stephen King or
Clive Barker novel. But it was neither
fiction nor forgotten.
It is the sick story of Dr. Count Carl
Tanzler von Cosel.
“The Count” was born on February
8, 1877 in Dresden, Germany. To
this day, no one really knows his true
birth name. Some records claim that
he was originally named Georg Karl
Tanzler. There is a marriage certificate
in Germany that still bears this name.
His United States citizenship papers list
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him as Carl Tanzler von Cosel. From the
hospital where he ended up working,
there are papers signed by him under
the name and title of “Count.”
There was never any proof of von
Cosel being related to German royalty.
In 1920, he married a woman by
the name of Doris A. (No record exits
suggesting her maiden name). Together
they had two children: Ayesha Tanzler
and Crystal Tanzler (who would one

Count Carl von Cosel

day die of diphtheria).
The marriage wasn’t a happy one,
and the relationship between both
husband and wife was distant at best.
Some blamed this estrangement on
the death of Crystal. In any case,
von Cosel left his wife and decided
to seek adventure, traveling to both
India and Australia with the intention
of exploring the South Sea Islands.
He became interested in electrical
equipment at this time, and bought
property in Australia to do experiments
with the equipment.
Then came the First World War.
Since von Cosel was a citizen of
Germany, and the British Empire was
at war with his nation, von Cosel found
himself under arrest as a hostile alien.
He spent several years in a cliff-like
prison called Trial Bay. He was caught
several times trying to escape, and had
almost succeeded once, building a small
ship. In the last phases of the attempt,
he was betrayed by a fellow prisoner
seeking extra war rations.
After the war, he immigrated to
Holland, where he was pleased to
discover that his mother was still alive
and well. Taking care of her during the
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chaos of German peace, he got the idea to him in his vision. By all accounts,
of traveling to America.
Maria Elena Milagro de Hoyos had
With his family separated from been remembered as a beauty in Key
him, and no hopes back home, the West society.
United States seemed a fresh start for
Maria was the proud daughter of
an ambitious man seeking his fortune. a local cigar maker. Cigar factories,
He was now a skilled radiologist, and working in close quarters with others,
the growing field could use his insights. was a prime contributor to TB. Maria
“Count Carl von Cosel” immigrated was diagnosed with the fatal sickness
to the United States in 1926.
not too long after her first visit.
Arriving in America, and honestly
Shocked,
and
even
more
hoping to start life anew, von Cosel heartbroken, was von Cosel.
reunited with his estranged wife and
His was love at first sight.
daughter, hoping that all could be He promised Maria that with his
forgiven. They arrived in Florida, via “advanced” studies in Europe and
Cuba, and settled in Zephyrhills. In throughout the world, he would find
1927, he left his family again, taking a a cure. Maria and her family believed
job at the U.S. Marine Hospital in Key him. After all, he was a “Count.”
West under the name Carl von Cosel.
October 25, 1931 was the worst day
Key West, at that time, was home in von Cosel’s life. On that day, Maria
to one of many establishments trying died as a result of her tuberculosis.
to find a cure for tuberculosis, or “The Despite his best efforts, experiments,
White Plague,” as it was commonly and theories, the timid and shy old man
called. TB was one of the major killers could not save the life of his true love.
of people in the world, and at that time,
Maria’s family was not wealthy
once you got it, it was only a matter enough to pay for Maria’s funeral
of time before you died. There was no expenses. So von Cosel paid for
cure.
everything. With permission, he
Von Cosel did not let such realities later had constructed an impressive
stop him, for he was a person of “vision.” mausoleum in the Key West Cemetery.
Since the days of his youth in Germany, Dedicated to his lost love, the man
he claimed to see spirits. In particular, visited her grave every night. His
the ghost of a distant ancestor named dedication was well received by Maria’s
Anna Constantia von Cosel, who once grieving family. They took him in as a
showed him the face of his true love, an member of their family, and showered
exotic dark-haired woman.
him with the love and respect he could
This “vision”” haunted him his never seem to find elsewhere in his life.
entire life.
There was more to it than grief for
That was until he met Maria Elena von Cosel.
Milagro de Hoyos, in 1930.
He would later confess to a sick and
On April 22, of that year, Maria dark need to see his Maria.
came to the Marine Hospital in
Key West, a nervous young Cuban
immigrant, concerned for her health.
Convinced by her mother to have her
consistent cough looked at, Maria put
her faith in the American health system
to see to her needs.
While in her first series of
examinations, she ran into Carl von
Cosel.
Upon first sight, von Cosel
recognized Maria as the woman showed The Lover's Tomb Built by von Cosel for
Maria
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Von Cosel believed that Maria’s
ghost appeared to him each night,
during his visits, dressed in a bride’s
dress. She would sing to him and
promise her eternal love and that in
death she would be his “life bride.”
Little known to von Cosel, or ignored
by him, was the fact that Maria already
had a husband at the time of her death.
Although her husband abandoned her
after a tragic miscarriage, she was still
someone else’s wife.
Obsession turned dark in April
1933, two years after Maria’s death.
Von Cosel crept into the Key West
Cemetery where Maria was buried, and
using a small Red Flyer wagon, stole
her body from the mausoleum. He
carted the unfortunate woman’s mortal
remains through the city and back to
his home. All the while singing to his
true love.
Von Cosel claimed that he was
only doing what Maria demanded of
him. She would often beg him to take
her home with him, so that their love
would become complete.
The work ahead was hard, but von
Cosel was in love.
The “Count” worked on his lover’s
corpse with the attention an engineer
would give to his own creation. He
reattached Maria’s bones using copper
wire and coat hangers. He added a set
of glass eyes to her skull.
Decay was no problem. As her flesh
rotted away, he would replace it with
a combination of silk cloth soaked in
wax, and plaster of Paris. As her hair
fell out, he replaced that with a wig
he fashioned from Maria’s own hair,
cut before her death, given to him by
Maria’s mother.
Now, von Cosel was doing the
singing. Often, his neighbors would
hear the man on his piano late at night,
singing old Spanish love songs. Most
considered him crazy long before the
horrific discovery. Some saw him as a
poetic romantic, celebrating a lost and
younger love.
In any case, all seemed to leave
him alone, allowing the madness to
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continue.
Von Cosel was quite ingenious
in keeping his illusion “alive.” To help
keep the corpse from collapsing upon
itself, he stuffed Maria’s remains with
scented cloth and cotton. He dressed
her, lovingly, in stockings, jewelry, and
gloves to help keep her hands intact.
Never did the woman leave the oasis of
their shared bed.
Her bed was especially created by
von Cosel to help keep her essence as
well as her body intact. A small “lip”
was raised all around the mattress
to capture any “juices” which would
escape from Maria’s body as it slowly
rotted away, in the hopes that von Cosel
could create a special perfume so that
the scent of her would survive.

Maria's Remains as Kept by von Cosel

To curb the curiosity of his
neighbors, von Cosel would be seen
trying to brew up strange potions and
perfumes. He would apologize and
state he was doing this all in the name
of science. In truth, he masked Maria’s
rotting with perfumes, disinfectants,
and preserving agents. It was a
persistent odor.
In October 1940, Maria’s elder sister
Florinda, started to become suspicious.
There had been curiosities, which
turned into concerns, by the people of
Key West. Every day and night, this
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elderly gentleman visiting a grave at
odd hours. Sometimes, he was not seen
for days leaving! Then, one day…it
stopped. WHY?
Maria’s sister confronted von Cosel
on his own front lawn. She heard gossip
about her sister’s body being taken. She
wanted von Cosel to take her to “see”
her sister within her tomb, and she
wanted it now!
Von Cosel knew he had been
caught.
“That will not be necessary,” he
calmly stated, leading Maria’s sister into
his home. “Maria has been here all the
while.”
The scene that awaited Maria’s
sister was the kind expected from a
Poe horror story. A huge porcelain
doll, glaring dead eyes looking out
into space, and surrounded by burning
candles greeted the disgusted woman
on the second floor of von Cosel’s
humble home. Scented rags and bottles
of loose cotton attacked her senses, as
well as a thick smell of death.
Appropriate to the moment, upon
her sister hearing her own scream,
Maria’s corpse seemed to quiver in
its juices, causing a strand of hair to
detach itself from its wig. Maria almost
appeared to smile.
The police were called and von
Cosel was immediately arrested.
Maria was taken from her “wedded”
bed.
Von Cosel went through detailed
psychological treatment and was found
mentally sane to stand trial. The charge:
“Wantonly and maliciously destroying
a grave and removing a body without
authorization.”
On October 9, 1940, the trial was
held. But the case was thrown out! The
statute of limitation for the crime had
expired.
Maria’s corpse was examined by
the local pathologists and put on public
display at the Dean-Lopez Funeral
Home. Even in rescue, her shame
continued. Over 6,900 curious citizens
came to see the exhibit.
Eventually, Maria was once again

buried within the Key West Cemetery,
but this time, in an “unmarked” location
guaranteeing no disturbance in her
rest. Only two people know where she
is, and they are not telling!
Von Cosel found himself dropped
into the weird world of celebrity! It
seemed most people felt sorry and
genuinely sympathetic for what he had
done. Several magazine articles were
written about him at the time, and he
was labeled an “eccentric romantic.”
There was, in reality, something
less than romance going on. A fact that
most chose to ignore.
Necrophilia.
In 1972, while wishing to write
a book on their experiences, the two
doctors who were present at the 1940
investigations, revealed evidence on the
case. Von Cosel had been a sick man,
having installed an artificial vagina
into Maria’s corpse, making it possible
for intercourse. One of von Cosel’s
constant “duties” was to clean out his
love for their next night of adventure.
Some say that although beaten, von
Cosel had not been defeated.
On July 3, 1952, in Zephyrhills,
Florida, the sad remains of von Cosel
were discovered upon his apartment’s
floor. He had been dead for at least three
weeks. No one knew of his past and he
died under the name “Carl Tanzler.”
Within this man’s hands, at the
time of his death, was a life-size doll
with a porcelain “death mask” strapped
upon it.
The death mask, it is said, had
belonged to Maria Elena Milagro de
Hoyos!
Of all of life’s emotions, love is the
most powerful. It can make us achieve
the impossible, and in some cases, do
the horrific. It can be both a curse and a
godsend. In the case of Count Carl von
Cosel, it is a nightmare Key West will
never forget! 
To learn more about this author and
his work go to: www.donaldallenkirch.
com. Comments can be sent to:
Storywriter1967@yahoo.com.
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Andrew
MacRae
California Dreamer

Interview by Suspense Magazine

Andrew is a misplaced Midwesterner who rolled downhill to California and
the Bay Area twenty-five years ago. Although his studies were in theater, he’s
worked in the high tech field for most of his adult life, doing engineering work in
such fields as real-time process control, operating systems, artificial intelligence,
and virtual reality. (His last project in VR, back in 1994, was the creation of the
Virtual Globe Theatre, a model of Shakespeare’s theater as it stood in 1599.)
These days, Andrew helps to keep a “web farm,” several thousand web and
e-mail servers, operating.
On the writing side, he’s had several mystery and crime stories published
recently as well as slipstream, historical stories, and children’s stories. For the
past dozen years, Andrew’s had some success with poetry as well, placing poems
in various literary journals and picking up occasional awards.
He tends to alternate between cozy and noir in his mystery writing. Andrew’s
novel, “Murder Misdirected,” is on the light noir side.
Andrew also leads a monthly folk music jam, hosts a monthly open
mike, presents showings of classic movies, produces concerts and staged
radio shows, and serves on his city’s historic architecture review board.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): A purely philosophical question: isn’t
artificial intelligence an oxymoron?
Andrew MacRae (AM): Yes and no. The quest for artificial intelligence is an
effort to create computers that operate the way our thought processes operate
instead of strict, step-by-step procedures. Much of today’s computer, smart
phones, GPS systems, etc. make use of artificial intelligence discoveries.
S. MAG.: Where does your interest in the written word come from?
AM: I grew up in a family of readers and storytellers and our house overflowed with books. Words were something we
played with as often as we played with wooden blocks and Lincoln Logs. Our father used to read us P.G. Wodehouse and G.A.
Henty when I was little and from that time I wanted to write my own stories.
S. MAG.: Cozy and noir, why such a vast difference? Do you prefer one over the other?
AM: I see them as two courses at the same supper. One is a sauce-laden meat dish while the other is the sherbet that cleanses the
palette after. I take refuge in writing a light cozy story after finishing the final draft of a gritty noir, letting it wash away the dark
taste of the former. But the dark side in all of us is always there and sooner or later another noir is on my plate.
S. MAG.: What makes your creative juice flow more, music or writing? Or perhaps one feeds the other?
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AM: Yes, each feeds the other. My noir series is about a blues playing private detective and while writing one of them I listen
non-stop to blues. The music shapes the cadence, the rhythm and the tone of the story. When writing a cozy, Benny Goodman
and Artie Shaw are my preference.
S. MAG.: What brought you to become a contributor for the magazine?
AM: Shannon Raab posted a message in an e-mail group of which I am a member saying Suspense Magazine was looking for
reviewers and I jumped at the opportunity. What has surprised me is how much I am learning from reviewing other writers. It
has also helped me with my writing discipline as I have put myself on a strict schedule of reading and reviewing a book every
two weeks.
S. MAG.: If you could go back in time and visit one event or meet one person, where would you go or who would you meet?
AM: No question or hesitation: the night of January 16th, 1938, backstage at Benny Goodman’s concert at Carnegie Hall at that
magic moment when Gene Krupa launches into his tom-tom solo at the start of “Sing, Sing, Sing.”
S. MAG.: What do you do when you
have time to play?
AM: I’m lucky enough to live in the
San Francisco Bay Area where there’s
never a shortage of things to do. Classic
movies at the Stanford Theater in Palo
Alto where the Mighty Wurlitzer rises
out of the orchestra pit at the end of
the movie; folk music concerts up in
Berkeley, and all the sights and sounds
of San Francisco, the city of fog and
light.
S. MAG.: Tell us a little bit about your
book.
AM: “Murder Misdirected” is about a
pickpocket who picks the wrong pocket
one day and is now on the run from the
police, the FBI and a mysterious and
very murderous criminal. While not
adept at pickpocketing myself, I’m fairly
conversant in the techniques and skills
employed by those who practice that art
and reference them in the novel.
We are honored to have the
opportunity to not only work with
Andrew, but to bring you a little bit
about him so you can get to know one
more wonderful contributor we have
that helps us make Suspense Magazine
what it is. You can find Andrew at,
http://www.mudermisdirected.com
when it is through being created. 
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By Susan Santangelo

ore than four hundred lovers of the traditional mystery convened at the
Bethesda, Maryland Hyatt Regency Hotel on the last weekend of April for Malice Domestic 24. Started in
1989 by such luminaries as Elizabeth Peters, Carolyn Hart, and Joan Hess, Malice differs from most other
mystery conventions because it is primarily a place for fans. But don’t be deceived. Today’s traditional mystery author—even
a superstar like multi-published author Jan Burke, who was Malice’s Guest of Honor—is first and foremost a fan of the
traditional mystery. And those are mysteries that contain no explicit sex, excessive violence, or gore.
The all-volunteer Malice Domestic committee knows that the convention can be overwhelming for first-time attendees,
and provides Malice 101 as the first conference program. This is where the newbies get helpful tips from the veterans on how
to get the most out of their three-day experience. It’s also a terrific way to meet other first-timers, and make new friends from
all over the country who share a common bond.
Of course, one of the best ways to become immersed in a new experience is to volunteer to help, and the Malice committee
is always looking for folks to monitor and time panels, stuff program tote bags, help out at the Agatha Awards banquet,
and perform the numerous behind-the-scenes tasks that make a huge event like this run so smoothly. As a bonus, Malice
volunteers are also given a special thank-you gift not available to other conference attendees.
Friday’s first “official” Malice session—the opening gun, if you will forgive the phrase—is the Malice Go Round, billed in
the official program as “It’s Like Speed Dating, With Authors.” Picture a huge room with twenty large round tables, each set
with ten chairs. Conference attendees (no authors) fill in eight of those seats. Then picture forty authors, divided into pairs.
Each pair is assigned a table to visit, and have five minutes per author to pitch their books and pass out bookmarks and other
giveaways. Then a bell rings and someone yells, “Time’s up. Move to your next table.” And so on, and so on, until each of the
pairs has visited all twenty tables. Phew. It’s exhausting for the participating authors, but lots of fun for the rest of us. And
no authors ended up at the wrong table at the wrong time, or bumped into another pair as they made their way around the
room, which was an achievement in itself.
Friday afternoon began with two superstar interviews: Dana Cameron, 2012 Malice Toastmaster (emcee) by Hank
Phillippi Ryan; and Hollywood screenwriter and author Lee Goldberg, the 2012 Poirot Award recipient. These were followed
by one of my favorite Malice events, “You’ve Got Fan Mail: Honored Guests Discuss Mail From Fascinating Fans.” Dana
Cameron and Goldberg were joined by Burke and Lifetime Achievement Award recipient Simon Brett. The panel was
moderated by Verena Rose, who really had her work cut out for her as the panelists vied with each other to share samples of
some outrageous mail they received over their long careers. A final panel featured the four authors nominated for an Agatha
award in the Best Novel category: Donna Andrews, Krista Davis, G.M. Malliet, and Margaret Maron. The evening concluded
with an official opening reception and a live charity auction.
And, mind you, this was just day one.
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Day two began with a New Authors’ Breakfast, followed by an interview with Burke. Then came the hard part: so many
panels to choose from, and many at the same time. Here’s just a random sampling of the lineup: “Capitol Crimes, all Politics
is Deadly,” “Make It Snappy, Agatha Best Short Story Nominees,” “The Sound and the Fury, Southern Mysteries,” “Lights,
Camera, Murder: Mysteries That Translate to the Stage and Screen,” “Cozy and Loving It: The Allure of Cozy Mysteries,” “Kids
Love a Mystery: Agatha Best Children’s/Young Adult Nominees,” “Small Towns, Big Secrets: Mysteries Where Everything
Isn’t So Cozy,” “A Taste for Murder: Culinary Mysteries,” “Suffering for Their Art; What Authors Endure in the Name of
Research,” “Elvis and the Commies: Sidekicks who Provide Comic Relief,” and “My, How You’ve Grown: How Characters
Have Developed Over the Years.”
Each of these panels (and all the ones not mentioned here) consisted of a stellar lineup of authors, and ample time was
allowed at the end of the presentations for questions from the audience. All the authors were well represented at the Malice
bookstore and were available for signings at various times during the event. Accosting authors while waiting for the elevator
was frowned upon, however.
The official presentations ended with a special salute to the first Malice Amelia Award honoree, the wonderful Elizabeth
Peters, aka Barbara Michaels, aka Barbara Mertz. The award, of course, is named after one of her most famous and best loved
characters, Amelia Peabody. The salute included an appearance by Parnell Hall (disguised as a mummy), Joan Hess, very
spiffy in her pith helmet, Dorothy Cannell, and Daniel Stashower.
The evening’s highlight was the Agatha Awards banquet. The coveted Agatha Awards honor excellence in the traditional
mystery genre in six categories: Best Novel, Best First Novel, Best Nonfiction, Best Short Story, Best Children/Young Adult
Fiction, and (new this year) Best Historical Mystery. Anyone officially registered for Malice Domestic by December 31 of the
previous year is entitled to submit nominations in these categories, which are then vetted by the official Agatha committee.
The weekend of the conference, all attendees are given a ballot with five nominated titles in each category, and may vote in
any or all categories. The ballots are placed in the ballot box in the Hospitality Lounge by 1 p.m. the day of the banquet, and
the winners are announced at the end of the dinner.
Here are this year’s winners: Best Novel, Margaret Maron, “Three Day Town,” Grand Central Publishing; Best First Novel,
“Learning To Swim,” Sara J. Henry, Crown (Random); Best Nonfiction, “Books, Crooks and Counselors,” Leslie Budewitz,
Quill Driver Books; Best Short Story, “Disarming,” Dana Cameron, Ellery Queen Mystery Magazine; Best Children/Young
Adult, “The Black Heart Crypt,” Chris Grabenstein; Best Historical, “Naughty in Nice,” Rhys Bowen, Berkeley Hardcover. The
Agatha Award is a blue teapot bearing the Malice logo.
In addition, Malice always presents a Fan Guest of Honor Award, which was awarded to Ruth Sickafus at this year’s
conference. Grants to two aspiring authors are also awarded.
Sunday began with the traditional (and delicious) Sisters in Crime breakfast, followed by another dizzying array of
panels. Here are some highlights: “Murder by the Book: No One’s Safe in the Book Industry,” “Guilty Pleasures, Innocent
Sleuths: Mysteries Sweetened with Wine, Chocolate and Massages,” “They Love Lucy: If Lucy Ricardo Were a Sleuth,” “Tea,
Scones and Death: Murder Comes to England,” “Occupy Malice: Where Money Is the Root of all Murder,” “Dirty Little
Secrets: An Inside Look at the Writer’s Life,” “Thou Shalt Not Kill: The Intersection of Religion and Murder,” and my own
personal favorite, “Must Love Dogs: Mysteries Involving Man’s Best Friend.”
All these panels were wonderful. But what really makes Malice Domestic such a special event is the opportunity for
lovers of the traditional mystery to network and forge new friendships. With the exception of the Agatha Award nominees
and the press, all the conference attendees have exactly the same badge, which only lists the person’s name and hometown.
It’s a very level playing field.
Registration is already open for Malice Domestic 25, which will be held from May 3–5, 2013, at the Hyatt Regency in
Bethesda. Comprehensive Registration (which includes the Agatha Banquet) is $295 until December 31, 2012; $320 from
January 1 until April 15, 2013. Basic Registration (no banquet) is $245 until December 31, and $270 from January 1–April
15, 2013.
The 2013 Guest of Honor is Laurie R. King; Toastmaster is Laura Lippman; Lifetime Achievement Recipient is Aaron
Elkins; International Guest of Honor is Peter Robinson; and the Fan Guest of Honor is Cindy Silberblatt. There will also be
a special tribute to Dick Francis.
Details about Malice 25, as well as information on how to apply for a grant, are available on the website: www.
MaliceDomestic.com. 
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“I’ve been looking so long at these pictures of you
that I almost believe that they’re real.
I’ve been living so long with my pictures of you
that I almost believe that the pictures are all I can
feel...”
THE CURE “PICTURES OF YOU”
Matthew fell in love with a face on the wall.
One morning, on his way to the store, he chose a different
path. Instead of taking a shortcut through the gate, he
continued straight along the sidewalk. It wasn’t a deliberate
choice, he simply walked ahead lost in his own thoughts.
Suddenly, his attention drew to a large and colorful spot on
a block wall. Intrigued, he stopped to look toward it with a
sensational curiosity. Between the stairwell entrance and the
first-floor apartment window, someone had painted a large
picture of a young woman’s face. Her sapphire blue eyes were
fixed on Matthew, staring at him with unusual intensity. He
felt warmth in his stomach and weak at the knees. He was
always fond of women provocatively done up.
He fell madly in love with her.
In order to celebrate his newly found affection, he took
a one year sabbatical from the university (thank God it was
possible), and from morning to night he occupied a nearby
bench gazing at his beloved’s face. He was looking at her,
or rather devouring her with his eyes, making sure that no
local hooligan would paint her over, or no mongrel would
desecrate her pictorial majesty.
One summer day, at the end of July and the beginning of
August, some bonehead approached the picture of Matthew’s
beloved, reached into a bag hanging over his shoulder, and
took out a can of spray. Matthew immediately leapt to his feet,
and breaking his record in the 10-meter dash, confronted the
tagger.
“No!” he screamed with a piercing shrill, grabbing the
vandal by his elbow.
The lad, more or less a head taller than Matthew, was
totally astonished, but carried on with his barbaric intention.
“Get lost, you ninny!” he snapped, freeing his arm with
one pull.
“I’m begging you. Don’t do it!” Matthew yelped. “I can
pay you,” he added quickly, having noticed that begging may
not be enough.
The tagger took a few seconds to consider the offer.
“You’ll really pay?” he asked finally.
That day the bonehead swindled enough for two beers.
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By Kazimierz Kyrcz Jr.

He would show up every few days, raking a fiver each time.
With time, his visits were no longer of purely economical
character. In short, Matthew and the bonehead, whose
name was simply Paul, soon became friends. What bonded
them? It’s difficult to state with complete certainty. Maybe
their melancholic disposition? Or maybe something entirely
different.
It was almost mid September.
“Look at that chestnut tree,” Paul said, pointing at the
tree growing by the neighboring block. “Its fruit isn’t falling
down even though it’s ripe. And it’s blossoming again. Beauty
being a result of an illness,” nodding his head as if agreeing
with someone invisible.
Matthew didn’t answer. In his case it was the other way
around - beauty was making him gravely ill.
He came back to his apartment late at night devoid of
vitality as if after a date with a vampire. He didn’t even feel
like eating. He took a Red Bull out of the fridge, flopped down
on the sofa, opened the can and started a conversation. More
specifically, he began a monolog. He picked up his phone and
spent an hour looking at the picture of his beloved, talking
about his extraordinary love for her, his longing that was
driving him mad, and the lonely nights far away from her.
Bundled up in a down-jacket, Matthew loafed around the
bench wondering when he would finally catch pneumonia.
The fact that he managed to avoid catching a cold so far was
almost a miracle. He wiped his fogged glasses with a tissue.
When he put them back on he noticed a bulky figure looming
out of the quickly deepening darkness—Paul.
“I can see that you’re not wasting your time,” the tagger
started. “And time is money. What of it, then? Path-treading
on the grass must be a profitable pursuit.”
“If you want cash, sorry, I don’t have any.” Matthew bent
down, scooped up some snow and skillfully shaped it into a
ball. He threw the snowball in the direction of the planted
sign reading “Keep off Grass.”
He missed.
“You’re not over her yet?” Paul was looking at Matthew
sadly, trying to find some indication his buddy‘s obsession
was vanishing.
“It’s not chickenpox or measles to be over.”
Before Paul could reply, headlights of an approaching car
illuminated the bench. A vintage, pitch-black BMW parked
near a shackled garbage can and two men got out, both
dressed in dark woolen overcoats. The driver opened the
trunk, took out some cases and placed them on the footpath.
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The passenger picked up a leather briefcase from among the
packages and, waving it casually, directed his steps at the wall
where the picture of Matthew’s beloved stood.
Paul patted his buddy on the shoulder and they both
rushed at the gentleman with the briefcase. But the man
already managed to take out a brush and a can of paint.
Matthew’s teeth clenched in anger. Whoever the stranger
was, he was clearly going to do something to the beautiful
girl’s face. He wouldn’t let him! Rage welled inside, but it was
Paul who spoke first.
“Hey, you!” he shouted. “What the hell are you doing?”
The man dipped the brush, turning his head to them.
He was tall and well-built. His bald head, shining in the light
of the nearby street lamp, might have made him look older
than he in fact was. His narrow lips were pursed, forming a
daunted grimace.
“Yeah! Leave her alone!” Matthew chimed in.
The stranger shrugged his shoulders, and without saying
a word, brought the brush to the wall. Matthew let out a
scream of terror. Paul grabbed the man’s hand. He answered
with a mocking glare as if spotting an annoying cockroach.
“Hands off!” he snapped. “What do you want? I won’t
give you any money! Get out of here or my chauffeur will
break your bones!”
“I don’t give a damn about your money!” Matthew hissed
defiantly. “Don’t touch her face!”
Hastily, the chauffeur stepped in. His fists were covered
in black leather gloves. The bald man motioned him back.
“And who said I wanted to deface her?” he asked, clearly
astonished. “I’ve painted her and I still like her. However,
dampness doesn’t do her any good, so I was going to retouch
a few details. She deserves to retain her perfection.” He
turned his eyes onto his masterpiece.
Paul and Matthew were dumbstruck. The driver relaxed
as if he knew the further course of things and reached for a
pack of Marlboros in his pocket.
“Friends call me Mino,” the painter continued, holding
out his hand. “This face…it’s particularly close to me. I
painted it at the request of my daughter. I didn’t expect it to
stir up such emotions. It’s only a part of a larger project.”
“Are you a professional artist?” Paul asked, not quite
cleverly.
“I’m trying to be,” the man replied and laughed
mockingly. “But it’s difficult to be an artist in this country if
you don’t live in the capital.”
Matthew just couldn’t keep from asking the question that
was bothering him from the beginning.
“Do you know her?”
Mino wrinkled his forehead. Snowflakes on his bald
patch were turning into water trickling down his cheeks.
“You mean the model?” he looked attentively at Matthew
who was blushing like a schoolgirl. “I painted her from
memory here. But I certainly know her. I use her services
exclusively.”
The following day at four p.m. Paul and Matthew waited
at the agreed spot. Mino said they might not know one
another well, but he could see their sensitivity to beauty.
Therefore, he would not only introduce them to the model,
but also show them the project he’d been working on under
one condition: they’d have to pose. He jokingly emphasized
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that his daughter had final approval of the models.
Obviously they both agreed to that condition. Paul,
mainly on Matthew’s behest, as he didn’t want to leave him
all alone in that unusual situation. Anyway, he had never
considered himself particularly handsome, so the probability
of being accepted by Mino’s daughter was quite slim.
Matthew paced nervously, muttering the model’s name
under his breath, which Mino had kindly revealed: Izabela.
Every now and then he would wipe his glasses, which began
to get on Paul’s nerves. Fortunately, a moment after he kicked
a lump of dirty snow for the umpteenth time, the familiar
black BMW came around the corner.
During the ride, Paul and Matthew didn’t talk much, and
the driver behind the tinted glass didn’t utter a single word.
They were fighting their way through the jammed streets,
eventually leaving behind the cluster of gray high-risers,
moving toward the outskirts of town. The roadside was graced
with snow covered birches and lindens stripped of their
leaves. Every now and then, the car would sway slightly on
the bumpy road. Gradually, more and more detached houses
started to appear in the area, and somewhere on the left they
finally noticed the entrance to Mino’s residence, illuminated
with stylish lanterns. The house was surrounded with tall
poplars and a wrought steel fence with brick pillars. Paul
quickly calculated the cost of such an investment. Seemingly,
it was far beyond the average everyday man’s means.
They got out of the car, and the chauffeur took them
along the cobbled pathway. They passed by several buildings,
one of which was an indoor swimming pool. Inside a few
people were working strenuously, painting a blue sky on the
ceiling.
In the two-story building where they were heading,
almost all the lights were on. A footman welcomed them
by the doorsill. After a while, Mino appeared, dressed in a
checkered sweater and gray flannel pants.
“Welcome,” he said cheerfully. “I didn’t want to tell you
I live in such luxury, as you’d take me for a bored richie who
only plays at arts. Please proceed to the library. It used to be
my wife’s favorite room. After her death, I forbade changing
anything there. I want it to remind me of her.”
Paul glanced at Matthew, who kept looking goggle-eyed
at the items they were passing: mirrors, vases, and tastefully
antiquated furniture. They didn’t expect someone who
painted human faces on average block walls to be so wealthy.
“We’re sorry about your wife,” Matthew mumbled.
Mino folded his hands as if in prayer. It was only then
that they noticed paint stains on his sleeves.
The man led them into a spacious room where crammed
bookcases reached the ceiling. In the fireplace, behind a
heatproof glass, wood crackled quietly. The library was lit
only by the hearth’s flames and a few candles. In the middle
of the room, a black-haired girl was seated behind the table,
her fingers clenching a glass full of red liquid. A bent straw
stuck out of the glass.
“Meet my daughter,” Mino said, closing the door.
“Gentlemen, this is my darling Klara. Klara, please say hello
to the gentlemen.”
The girl raised her eyes to them. Matthew and Paul
stopped abruptly with a lump in their throats. Klara’s eyes
were empty like a picture frame deprived of its painting.
Mino approached his daughter, and offering his hand,
raised her from behind the table.
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“I’m sorry about this ghastly lighting,” he said. “My
Klara’s been blind almost from birth, and she’s very sensitive
to light. Right, honey?”
He bent down and kissed her on the forehead.
“Daddy! Stop it!” the girl said with amusement.
The corners of her mouth were stained with something
resembling tomato juice. Mino noticed it and lovingly wiped
her mouth with a napkin.
“A lot better now. Come on closer,” he turned to his
guests. “I’ll pour you some wine, and in the meantime Klara
will…well…look at you.”
Matthew took his glasses off. The girl’s hands wandered
toward his face. They were very delicate and cold. Her tiny
fingers tickled his nose, moving lower and lower. They
brushed his cheeks, carefully examining the dimple in
his chin and a small scar under his left eye. Matthew held
his breath. A moment earlier Klara announced that Paul
was suitable. Matthew hoped the painter’s daughter would
also accept his candidacy. The situation seemed somewhat
absurd, but upon closing his eyes, Izabela’s face appeared. He
was ready to do anything to meet her. After all, having a glass
of wine at some eccentric rich widower’s abode and making
blind Klara’s acquaintance wasn’t a high price for love. His
heart beat faster and faster.
The girl finished her examination, and Matthew opened
his eyes. Paul, standing next to him, wrinkled his forehead
and sipped more wine.
“Yes!” Klara shouted. “Daddy! Please, please take this
gentleman too!”
Pensive Mino was standing in front of the drinks cabinet.
After a moment of hesitation, he poured himself a glass of
cordial.
“Well,” he replied finally. “If you want it, sweetie.”
They left the girl in the library. Climbing the stairs to the
atelier in the attic, Paul wondered how his friend imagined
the rest of that story. Apparently, Izabela was already in
the atelier, waiting. They’d meet her soon. And what next?
Matthew will ask her for a phone number? Amuse her with a
joke? He knew from experience that women of that kind (if
she really resembled the one in Mino’s portrait) don’t have
problems finding admirers.
Finally, they got to the heavy carved doors. Mino pushed
them open, muttering it was high time to oil the hinges. The
room lit up, unveiling a space filled with paintings, canvas,
rolls of paper, stretchers, and easels. The atelier was divided
with a white sheet hanging on a line. Mino kicked a tube
of paint lying by the doors, and pointed at the provisional
partition.
“Go ahead. Go to the other part of the atelier. I need to
look for my tools. You’ll have some time to meet Izabela.
The project is also on the other side, as I don’t want anyone
unauthorized to see it before it’s finished.”
Encouraged, they moved ahead, passing the curtained
windows. Matthew was so overwhelmed he could feel a
twinge of fear and a knot in his stomach. Some more wine
would do now.
The room smelt of something strange. It wasn’t just the
smell of paint or paint thinner but something…repulsive.
Paul moved ahead, crossing the white barrier first. The sheet
waved.
As Matthew touched the fabric, he could hear a thud.

78

With a sudden move, he swept the sheet aside and stopped
short. The knot in his stomach was getting tighter and tighter,
but the sight he presently witnessed made him forget about
such trifles.
Right in front of him, on the floor, lay Paul’s contorted
body. Still alive, he was clenching his left hand as if trying to
grip something. But those faces were much more horrible.
A dozen or so human heads hung on a wobbly metal frame,
glazed heads with eyes wide open, purple tongues sticking
out of ajar mouths. Matthew wanted to scream, but intense
stomach cramps brought him to his knees. He was choking
and could hardly gasp for the musty air. And then he saw
Izabela. Her beautiful face was at the center of the hideous
installation, surrounded by other heads. Her disheveled
blond hair cascaded down her cheeks, passing over a thin
wire fixed through her ears. The last thing Matthew saw,
before he lost consciousness, was her smile.
When he opened his eyes—having no idea how much
time passed—he saw Mino hunched over him. The painter
was holding an axe in his right hand, wiping its blade with a
white cloth.
“When my wife died, Klara came to me and complained
she was sad she’d never be able to stroke her mommy’s face
again.” He nudged Matthew with his leg, but he felt nothing.
“She was afraid she’d forget her,” Mino continued, “and
asked me to do something in order to avoid that. Klara likes
to touch faces. A photograph or even a painting wouldn’t do,
naturally.” He grasped Paul’s numb body and dragged it to
a nearby chopping block. “I love my wife, and now, thanks
to me, not only will she remain in our memory forever, but
she’ll always be with us. And you also, my dear friends, will
have a chance to get to know her better.” He smiled kindly.
“My wife always wanted to be surrounded by people who
were sensitive to beauty. You should understand I’m doing
my best to ensure her with suitable company.”
He placed Paul’s head on the chopping block and raised
the axe.
An annoying ray of light forced its way in through the
curtains. Anna could feel it on her cheek and encouraged her
eyes to open. She should be at work in an hour. Counting to
five, she dragged herself out of bed with a moan.
A few minutes later, the aroma of hot coffee, toast and
scrambled eggs filled her apartment. She decided to save her
yogurt for lunch this time.
Anna clumsily hopped on one leg as she tried to
squeeze her foot in a newly unyielding slipper. She passed
by the window and suddenly froze. Something colorful had
appeared on the gray wall of the nearby block. At first glance
she thought it was simple graffiti, but the artist’s attention
to detail could be noticed from a distance. Intrigued,
she removed a pair of binoculars from the drawer of her
desk, occasionally used to watch pigeons gathering on the
rooftops, and adjusted the focus. The painting illustrated two
male faces. Anna whistled quietly through her teeth. Her
attention turned to the face of a black-haired man in glasses.
She always found the intellectual type appealing.
Anna had no idea why someone would paint something
so beautiful on just any block. She decided to step outside
and get a better look at the wondrous picture before having
her morning coffee. 
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