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From the Editor
A funny thing is happening today, and I’m
not sure you’ve even heard about it. Behind
the scenes, it seems that Amazon and some
publishers are in a little disagreement. If you
listen to some of the authors, they are blaming
Amazon and if you listen to Amazon, it’s
the publishers to blame. I’m here to set the
record straight, because who is to blame?
Stockholders.
That’s right, it’s not the publishers fault or
Amazon’s fault, it’s Wall Street’s fault. Now I will tell you that this letter might get a little
in depth into things that are confusing, but I’ll try to connect all the dots.
Amazon is a publicly traded company, as are HarperCollins (News Corp), Simon
and Schuster (CBS Corp), and Hachette (Lagardere Group, France). What you now have
is rope-pulling between public companies, because of the unrealistic expectations of
Wall Street. If stockholders don’t see growth of three to five percent each year, the stock
drops. It’s not enough any more for revenues to stay even or grow at a slower rate, so what
you end up with is businesses trying to etch out any type of growth on the sales or profit
margin, and this has led to the stalemate you now see.
But how will this affect readers? Well, now that you have seen behind the curtain
just a little bit into the back-room dealings, readers will suffer because now Amazon
has suspended Hachette titles, leading fans to either go elsewhere (probably pay higher
prices) or wait. Now you might think that Barnes & Noble is an alternative place to shop,
but hold on. Simon & Schuster and Barnes & Noble have also been having problems.
Many authors have said that Barnes & Noble won’t stock their books, and this includes
all the small publishers, which might get lucky and have a couple of books at the local
level, but nothing national.
Amazon is still the best place to shop for books, since it has the largest selection and
best pricing in the industry. Most of the time these little hitches are short-lived and both
companies realize that they do, in fact, need each other and find a way to work it out.
There is one solution, however, if you
really want a book and don’t want to wait: Get
the e-book. E-books are never out of stock
and you can have it pretty much in less than
one minute after clicking the buy button. It is
a little funny that all the talk is based on the
print copies, when all we hear is that print is
dying. I wouldn’t say dying is the right word,
but print is not growing.
The focus should be on selling books to
readers. It should be on the authors writing
the best stories they can. Sadly, businesses
lose their way and simply see the reader as
a commodity and not as a valued person
helping to keep the doors open.
John Raab
CEO/Publisher
Suspense Magazine ■
“Reviews within this magazine are the opinions of the individual reviewers and are provided solely to provide readers assistance
in determining another's thoughts on the book under discussion and shall not be interpreted as professional advice or the opinion of any other than the individual reviewer. The following reviewers who may appear in this magazine are also individual clients of Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine: Mark P. Sadler, Starr Gardinier Reina, Ashley Dawn (Wintters),
DJ Weaver, CK Webb, Elliott Capon, J.M. LeDuc, S.L. Menear, Leslie Borghini, and Amy Lignor.”
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From Across the Pond
With PAULINE ROWSON
By Chris Simms

The Crime Writers’ Association of Britain was founded in 1953. Its prestigious annual awards are known as The Daggers and
past winners include Ian Rankin, Frederick Forsyth, Elmore Leonard, and Gillian Flynn. More recently, we set up a sister
organisation specifically for readers of crime—the Crime Readers’ Association (CRA).
I’m delighted to bring readers of Suspense Magazine a new feature from the CWA. In it, one of our members will write
from a British perspective on an aspect of crime writing. This issue features Pauline Rowson.

Are crime writers all psychopaths?

The relationship between writers and their characters takes many forms. Some of my characters irritate me, others entertain,
some make me feel cuddly and comfortable. Others I positively loath. And some I adore, such as my rugged and flawed DI
Andy Horton. I even like my alpha male Detective Superintendent Steve Uckfield, with all his disgusting habits. But whatever
the relationship between the creator and characters, it should never be dull.
It’s easy to become a little bit obsessed with your characters. Oh, all right, very obsessed—and more so when writing a
series because the main cast of characters are with me all the time. They are as much part of my life as real people, they occupy
my thoughts throughout the day, but strangely enough I never dream of them. Perhaps there is hope for me yet and I’m not
about to be carted off to the insane asylum.
I think about my characters a great deal. Where are they? What will they do next? How will they react to this or that
situation? What is happening in their private lives as well as in the job? What is their relationship with their colleagues? This
is all good stuff because their actions, feelings, and motivations drive the plot, which can be annoying especially if I think
I’ve got the plotline all nicely worked out. They have the habit of throwing me right off course; even to the extent that often,
when I thought I knew who done it, I discover the killer is someone completely different. Do I hear the distant siren of an
ambulance approaching?
Thinking about your characters is not the same as thinking about your “real” friends or the people you know. With your
characters, you are in control, you create their lives. (Although, as I said, they can develop
a habit of doing something that surprises you). Many
writers are familiar with the old adage “plot is character
and character is plot,” which makes it almost impossible to
answer the question readers often ask me: “What comes first,
plot or character?” The two are inevitably and intrinsically
intertwined.
So before you call for the men in white coats, I assure
you I am quite sane, well as sane as any writer (and especially
a crime writer can be—after all, we kill people for a living).
Creating characters and their lives is a fascinating game,
as many children know, and perhaps that’s what a lot of
us writers are—kids at heart. It’s either that or we’re closet
villains or psychopaths. I know which I’d prefer.

Setting the scene for murder

Every known murder scene has a detective combing for
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clues. Every detective has a prime enemy—and it’s not
always the criminal. For the detective, the first enemy
is often the crime scene itself. It is here that the battle
begins to uncover the grim truth about the murder.
And a detective’s nightmare crime scene has got to be a
place where all the best clues could be swept away by the
tide. There couldn’t be a better place to set a crime story,
or perhaps a worse, depending on your viewpoint.
The location for my crime novels is the Solent area
on the South Coast of England. Here my rugged HarleyDavidson-riding detective, Inspector Andy Horton,
pitches his wits against the criminal classes. The job
takes him, and others in the team, into the harbours
of Portsmouth, Langstone, Chichester, and across the
Solent to the Isle of Wight.
For me, the location has many advantages. The sea
is never constant. In a day, it can change from being
calm to turbulent, thus providing a great backdrop for
pace in a novel and great settings for a climax. It’s also
dangerous, misleading, and evil, like many villains. And
although it can look safe on the surface, below it can be
a sandbank, a rock, a wreck, a dangerous current—all
of which can cause havoc and kill (and be used to good
effect in a crime novel).
The sea is also completely uncontrollable. No
matter how much you think or wish you can control it,
you can’t. But you do need to respect and fear it. In life,
sometimes you need to go with the flow and other times
swim against the tide, the trick is in knowing when to do
which. My detective, Andy Horton, hasn’t quite got it
sussed, or when he thinks he has, something happens to throw him completely off course, just as in life.
The sea provides great inspiration. Many of the marinas and harbours around the Solent are featured in my novels. I can’t
pass a boatyard, beach, or cove without thinking there must be a dead body or a
skeleton here somewhere.
The great variety of locations also provides diversity of scenes within a novel.
Horton can be on a stony or sandy beach, at an expensive marina or a rotting
boatyard, on the police launch in the Solent or crossing on the ferry or hovercraft.
In choosing a waterfront location such as Portsmouth, I also have the contrast
of a modern city with a historic one complete with a Roman fort in Portsmouth
Harbour. There’s also a nature reserve and Sites of Special Scientific Interest rubbing
shoulders with modern tower blocks, as well as a diverse multicultural population,
commercial ferry port, historic dockyard, fishing fleet, and home of the Royal Navy.
What more could a writer wish for? ■
Pauline Rowson is the author of the DI Andy Horton mystery series set in the Solent area
on the South Coast of England. For further information visit Pauline Rowson’s Official
Website www.rowmark.co.uk
Chris Simms is the editor of Case Files, the CRA’s online magazine. You can subscribe to it
for free at www.thecra.co.uk. Along with nominations for the Crime Writer’s Association
Daggers (for his novels and short stories) and the Theakston’s Crime Novel of the Year
award, Chris was selected by Waterstone’s as one of their “25 Authors For The Future.” He
continues to feverishly scribble away in a small hut behind his house. Discover more at
www.chrissimms.info or at www.facebook.com/AuthorChrisSimms?ref=hl.
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By Burt Weissbourd

Prologue

(Summer 1994)

T

his was big, easy country, and Rachel moved quickly through a
saddle, a shallow depression between two rises. She was watching
for bear signs as she climbed toward her trap. At the top of the far
rise, she looked back at the Gallatin River, a well-worn seam winding
through the sunbathed greens of the valley below. From so high the
river cut seemed soft, practically fur-lined. Ahead of her, Elk Creek
curved gently through the long leg of an L-shaped meadow before
twisting up, then disappearing into the Gallatin Mountains. Rachel
stepped into the meadow, pleased to be alone and thinking
again like a bear.
Half a mile further, Elk Creek turned east and the cutacross trail veered west toward her trap. At the juncture,
she placed her Telonics TR5 receiver on an open slope. She
carefully adjusted the setting to pick up the familiar frequency
sent by the radio collar on grizzly bear #146, the bear she
called Woolly Bugger. She’d named him thirteen years ago. The
memory made her smile. She’d been unsure of what to call him, the first grizzly she’d studied in Yellowstone Park. Since then,
he’d turned twenty-two and she’d celebrated her thirty-eighth birthday. The name stuck.
All those years she’d kept an eye on him, ready when Woolly Bugger needed a hand. Usually it was after he got the
attention of park officials who then wanted to relocate him. Or worse. It always picked her up to find him. In her study area
he’d become a touchstone. Rachel, honest to a fault, knew it was one of her better relationships.
She put the metal box on her left hip and held the antennae out in front of her. No signal. Rotating, she picked up a faint
click. Odd. When she rotated further east, toward the Sentry Hot Spring, the pulse grew louder.
To the east, lodgepole pine spread up from the creek creating an island of timber. She went into the trees, climbing
northeast, hoping to get above her bear.
Ten minutes later, she’d scrambled onto the near ridge. From the ridge top Rachel could see down over the trees and into
the meadow that held the Sentry Hot Spring. In June, this little meadow was speckled with a dizzying mix of wildflowers.
She set up her receiver, and the signal was stronger still. The bear was somewhere between her and the meadow below.
She took binoculars out of her pack and focused them on Dr. Moody’s lab tent. Moody studied the microbial life,
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especially the thermophilic organisms, that lived in the hundred-sixty-degree-plus thermal pool. He often stayed at the
spring when it was necessary for his research. Today, his tent and the little cabin in the trees behind it were empty. Glassing
further east, just beyond his work tent, she saw the remains of a fire. It looked like a lightning strike had ignited a tree at the
edge of the meadow. The grizzly’s signal seemed to be coming from the forest, somewhere near the fire-blackened patch.
Seconds later, Woolly Bugger lumbered out of the trees. The animal skirted the timber, moving toward Moody’s camp.
Rachel’s heart pounded wildly. It always did. At the edge of the fire-scarred area the bear stopped and turned back toward
the forest. He was checking on something. It looked like some kind of mound. Was it a cache? Rachel took out her spotting
scope. The mound was covered with pine needles, decaying vegetation, pinecones, branches of dead trees. Yes, it looked
like the bear had buried an animal there. An elk or a deer. Maybe he was bedding in the near timber, and now he’d come
out to his feeding site.
Something flashed just beyond the mound—sunlight, reflecting off a bright object. She couldn’t see what it was.
She made her way northeast along the ridge until she was above the cache. Rachel came carefully down the hillside,
stopping when she had a clear view. She set up her scope. She was downwind and far enough away. If the wind shifted,
though, the bear would know she was there.
Rachel focused first on the bright object. Glass? It was a pair of glasses. Extra thick, gold-framed glasses. She redirected
her scope. The bear was pawing at the far edge of the mound, pulling at something. A limb. Was that a shoe? And there was
Dr. Moody. Jesus.
No…oh no. Moody’s stomach had been opened. His intestines, innards, buttocks, and thighs had been eaten. And now
the bear was on Moody’s carcass, feeding again. She watched the back of his massive head and neck. After she had no idea
how long, the grizzly stepped back. Through her scope she could see where Woolly Bugger had just torn off the underside
of Ray Moody’s left thigh. She bit down on her knuckle, her throat bilious. Rachael was making raspy breathing noises, and
she could feel the sweat breaking at the small of her back, on her upper lip. She closed her eyes. The image of her bear on
Moody’s carcass burned like a heart-rending brand into her brain. Woolly Bugger moved away from Dr. Moody’s corpse,
apparently distracted.
Rachel took slow, deliberate breaths, watching the grizzly. He raised his head, then her bear—plainly the lord of this
realm—meandered along the edge of the meadow and disappeared into the trees. She checked the signal on her receiver
and it grew fainter. Still, Rachel knew the bear wouldn’t stray too far from his cache.
She took another measured breath, then trained her scope on the corpse. Go slowly, she reminded herself. Clear your
head. Don’t assume anything. Why would Woolly Bugger kill this man? It didn’t make sense. She reset the scope, focused
on the arm. It looked like Dr. Moody might have been burned. Not long ago. What else? Something else was off. Rachel
carefully examined the corpse again, looking this time for what wasn’t there. Curiously, she didn’t see the usual signs of a
mauling or predation. The scalp was not missing. There was no raking of the face. She was looking at Dr. Moody’s arm again
when she sensed the grizzly. He was checking out his cache now, turning her way. It was time to go.
Rachel packed up quietly, then backed slowly over the ridge top. She made a wide loop west, away from the Sentry Hot
Spring, until she crossed Elk Creek. On her way out, Rachel considered what she’d seen. Woolly Bugger was a savvy old bear.
He avoided people. Just what had happened up there? She didn’t know. Nor did she know yet how to find out.
In her study area, she was usually at ease and decisive. Today, she was in a pea-soup fog, anxious and confused. And she
had a report to make. A report that would likely condemn Woolly Bugger to death. It made her heart ache.
Rachel decided on a starting point. Woolly Bugger had eaten Moody—yes—but maybe, just maybe, he hadn’t killed
him. She could work with that.
At the trailhead she saw it again, a waking dream: Woolly Bugger feeding lazily on Raymond Moody. ■
Burt Weissbourd is a novelist, screenwriter, and producer of feature films. He was born in 1949 and graduated cum laude from Yale
University, with honors in psychology. During his student years, he volunteered at the Museum of Modern Art in Paris and taught
English to college students in Thailand. After he graduated, he wrote, directed, and produced educational films for Gilbert Altschul
Productions. He began a finance program at the Northwestern University Graduate School of Business, but left to start his own
film production company in Los Angeles. He managed that company from 1977 until 1986, producing films including Ghost Story
starring Fred Astaire, Melvyn Douglas, John Houseman, Douglas Fairbanks Jr., and Patricia Neal, and Raggedy Man starring Sissy
Spacek and Sam Shepard, which The New York Times called “a movie of sweet, low-keyed charm.” In 1987, he founded an investment
business, which he still runs.
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By Anthony J. Franze

Photo Credit: Provided by Publicist

In this series, author Anthony J. Franze interviews other suspense
writers about their views on “the rules” of fiction. For the January
through August editions, Anthony will profile the authors of “FaceOff,” an anthology of eleven short stories co-authored by some of
the biggest names in suspense. Each month, two FaceOff authors will
“face off ” over the late Elmore Leonard’s famous rules of writing.
June 3 marked the release of “FaceOff,” the highly anticipated anthology in which
acclaimed thriller writers teamed up to pen short stories that paired their beloved
characters. Readers of this writing series know that for the past few months we’ve
been doing our own face off of sorts, pitting the “FaceOff ” authors against one
another over Elmore Leonard’s rules of writing. This month, Linwood Barclay and
Raymond Khoury—two international bestselling authors—go head-to-head.

Garber versus Reilly
Before they faced off here, Barclay and Khoury wrote “Pit Stop,” one of the short
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stories in “FaceOff.” It’s an exhilarating ride that already has readers begging for a sequel.
“The story begins in the middle of a fast-moving terrorist investigation when a bad guy who has a canister of ‘something’
intersects with an ordinary guy who’s in line at a fast food place buying some chicken nuggets for his daughter,” Barclay said.
The ordinary guy in line is Glen Garber, a character from Barclay’s “The Accident,” whose life takes a strange turn when he
meets Khoury’s series character, FBI agent Sean Reilly.
“I thought they were a perfect mix for the story,” Barclay said. “There was the contrast of a contractor who builds houses
for a living with an FBI agent on the hunt for a terrorist. At the same time, though Garber doesn’t have the training and
expertise Reilly does for the threat they face, he’s the kind of guy who can handle himself; he would do what he had to do,
particularly where, as in our story, his family is at stake.”
Khoury agreed, and said that the story came together so well because of the unusual approach the authors took to writing
it. “Linwood wrote a great opening line that we used to kick things off. From there, he wrote a chapter and sent it to me, I
added a chapter, and we went back and forth completely unscripted. We thought the approach would work well since the
story itself is about the random intersection of the lives of two very different men and how their strange road trip unfolds.”
What was this great opening line that inspired the authors? You’ll have to pick up “FaceOff ” to find out. For now: the
writing face-off.

Barclay vs. Khoury
One of Elmore Leonard’s ten rules advised writers to “avoid detailed description of characters.” Leonard pointed out that in
Hemingway’s “Hills Like White Elephants,” the only physical description of the “American and the girl with him” was that
the woman “had taken off her hat and put it on the table.” Yet, Leonard said, “we see the couple and know them by their tones
of voice.”
“I couldn’t agree more with Elmore,” Barclay said. “It’s just my personal preference. I hate to write descriptions of
anything. I hate to describe a house, what someone is wearing, their physical description. I want to write about what people
say and what people do.” The #1 bestselling author of more than a dozen novels, including his latest blockbuster, “A Tap on
the Window,” added, “To draw on another Elmore Leonard rule, I try to ‘leave out the parts readers tend to skip.’ When I read
a book, I sometimes skip over lengthy descriptions of how someone looks. And when I read a lengthy description, fifty pages
later I tend to forget the description. My image of the character comes from what they say or what they do. For me, lengthy
descriptions are not something I want to read, so it’s not something I want to write.”
Khoury entered the ring and began by noting that in a prior life he agreed with Barclay. “I started my writing career as
a screen writer. In screenplays one of the rules is that you don’t get into big descriptions of characters. The reason is very
practical: you don’t want to limit casting. You don’t want a studio executive or producer to feel constrained that a role can
only be for a particular actor or type of actor. You want them to have wide options. Ironically enough coming from that
discipline, I find that as a novelist I’m in favor of more description.”
The author of the extraordinarily successful Reilly and Tess adventures, including his latest, “Rasputin’s Shadow,” said
that as a reader he has difficulty connecting with characters if he cannot visualize them. “If I can’t place them physically, it
affects how I understand the character. I agree that writers shouldn’t do lengthy, boring physical descriptions (though I have
done them). But things get interesting where the writer artfully uses physical description to show you something more about
the character.”
To illustrate his point, Khoury identified a passage from “The Cuckoo’s Calling” by Robert Galbraith (aka JK Rowling):
Strike had the high, bulging forehead, broad nose and thick brows of a young Beethoven who had
taken to boxing, an impression only heightened by the swelling and blackening eye. His thick curly hair,
springy as carpet, had ensured that his many youthful nicknames had included ‘Pubehead.’ He looked
older than his thirty-five years.
“You can imagine the character’s face through the Beethoven boxing imagery and also him as a child, perhaps being bullied.
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That’s the kind of description I want to write,” Khoury
said. “And to Linwood’s point about forgetting what the
character looks like fifty pages later, I remembered what
Rowling’s character looked like from that point on. And
the description helped my perception of him.”
“Raymond makes a persuasive case,” Barclay
responded. “I withdraw…”
No, he didn’t actually retreat. But Barclay said that
he and Khoury were really not that far apart on the rule.
“What I think Elmore Leonard was getting at with his
rule was that writers should be economical”—that they
should avoid pointless or overlong descriptions. Writers
should instead include only those details that show the
reader something.
“Sometimes you need details; knowing that your
character is about to come up against someone who is
eight feet tall shows the reader something. But otherwise,
I like to give just enough to give the reader a sense of the
person.” Barclay turned to cinema to make the point. He
said that in Casino Royale, a movie based on Fleming’s
first Bond novel, the villain’s eye would bleed. “That was
great and no more description was needed.” For Barclay,
he always strives for an “economy of language.”
“It comes from my thirty years as a journalist. The
goal was always to make it as simple as possible and in
fewer words. Not because readers are dumb, but because
that’s the best writing. I try to be as efficient as possible.”
Whatever their differences on Elmore Leonard’s
rules, Barclay and Khoury said that the experience
working on “FaceOff ” was a pleasure. “I did this of course
because proceeds go to the International Thriller Writers
association, but I also did it because it was a chance to
be part of something with so many great writers and to
work with someone whose work I admire,” Khoury said.
Barclay agreed, humorously noting that when he saw
the “FaceOff ” line-up, “I thought it must be a mistake
that I’d been asked to participate.” If you’ve ever read
the work of Barclay or Khoury, you know that it was no
mistake. No mistake indeed. ■
Anthony J. Franze is the author of the debut legal thriller,
“The Last Justice.” In addition to his writing, Anthony is a
lawyer in the Appellate and Supreme Court practice of a
major Washington, D.C. law firm where he has represented
clients in more than thirty cases in the U.S. Supreme Court.
Anthony also is an adjunct professor of law, a commentator
for several news outlets, and the Managing Editor of ITW’s
The Big Thrill magazine. Learn more about Anthony at
http://www.anthonyfranzebooks.com.
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Donna White Glaser

Gives Recovering Alcoholics a Good Name
Interview by Holly Price

I first met Donna White Glaser via the internet
several years ago when I had the opportunity
to read her first book, “The Enemy We Know.”
I found her to be very personable and very
funny to talk to. She has since written two more
installments in the series, the first of which is
called “The One We Love,” and its follow-up,
“The Secrets We Keep.” All three are in her
popular Letty Whittaker 12 Step Mystery series.
Holly Price (H.P.): I’m looking forward to your
next book! What is the title and when will it
be out?
Donna White Glaser (D.W.G.): Book four is
titled “The Blood We Spill,” and it’s slated for
publication in June. I’m really excited for this
book to come out. It’s set in an Armageddonstyle cult, which was fun to research.
H.P.: Tell us about your formative years. Were you always a writer?
D.W.G.: I’m a bit unusual in that I didn’t grow up dreaming about becoming a writer. I was a voracious reader—still am—but
writers seemed like mystical beings. I never conceived of myself as capable of writing a book. I didn’t start writing until my
mid-thirties, when I was pregnant with my firstborn. I probably figured if I could create a human, I could create a book. (Trust
me—humans are easier to make. Also, more fun…but I digress.)
It wasn’t until I was about 100 pages into writing my first book that I realized how much writing is like reading. Both let you sink
into other worlds, other people. Sometimes, writing feels like dreaming to me. Sometimes, it feels like poop duty at the elephant
farm.
H.P.: Where did the idea for the Letty Whittaker books come from? How did you come up with the names for your characters?
D.W.G.: Letty was birthed out of one of those random “Wouldn’t it be wild if…” thoughts. One day, it occurred to me how the
fourth step in Alcoholics Anonymous would make for a beautiful suspect list if someone were murdered. The fourth and fifth
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steps are where the recovering alcoholic makes a list of resentments—people who have good reason to resent her for things done
during her drinking period and those whom she resents. I started writing “The Twelfth Stop” (now titled “The Secrets We Keep”)
and fell in love with the whole process.
As far as names, I usually pick them out of a baby-name book. I try to choose ones that have a specific meaning. I can’t recall now
if I did that with the characters of the first books, but I know I wanted “Letty.” It just seemed like that was her name. Whittaker
took a bit longer, but I like the flow when they’re spoken together.
H.P.: Where did the 12-step recovery motif come from?
D.W.G.: After I wrote the first book, I started finding out more about publishing and how it worked back then. I went to
Bouchercon in 2006 when it was in Madison, and was just blown away that there are communities of writers and readers.
HUZZAH! I found my tribe! I joined Sisters In Crime, including their newbie group Guppies, and got busy learning. I’d also
found out about the Malice Domestic/St. Martin’s Press contest which at Bouchercon and I submitted “The Twelfth Step” to it.
Then, I started the agent search. My first agent was a lovely woman who was transitioning from Christian fiction to mainstream.
She sent the manuscript on its rounds, but although that book placed in the finalists in the contest, we didn’t have any editors
offer to pick it up.
During that time, I had dutifully been busy on the second book, when I realized there was a potential marketing hook with the
12-Step theme. I’d been hearing about how important creating a brand is. Unfortunately, it meant that the book I had been
pushing would logically be placed third, not first, in the series.
This is how the first book I wrote became the third book in the series, the second book became fourth, and third became first.
Confused? Yeah, me, too. Thankfully, the fourth book I’m writing gets to stay fourth and we’re all back on track again.
H.P.: Tell us about each book you’ve written. We meet Letty in book one under violent circumstances. Tell us about your
heroine.
D.W.G.: Letty is a psychotherapist in Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin. In book one, “The Enemy We Know,” Letty has just recently
come to terms with alcoholism, and attends AA to work on her sobriety. Like many, Letty
is more comfortable helping others
work out their issues than
dealing with her own. She’s
learning. In “Enemy,” Letty is
forced to deal with a stalker who
is killing people in her life and
“dropping them at her feet like
a cat’s dead mole trophy.” (Talk
about attention-seeking. Yeesh.)
In “The One We Love,” Letty
inherits a murdered colleague’s
client list—and the killer as well.
It’s set in a women’s shelter and
touches on domestic abuse.

the bar scene.
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“The Secret We Keep” has Letty
using the victim’s AA fourth step
list to track a murderer through
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H.P.: Will there be more books in your Letty Whittaker series? When can your readers expect the next one?
D.W.G.: Oh my, yes! “The Blood We Spill” will be available in June 2014. A friend of Letty’s disappears into the midst of an
Armageddon-style cult and Letty goes in after her. After “Blood,” I have three more books to finish off the series.
H.P.: What do you enjoy most about being an author?
D.W.G.: I absolutely love the plotting, revising, and editing parts of writing. However, actually sitting down to write is teethgrindingly hard for me. Blank pages are so…disheartening. I’ve found that I do better with a fairly detailed outline, so the outline
and Scrivener (a writing software program) has helped.
Strangely, once I actually force myself to sit down and get re-immersed in the story, I suddenly remember that I do enjoy writing.
It makes no sense, I know. Maybe it’s the transition period between not writing and writing that I resist. I don’t know. I haven’t
figured me out yet.
H.P.: Do you work? If so, what do you do at your “day job”?
D.W.G.: I work part-time as a psychotherapist. If I get extra hours open during my day job, I can pull up my work-in-progress
and noodle around with it. Or, I can read and eat Snickers. You can tell which is more likely by my butt size.
H.P.: What do you enjoy most about writing?
D.W.G.: Plotting. I love killing people.
H.P.: Do you ever work on more than one manuscript at a time? So, if you get stuck on one, you can shift to another one?
D.W.G.: After I publish “The Blood We Spill,” I’m going to try to work on two projects at once. I have an idea for another mystery
series and I’m toying with doing a serialized historical romance. Right now, I’m finishing up the final draft of “Blood,” so I’m
crunching on that, but I’m also jotting down ideas for the historical romance series. I have a decent outline for the first book in a
new mystery series, but I haven’t looked at it in a long time, so it will need some freshening up.
H.P.: What professional goals would you like to achieve?
D.W.G.: I want to transition from my day job to full-time writing. I’ve set a goal that when my books produce twice the amount
my day job does for a period of six months, I’ll seriously consider quitting. Since September, my book income has equaled that of
my day job, but there is a ways to go yet.
H.P.: What causes are you passionate about?
D.W.G.: I offer therapy for uninsured individuals/families in our community through my church. Regardless of what happens
with Obamacare, there will always be people who slip through the cracks. I want to be a resource, especially for individuals and
families in severe economic distress.
H.P.: Who are your favorite authors?
D.W.G.: I love classic mysteries: Dorothy L. Sayers and Agatha Christie. More current favorites are Alan Bradley, Janet Evanovich,
Sue Grafton, Lois Greiman, Lisa Lutz, Tess Gerritsen, and Lisa Scottoline. And Alexander McCall Smith, William Kent Krueger,
Laurie King. I can’t stop. John Grisham, Stephanie Bond, Michael Connelly, and of course, Jeffery Deaver. And more…
Thanks so much, Donna, for taking time today to talk to us. It’s a pleasure to get to know you better. For more information
about her and her books, go to www.donnawhiteglaser.jigsy.com. ■

SuspenseMagazine.com

13

Last Minute Trip
H

aving just broken up with
my girlfriend of seven years,
I decided on the spur of the
moment to take a week off work and go
away somewhere.
I looked on the internet for package
deal holidays leaving the next day, and
booked the cheapest. It didn’t matter
to me where I went; in my current
state of mind, nowhere inspired me.
All I wanted was to get away and
be somewhere where there were no
memories, I knew no one, and had no
decisions to make—hence, the package
deal.
It turned out someplace I had never
heard of in Spain called Guardamar was
to be my “thinking and re-grouping”
respite.
I threw a pair of jeans and a pair
of trousers, a jumper and a shirt, a
pair of shoes, and a jacket into a case
and closed it. After lunch, during a
flash of common sense, I remembered
essentials like socks, toothbrush and
toothpaste, razor and shaving cream,
along with shower gel and shampoo
and added them to my small bag.
That evening, I sat in the dark with
the phones all off and didn’t answer the
incessantly ringing door bell.
It had been that way since I walked
into our bedroom yesterday and found
my live-in girlfriend and my brother
Nigel doing, “it isn’t what it seems.” It
seemed they were having sex, but if that
was not what was happening, I really
couldn’t figure out what was. I could,
however, figure out who was at the door
and exactly what they would say should
I open it: “I am sorry. I didn’t mean to. I
hope you can forgive me,” then for good
measure, “we need to put this behind
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us.”

That last part was proving harder
than it should be, and was the reason
I knew what Nigel would say. It was
what he had said nine years ago when
I walked into my bedroom and found
him having sex with my fiancée.
In the months following this first
betrayal, I had derived some small
compensation when the errant fiancée
discovered she was pregnant and, after
heated paternity tests, it had turned
out to be Nigel’s. He had been forced
to marry the promiscuous so and so
and for years had been paying for
school fees, riding lessons, and massive
orthodontist bills; to name but a few.
As the pain lessened, we all started
to meet at family gatherings, (for a
while, with our parents’ help, I had
made sure we went on different days),
but things remained strained, not least
that the loose woman, who was now my
sister-in-law, had started coming on to
me. By then my life was in such good
shape I was able to say no and mean
it, but I did enjoy thinking how she
couldn’t wait to deceive her husband,
who was also my betraying brother.
At some point, I must have fallen
asleep, as I woke up on the couch with
daylight visible through the curtains. In
panic, I looked at the time, but it was
still early and I hadn’t missed my flight.
A rushed breakfast, shower,
and shave, were followed by a hasty
throwing on of clothes as I grabbed my
small case and went to meet the horn
blaring taxi waiting to take me to the
airport.
I don’t know if I slept on the journey
or just sat in a daze, but remembering
nothing of it, I emerged from the

By Jill Vance
airport into bright sunlight. It took a
while for my eyes to adjust, but when
they did, I saw vast expanses of sandy
looking terrain, palm trees, camels, and
men with long flowing robes.
The only Spanish town I knew
was Barcelona, and this airport was
further south, but even so, this scene
seemed more Arabic than Spanish. The
only thought that stopped me from
panicking was that it was impossible
to get on the wrong flight as there
were so many checks and controls to
pass through before you were allowed
on-board. Nevertheless, I got out my
ticket, checked it did say ‘Alicante,’ and
having that confirmed, I looked for the
promised hotel transport.
There were no vehicles from ‘Playa
del Mar’ in sight, so I set down my case
to wait. A few minutes later, I spotted
one of the Arab looking men walking
around and carrying a board with my
name on it. I said with a foreign accent,
“Yo soy el Señor Waterstone,” but he
just stared blankly. I hadn’t thought
my Spanish was bad enough to be
incomprehensible, but the man showed
no sign of understanding. Trying a
different tack, I pointed to the board and
then to myself. That produced a relieved
expression, a flurry of words spoken so
quickly they were incomprehensible
to me, and a sign to follow him as he
snatched my bag. Presumably the
hotel had only one guest on that flight
and I would get to travel to the hotel
alone. Good! I didn’t feel like making
conversation with fellow tourists who,
unlike me, would probably be bubbly
and full of joy at being on holiday.
The “car” was a big, long white limo
and when he opened the door for me, I
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could see a bottle of champagne on ice.
For the first time, I became wary. Twostar hotels don’t send massive limos like
this. “Hotel Playa del Mar?” I queried.
He nodded.
“Guardamar?” I tried, too.
“Hotel Playa del mar, Guardamar,”
he confirmed.
So I got in thinking two-star hotels
in Spain were not bad. Before driving
off, he uncorked the champagne and
poured me a glass. So I rode through
southern Spain in a chauffeur driven
limo, sipping champagne and enjoying
the view. I hadn’t expected such
luxurious treatment for the low price
I had paid, but had no intention of
protesting.
We seemed to be in an extensive
desert with nothing except sand and
an occasional palm tree. This wasn’t
what I had imagined, nor was it what
I wanted, but that was my own fault for
not looking closely at where the hotel
I booked was. Somewhere in my mind
I had envisioned wandering through
streets flanked by historical buildings,
sitting in old churches, and relaxing
in squares sipping something cold and
alcoholic. From what I could see out
the window, I would have to spend the
time in the hotel, as there seemed to be
nothing nearby to do or see. Luckily,
the weather was good and surely a hotel
that sent a limo would have a pool,
so a boozy day swimming and lazing
around would have to do.
About an hour’s driving took us
into a town in the middle of the desert.
There was no warning, just a sudden
change of view out the side window,
from everlasting sand to whitewashed
walls. Perhaps sightseeing was on the
cards after all.
The car stopped and the door was
opened by a uniformed doorman,
giving me my first glimpse of the hotel.
It was amazing, and everything I saw
gave the appearance of an expensive
five-star hotel. I went to the checkin desk to fill out the necessary forms
and found the hotel was extremely well
organized. The manager greeted me by
name, (in English), and without asking
me to sign anything, he picked up a key
and suggested I follow him. He stopped
in front of two large double doors and
flung them open.
Wow! Majestic, regal, sumptuous—
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too expensive, was what went rapidly
through my mind.
I turned and instantly the manager
said, “You like it? It is the Sultan Suite,
our best room.”
Assuring him I did like, I tried
delicately to explain I was afraid it
would cost more than I had intended
on spending. He reassured me it was
what I had booked and paid for and
there would be nothing else to pay.
Things were starting to feel out
of sync, but I thanked him, and when
he had left with the remark, “no tips
allowed is the hotel policy,” I sat down
on a sofa and took out my travel
itinerary.
I wondered briefly if my conniving
brother had found out about my trip and
got me an upgrade, but he couldn’t have
known I was going away, never mind
where. Something did not seem right. I
had paid for two-star accommodation,
(and thought it cheap at the price), yet
everything to do with this hotel yelled
expensive luxury.
I searched all the documents, and
read all the bits I had foolishly skipped
when I had reserved the room, but
there was only booking confirmation
for ‘a room and full board,’ no mention
even of double or single, and I couldn’t
remember what I had put on the form.
At least I had paid for it, and my papers
confirmed ‘paid in full,’ so they couldn’t
hound me for an exorbitant sum at a
later date.
I unpacked my few belongings and
while putting them away, I realized I had
brought neither pants nor deodorant.
There was just time before lunch to
nip out and get them, and still thinking
about the strange place that was not
at all Spanish looking, I walked into a
menswear shop and got pants. At the
till, the man said in English, “No, sir,” to
my offer of Euro. “Guests in the Sultan
Suite do not pay for any essentials.”
While I was pondering this new twist,
he went on, “I took the liberty of adding
two pairs of pajamas, as you seem to
have forgotten them, too.”
Before I had time to say anything,
he excused himself and disappeared. As
he did not appear again, and time was
running out for getting to the chemist
before it closed, I decided the best
option was to take the package and talk
to the hotel manager later. There was

obviously some sort of arrangement or
deal going on between the shop and the
hotel.
With my mind occupied with my
freebies, a doubt began to creep in: Had
someone from the hotel gone through
my things and phoned the shop to tell
them I had no pajamas? That didn’t
make sense either, as many men do not
bother wearing pajamas and the hotel
staff had no way of knowing whether I
was one of these or not.
Yet again, I found myself in the
chemists without being aware of going
there. This ‘daydreaming’ was going to
have to stop. Here, too, I got exactly the
same spiel as in the menswear shop,
with the difference that the chemist had
added a hairbrush I had forgotten to
pack.
Back at the hotel, I was greeted by a
member of the staff and told my lunch
was waiting, the bellboy would take my
‘purchases’ to my room if I wished to go
straight through, and ‘no, the manager
was out, but would be back in an hour
or so.’
Seeing little else I could do, I sat
down to a feast fit for a king, including
wine that would have cost that king his
whole ransom.
Between courses, I took stock of all
the weird things that were happening
and realized I had overlooked an
important one. Here I was in a strange
city, (in more ways than one), yet I had
known where to find a clothes shop and
chemist without a guidebook, map, or
having to ask directions.
The more I thought about it, the
more I became convinced I was having
a nervous breakdown. I was probably
still at home asleep and having a dream,
or maybe I was awake and had totally
lost touch with reality. There simply
wasn’t any other plausible explanation.
I needed to test these theories to
find out which was true, so I picked
up a paper lying on the next table and
looked at the date. It was today, not
yesterday, so that ruled out my being
still asleep and dreaming.
Next, I phoned one of the staff
who worked for my accountancy firm,
asking if he had found a tax dodge for
Mr. Armbruster’s accounts yet, and
when he said he hadn’t, I suggested
he check the offshore accounts and
compare them to Mr. Alexander’s as the
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same dodge may work for both. He did
that while I waited, and found the same
ploy would work. So that established
that reality was still within my grasp,
and got us another satisfied customer
into the bargain, but got me no further
forward in this puzzle.
Deciding to sit in my room and
think a bit before doing anything else,
I was on my way to the lift when the
manager approached me saying, “The
Sultan has requested an audience.”
“The Sultan has requested an
audience?”
“Yes. Perhaps he can clear up your
other concerns.”
“My other concerns?”
To his credit he gave no sign of
noticing I had turned into a parrot, but
rather continued, “He is waiting in the
lounge. If you would like to go to your
suite and freshen up, I will ask him to
go up in ten minutes.”
“Thank you.”
Like an obedient child, I did as he
suggested, and after a quick shower,
donned my trousers and shirt; jeans
didn’t seem appropriate for meeting a
Sultan.
The Sultan of Pashima and a
magnum of champagne arrived
together, and after introductions, he
asked if I found his suite to my liking.
I did of course, and told him so,
explaining I thought I had only booked
a normal room, so it had been a lovely
surprise.
“Ah!”
I sat like an idiot hoping he would
clarify his exclamation which had
sounded so full of meaning, but instead
he asked, “And I suppose you thought
you had booked to go to Spain, too?”
“Yeeees?”
“Well, you didn’t. What you booked
was our ‘desperation holiday,’ with all
that entails,” he emphasized.
“What does it entail?”
“There are two parts. The first is
this,” waving a careless hand around the
suite, “luxury and spoiling for you. The
second is more complicated and does,
I’m afraid, involve a decision from you.
“Let me explain more. When
someone behaves badly they get ‘minus
points’ and the person they treat badly
gets positive ones. Each set of points
has a threshold; positive ones get you
a sumptuous treat, negative ones earn
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you something negative.
“While you are here you can ask
for anything you want, anything at all.
Whatever you choose can go back with
you. It doesn’t disappear once you leave
here.
“Or you can choose to enjoy luxury
surprises we choose for you, which
only last however long you stay here,
but you get to choose your brother’s
punishment for his behavior. That can
also be anything at all. Anything! You
must decide which of these you want
within two minutes, but if you choose to
be your brother’s destiny, you have until
dinner time to think of a punishment
that would satisfy you.”
I thought quickly. I did a job I
loved, helping people avoid taxes
legally, and I owned my own, very
successful company, so I could always
buy my own ‘treats.’ However, the joy
of watching my brother squirm, for the
first time in my life, was worth more
than any supercar or champagne.
“I want to choose his punishment.”
“Very well. This afternoon, if you
wish, you can play a round of golf with
the world’s number one, who will also
give you tips and advice. Then you
can have a sauna and massage before
cocktails on the terrace. I will meet you
for dinner and you can outline your
plans for your brother’s future.”
To be honest, I did not enjoy the
golf as I was thinking of an adequate
‘pound of flesh.’ I had discarded having
him killed, as I wanted to make him
suffer, but that left lots of alternatives
still open. I had little time to narrow
them down and find the right one.
During a seven course feast,
I explained to the sultan that my
brother’s good position at work and
consequent high social standing were
more important to him than anything
else. As he had twice stolen my most
prized asset—love—I felt it was fitting
he lose his job under some sort of
cloud, and that would take care of his
social aspirations, too.
“That sounds reasonable. I will
leave you to enjoy coffee and liqueurs
as I must start the arrangements,” said
the sultan.
I thanked him and settled back
replete, to my coffee, vintage brandy,
and hand-rolled cigar, with a satisfied
grin on my face.

I went to bed, slept long and deep
and woke at noon—in my own house.
The sultan was sitting in the lounge
when I wandered through in a daze on
my way to the kitchen.
“Why am I here?” I queried.
“It is all a misunderstanding,” he
replied to my short-lived relief. And
after a pause, he added, “Yours!”
“Huh?”
“You assumed the ‘bad person’
was your brother. You assumed you
deserved indulgences and you assumed
when I said people must pay, that did
not include you. You assumed wrong.
“Taking you to my hotel I was
offering you one last chance: you could
gain anything or you could choose to
hurt others. You choose to hurt, not
only your brother, but your parents,
your sister-in-law, your niece, and your
nephew. Did you think these people
would care as little as you about what
became of your brother?
“It takes two to have sex, and while
it was wrong of him, it was also wrong
of the girls, and yes, it was them who
approached him, just as he said, and
not the other way round. When your
brother asked for your help with his
accounts many years ago, you charged
him an exorbitant fee and stole money
while you were doing them. You did the
same to your parents, and your brother
found out. He was hurt, but never said
anything to your mother or father for
fear of hurting them, too, and that
prompted him to accept the girls’ offers
of sex, to get even with you.
“On the holiday, you took
everything offered without really asking
why and checking it was not a mistake.
You went through the motions, so, if
challenged you could say, “I did ask,”
but if you were really bothered, you
could have left money in the shop
for the extra items, you could have
suggested the suite was a mistake. You
could have done much more, and you
should have.
“We offered your brother the same
deal as you and he took ‘gain.’ He asked
for forgiveness for what he had done.
That is why the papers today are full of
the scandal about how you embezzled
funds and cheated your clients with
various double deals and fraud.
“You chose your own fitting
punishment.” ■
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Walking the Mean Str e ets
—and Dusty Backr oads—
of France

By Lise McClendon
Photo Credit: Provided by Author
A dream of France usually involves golden sunshine, fields of lavender, and the Eiffel Tower blinking in the dusk.
But there is another France, the countryside, far from the museums and nightlife of Paris or the chic resorts of Côte
d’Azur. The rocky hills of the Midi, the middle of France untouched by beaches or high-rise apartments or haute couture—
that’s where I chose to set my suspense novels, “Blackbird Fly” and “The Girl in the Empty Dress.”
The two novels rely as much on their setting as almost anything else. The Dordogne region of southwest France, called
the Perigord before reorganization of the provinces, sits east of Bordeaux and north of Toulouse, a fertile, grape-growing
region known for its foie gras, duck confit, and black truffles. Its back roads wind through deep canyons, with villages clinging
to cliffs. Its many rivers provide relief from hot summers in its more “continental” climate.
This is where the Hundred Years War was fought, the English against the French, in the Middle Ages. William the
Conquerer came from northern France and retained his reign of Normandy after invading England. In the 1300s, the English
King Edward III rebelled against paying homage to the French king, so Philip VI confiscated his lands in Aquitaine in what
is today southwest France. This precipitated a war that lasted, yes,
nearly a hundred years.
In the Dordogne, the relics of
these turbulent times remain as
fortified cities. Almost all cities,
including Paris, had walls around
them to keep out the hordes,
the Goths, the Gauls, and other
marauders. Most of the walls are
now gone. In southwest France,
small villages built impressive
fortifications during this period.
Many stand today, like the village
of Monpazier, as “bastide” villages.
I used Monpazier as a standin for the village in “Blackbird
Fly” but called it Malcouziac.
Bad stuff happens in the fictional
Malcouziac.
Much of “Blackbird Fly” is
about small village life: a corrupt
mayor, a smarmy gendarme, a
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recalcitrant squatter, unfriendly locals, and a house full of secrets.
In the second book, the Bennett sisters, all five of them lawyers,
decide to undertake a walking tour of the Dordogne. Merle
Bennett is the middle sister. She inherits a house in France. In
“Blackbird Fly,” she goes to the Dordogne to fix up the place to sell
it, but she is strangely drawn to the little town and hasn’t sold out
yet. The sisters use the house as home base for their walking tour.
The “girl” in the title of the sequel, “The Girl in the Empty
Dress,” is a sixth walking partner, a law colleague of one sister.
Secretive, demanding, and a bit rude, she hasn’t made many friends
among the five Bennett girls as the story starts. Her secrets become
the key to unraveling several mysteries.
Reading about the Hundred Years War makes one realize this
backwater of France is no stranger to murder and intrigue. History
really comes alive in these places, where the village walls are still
solid after eight hundred years. But the food of this area, and of
course the wine, are really the delights. Black Perigord truffles in
particular are famous around the world. Truffles are a fungus, like mushrooms, that grow
underground in the roots of oak, hazel, and cherry trees. They are a prized delicacy, often commanding soaring prices.
Difficult to harvest, nearly impossible to plant or grow commercially, the truffles are becoming increasingly scarce as
climate change alters their natural habitat in these sunny hills and valleys. Luckily, a little of a truffle goes a long way. They are
often carefully shaved into tiny slices into dishes. Some say the truffle tastes like dirt! But most gourmands are wild for them.
To harvest truffles, pigs were often used to find the underground sites. Unfortunately, pigs think truffles taste great and
would eat them on the spot. Now dogs are more often used, trained to follow the scent of the truffle. As they begin to dig, the
“trufflier” pushes the dog aside and digs out the underground truffle.
You can imagine that a highly trained truffle dog would be an essential asset to any truffle hunter. In “The Girl in the
Empty Dress,” the women come across an injured dog in the ditch. This dog, they soon find out, is not just a mutt but is rather
famous for its truffling exploits. How it got to be injured and out on its own sets off the mystery.
Any visit to France will quickly tell you that the French are serious about food. They often shop daily, with very small
refrigerators at home and fresh markets nearby to buy direct from farmers. In the Dordogne, there is a market somewhere
every day of the week if you’re so inclined. Monpazier has a market once a week. The neighboring towns do other days in
a complicated, ancient ritual. Markets for antiques, art and ceramics, and junk abound. And in the winter, after the truffle
hunting season ends, there are markets just for truffles in several villages. The origin of truffles or any food is very important
to the French, just like origin labeling on wine.
I go to France as often as I can afford to. For “Blackbird Fly,” I used my advance to do research in and around Monpazier
and the Dordogne. For the new book I didn’t get to make a research trip, but used experiences I had taking a walking tour
in Burgundy in 2012. Six women, a love of wine and cheese and French food, and winding trails through the vineyards and
hillsides, made for a fabulous time. It wasn’t until I started thinking of another Bennett sisters novel that the idea of using my
trip popped into my head. I had seen a 60 Minutes piece on truffles a couple years ago. One man who was interviewed, a dog
owner who had his prized truffle dog stolen, really got to me. He searched for years for his dog, never to find her. I decided
to write about a stolen truffle dog.
I tried writing a chapter from the point of view of the dog. I never did like to hear the thoughts of animals. I almost never
finished the book. I’m afraid I’m a bit too practical, like my character Merle Bennett, to get that fanciful! I couldn’t figure out
how to come at the story, then the walking tour came back to me. The sixth wheel, the plus-one on the tour, the woman who
is secretive and annoying, sets up the conflict. As a writer, once you come up with the central conflict you’re off to the races.
I actually dreamed of the character and the title. There’s my French dream.
Off to France this summer, if only in your imagination? “The Girl in the Empty Dress” would be happy to go along. Bon
voyage. ■
Lise McClendon is the author of eleven mystery and suspense novels, under her own name and as Rory Tate (“Plan X.”) She has served
on the national boards of Mystery Writers of America and the International Crime Writers Association/North America, and teaches
each summer at the Jackson Hole Writers Conference. Her website is LiseMcClendon.com. She lives in Montana when she’s not walking
the backroads of France.
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The

Weatherman

By Liam Sweeny
Jeb’s arm was Miller County’s best weatherman. Every time Maggie Dillard and the church group wanted
to plan a bake sale in the parking lot of the A&P, she’d call Jeb the day before and ask if they needed tarps and such. When
Johnstown had its Flag Day parade, Mayor Owen would ring the shack and ask Jeb, “How’s the wrist?” He even offered Jeb
a spot on the old drop-top Caddy that the older veterans rode on, but he’d never take it. He wasn’t a vet, but for the war at
home. The war at home was what made him a weatherman.
He absorbed the pendulum creak of the rocking chair and set his eyes on the pasture. The feed was up again this year. He
had to sell a few of his cattle well below what they could’ve gone for, and it bit into him. Emmy was settin’ to go into the third
grade over at the new school building, the one that they put up after the twister wiped the other one flat. The whole town had
a lead heart when they pulled the bodies out—eleven got crushed in between two brick walls. Jeb had to admit to himself it
wouldn’t be easy to let her out of his sight. Never was.
He rubbed his wrist. Been white hot all day. Something was coming, and he had to call someone. He also had to get
Emmy from the babysitter. He was a single dad. He could have watched her, but he spent all day working heavy machinery.
She was an adventurer, not a good profession for a kid when chainsaws and wood-chippers are close by.
He hopped into his F150 and it came to life with a sneeze of exhaust. He took no time backing off the rutted dirt road
that led up to the cabin. Everyone was at the factory, shoveling their last bit of coal, ticking seconds in their head till the
closing whistle. Soon they’d be home, eating steak and gravy and mashed potatoes with their wives, handing out assorted asswhoopings to their boys, or if unblessed, nuking TV dinners and watching the shit that passed for news on their flat-screens.
Jeb drove by Johnstown Park, and much as he didn’t want to, he looked at the pavilion. His wrist tingled as he brought
himself back to the day he became the town’s weatherman.
Mary Lou was the town’s veterinarian. That’s how they met. He had a sick cow, and she came over. Had Jeb been the town
weatherman then, he would’ve told her to come by the next day, because they got hit with a bad storm, they called them the
supercell storms. Lightning and thunder and downpour like God was emptying the wash basin. The road back to town was
not drivable till the next day, and Jeb offered Mary Lou a place to spend the night.
Jeb was an honorable man, from good stock. They spent the night talking, and Mary Lou dazzled him with stories of
Paris and Egypt and her summers spent with her missionary parents in Chile and Peru, and her love of soft jazz. Jeb was
drunk in her passion and intense eyes. When they got married a year later, he still couldn’t figure out what she saw in him.
Bliss reigned and in a year they had Emmy. Jeb and Mary Lou were county angels on pink clouds, but Mary Lou’s turned
red. Jeb didn’t see it, like a frog in a pan of water brought slowly to a boil, he fed benefits to his doubts until he ran out of
benefits. Jeb realized he represented something to Mary Lou that he didn’t represent to himself. He was her prop.
Her antics got further and further out of hand, her displays of anger and jealousy more and more public. When she
accused his only hired hand, Louise, the milker, of sleeping with him, that was it. Louise was seventy-three.
The divorce was a one-sided affair. Jeb got Emmy because Mary Lou’s only evidence was herself, and it went south on
her. But it wasn’t over.
She showed up at the Southpaw, yelling about child abandonment when she knew damn well Jeb had his girlfriend Karen
taking care of her. She stalked Karen, too. They both got restraining orders, but the judge could barely keep a straight face
when he looked at big, tall Jeb. Yet Mary Lou stayed away until the Fourth of July picnic in Johnstown Park.
Jeb and Karen were sitting with Sheriff Brown, Jeb’s closest neighbor, who was off-duty.
“Jeb, I don’t mean to say nothing, but I caught Emmy by the fence,” he said. “I love the little girl, I just don’t want her to
get hurt, with the dog and all…”
“No, I agree. Thanks for lettin’ me know,” Jeb said. “I built a play fence for her. I guess she must’ve figured it out.”
“That’s a smart kid you got.”
“Yeah. She’s gonna’ be a handful in a couple of years.”
“I imagine she’s a handful now,” the Sheriff said.
“Yeah, sure is.”
Sheriff Brown set upon his barbequed chicken, but something caught his eye. He got up and put his hand on Jeb’s
shoulder.
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“Don’t move,” he said. “I’ll take care of this.”
Jeb didn’t have to turn his head to know it was Mary Lou, but he did, just in time to see her slide a syringe out of her
sleeve and stab the sheriff in the shoulder with it. She hit the plunge. He grabbed onto her, holding her back some, but his
grip slipped and he collapsed on the floor.
Shrieks filled the pavilion. Karen got between her and Jeb, but Mary Lou backhanded her. As Karen lost her footing,
Mary Lou jumped on Jeb.
“You think you can take my daughter from me, you dumb cowshit?” Her eyes were pin-pricks. She pinned his arm to the
table with her grip, which was ten-fold as strong as it should’ve been. She put the wrist of her other hand in front of Jeb’s face.
It had a horizontal slash, stitched together like he’d seen her do to livestock. She grabbed a serrated steak knife off the
table.
“I want you to feel what I felt, honey.” She smiled, eyes furious as she started slashing across his wrist, back and forth like
she was cutting overcooked roast. Jeb felt the fire of adrenaline coat the blade. Then his fingers fell asleep. Then his palm, his
forearm. He cried out when he saw the blood pouring from the cuts onto the white cotton tablecloth, soaking it.
By then, people had pulled her off. Jeb scrambled to scrunch up the rest of the tablecloth, to keep his blood from flowing
out, hell, to push some of it back in. But as the voices grew louder, the pavilion got darker.
Jeb took a year to heal from that. He regained function in his hand and arm. Not perfect function, but he only needed so
much to do his work. But then he got his weatherman thing. Within two years, it was well established that his freak ex-wife
made him a weatherman. He couldn’t just predict rain, he could predict how much. He wasn’t much good on tornadoes
though. A whole lot of folks in town were angry that he couldn’t give them warning, but his hand was on fire that whole day.
Just like today.
Theresa, his babysitter, lived in a flat above the five-and-dime, though why they still called it that baffled him. He walked
up the steps on the side to her door and saw a note taped onto it.
I took Emmy to the store. Be back soon. Come in. I have tea.
Jeb jiggled the door handle. It was unlocked. Jeb walked in to the smell of lemon herbal tea. He was a coffee man, but he
figured he might be waiting. He felt the pot, and flipped the dial on the top burner. He could hear the TV in the living room,
and something unnerving on the radio—soft jazz. He would’ve turned it off were he not a guest. He reclined on the La-Z-Boy
in the living room and caught the early version of the evening news.
“Police are still investigating the accidental release of three committed patients at the Williamson Psychiatric Center,”
the anchor said.
Jeb felt like he had passed through a cloud of fear, and had ingested some of it. Mary Lou was in there.
“Two of the patients have been found, but the third has yet to be located.” The anchor continued, “This is the third time
in two years that Williamson has come under criticism for—”
Jeb turned off the TV. The sound of smooth jazz filled the room. Jeb knew Theresa was a good babysitter. He knew they
sometimes went to the store.
What he didn’t know…was Theresa’s handwriting.
He ran room to room until he found what he didn’t want to find—a huddled mass of stained sheets with two feet jutting out
of one end and Theresa’s auburn hair spilling out of the other. Jeb flew out of Theresa’s house, the last sound he heard was the
tea-kettle hitting the linoleum after he knocked it over.
“Miller County Sheriff ’s Department, how can I direct your call?”
“I gotta talk to Sheriff Brown. It’s urgent.”
“I’m sorry,” the dispatcher said. “He’s not in right now. May I ask who’s calling?”
“Is this Sue? It’s Jeb McCrary. Look, is he at home? I got his home number.”
“Let me check, Jeb…”
“Wait, Sue… I just realized I got his cell. I gotta tell you something else. My arm is white hot today, like it was the day of
the tornado. I don’t know when or where, but get people safe.”
“Okay, Jeb. Thanks.”
Jeb hung up with her and called Sheriff Brown’s cell.
“Hello?”
“Dale, it’s Jeb.”
“Jeb, what’s wrong?”
“I’m coming up Willow Street,” he said. “Mary Lou got out, I know it. Emmy’s gone. Theresa’s dead, and there was jazz
playing in her house. That’s Mary Lou’s favorite music.”
“Jeb, calm down. Theresa’s dead?”
“Theresa’s dead, yeah. And I know Mary Lou did it. She’s headed to the cabin with Emmy, I know she is.”
“I’ve been outside all day. I haven’t seen her.”
“There’s a dirt road behind the barn, Dale,” Jeb said. “You wouldn’t see it from your land.”
“Okay,” Sheriff Brown said. “I gotta call this in. If you come up here, you go straight to my house, understand me?”
“Yeah, Dale. Just hurry.”
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Maybe it was dirt kicking up in the highway behind him, or maybe smoke from burning rubber, but he never made it to
his house faster than that. The lights were on. Somebody was in there. He looked in his rearview and saw two sheriff ’s cars,
without lights. He drove past to Sheriff Brown’s. The sheriff was out front, ducked behind a bush with a pair of binoculars.
Jeb hopped out of his truck and closed the door easy. If she was in there, she knew what his truck door sounded like. Of
course, she knew how it looked, too, but thoughts don’t always get through in times like that. The wind, howling all day, was
starting to gust. The extra daylight of the summer was being eaten by dark jade clouds.
“Dale, you gotta let me go in,” Jeb said.
“No way,” Sheriff Brown said. “You could set her off. We’re waiting for a SWAT team.”
“How far away is one of those?”
“Tulsa.”
Jeb shrieked, his knees buckled under him as every stitched nerve in his arm tore loose. His arm convulsed.
“Jeb, what’s happening?”
“Just get me in there, goddammit. I gotta fix this. It’s my house.”
Dale got Jeb up on his feet. “You got guns in that house?”
“I got a twenty-gauge,” Jeb said. “It’s got rock salt in it, though.”
“She know where it is?”
“No. I hid it, from Emmy, but it’s hid.”
“I shouldn’t do this,” the Sheriff said.
“You just get your boys in the basement,” Jeb said.
Dale slid a revolver in the back of Jeb’s pants.
“I didn’t give you that,” he said.
Hay and small slivers of wood were starting to go airborne.
“Get ‘em inside,” Jeb said.
He walked around Sheriff Brown’s gate and stepped onto his property. Debris washed the sky in front of him. He staggered
onto the porch, the familiar creak of the rocking chair at full volume until it toppled over. The screen door banged against
the door frame.
Jeb grabbed the door and it slammed open. Smooth jazz was playing on the stereo. Emmy was on the couch, still.
Please God, don’t let her be…then he saw her turn over.
“Tranquilizer,” came a voice from the kitchen. “I would never hurt our darling.”
“What do you want, Mary Lou?”
“I want what’s mine.” She walked out with a long knife he used for cutting turkey and whole hams. “You left me with
nothing, not even a place to live.” She tiptoed toward him, pointed in three-sixty. “I want this.”
“I want Emmy,” Jeb said.
“See? Now we’re negotiating. Shouldn’t we have done this a long time ago?”
“I suppose so.” Jeb sunk, aiming to fall against the cabinets he had built below the front window. He hit it hard enough to
smash the lock on it. He could hear a train outside. His arm was radiating torment.
“Oh, did it not heal right?” Mary Lou said.
She came closer and closer. Emmy stirred. A gust rocked the house, and Mary Lou hit the floor. Jeb knew he only had
one shot.
He popped the remains of the lock off the cabinet as he started to get up. The twenty-gauge was lying on a pile of flannel
sheets. He picked it up with his good hand and air cocked it. Mary Lou was on her feet, wiping blood from a cut just above
her eye. The house shook again. Jeb aimed and fired.
Mary Lou hit the back wall above Emmy, collapsing on top of her. Even with rock salt, she’d be knocked out from how
close she got it. Jeb ran to pick up Emmy, and pulled a flannel sheet from the cabinet to wrap her up in. Then he ran from the
house, darting straight for the Sheriff ’s house.
The roof was starting to come off his cabin as he looked back. The ferocious black center of rotation was turning his barn
into confetti strips. He ran, feeling the sting of debris, praying to every God he could find in myth and legend and Sunday
Church that some section of pipe or piece of the barn’s shrapnel wouldn’t impale him or Emmy.
He got to Sheriff Brown’s house and turned the corner, hanging low by the cement foundation wall. He coughed and
hacked, and pounded on the iron basement door. He slammed with all his might on it, but they couldn’t hear. Finally, he
pulled out the revolver and shot at the locking mechanism. Sheriff Brown opened the door up, and Jeb handed Emmy in. He
had just enough time to get below stairs himself before an aluminum sign flew by, taking the doors with it.
Jeb found his rocking chair, sturdy and intact. He sat on it as he and Sheriff Brown saw all that had come to pass. The sheriff ’s
house stood. Jed and Emmy would have to stay with him a while as they cleaned up.
Emmy tugged at Jeb’s arm, which was free of pain.
“What happened to our house, Daddy?”
Jed looked at the pile of rubble that had once played smooth jazz and entertained thoughts of Paris and Egypt.
“Mommy took it, honey,” he said. “Mommy took it all away.” ■
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“Somehow, Burrell has found a
way to raise the bar yet again on
the entire legal suspense genre
with a new story filled with
suspense, passion, and mystery.”
—Nick Valentino, Author of Thomas Riley

TERESA BURRELL
Author, Attorney, Advocate
http://www.teresaburrell.com

The Advocate Series--Available in Ebook, Paperback, & Audio

Suspense Magazine Book Reviews

Inside the Pages

MURDER BY MISRULE
By Anna Castle

A new series of mysteries has
come about featuring the incredibly
interesting historical character
Francis Bacon. Although a man who
was thought by many to be the real
William Shakespeare, in this series
Francis is both detective and master
of spies.
As Francis is a bit of a loner, he
prefers his own home to going out in
the world to find clues. Therefore, he
has a habit of sending his new pupil,
Thomas Clarady, to gather data for
him.
Thomas is a student of law
at Gray’s Inn, trying to climb the
British social ladder. When his
tutor is killed during a Queen’s Day
pageant, Francis Bacon is hired to
replace him. Francis is asked by his
uncle, the Lord Treasurer, to look
into the murder. As Francis is eager
to help his powerful kin, he agrees to
investigate, even though the task will
take time away from his reading.
He sends Tom out to look for
clues. As to suspects, Francis, or
Thomas in his place, finds Catholics
who might have killed the lawyer in
order to keep him away from their
secret plot: lovely Lady Penelope
Rich who fears being hauled into
court, and Avery Fogg, a lawyer who
is hoping to get a judgeship. There is
a list of others, because the lawyers
are now climbing all over each other
to obtain the dead man’s chambers
along with his extremely wealthy
clients.
The investigation goes from
Whitehall into both the mean and
wealthy streets of London. Francis
does the brainwork, while Thomas
handles the questioning. And the
more they poke around, the more
secrets they find hidden up the
sleeves of lawyers, causing Francis
to be at a loss for words. (Which is
something that never happens.)
Utilizing the very mysterious
Bacon as the protagonist in a series
of mystery novels is brilliant. And
readers will eagerly await the next
installment. A definite keeper!
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion ■
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ALL DAY AND A NIGHT

By Alafair Burke
Dr. Helen Brunswick is in the middle of a therapy session with a married couple in need
of her help in order to save their relationship. As the session comes to an end, Helen says
goodbye to the couple and begins typing up her notes, looking forward to going home and
watching TV with her son. When her intercom springs to life and a male voice announces
that he has left something in her office, the door opens to an absolute stranger…a stranger
who ends the Dr.’s life in seconds.
Moving on, Carrie Blank is a federal appeals attorney at a Manhattan law firm. Receiving
a phone call from a former professor of hers, she is asked for her help on an appeal for Anthony Amaro, an
alleged serial killer that police told her was also responsible for the death of her sister, Donna. Apparently,
new evidence has come to light related to the killing of a doctor that proves Amaro could not have killed
Donna. Carrie is adamant that she must find the real murderer of her family, and takes on his wrongful
conviction claim in order to do just that.
In the meantime, NYPD Detectives Ellie Hatcher and J.J. Rogan are asked by the state prosecuting
attorney to investigate Amaro’s claim, as well. Being that the lead prosecutor is Ellie’s significant other. There
are many working the case who seriously despise the defendant, and as all the players come together, the new
information unearthed is nothing like they once believed.
Carrie must return to her hometown where pain exists in order to do her job correctly. And while she’s
working hard on the case, a brutal attack shows her that she has gotten far too close to the truth.
This is a book that you cannot and will not be able to be put down. An intricate puzzle, this mystery is
so well written that the culprit is impossible to figure out. A definite keeper!
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian & Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

BLOOM AND DOOM

By Beverly Allen
Weddings are big business these days. And one part of the bridal business that’s positively
blooming is flowers. Bouquets, centerpieces, sprays, and decorations, you name it.
If you don’t believe me, check out “Bloom and Doom,” the first in the Bridal Bouquet
Shop mystery series by Beverly Allen.
As the co-owner of The Rose in Bloom with her cousin Liv, Audrey Bloom creates
magnificent wedding arrangements. So when her childhood friend Jenny Whitney hires
Audrey to do the floral designs for her upcoming wedding, Audrey is happy to oblige, despite
the fact that Jenny’s pushy mother seems to have more to say about the wedding details than the bride. But
before Jenny can walk down the aisle, the groom is found dead, sprinkled with the bits of a bridal bouquet.
And Jenny is arrested for his murder.
“Bloom and Doom” is a terrific start to a new series, and includes information on “flower speak” that I
never knew.
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Class Reunions Can Be Murder” ■

DUST

By Patricia Cornwell
Kay Scarpetta, the unmatched talent in forensics, has just returned from the aftermath of
the horrific nightmare in Newtown, Connecticut. She is back home fighting a cold, demons,
and dealing with a new set-up where Pete Marino is back on the force under his own steam
and no longer answering to Scarpetta anymore. Not only this but Benton Wesley, Scarpetta’s
FBI profiler husband, is dealing with a whole lot in D.C. Not only does he have a serial killer
on the loose but he is also battling a boss who is striving to get Benton fired from the FBI
once and for all.
Just like clockwork, Marino calls her in the middle of the night to let her know that her services are
needed now that she’s home, and he’s coming to her house to pick her up. The dead body of a woman has
been ‘carefully’ placed on a field at MIT, splayed out in an almost artistic pose. This woman, already in the
middle of a $100 million dollar lawsuit that involves Scarpetta’s own niece, Lucy, has now become a victim
of murder. Whether or not her death has something to do with the lawsuit is unknown, but as Scarpetta and
Marino team back up to answer this question, they soon discover a strange killer who seems to want Benton
Wesley to know who he is, and play a game of cat-and-mouse by leaving interesting clues behind.
Cornwell does it again with a frightful plot that will keep readers glued to the very end. But this tale
definitely delves deeper into Scarpetta’s psyche, offering up a far more vulnerable woman who shows all
sides; from her romance and love for her husband, to her regrets regarding Marino, to the love and hate she
has for her extremely difficult career. What can be said where Cornwell is concerned? A+ once again!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Hero’s Companion” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine ■
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NEVER ALONE

By C.J. Carpenter
“Never Alone,” a Megan McGinn novel, has all the ingredients of a blockbuster police
thriller and it delivers on every level.
With Megan McGinn, C.J. Carpenter has given us fractured protagonist, who like a
prizefighter, keeps getting hit, yet she never stays down. When we first meet Megan, she has had
enough. It’s time to leave the force and the job she loves. Life has thrown too many punches:
She has just come off of the hardest case of her career; her father, her mentor and support
system, has passed away; and her mother, an Alzheimer’s patient, is being placed in a nursing
home. But then she is approached by her partner, Sam Nappa, about a new case. He just wants her to take a
look at the crime scene, that’s all.
She’s hooked.
We will follow Megan through the twists and turns of a case involving the deaths of young women by the
serial killer with a bizarre MO. It is a case that will hit close to home for our hero, especially after she realizes
the killer is taunting her...stalking her!
“Never Alone” will ramp up the adrenaline with each new death and each new clue. You will eat, sleep,
and strategize with Megan and Sam until the last page when the killer is revealed. You will be thankful Megan
McGinn never retired and you will anxiously wait for C.J. Carpenter’s next installment of the Megan McGinn
series.
Reviewed by J.M. LeDuc, author of “Sin,” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Publishing
■

BOILED OVER

By Barbara Ross
It’s Founder’s Day in Busman’s Harbor, Maine, and the tourists are coming out in force.
One of the featured attractions of events like this is the food—especially clams and lobster
(that would be “lobstah,” if you want to sound like a local).
For Julia Snowden, who has temporarily moved back to town from New York City to put
her family’s clambake company on more secure financial footing, the celebration seems like
an ideal opportunity to put some much-needed cash in the company bank account. She even
agrees to serve on the Founder’s Day planning committee, along with an interesting assortment
of local characters, including Stevie Noyes, the owner of the local RV Park.
When it’s time for the opening ceremony, all seems to be going well. Even the Claminator, an ingenious
device designed by Julia’s brother-in-law, Sonny, so that lobsters can be cooked at the event, is working
according to plan. Until someone notices a charred human foot fall out of the Claminator fire onto the pier.
There’s no doubt that it’s murder, and the victim turns out to be Stevie Noyes. Suspicion falls on a new
clambake employee, Cabe Stone, who was charged with the task of watching the Claminator overnight. The
fact that Cabe immediately disappears when the dead man is discovered makes him look even guiltier.
Julia believes Cabe is innocent and sets out to prove it, despite the constant warnings of the State Police
to stay out of their investigation.
“Boiled Over” is the second in Barbara Ross’s Maine Clambake series. It’s a top-notch mystery with equal
parts local color, likeable characters, excellent plotting, and yummy recipes. A Down-East, wicked-good
winner!
Susan Santangelo, author of “Class Reunions Can Be Murder” ■

BLIND TRUST

By Sandra Orchard
This is the second unique book in a trilogy that focuses on the life of Kate Adams, a research scientist
working with herbs.
For those readers who missed out on the first, Kate knows which herbs are poisonous and which are not;
she also knows some can go completely undetected during an autopsy. In the beginning, Kate starts to snoop
around, and her amateur ways end up getting her into a great deal of trouble.
Kate, and her colleague, Daisy, are working toward a medical break for treating depression with herbal
medicine when Daisy suddenly dies. Although her death is judged as a suicide, Kate is bound and determined
to find out the truth.
Former FBI Agent Tom Parker is in Port Aster, and has just started with the local police force when Kate
asks him to reopen the investigation into Daisy’s death. Tom is torn: he has a yen for Kate, but he also has an
idea that Kate had a hand in Daisy’s death.
Here, we catch up with Kate as she heads to the grocery to buy food for her elderly neighbor and is almost
arrested for trying to pass counterfeit bills. This odd circumstance propels her into the middle of yet another
one of Tom Parker’s investigations. It seems that there has been a rash of ‘funny money’ used in Port Aster, and
Kate is now determined to prove that her neighbor is innocent of any wrongdoing.
She falls into a bit of intrigue that is far more sinister than any small time counterfeit ring. Her budding
romance with Tom is suddenly on the rocks, as they come close to unearthing a conspiracy that unveils secrets
Kate may not be able to forgive.
Thus far, this trilogy has been cleverly plotted, with both Kate and Tom becoming characters that readers
want to see more of. Chin up! There will soon be another, perhaps an unforgettable finale, for everyone to
salivate over.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian & Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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PHANTOM INSTINCT
By Meg Gardiner

When the shooting starts,
Harper Flynn has a drink in her
hand and shot glasses lined up on
the bar. The music is blaring in the
uniquely refinished warehouse,
and everyone is having a great
time.
Pouring a new martini,
Harper looks down the crowded
bar at a man who waves his empty
glass and a twenty-dollar bill at her.
Halfway through her bartending
shift, she slides the martini to the
customer thinking all the while
about when she can get out of
there.
The shots echo and the pain
begins. Most especially for Harper,
who watches helplessly as Drew,
her significant other, loses his life
in the crossfire. As the crowded
club’s patrons try desperately to
get out, a cocktail is thrown and
the bar erupts in flames.
Aiden Garrison, a Los
Angeles Deputy Sheriff, notices a
gunman wearing a hoodie and a
gas mask aiming a gun at Harper,
but before he can do anything
about it, a wall falls and brings the
whole building down around his
head.
A year goes by and Harper
has tried to forget the past by
quitting her job and going back to
college. The investigation into the
crime has been closed because the
two gunmen who were seen that
night were both killed when the
building collapsed.
But Harper and Aiden are
certain that there was a third
gunman who got away and is
still targeting the survivors. With
Aiden suffering from a brain injury
that has caused a rare type of
blindness to appear, there is really
no one reliable to back up Harper’s
beliefs to the rest of the world.
Looking into the case, Harper
finds that her presence at the attack
was not a coincidence, and her
only ally is an unstable man who
doesn’t trust her. All he knows is
that he sees the enemy everywhere
he looks.
An excellent plot, this one
will keep readers up all night with
non-stop, unforgettable action.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian & CoOwner of The Write Companion ■
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THOSE WHO WISH
ME DEAD
By Michael Koryta

Young Jace Wilson needs to
prove his classmates wrong; he’s
not afraid of heights. He leaps
from a tall ledge into dangerous
waters to show those who made
fun of him that he’s not a chicken.
But what he finds is more
than courage. He swims next to
dead bodies then witnesses a
murder. Since then, he has been
on the run. The men know who he
is and they need to kill him before
he can testify against them. He
goes into witness protection, but
it’s not enough. So, his parents
agree to take him off the grid; into
the Montana mountains where
surely, no one will find him. But
they do.
And the thriller is on. Jace
hopes to rely on Ethan, the man
in charge of teaching young boys
survivor skills. Ethan finds out
that the killers have burned his
home and sent his wife Allison
to the hospital, barely escaping
death. Ethan vows to keep her
safe. But safe is not what she is.
Jace realizes the men have
found him on the mountain,
so relying on the skills Ethan
showed him, he goes solo into the
mountains in order to keep Ethan
and the other boys from harm.
What ensues is a treacherous
race between escaping the killers
and outrunning a forest fire. But
Jace isn’t alone. Hannah, the
firefighter in the tower, comes
to his aid. Ethan is forced by
the killers to find Jace in the
mountains.
More than outstanding, this
book will have you jumping from
one chapter to another as the fire
races across the mountains, as
Jace and Hannah try to survive,
and while Ethan tries to keep
both killers away from Jace.
This thriller had me glued
to the words, not wanting to do
anything else but finish this book.
Koryta pens a novel that will
leave you gasping along with the
characters.
This is excellent and one I
recommend. Absolutely without
a doubt—5 STARS.
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier
Reina, author of “The Other Side:
Melinda’s Story” published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine ■
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INDEFENSIBLE

By Lee Goodman
“Sometimes a simple walk in the woods can lead you down the deadliest of trails.” This
is the quote that opens the door to this incredible story, and in seconds, Goodman takes the
reader by the hand and leads them into a frightening world they will never forget.
Cassandra Randall loves the calmness of bird watching, but this relaxing hobby actually
leads her into the woods to discover something she definitely does not want to see. On this
particular journey, the birds are absent, but a mound of dirt bears investigating. Turns out,
someone has dug a hole that looks suspiciously like a grave.
Finally spying a bird, Cassandra moves on, only to hear the voices of two men she believes are Park Rangers.
Sitting down to wait them out so she and they will not be disturbed, Cassandra begins to question whether or
not they are who she thinks. And when the men finally leave, she discovers the large hole has now been filled.
Feeling odd about the event, Cassie notifies the police. Although, they don’t really think there’s anything to
the event, they do go out to investigate. Lo and behold, a body is found. Unfortunately, it takes a second corpse
for the true horrors to begin.
A plot unfolds bringing Cassie into a world that includes drug dealers, murderers, abuse, pornography, and
evil within the highest offices of the legal community, and a heartless killer who lead officer, Federal Prosecutor
Nick Davis, knows all too well.
Although this is a legal thriller, the entire spectrum of suspense is covered. The plot, characters, and
landscapes chosen ride the edge of horror. The dark forest, the whispered noises, all the factors that make you
look under your bed before heading off to sleep, can be found. Even the most avid suspense reader will find
themselves changing their mind between who is innocent and who is guilty, which means you definitely know
this book is top-notch!
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian & Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

THE DEVIL ON EIGHTY FIVE

By Clark Lohr
“We have seen the enemy and he is us,” said Walt Kelly’s satirically political cartoon
character Pogo, which brings to mind that any time the government gets involved in a situation
there is bound to be a SNAFU.
Private eye Manny Aquilar follows several dead-end leads in an attempt to discover who
murdered Lois Donahue, the wife of a Tohono O’Odham Indian, Donnie, who has recently
been released from jail. The Native American has been re-arrested; after all he is the prime
suspect, a husband with a violent past; but what husband would mutilate his bride in this
fashion and burn her body? The facts just don’t add up to Manny.
The investigation leads to a town on the rez, Ajo, Arizona where the line of questioning discovers possible
reprisals from the cartels over drug and gun smuggling, not a family argument gone awry, and Manny finds
himself in a shootout that leaves Lois’s sister, Evelyn, dead and Donnie critically wounded.
Highway 85, the ‘Devil’s Highway’ that Luis Urrea introduced too in his great book of that title, is
a dangerous drug corridor where death awaits smugglers, and money changes hands for the control of the
rampant evil between the cartels and those hired to enforce the laws. Guns and drugs cross the border for a
profit and sometimes private citizens get caught in the crossfire, or become part of the set-up, like it or not.
Buckle up if you want to survive as Lohr takes us along on this bumpy ride down the Devil’s Highway in
this intelligent and fast-paced race into hell and back.
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler, author of “Blood on His Hands” published by Suspense Publishing an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■

FIELD OF PREY

By John Sandford
This is the twenty-fourth book in John Sandford’s bestselling Prey series featuring Lucas
Davenport, head of the Bureau of Criminal Investigation in Minnesota. And this is one that will
literally be devoured the moment it hits the shelves.
On a warm night in July, a couple of kids decide to have a ‘parking and smooching’ session
at an old farmyard which has been abandoned for a long time. This cornfield is most definitely a
nice private place for their quiet interlude. Things go along nicely, all except for the bad smell in
the air that the kids assume is a dead animal. After arriving home, the young man mentions the
smell to a deputy sheriff and the two venture back to the cornfield to check it out.
There’s a bad smell all right, but nothing close to an animal. The law uncovers a cistern that hasn’t been
used in some time, and when opened, they discover a body stuffed into it…then another…then another…until
there are quite a few deceased women mounting up.
By the time Lucas’s department is called in, police and forensic officers have found fifteen bodies and still
counting. As Lucas begins his investigation, he finds out that these victims have been dead for a very long time;
in fact, one has been killed each summer on a regular basis. Unfortunately, no one ever noticed. The police think
that the killer or killers have to be local; most likely, someone they see each and every day.
The search for the culprit is fascinating, using a combination of techniques by Lucas and a policeman, who
do not work cases in quite the same way. This new ‘Prey’ novel is one of the best! Sometimes very dark, the plot
is complicated and clever, making it an extremely good read.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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RESURRECTION BAY

By Wayne McDaniel and Steve Womack
Decatur Kaiser had a ritual he followed every spring for sixteen years…he called it his
‘summertime project.’ Every spring he’d pack his wife and kids off to the grandparents’, and
then…he went hunting. Not for wild game or trophy heads for his wall. No, not Decatur. He
hunted something much more interesting…innocent young women, kidnapped, raped, beaten,
and set free, to run for their lives on a woody, deserted island in the middle of Resurrection
Bay. These women were his sport, and his favorite game, until he kidnapped the wrong young
woman.
Based on the true-life events of the most famous serial killer case in Alaska’s history, “Resurrection Bay”
is a story of murder, depravity, and insanity, but also, a tale of revenge at its most elaborate and premeditated.
This story has it all.
Written in two parts, and told first from the viewpoint of the hunter, and then from that of the hunted,
“Resurrection Bay” will enthrall the reader with its masterful plot and original voice. McDaniel and Womack
are collaborative geniuses, who have written a true-to-life horror story that will cut you to the bone and laugh
while you bleed, and beg for more. A hauntingly eerie tale that is awesomely and meticulously told.
Fast-paced, exciting, and ever so gruesome, count “Resurrection Bay” at the top of your summer reading
list, and Wayne McDaniel and Steven Womack as two authors to watch in the future.
Reviewed by DJ Weaver (WebbWeaver Reviews) co-author of “Collecting Innocents” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

THE PICKLED PIPER

By Mary Ellen Hughes
Piper Lamb is starting new. After leaving her fiancé—well, actually he left her to travel the world to ‘find
himself,’ which gave Piper the out she needed—she moves and sets up shop in Cloverdale. Thinking she’d have
a quiet life running her pickling shop, Piper’s world is anything but quiet.
She decides to join other shop owners and sets up a pickling booth at the town’s fair and does pretty well.
Until a dead body—Alan Rosemont’s—is found in her pickle barrel. To say that it kind of sours her pickling is
yes, a pun and probably crass, but it’s also the least of her worries.
Her only and faithful employee Amy is seeing Nate, who gets accused of murdering Alan. Piper tries to
help Amy by helping Nate prove his innocence. But apparently, someone doesn’t want Piper figuring out too
much. She becomes the target of some annoying and then deadly warnings.
Then it gets worse for Nate when more dead bodies are found. Piper figures they have to relate to each
other and doesn’t stop trying to convince the sheriff and everyone else that Nate is not guilty.
Running a pickling shop and hunting down a killer keep her busy during the day. But so does trying to
make her ex-fiancé understand they are over while getting cozy with a new man.
You’ll smile, you’ll root for Nate, you’ll tell Piper to move on with her new life and leave the old behind,
and you’ll turn the pages while tension mounts up as one person after another becomes suspect—at least in
Piper’s eyes. And you will not, assuredly, figure out who the actual murderer is until after Piper does.
Lots of fun. It makes for a great beach read!
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina, author of “The Other Side: Melinda’s Story” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

THE EDGE OF THE WATER

By Elizabeth George
This bestselling author has written crime novels galore. But it was her first YA, “The Edge
of Nowhere,” that brought her incredible imagination to millions of new fans across the globe.
With this second book in the series, readers are taken back to the super-cool and frightening
location of Whidbey Island. This is where Becca King was ‘dropped off ’ by her mother, who
wanted to save her child from a violent stepdad determined to track them down and take them
out.
Stuck on Whidbey, Becca cannot locate her mother, and is constantly looking over her
shoulder for evil. She’s tried to fit in with all the people on the Island, but it’s difficult, considering her real life
must remain hidden…even from Derrie, the boy she loves.
Jenn also lives on the edge of the water in a dilapidated home with her family. A true Becca hater, she
wishes the mysterious girl would crawl back under the rock she came from.
One day, a woman comes to the Island interested in an odd subject that only Whidbey can claim; a coalblack seal called Nera by the locals that appears on the Island at the same time every year. But Nera is not the
only puzzle that needs to be solved.
As the story moves forward, Becca’s world grows darker. A girl with no voice, the special seal that for some
strange reason has come early, Becca also finds her paranormal talent growing, and when secrets from the past
and present come to light, a whole new path is revealed.
When it comes to this series, with scenes that draw you into a remarkable world, it’s easy to state that
readers will remember Whidbey for decades to come. George has scored an ‘A+’ again. With discoveries being
made and new characters arriving on the scene, waiting for book number three is going to take an incredible
amount of patience. Bravo!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Charlatan’s Crown” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■
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THE AMAZING
HARVEY
By Don Passman

Harvey is just what he claims
to be: an amateur magician
whose goal is to become a Vegas
headliner.
To get extra cash, Harvey
works as a substitute teacher.
He’s one of those rare subs kids
love because he comes in the
very first day all dressed up in his
magician’s uniform, with his pet
bird on his shoulder, and tricks
up his sleeve. But this one day he
arrives, he is pulled out of class to
be told that his DNA was found
at a crime scene. A woman, who
Harvey has never met before, has
been found murdered in her bed.
Harvey
is
completely
confused. Not only is he innocent
but he really has no idea what
they’re talking about. There must
be some DNA screw-up, seeing
as how DNA is never supposed
to lie. Yet the cops certainly don’t
believe him, and it does not help
that the woman’s apartment
manager, her own father and
others, think they’ve met Harvey
before.
Although his Mom wishes to
spend money she doesn’t have for
an elite defense attorney, Harvey
turns to an old friend for help.
He hasn’t seen her in a while, but
she’s slowly becoming a ‘name’
in the legal profession, following
her very famous (and very
condescending) father. Working
for her in order to pay some of the
legal fees, Harvey takes time out
to hunt down the real killer, using
his ‘sleight-of-hand’ style in every
way possible.
Passman has done a spellbinding job with this tale. Taking
the fun and humorous path of
Columbo and combining it with
a character that readers most
definitely want to root for, the
author has created a mystery that
readers will love to solve. Better
yet, they will come away from the
story hoping the Amazing Harvey
drops the substitute teaching act,
sticks with magic, and becomes
an unforgettable P.I. in the very
near future.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor,
author of “The Charlatan’s
Crown” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine ■
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TRILEMMA

By Jennifer Mortimer
Trilemma is defined two
ways: a choice among three
favorable options where only two
of which are possible at the same
time; and a difficult choice from
three options, each of which is
unacceptable or unfavorable. This
debut novel brings this concept
to light in such an incredible way,
that this author is assured to be
bothered for more!
Lin Mere is an AsianAmerican woman who has
worked very hard to reach
the apex of being CEO of a
telecommunications company
in Wellington, New Zealand.
Born there, Lin’s father has
passed on, and apparently left a
mystery family in his wake. One
of Lin’s goals is to find this ‘other’
family and work on building a
relationship with her half-sisters.
Unfortunately, her busy career
takes up most of her time, as she
struggles to make it crystal clear
to the men in her company that a
woman can do a man’s job.
Choices, choices. Lin has
too much to do and not enough
time. Not only does she wish
to continue on the path to
corporate success but also try
her best to connect with these
relatives she has never met. She’s
also more than a bit worried,
considering she’s not quite sure if
she will receive a welcome from
these strangers since her father
abandoned them when he left for
Lin’s mother. Add on the fact that
Lin is also thinking about starting
up with her estranged boyfriend,
Ben, and the trilemma comes into
view. What Lin must do is make
the choices that are best.
Dominance in the workplace
produces a killer battle that Lin
has most definitely prepared for
all her life. What she’s unprepared
for is an enemy who will not stop
at murder in order to end her
promising future.
This book guides readers
into a corporate world where
men are desperate to keep the
female DNA from taking over.
Mixing career, family, and love to
make a perfect life, “Trilemma”
provides the ultimate puzzle for
the suspense lover.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian & CoOwner of The Write Companion ■
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ANTIQUES CON

By Barbara Allan
“Antiques Con,” the latest in the Trash ‘n’ Treasures mysteries penned by Barbara Allan,
the pseudonym of husband-wife duo Barbara Collins and Max Allan Collins, starts off at a
breakneck pace. So much so that there’s no Chapter One at all. This could be confusing to the
average reader, but fortunately Brandy and Vivian Borne, the dynamic and delightfully ditsy
mother-daughter team who star in and narrate the book (arguing with each other constantly as
to whose turn it is to take the lead), explain that the book’s unnamed editor decided Chapter
One was completely inconsequential to the mystery and therefore omitted it.
And that’s just on the first page.
The Bornes have left their Serenity, Iowa home to attend a comic book convention in New York City. Their
goal is to auction off an original drawing of Superman that is so valuable that Vivian has it in a locked briefcase,
handcuffed to her wrist. But not to worry, as Brandy’s blind Shih Tzu, Sushi, is on guard.
In no time flat, their hotel room is broken into, they discover the convention’s chief organizer stabbed to
death in an elevator, and Vivian has a romantic interlude with the semi-retired boss of the Casa Nostra in a New
Jersey nursing home.
Brandy and Vivian are sure they can solve the murder before the smart-alecky hotel detective and the New
York police do, but their investigation is stymied when their number one suspect is also stabbed.
As the body count rises, and the pair stress about what costumes to wear to the final banquet (which they
“borrow” from the Broadway show Wicked), it appears that keeping an eye on the Superman drawing is the
least of their troubles.
A zany romp, with laughs on every page!
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Class Reunions Can Be Murder” ■

'TIL DIRT DO US PART

By Edith Maxwell
Eating organic may cost more, but it’s definitely healthier and worth the additional financial investment.
Cam Flaherty believes in growing organic, healthy food, and throws a farm-to-table dinner party at her Produce
Plus Farm in Westbury, Massachusetts to celebrate the success of her first farm season. Plus, Cam is counting on
the success of this first-ever event to build publicity for next year.
All the locals are there, including wealthy, opinionated entrepreneur Irene Burr who, in a few short
minutes, manages to antagonize most of the other guests at the dinner. Several of whom are related to her in
one way or another. Irene has also made a lot of enemies with her plan to buy Westbury’s Old Town Hall and
replace it with a textile museum.
The dinner is a big success, despite the threat of bad weather and the undercurrents of bad feelings that
swirl around Irene throughout the evening. So the police don’t lack for suspects when Irene is found dead the
next morning in the pigsty of a neighboring farm.
Cam realizes that one of the guests at her dinner settled a score with Irene, permanently. But which
one? The list of suspects includes Irene’s estranged stepson, her disgruntled auto mechanic, and a fellow CSA
subscriber who seems suspiciously happy to have the dead woman out of the way.
The plot races along at a brisk pace, culminating in a surprise ending I never saw coming.
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Class Reunions Can Be Murder” ■

STOLEN REMAINS

By Christine Trent
What better character to present in a suspense series than a Victorian undertaker? This, A Lady of Ashes
mystery, book number two in this imaginative series, is one tale that historical mystery fiends will absolutely
love!
Violet Harper is a marvelous heroine, and a woman who truly enjoys her work as an undertaker. Violet is
revered in Victorian society. Although many may have looked down on such a vocation, the undertaker is a true
tradesperson that makes a more than comfortable living, allowing them to be placed higher up in society—
sashaying amongst the moneyed few.
Establishing a fantastic reputation as one of the best undertakers in London, Violet and her husband,
Samuel, decide to move onward to explore new locations. Journeying to the American West where Violet hopes
to ply her trade, her mother falling ill changes future plans and calls Violet back to London.
There, Violet finds herself in an honorable position, asked to be the undertaker for Anthony Fairmont,
the Viscount Raybourn who is a close, personal friend of Queen Victoria. The man has passed away under
suspicious circumstances, and Violet becomes more than upset when her job turns difficult –attempting to be
the undertaker for a corpse that has mysteriously disappeared.
The Viscount’s family and Scotland Yard begin to search for his remains, and Violet decides to get involved
using her many talents as a detective to save her good name. The odd investigation takes her to the servants’
quarters of the wealthy, through the halls of Windsor Castle, and to the tombs of ancient Egypt, unearthing all
the Viscount’s deep, dark family secrets.
All eyes are on Violet with regard to her work, but the closer she comes to the truth, the more trouble she
gets into, discovering that the next missing body may just be her own.
A fantastic historical mystery filled with suspense; this is an unforgettable tale of death and deception set
in Victorian London. Do not miss this!
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian & Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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PRESENT DARKNESS

By Malla Nunn
This is the fourth installment in a truly interesting mystery series featuring Sergeant Detective
Emmanuel Cooper.
“Present Darkness” takes place in Johannesburg during the time period when apartheid first
began, and Cooper is working with the police in South Africa as part of the major crimes squad.
But the real reason he’s there is to be close to his significant other and their newborn daughter.
Cooper has to be extremely careful not to reveal his own identity or the existence of his lover
Davida, and their child. According to apartheid legislation, interracial marriage is a crime, and his
relationship with her could land them both in jail.
When he is assigned a murder case, Cooper finds himself working under an officer who seems determined to
make a rush to judgment and execute an innocent young man. Cooper, without ruining his own cover, dedicates
himself to locating the real culprit.
For all the ‘armchair detectives’ out there, this author provides many clues to chase down and a terrific
ending. In addition, there is much information given about the tension and high emotions between laws that
demanded separation of the races, proving to be one of the most horrific periods in world history.
This book uncovers a great deal: from violent gang wars to thieves and government officials who will do
anything to keep things going their way. The writing is incredible, and this book is highly recommended to all
suspense/thriller readers who love puzzles and wish to remain on the edge of their seat.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian & Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

SIXTH GRAVE ON THE EDGE

By Darynda Jones
For anyone who knows me, I don’t often squeal in delight—seriously, hardly ever—but it’s
a knee-jerk reaction when I find that Darynda Jones has put her fingertips to the keyboard and
‘penned’ another Charley Davidson tale. With her sixth book in the series, “Sixth Grave on the
Edge,” Jones has firmly planted her flag directly between the likes of Laurel K. Hamilton and Janet
Evanovich and she’s not going anywhere.
Charley’s life is complicated—for new readers, don’t fret, it’s not a full day on Charley’s
calendar if she doesn’t complicate things a little...or a lot. The grim reaper and part-time private
investigator with a soft spot for the underdog has a few decisions to make, but one is of utmost importance. It
only requires a simple yes or no. Does she want to marry the sexy, dark, and brooding, son-of-the-dark-one,
Reyes Farrow?
But who has time to answer questions when you’ve got a few things falling off your plate? A dead man has
taken up residence in the front seat of her beloved Jeep—did I mention he’s naked—another has lost his soul
in a card game and is desperate for its return, and Charley’s trying to solve a thirty-year-old kidnapping case on
the sly.
No big deal if that were all, right? Especially since Charley’s a bit otherworldly, you’d expect far more from
her than the average Joe, but that laundry list of trouble is just a tip of the iceberg. Charley steps into more
trouble than any heroine in fiction. She’s bright—literally, if you ask anyone who can see her glow—sassy, excels
at learning on the fly, and if it weren’t for her hot beau/nigh fiancée, bestie Cookie, and a smattering of other
friends, she’d probably be a goner.
Without a doubt, one of my top five favorite series in contemporary fiction, Jones offers up a story and cast
of characters that are worth every penny.
Reviewed by Shannon Raab for Suspense Magazine ■

RED DEVIL 4

By Eric C. Leuthardt
Imagine a world where people are connected wirelessly to everything…from the internet to their homes,
cars, jobs, and each other. Set in the near-future, this sci-fi thriller will rock you to your core.
Neuroprosthetics…a simple chip implanted in the brain and the user is connected to everything and
everybody. Thoughts become actions, people can live in a completely artificial environment. A virtual reality of
life, and the drug of choice is a class of neuro-stimulating computer codes that could be brain-altering. Dr. Hagan
Maerici, an expert and developer in the field, is knee deep in a series of murders committed by well-known
individuals with no motives. Could these deaths have been brought on by a code that will enable an Artificial
Intelligence to think and act on its own?
When people start dying, Police Detective Edwin Krantz and ex-Navy SEAL Tara Dezner are called in to
work with Maerici, but soon find that skirting the law may be the only way to solve the mystery.
With a large but interesting and relevant cast of characters, “Red Devil 4” is the ultimate techno-thriller to
date, and closer to being a reality than we would like to believe.
Neurosurgeon, biomedical engineer, and neuroprosthetic pioneer, Eric C. Leuthardt, M.D., spins a tale of
the future and the scenario that could so easily come to pass. His knowledge of the subject matter translates well
to the pages and enables the reader to understand exactly how the brain works and how this new technology
could affect us all. Leuthardt’s characters are believable and the story flows well throughout, taking the reader on
a harrowing adventure through the mind. Intelligent, awesomely frightening, and technologically credible, “Red
Devil 4” is a snapshot of a future gone decidedly wrong and a projection of chaos for all. Don’t miss it!
Reviewed by DJ Weaver (WebbWeaver Reviews), co-author of “Collecting Innocents” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■
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SAFE KEEPING

By Barbara Taylor Sissel
Talk about a scary opening!
The reader begins to get goose
bumps automatically as they
learn that: My son is a murderer;
and asks: Do you ever really know
someone? In other words, this is
a book you need to set aside
time for because you will not be
able to break away!
The Lebay family has had
their fair share of good and
bad and where their children
are concerned, the good goes
to daughter, Lissa, while most
of the bad goes to son, Tucker.
Poor Tucker has earned the
title of ‘bad seed’ because in
the very recent past his lady
friend, Miranda, died under
suspicious circumstances. Now,
yet another woman has been
found dead; Jessica, a friend
of Miranda’s, is located in the
same place Miranda was found,
putting a target on Tucker’s
back once again.
All of the Lebays become
embroiled in the heavy-hitting
police investigation. Each
member is what you would call
‘on the fence’ regarding whether
or not Tucker could be guilty of
these crimes. And because of
the secret buried and protected
by this family regarding why
Tucker is the way he is, the
mystery surrounding these
crimes cannot be revealed or
proven.
Tucker is in his thirties,
but still lives at home with his
parents in a small Texas town.
His father is retired, and has
to deal with a life of flashbacks
he continues to get courtesy of
his time in Vietnam. Mom, on
the other hand, simply stays at
home and drives herself crazy. It
is an understatement to say that
this is a family under so much
pressure they may just explode.
Talk about a tale with
a very powerful ending. The
facts unveiled will chill both
the Lebays and every reader
out there to the bone. And the
absolute heart that this author
provides plays a huge part in the
story, staying with the reader for
a long time to come. Enjoy!
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion
■
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GOING TWICE
By Sharon Sala

Death and destruction
are everywhere. Tornados and
storms hit with a vengeance and
many lose their lives. But there
are those who survive only to be
pulled from the wreckage and
killed by a madman. Hershel,
the Stormchaser, is out to make
everyone pay for the death of his
wife Louise. Help didn’t come
quick enough when the horrible
storms hit and they were stuck on
the roof of their ravaged home.
Louise died. Hershel blames the
government and everyone who
didn’t come to their aid.
It’s not Hershel’s nor the
FBI team’s first go-round. Tate,
Wade, and Cameron butt heads
with Hershel a year prior when
he first began his lonely road of
retribution. The FBI team wasn’t
able to catch him then and now
Hershel is back again, just as the
storms are.
Only this time FBI Agent Jo
Luckett is added to the team. Jo
is Wade’s ex-wife and it makes for
some uncomfortable situations.
They lost their unborn baby years
ago and guilt, anger, hurt, and
betrayal tore them apart. Do they
still love each other and will it be
enough to mend old wounds?
Hershel is angry about Jo’s
presence. It screws up his team.
She wasn’t part of the hunt last
year and now that she is, Hershel
is thrown for a loop. He must
get rid of her. Will Jo and Wade
finally settle their long and
hurtful animosity or will Hershel
kill Jo before she and Wade can
make amends?
These are a few questions
I had while zooming through
this book. There are tense
situations throughout, as well as
astonishment as I read Hershel’s
dialogue with his dead wife. He’s
part crazy and part intelligent.
The mixture of the two makes for
one hell of a thriller.
If Sala was going for a
terrorizing, thrilling, hard to put
down, intense novel, she hit the
nail on the head. I cannot wait for
the next installment in this series.
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier
Reina, author of “The Other
Side: Melinda’s Story” published
by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine ■
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MURDER IN MERINO

By Sally Goldenbaum
It’s fall in Sea Harbor, Massachusetts, and the Seaside Knitters: Nell, Izzy, Cass, and Birdie,
are busier than ever, making special gifts and preparing for the holidays which will arrive in a
couple of months.
Izzy Chambers Perry and her husband Ben are ready to sell the cottage that she owned
before they married. Jules Ainsley, a visitor to the area, makes an offer on the house, sight unseen.
Why would she want to buy the house if she is just a vacationer?
On the day of the open house, a body is found in the backyard, outside the greenhouse.
Jules’s name and phone number are on the paper in the victim’s pocket. As more and more questions are asked,
it seems that everyone has dark secrets that they have been keeping for many years. More and more people come
under suspicion as the old story comes out and the Knitters work hard to ask the right questions on their own.
But who is behind the death of a man well-liked in the community and why is Jules so attracted to the area?
Before Nell’s joyful fortieth anniversary can be celebrated, she and the others vow to find the truth. But can
they do that before someone else dies to protect the secret?
This is the eighth book in this popular series and I look forward to getting and reading the other seven
books. Ms. Goldenbaum has written a compelling story with likable protagonists and a great plot that keeps the
reader turning the pages. I recommend it!
Reviewed by Holly Price author of “At Death’s Door” (releasing soon) ■

LOST

By Sharon Bolton
Sharon Bolton takes her heroine, London Police Detective Lacey Flint, to a very dark
place in “Lost” when a series of child murders occur on the South Bank of the Thames River in
London.
After the undercover investigation into a rash of deaths in Cambridge left Lacey emotionally
and psychologically fragile, she’s taken a leave of absence while she takes stock of what she wants
to do with her life. Her recovery, though, is interrupted by the murders of several young boys
close to Lacey’s South Bank home.
The murders capture the attention of Lacey’s next-door neighbor and friend, eleven-year-old Barney
Roberts, who’s the same age as the boys who’ve been murdered. He and his schoolmates discuss the case on a
Facebook page focused on the crimes. But then he begins to suspect that one of the people on the page, Peter
Sweep, knows more about the case than he rightfully should—having information to which only the killer
would be privy. Then the case takes a personal turn when Barney realizes the abductions only take place on
Tuesdays and Thursdays, the nights when his English professor father teaches late classes at his college.
Detective Inspector Dana Tulloch has Lacey’s former partner, Mark Joesbury, working with her on the
case. When it’s leaked that the boys have had their blood drained, the case blows up into a media circus with
talk of vampirism. Worse though, is the escalating violence of the killer, even as the time between abductions
and killings shortens. Will it be Tulloch and Joesbury, Barney, or Lacey who finally unravels the mystery of Peter
Sweep—and will they and their loved ones make it through alive to the end?
Sharon Bolton paints the scenes in beautiful detail and rich colors. She keeps the suspense taut like a
garrote wire around your neck as she deftly reveals the plot until its final, unexpected conclusion. This novel
puts Bolton in the vanguard of the best crime-fiction authors on either side of the Atlantic.
Reviewed by David Ingram ■

HOW'S THE PAIN?

By Pascal Garnier
Simon has been in the killing business for many moons. Telling one and all that he works as
a vermin exterminator, he has always hidden the truth of being a hitman. But as his health is now
failing, Simon is preparing for his very last job before retirement.
The one thing Simon is not so good at is driving a car, and he needs someone who is not
too bright to take the wheel and, hopefully, not realize what’s going on once they reach the
destination. Simon meets Bernard. Bernard is twenty-one and has never even seen the ocean up
close, but he definitely has the skills on his resume that Simon is searching for: he can drive, he’s
a tad dim, and is delighted to help Simon out.
However, as the two head off on Simon’s last hurrah, Bernard does have enough sense to understand that
the supposed ‘vermin’ kills are really people who Simon has been paid to take out for good. Here, the story goes
from strange and serious to absolute horror.
When it comes to Bernard, he is definitely portrayed as the innocent. Although he is twenty-one years of
age, Bernard has never done anything noteworthy, except pass his driving exam; so, in essence, Bernard finds
himself taking the ride of his life.
Readers, at times, may find themselves put off and perhaps wish to turn away from the many intricate
layers of emotions that come with Garnier’s incredible writing. However, sticking with it is a must,
because the story holds surprises you will not want to miss out on. Readers will find themselves feeling
a great deal of emotion for both these characters, watching them be absolutely brilliant at times, and
enjoying the optimism that Bernard brings to a plot that is dark through and through. Even Bernard’s
mother (a real oddball), adds meat to the story that makes for a memorable reading experience.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian & Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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Ice cold

Edited by Jeffery Deaver and Raymond Benson
This incredible collection of stories is delivered from the Mystery Writers of America,
and is set during the intrigue, worry, and fear that the Cold War brought about. No vampires,
werewolves, or zombies need apply; this was the time of master spies and an expanding threat
to end our planet.
Covering the gamut of nuclear war, psychological warfare, double agents, dead drops,
and celebrities in this era of ‘who did what to who,’ these writers bring people back to the time
that was more than terrifying. And this group of extremely amazing suspense writers has come
together with tales so enticing readers will want to stick with them for the entire afternoon.
To offer just a few small tidbits… Police Report by Joseph Finder takes readers into the small town of
Westbury, Cape Cod, where the sheriff receives a call regarding the shooting of a local. A tale that begins in
Armenia while they are under Russian control leads to the defection of what could possibly be a spy.
Comrade 35 by Jeffrey Deaver is a story that will bring back memories of that horrible weekend in Dallas,
Texas when President Kennedy lost his life. Bringing to light a different scenario, this tale will remind readers of
everything that was bandied about during that time period, and allow new ideas into the fold. As with everything
Deaver writes, readers will hang on every word.
The talented Sara Paretsky adds Miss Bianca to the amazing collection. A young girl who takes care of lab
rats, a romance, and a plot of espionage that will be embedded in the mind forever.
Due to the talents of these writers, there is no way to put the book aside once reading has begun. The depth
of the Cold War actions between the U.S.S.R. and the U.S. are suspenseful, and focused on real people who had
to live from day-to-day constantly knowing that the red button could be pushed at any moment.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

SECOND-HAND STIFF

By Sue Ann Jaffarian
Odelia Grey, fifty-something, plus-sized paralegal, has her estranged mother visiting for
Thanksgiving. Her husband’s cousin Ina, who shows up for Thanksgiving dinner without her
husband, and with ugly bruises, clearly has marital problems.
A few days after Thanksgiving, Odelia, her mother, and Ina attend a storage auction to get
bargains for Ina’s second-hand store. To their horror, Ina’s husband’s body is found in the unit
they are bidding on. Ina is arrested for the murder and Odelia steps in to find the truth behind
the dead guy’s killer. Ina won’t tell the police anything, so Odelia and Mom start asking pointed
questions. Suddenly, dangerous accidents begin to happen, way too close to Odelia and her mother.
Who is behind the murder and the accidents, and who was the guy shacked up with? Hopefully, Odelia can
find out before she becomes another corpse in a storage unit.
This is the eighth book in this series and I found it to be charming and quite funny. Odelia is a heroine that
I can enjoy reading about and she isn’t one of those protagonists who are too perfect to love.
I look forward to getting the other books in the series and enjoying more of Odelia’s adventures. Sue Ann
Jaffarian writes a clever, winning tale with lots of laughs along the way. Congrats, Sue Ann, you’ve got a great
series going!
Reviewed by Holly Price author of “At Death’s Door” (releasing soon) ■

CARNAL CURIOUSITY

By Stuart Woods
This is the twenty-ninth Stone Barrington novel Stuart Woods has written in twenty-three
years. At nearly a quarter-century old, it’s not surprising that the character is rather old school.
Stone breezes through his well-off life with drinks, dining, and beautiful women who, after a few
double entendres from Stone, jump into bed with him.
Stone is a high-priced lawyer who started out as a cop, and his former partner Dino, now
chief of detectives, plays a major role in “Carnal Curiosity” due to a number of high-profile
robberies taking place among Manhattan’s rich and famous. The heist angle of the novel, although
entertaining enough, is thinly plotted with few twists or surprises. The story moves briskly except for a few
detours into continuing storylines from previous books, including several chapters devoted to the presidential
campaign of Kate Lee, an old friend of Stone’s, who is also the wife of the current President Will Lee.
Stone sometimes disappears during these side stories, with the point of view shifting to another character
and the actual plot of the current novel screeching to a halt. Perhaps this works well for long-time fans of the
series, but first-time readers may find such interruptions distracting.
Although Stone is a likable character, there’s little sense of danger for him, which robs the story of tension.
His wealth and his powerful friends make everything easy, from last-minute dining at famous Manhattan
restaurants to getting any problem solved through money or connections. Solutions to just about anything are a
simple phone call away for Stone Barrington, and everyone from the police to the CIA seem willing to do things
the way Stone wants them done.
If you’re looking for a quick popcorn read and you’ve followed Stone and other Woods characters, often
shared across his multiple series of books, “Carnal Curiosity” may be for you; if you like more complex mysteries
or are new to Woods, this one isn’t a satisfying starting point.
Reviewed by Scott Pearson, author of “Star Trek: The More Things Change” and cohost of the Generations Geek
podcast ■
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BORDER WAR

By Lou Dobbs and James O.
Born
To say this is a difficult
assignment for FBI Agent Tom
Eriksen would be like saying
Hitler was only slightly disliked.
But in the recent past, Tom has
experienced some problems
with being a bit too violent with
people, and he can’t afford any
more ‘bad marks’ on his career.
Because of his slip-ups, he is
assigned to work on the border
near El Paso, Texas, in order
to watch and stop any illegals
crossing from Mexico.
However, this particular
crossing is a little different than
just meeting up with poor folks
who wish to enter the United
States in order to create a better
life. This crossing entails a drug
dealer in Mexico who is sending
people across just to keep the
U.S. busy. While people are
crossing at one border path,
people who are working for him
are crossing in a different place
altogether and getting through
without problems.
The lawmen who are
working at this crossing are
the usual ‘screw-ups’ who have
been in trouble before. To put it
bluntly, their office is referred to
as “the island of misfit cops.”
Sadly, Tom’s partner is shot
and killed and he steps up and
takes charge, working diligently
to solve the case. It seems there
is a great deal of corruption in
high places, and no one wants to
help Tom until NSA Agent Kat
Gleason appears and changes
his luck. Now that Tom has
someone to share the puzzle, the
powerful Mexican drug lord and
an American computer company
come into focus. Racing against
the clock to stop an assassin
from killing someone very close
to Tom, or Tom himself, this duo
must solve the mystery and bring
a heartless criminal to justice.
This writing team has hit
the nail on the head. Lou Dobbs,
one of the best in the suspense
business, and James O. Born,
another award-winning author
and former DEA Agent, deliver a
real eye-opener that will enthrall
readers everywhere.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion ■
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BONE DEEP

By Randy Wayne White
Doc Ford is back for his
twenty-first appearance, and it’s
right to say that he’s as good as he
ever was!
Our story begins when
Duncan Fallsdown, a Native
American from the Wild West,
asking Doc and Tomlinson to
recover some ancient artifacts
that belong to his tribe. Soon, the
trio find themselves being hunted
by treasure seekers who will do
anything to get what they’re after,
including killing all three if they
have to.
Charmstones are at the core
of the exploration—drawings
that are found on ancient
Mammoth and/or Mastodon
tusks. The search for these
artifacts takes readers along for
a fast-paced ride into an area of
Central Florida known as ‘Bone
Valley.’ Unfortunately, this is also
the place known for people who
trade in illegal fossils and old
phosphate mines where these
fossils are found.
Tomlinson and Duncan
trace some artifacts to the home
of a shady relic collector and
find that he has died recently
of a brain tumor. In addition,
when they arrive they find that
his house has been robbed, and
when the robber leaves, he runs
directly into Doc.
Although Doc begins as
someone who is just ‘along
for the ride’ by taking the relic
hunters in his boat to find what
they are looking for, his job
description soon changes as
he has to deal with everything
from thieves to collectors to a
psychotic motorcycle rider, who
are all after the same thing.
With various plots in this
story that are extremely involved
and very intricate, paying
attention is key. And even though
there are many characters who
will become favorites of fans, the
retired circus elephant will be the
most charming.
With hidden treasures
galore, secret agent Doc Ford
retains his cover of marine
biologist very well, while tracking
down some truly crooked relic
hunters!
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion ■
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COLD SHOT

By Mark Henshaw
The number one factor that makes a thriller memorable is whether or not the story is
clever. Henshaw brought it in his first novel, “Red Cell,” and has most definitely delivered once
again by creating one of the most clever thrillers in quite a while.
CIA Red Cell analysts, Kyra Stryker and Jonathan Burke, are on the case, hunting for
an Iranian nuclear scientist who is bound and determined to build a bomb close enough to
America to blow it to smithereens.
The American ship, USS Vicksburg, is returning to port when they spot a lifeboat in the
ocean. In the boat is the body of a Somali pirate who has been tortured to death. No one is able to find out
where the body came from, or who the evil torturer may have been, but the clever analysts have traced the man’s
whereabouts back to an Iranian ship, the Makarid. This is some ship, considering it is currently on the high seas
headed for Venezuela with radioactive cargo on board.
The plans of nuclear bomb building become crystal clear, and the team must pace themselves in order to
fell the plot, while keeping in mind at all times that Venezuelans are not always ‘America lovers.’ This becomes
even more apparent as Jon and Kyra photograph Venezuelan soldiers murdering dock workers who have gotten
sick from handling the horrific cargo that the Makarid delivered.
Cleverness runs rampant. There is quite a bit of detail in the story, yet Henshaw makes sure the pages are
never dragged down. The lead characters are always interesting and on their game, and the plot is excellently
mapped out, increasing the chills and thrills by taking the reader through the almost supernatural world of
American intelligence that only an expert writer could create.
Hostile territory, radioactivity, the end of America, agents who will never stop until they have beaten the
enemy—this one has it all.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian & Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

THE WAYS OF THE DEAD

By Neely Tucker
When a new crime series begins, suspense lovers want nothing more than to be able to
jump on board with a new character they will love for a good, long time. Well…with this first
installment of a brand new series, all that can be said is that the writer has certainly delivered.
Sarah Reese, the teenage daughter of a very powerful judge in Washington, D.C., sneaks
away from her dance class to go to a local grocery where she is to meet up with a group of gangbangers. Mysteriously disappearing, Sarah is soon found dead near the grocery and three black
teenagers are arrested for the brutal crime.
Sully Carter, a reporter for a local paper, and a wounded veteran, is assigned to cover the killing. Sully is
definitely a man with an attitude, and believes this killing may be related to a series of cold cases that the police
didn’t pay very much attention to when they first happened; one of these was the disappearance of a Howard
University Student. Sadly for Sully, his reputation as a hard drinker whose judgment is not always what it should
be, makes it so many people will simply not listen to him. And his gift for not understanding the line between
what a reporter thinks and what he can actually write, has a tendency to get him into trouble.
Sully is a very interesting character; a man who people will want to support even though he does have a
great many issues. The author covers two very difficult subjects that still face the U.S.: racial discrimination, and
how the powerful in Washington can seem to walk on water and never have to pay for their mistakes.
With a very powerful beginning and a very shocking end, this debut novel is a great read that shows
suspense/thriller lovers that they do, most definitely, have a new series to fall in love with.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian & Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

THE JEFFERSON ALLEGIANCE

By Bob Mayer
On July 4, 1826, Thomas Jefferson and John Adams both died, unaware of each other’s fate. Both men were
part of an ongoing conspiracy, and entrusted a cipher and corresponding wooden discs, inset with a secret code,
to trusted informants to hide from the Society of the Cincinnatians, an organization they both feared would
overthrow and bring the U.S. government to its knees.
The Allegiance, secretly written into the U.S. constitution, was to be used to ensure our current form of
government was enacted, no matter which political party was in power, and to control the presidency so they
upheld the constitution as Roosevelt, Kennedy, and Nixon all discovered. The current guardians of this precious
document, The Philosophers, protected the codes and cipher, and had them passed down as their predecessors
died. Until now. They found themselves under full frontal attack by an assassin, code named The Surgeon, as the
Cincinnatians became determined to capture the codes.
Mayer introduces us to Colonel Paul DuCharme, recently recalled from Afghanistan and Evie Tolliver—
next in line to chair The Philosophers—a former member of the CIA, as they are forced to team up to ensure
the Allegiance is kept out of the wrong hands.
Wave Old Glory and join in the ensuing game of cat and mouse as the forces of evil in the form of homebased terrorists stalk those that control the codes and cipher and attempt to determine the overthrow of all we
hold dear. This is a great drama, steeped in history, which will keep you turning the pages late into the night.
Mayer strikes one for freedom.
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler, author of “Blood on His Hands” published by Suspense Publishing an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■
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LEVERAGE

By Nancy S. Thompson
“Leverage,” the sequel to Nancy S. Thompson’s stunning debut, “Mistaken,” is billed as a
‘dark romantic thriller.’ Trust me when I say, Nancy S. Thompson has written a riveting thriller
that will stand up against the best in the business.
“Leverage” continues the tumultuous lives of Tyler Karras and his now wife, Hannah. We
learn from the get go that their love is as fiery as their pasts. In “Leverage,” we are also introduced
to Hannah’s son Conner, a young man with his own demons. Conner and Tyler’s relationship is
brittle at best and begins to fracture as pieces of Tyler’s past start to surface.
When Tyler’s past is thrust into the present, he is forced to make harsh decisions in order to save his family.
The past he has worked so hard to bury has resurfaced and may bury him.
Rarely does a sequel come along that lives up to the brilliance of the first book in a series. In my opinion,
“Leverage” does not match the literary excellence of “Mistaken,” it shatters that already high standard. Mark my
words, Nancy S. Thompson has taken a giant step into the upper echelon of romantic thriller authors!
How far would you go to save the ones you love? Are you willing to sacrifice your life to save another?
“Leverage” is a must read for all thriller and romance fans!
Reviewed by J.M. LeDuc, author of “Sin,” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Publishing ■

BOOK OF YOU

By Claire Kendal
This generally well-crafted debut novel is the harrowing story of Clarissa Bourne being
stalked by Rafe Solmes, a colleague of hers at Bath University in England. After a one-night
stand, which she soon suspects was precipitated by Rafe drugging her, he ignores her requests
to be left alone. As his obsessive demands for her attention become increasingly threatening.
She begins a diary of his behavior that she can take to the police as evidence. Although she gets
a reprieve from him while on jury duty, the case involves rape, which triggers further stress.
Fallout from a recent affair has already isolated Clarissa from her friends, leaving her largely
alone during this traumatic situation.
Kendal successfully evokes an atmosphere of paranoia, fear, and anger as Clarissa follows advice from
pamphlets about stalkers as best she can. But even though Clarissa is isolated, there are people she could reach
out to but doesn’t. She seems to think she’s protecting them, but it’s not convincing, especially because she has
done so much research. Letting others know what’s going on would clearly be in her best interest, but the novel
doesn’t capture her motivations on this point. It makes for good drama, but it needed to be character driven.
Although the riveting closing chapters rely on too many coincidences to drive the plot, the main drawback
of the novel is an artistic choice that runs throughout. Clarissa addresses her stalker directly in her diary, e.g.,
“I know you must have been watching me since I left my house.” The second-person pronoun effectively puts
the reader in the stalker’s shoes, making the already unpleasant subject matter even more uncomfortable. It’s
a dramatic literary technique, but it seems unlikely that Clarissa would so personalize her record of Rafe’s
transgressions when she also notes how much she hates that the diary “keeps you with me.”
Nevertheless, the story draws the reader in and maintains a compelling momentum as Rafe’s behavior
escalates. Although a “Grimms’ Fairy Tales” motif seems underplayed, it does create a more literary feel for an
otherwise straightforward thriller.
Reviewed by Scott Pearson, author of “Star Trek: The More Things Change” and cohost of the Generations Geek
podcast ■

NOTHING PERSONAL

By Mike Offit
Mike Offit employs his wealth of insider knowledge as a Wall Street trader during the 1980s
in this clever tale of greed, murder, and success at any cost.
Warren Hament is a fresh MBA graduate who enters the high stakes world of investment
banking with the encouragement of his beautiful and ambitious girlfriend. He frequents
exclusive clubs in New York City and is a welcome guest in the fabulous mansions of his megarich friends and clients in the Hamptons, Hobe Sound, and Dark Harbor. Warren is an honest
man with the best intentions, but he soon learns corruption and devious dealings are common
among the heavy hitters of Wall Street.
As Warren struggles to advance his career without becoming jaded, his boss is murdered. The police
suspect Warren because he takes over the boss’ clients and therefore has the most to gain. A senior executive
who considers Warren a dangerous rival plots to have him fired and ends up murdered before he can carry out
his plan. The murdered executive’s secretary secretly gives Warren her boss’ private laptop and tells him the
password. Warren discovers a vast fortune hidden in Europe. He also finds evidence his girlfriend had been
having an affair with the executive. As his life spins out of control, Warren races to solve the puzzle before the
killer strikes again.
“Nothing Personal” is a scary story on more than one level. It taught me maybe a little too much about
investment banking and the complicated trade packages designed by the wolves of Wall Street. After reading
about all the ways SEC laws could be circumvented in the 1980s, I can’t help wondering if I should be worried
about my retirement investments.
Reviewed by S.L. Menear, author of “Deadstick Dawn” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■
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HOT FUDGE
FRAME-UP

By Christine DeSmet
This brand new cozy in
the Fudge Shop Mystery series is
an action-filled tale with a very
likeable main character as the
core ingredient. Not to mention,
some amazingly delicious recipes
that will have all readers running
to their kitchens.
Ava Oosterling is the
owner of an old-fashioned fudge
shop located in Door County,
Wisconsin. Ava is running on
a full head of steam in order
to have her first Annual Arts
Festival and Celebration be a
success and bring customers into
her shop. One of her great ideas
is to invite two celebrity chefs
to compete in the fudge-making
contests against her.
Suffice to say, everyone
in town is looking forward to
the contests and festival until,
unfortunately, one of the judges
(who has been continuously
complaining about Ava’s new
fudge flavors) is found dead.
Sadly, this incident has the
local sheriff keeping a keen eye
on Ava, as if she is the actual
killer. Does she really need the
contest to be won by her and her
fudge shop in order to increase
business? Was she that needy
that she would kill a judge in
order to win? Let’s just say Ava
has a new goal in mind, to find
a way to help the sheriff turn
his attention away from her and
find the criminal before this
particular fudge-making event
becomes way too sticky for
words.
It is not irony to say that
readers will ‘eat’ this particular
tale up, while also drooling over
the fudge recipes in the back. The
same can be said for DeSmet’s
mysteries that can be said for
actual fudge: There is no way you
can consume just one.
The only advice when it
comes to this tale is to skip to
the back and make a fresh pan
of Belgian fudge, then sit down
in a cozy chair, and head to “The
Cape Cod of the Midwest” to
enjoy the delicacies and murder
that are waiting for you there.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion ■
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RUNNER

By Patrick Lee
The first thing you will
notice about “Runner” by
Patrick Lee is the striking cover.
The next thing is that the hours
have gone by and you haven’t
stopped reading. Time just runs
away with this book.
It takes off from the first
page at a gallop and never stops.
In the beginning, you’re reading
a thriller, and then it seamlessly
morphs into a techno sci-fi
story. Last time I enjoyed a
story in this genre as much, I
was reading a Michael Crichton
book.
Sam Dryden, a highly
skilled ex-special forces soldier,
is taking an evening jog when
he encounters eleven-year-old
Rachel fleeing heavily armed
men who are trying to kill her.
Sam’s instincts kick in and,
before he knows it, he’s helped
the girl temporarily escape her
pursuers.
There’s something unusual
about Rachel, and Dryden
finds himself in the middle of a
mystery that he needs to solve
to save the girl. Rachel has no
memory of her past except
for the last two months, and
Dryden begins to realize why
she is the subject of the intensive
search. She’s very special.
The secrets, danger, and
pace don’t let up until the end,
which if you are anything like
me, will come not long after
you start reading. You literally
cannot put this book down.
The perspective fluidly switches
between Rachel and Sam and
their pursuers, who utilize state
of the art technology in their
pursuit.
Coincidentally, while I was
reading “Runner,” another avid
reader friend told me about a
great series that I must read as I
was telling her about “Runner.”
Turned out we were talking
about books from the same
author. So Lee’s trilogy, The
Breach, is now high on my list of
must-reads. We’re both now big
fans of Patrick Lee. Excuse the
cliché, but run to your nearest
book outlet and grab this book.
Ready… set… go.
Reviewed by Susan May http://
susanmay wordadventures.
blogspot.com.au/ ■
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A BISCUIT, A CASKET

By Liz Mugavero
I love animals, but not more than Stan (Kristan) Connor. Disillusioned by the corporate world, particularly
after losing her job, Stan moves to Frog Ledge. Here, she starts her own business making wholesome, organic pet
treats. She becomes a hit with the residents of the small town. Particularly with Jake, a bar owner Stan has her
eye on.
She does more than just make treats for animals. Somehow, she gets roped into having parties for dogs and
cats, complete with costumes. Setting up for a party on a dairy cow farm which is also hosting a haunted evening,
corn maze and all, Stan is brought into something scarier than just pop-up ghosts and an eerie maze. The farm’s
owner Hal Hoffman is found dead in the corn maze, stabbed with an old sickle.
Hal’s wife Emmalee is understandably upset. The neighbors and co-op members all pull together to help
with the farm chores and to bring solace to Emmalee. Emmalee pleads with Stan to help with the books and
accounting because Stan used to be in ‘finance.’ Not really, but close enough for this group. Great. Just what Stan
wants. But she knows she should have neighborly spirit and agrees.
Stan can’t help herself and immerses herself into the murder investigation, much to the dismay of Jessie,
Jake’s sister and trooper. But it’s not all fun and games. There’s a murderer out there and Stan lands right in the
middle of the manure pile, literally. Then her mother, Patricia, unexpectedly shows up for a ‘visit,’ and Stan knows
there’s more to Patricia’s appearance than what she’s saying. But Stan doesn’t have time to figure it out. She has
to concentrate on her orders for pet treats, solving Hal’s murder, throwing animal parties, and hopefully dating
Jake...and staying out of muck that she seems to keep falling into.
A laugh-out-loud and absolutely fun and quick read. Recommended!
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina, author of “The Other Side: Melinda’s Story” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

THE STRING DIARIES

By Stephen Lloyd Jones
“The String Diaries” is a complex supernatural thriller that spans several time periods starting in the 1800s,
with a stopover in the 1970s and ending in current times. Hannah, her husband, and young daughter are on the
run and in terrible danger. They are hiding out in a farmhouse borrowing a little time before Jakab finds them.
Steeped in mythology and folklore, Hannah’s family has done battle with Jakab for ages, but can’t shake
him. Hannah is determined to stop him because she is desperate to save her daughter, but Jakab is a wily nemesis
because he is able to change shapes and embody the people close to you.
Whew! This is not the usual shape shifter story by any means. Jakab’s abilities are the stuff that legends are
made of. It’s hard to believe this is even possible, which is why diaries have been passed down through generations
and closely studied. An angry Jakab curses Hannah’s family because he feels betrayed by a woman that didn’t wait
long enough for him and married another man. Equal parts thriller, horror, suspense, and mystery make this a
solid and unique novel. The author did a fine job of taking us through the past all the way to the present for the
ultimate good versus evil type showdown. The character of Jakab was already a little bit sociopathic and bitter
before he decided to make Hannah’s family miserable for all eternity. The suspense leading up to the climax was
supercharged because we know Jakab is coming, we just don’t know how he will make his grand entrance or what
form he will use, and it will take a miracle for Hannah to survive, much less save her daughter. Will she be able to
break the curse or will Jakab emerge triumphant once again?
This one gets 4 stars.
Reviewed by Julie Whiteley ■

THE LINCOLN MYTH

By Steve Berry
The newest offering in Berry’s long running Cotton Malone series features one of the most
beloved historical characters in history. Drawn in from the first page, readers will meet Abraham
Lincoln and discover an issue that will explode from his era all the way to the present.
In the fall of 1861, Lincoln receives a package from former president James Buchanan.
This is a package passed down from President to President. When Lincoln reads the letter from
Buchanan that accompanies the package, these words are written: All is not as it seems. With these
puzzling and mysterious words, Lincoln discovers a shocking secret. As the first battles are ready
to unfold in the Civil War, Lincoln goes on a mission to figure out how to use this new information to keep the
Union whole.
In present day, remains of Mormon pioneers are found in Utah. It appears these people were killed and left
in a Utah cave during the 19th century. In Washington, D.C., an elder in the Mormon Church starts a political
investigation involving the President and a very powerful U.S. Senator. And in Denmark, a U.S. Department of
Justice agent is taken by a dangerous man who has visions that will make a prophet’s words come true.
Cotton Malone is asked by his former superior to come back into service to find the missing agent. But
Cotton finds himself embroiled in a rescue mission that involves intelligence critical to the U.S. Government—
and ‘Honest Abe’ may just have a hand in it all.
This book has everything for the thriller lover. From a secret document passed along from the first President
of the U.S., to a secret bargain made with Mormon leader, Brigham Young in 1861, readers will be transported
back and forth from Abe’s day to D.C. to the mean streets of Copenhagen. Steve Berry has most definitely opened
the door for the millions who wonder whether or not the U.S. will always be ‘united.’ An amazing tale!
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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DEATH AL DENTE

By Leslie Budewitz
“Death Al Dente,” the first in a new series by Leslie Budewitz, should not be read when hungry. The
first line of Chapter One is, “Who put the huckleberry chocolates on the front counter?” I have no idea what
huckleberry chocolates are, but the word “chocolate” was enough to jump start my craving for sweets big time.
The book is set in Jewel Bay, Montana, a town known for promoting homegrown and homemade Montana
fare in every way possible. Erin Murphy has returned to her home town to take over the family business,
Murphy’s Mercantile, a.k.a. the Merc, which has been a staple in Jewel Bay for over 100 years. To celebrate the
store’s recent makeover into a gourmet food market, Erin has organized a town festival, Festa Di Pasta, featuring
delicious food from all over the region, including her mother’s Italian specialties.
But the opening of the Festa gets off to a bad start when Erin finds the body of the Merc’s former manager,
Claudette, in an alley behind the store. As if that isn’t enough, rival chef James Angelo is also doing his best to
stir up trouble for the Murphys, and rumors are swirling that the sauce recipes Erin’s mother is known for were,
in reality, stolen from Claudette. The local constabulary zeroes in on Mom, who, for some inexplicable reason,
refuses to seek help from any of the lawyers on Erin’s go-to list.
“Death Al Dente” is a mouthwatering start to what promises to be a top-notch series. And the very worthy
recipient of an Agatha Award for Best First Novel at the 2014 Malice Domestic Convention. I can’t wait for my
second helping!
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Class Reunions Can Be Murder” ■

THE RED ROOM

By Ridley Pearson
In the third entry of his Risk Agent series, Ridley Pearson sends agent John Knox and hacker extraordinaire
Grace Chu to one of the most exotic and historic cities in the world—Istanbul.
The Red Room at Rutherford Risk, deep beneath the firm’s headquarters in Hong Kong, is reserved for the
most secure meetings. That’s where David “Sarge” Dulwich, Knox’s superior in the firm, takes him to explain the
new assignment. Yet according to Dulwich, the job is a simple delivery. In his cover profession as an art dealer,
Knox has an Iranian client by the name of Akram Okle, a restaurateur in the Middle East with a pair of Indiancuisine establishments. Knox has sold him small rarities in the past, but now Dulwich wants Knox to offer him a
historic bust worth millions, all to get Knox and Chu into a room with Akram’s brother Mashe for five minutes.
In spite of Dulwich’s assurances, it’s not long before the assignment veers off into dangerous, even deadly
country. Getting the bust to Istanbul gets Knox involved with Victoria, a Jordanian gallery owner who has a
relationship with Akram and Mashe and who wants a cut of the action. Grace finds that Mashe is a cypher, with
his background hidden by the Iranian government. It soon develops that many players are interested in this
transaction.
Knox and Grace find themselves racing through the many neighborhoods of Istanbul, trying to stay ahead
of those hunting for them while they seek to solve the mystery of their assignment. As they delve deeper, they
come to suspect everything they’ve been told, and with that suspicion comes the uneasy knowledge that they
may be pawns to be sacrificed in a larger game.
Istanbul comes alive in Pearson’s prose, capturing its multiple flavors and presenting its fascinating
conglomeration of East and West blended through thousands of years of history. Yet he keeps the plot racing
along to the climax. This book will keep you turning the pages until the very end.
Reviewed by David Ingram ■

DEAD HEADING

By Catherine Aird
Mystery, humor, and all things mysterious; what more could be asked for in a suspense novel?
Jack Haines discovers a break-in at his greenhouse, a location that houses some beautiful orchids, along
with other highly expensive plants. Actual damage is hard to find. Although some of the plants died from
freezing, there seems to be no particular damage to the greenhouse itself. Which causes a bigger mystery. Was
this just done by someone who was bored and wished to create some malicious mischief?
Detective Inspector Sloan is called to the nursery where, it seems, the greenhouse doors being opened on
the horrendously frosty night was deliberate. And even though nothing was taken, it looks like those expensive
orchids were actual victims of a very odd plan.
Elsewhere in this little British town, a person has come up missing; a former receptionist for a local doctor
has disappeared, and no one has any ideas about where she’s gone. Detectives Sloan and Crosby, his cohort but
not exactly the ‘best’ detective in the department, are also called out for this crime. After careful examination,
it turns out that there are no leads. But before they get used to it, yet another nursery reports some valuable
orchids were damaged in the same way. Perhaps there is someone who just doesn’t like expensive flowers?
Fear not! Well…perhaps fear should be a factor, as all things become even more complicated for the
detectives. When it becomes clear that these particular cases are linked together somehow, Sloan and Crosby
must go on the hunt to find the reasons for them all, without finding themselves face-to-face with a criminal far
more angry than they first believed.
These wonderful detectives add spice and fun with their slight ‘bumbling’ ways. Reminding some a bit of
Sherlock and Watson, they do seem to manage an investigation and solve crimes in spite of themselves—not to
mention, the always hot temper of their Superintendent.
Wonderful entertainment with the bare minimum of blood. Enjoy!
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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ASH AND BONE
By Lisa Von Biela

Eileen takes off, leaving
her rather sordid past behind to
start a new life. She and her dog,
Beau, are passing through a small
harbor town named Cromwell
Bay, when she discovers a
rundown motel. She looks into
purchasing the motel and the
real estate agent is all too happy
to have a buyer. Things are going
smoothly except for one thing...
room number 8. Beau will not
go near it and Eileen is chilled to
the bone while cleaning the room
no matter the weather. But it’s
nothing she can’t handle until the
guests begin to complain about
nightmares.
Finally, Eileen decides to
look into its history. The agent
explains that a mill once stood
where the motel was built and
burned to the ground killing
several of the workers.
When Frank, a freelance
journalist, stops for the night,
Eileen gives him the key to room
number 8. Frank experiences
horrific nightmares and Eileen
tells him the story of the mill
and its demise, setting off Frank’s
investigative instincts. Now, after
all these years will the workers
who lost their lives finally get
justice? Will the truth come out
about what really happened?
This is a perfect story to read
on a dark cold night. I love ghost
stories because in most instances
the hauntings have a purpose and
that was certainly the case here. A
cautionary tale in many respects,
the author examines the damage
done by being too stubborn,
too controlling, and too greedy
and having it come back to
haunt you...literally. Once the
mystery comes to light, lives in
the small harbor town will never
be the same. Some will have
peace, while others will grapple
with the consequences of their
actions. Von Biela created an
imaginative story that will suck
you in by creating a slow build
up of suspense and using her
skills to create an edge-of-yourseat atmosphere without graphic,
overly detailed violence. A horror
story and mystery combined
offer the perfect thrill. This one
is an A+.
Reviewed by Julie Whiteley ■
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BROKEN TRUST
By Shannon Baker

Nora Abbott is trying
to start a new life after her
husband’s murder. She has
taken on rock climbing and
hiking atop stunning Mount
Evans in Colorado…and trying
not to have a panic attack from
the experience.
Here, she meets Petal, a girl
who looks like a flower child
from the sixties. Petal helps
Nora navigate the mountain and
also offers her a job. Petal works
for a non-profit in Boulder,
and this ‘Loving Earth Trust’ is
dealing with a problem: their
financial director has vanished
and they need a new one. Nora
seriously considers the job
because she needs something
to keep her busy even though
she is far too over-qualified. Not
to mention, she’s dealing with
the constant panic attacks and
visions of a Kachina doll that
keep her off-balance.
Taking the job, she
discovers trouble. Nora finds
that some on the Board expect
her to ‘fudge’ the financials in
order to make them look as if
they’re running in the black.
Not to mention, a huge project
run by a woman named Sylvia is
part of the financial oddities.
When the missing director
suddenly turns up dead on the
grounds, Sylvia is suspected. It
doesn’t help that she has been
spending the grant money on
personal items for her office.
Sylvia tries to hang the blame on
Nora, as she is the last hire and
holds the job of the deceased.
Poor Nora is missing that
scary mountain. Not only is she
dealing with this, but she has an
overbearing mother who won’t
leave her alone. A friend of
hers, a Hopi Indian, is receiving
warnings for Nora from a man
who died years ago, and Nora is
completely messed up by it all.
This is an intriguing plot
with characters you will love
and hate at the same time. For
the history buffs out there, this
is a wonderful story of Hopi
myths, and for the mystery
gurus, there is a little corporate
greed and murder to go along.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian & CoOwner of The Write Companion ■
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REAPING THE DARK

By Gary McMahon
“Reaping the Dark” may be classified as a “short
or single,” but it is not short on terror and thrills. Gary
McMahon has written a great horror novella about dark
magic.
Driver Z is just the driver, at least that’s what Clarke has
made himself believe. He is the wheel-man who always keeps
his hands clean. But when a heist goes wrong, he ends up
with all the money and three dead people on his conscience.
With Martha, the only person in this world he loves
(along with their unborn child), he plans an escape from
the city and the strange people from whom the money was
stolen. Unfortunately, they don’t get far. The lone survivor
of the heist, Mackenzie, has other plans. He kidnaps Martha
and forces Clarke to meet him with the money to make an
exchange.
What neither man knows is that they are not in charge.
The evil forces of dark magic are. The ‘reaper’ soon arrives
and stalks them as they try to escape its clutches.
Not until the chilling end will you realize who is in
charge of the “reaping” and when the story finally ends, you
will be wanting more of Gary McMahon’s chilling stories.
Reviewed by J.M. LeDuc, author of “Sin,” published by
Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Publishing ■

DEATH COME QUICKLY

By Susan Wittig Albert
China Bayles, where have you been all my
life? I can’t believe that you’ve been solving
mysteries in twenty-three other books, and I’m
just now discovering you. Shame on me.
China Bayles, Texas ex-lawyer turned
herbalist, is shocked when a good friend, Karen
Prior, is mugged and savagely beaten in the far
reaches of the local shopping mall parking lot.
And saddened when Karen dies of her injuries.
It seems like a senseless act of violence, until
China discovers that Karen, a filmmaker and
professor at the local university, was supervising
a documentary about the almost fifteen-year-old
murder of fine art collector Christine Morris.
When a family friend, a student who is
working on the documentary project, is also
mugged, China can’t stay on the sidelines.
Author Susan Wittig Albert has crafted an
excellent, well-plotted, intelligent mystery that
was a pleasure to read, all the way to its surprising
climax.
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Class
Reunions Can Be Murder” ■

HELL WITH THE LID BLOWN OFF

By Donis Casey
In 1916 Oklahoma, a tornado tears through Boynton and leaves in its wake death and
destruction. But one of those deaths was not caused by the twister. Now it’s up to the sheriff
and his young deputy, Alafair to find out who murdered one of the most hated men in the town.
For me this one got off to an excruciatingly slow start. It wasn’t until over half way through
the book that the murder occurred. Now, since the victim was not a well-liked person there were
no shortages of suspects. But Alafair keeps coming back to one person in particular and when
the whole story is finally told, it’s thick with irony. While the characters were interesting and I
loved Alafair’s young lady friend, the author spent entirely too much time on introducing each person and going
through different signets that show the victim aggravated quite a few people. I thought the last forty percent of
the book was very good since we are now focused on finding a killer. I liked the historical aspect of the book and
it’s nice to hark back to a time when life moved at a slower pace. But, as you will see, the charm was only on the
surface since darkness was in the hearts of men in 1916 just the same as it is today.
Overall, this one gets three stars.
Reviewed by Julie Whiteley ■

THE PERFECT GHOST

By Linda Barnes
This is a perfect deviation from this author’s previous novels. Linda Barnes steps away
from her usual style of ‘who-done-it’ mysteries to bring a whole new angle on the thriller that is
massively satisfying. With this one, fans receive a novel with more rivalry, revenge, and riveting
scenes that will stay in the mind long after the book is over.
Em Moore is half of the writing team of T.E. Blakemore; Teddy Blake is the other half. Em
does the writing and Teddy does the interviewing of subjects. They are currently working on
a book about movie star/director Garrett Malcolm when Teddy is suddenly killed in a tragic
automobile accident. Em does her best to talk the publishers into not stopping the book because she knows she
can finish it herself. Malcolm is against Em taking on the book alone, but eventually, everyone agrees and the
project moves forward.
The book is somewhat difficult to get into as Em is now telling the story from her point of view, using
taped interviews that Teddy already recorded with the subject. There are also emails from the local detective
investigating Teddy’s accident, along with transcripts of interviews with various people for the book, which will
turn out to be a tell-all autobiography.
With this format, there are clues galore. In the interviews, the reader is introduced to an altogether different
Garrett Malcolm. Interesting characters run amok, namely Malcolm’s very jealous cousin and a scandalmonger
who both try and insinuate themselves into the tell-all by showing that Malcolm is hiding a secret that will blow
the lid off his upcoming play. The truth is about to come out, and everything from Malcolm’s wealth to the police
who believe Teddy’s accident was no accident, erupts in some seriously exciting flames.
With amazing characters, great scenes, and a plot that has not been done by others, this mystery is just about
perfect; full of twists and turns before ending in an astonishing conclusion.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian & Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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DEATH OF A DYER

By Eleanor Kuhns
Set in 1796, Kuhns has done her research as this book is in keeping with the times.
Will Rees, a weaver by choice, a farmer by trade, and a widower who sets about solving crimes,
centers his days on the murder of his childhood friend, Nate Bowditch. Rees hadn’t spoken with
Nate for many years, since they were children themselves, but he still is affected deeply by Nate’s
death. So when his assistance is requested to find out what happened to Nate, he’s unable to say
no.
While trying to keep peace at his home with his son David and his housekeeper (or is she?)
Lydia, Rees hunts down clues and questions those who he suspects to be involved in Nate’s murder. He begins
at Nate’s farm and discovers that everything is not what it seems. Nate’s wife Molly is cold, the help is secretive,
and Nate’s son Richard is missing. Richard ran after being accused of killing his father. It’s now Rees’s job to either
prove Richard innocent or show his guilt.
Secrets kept for years are brought to light and people close to Nate and Rees are stunned by what is revealed.
This is a very well-written and entertaining historical novel.
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina, author of “The Other Side: Melinda’s Story” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

MOVING DAY

By Jonathan Stone
Sparking your interest on the very first page, readers will actually feel that thin layer of ‘creepy’
wash over them when Stanley Peke opens his front door. Staring into the eyes of four huge men
dressed in crisp green uniforms with a van waiting behind them, Peke stands confused, wondering
why the moving crew has arrived one day earlier than originally scheduled.
Over many years, Stanley and his wife, Rose, have accumulated a wealth of art, antiques, and
other things they could admire for the rest of their time on earth. But when they open the door,
they are literally taken for a ride by a group of conmen who have set out to steal their lives by
executing a very sly scheme.
Absolutely devastated over losing his most prized possessions, Stanley thinks back to being a young man in
Poland. Hardly able to live, he existed on food that no one should ever have had to eat, while spending his days
and nights on the run, keeping himself hidden from the ever-present eyes of Nazi soldiers.
Able to survive the war, Stanley had come to America and succeeded. Now, remembering what a horrific
time he once had, Stanley becomes determined to track down the horrible crooks, get back his possessions, and
start over. Luckily enough, although the crooks got away with the contents of Stanley’s home, his bank accounts
and car remain intact.
As the couple look for the criminal’s path, a journey across the country ensues, leading them to Montana
and into a horrible meeting with the thieves. Stanley’s brutal past may just uncover whether the robbery was for
money…or revenge.
This is a very frightening tale that’s written so well, the reader will be able to see everything that’s happening
in their mind’s eye. The writing is A-one, and the subject is very close to the heart, creating a story that easily
affects anyone who reads it. A definite keeper!
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian & Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

THE ZODIAC DECEPTION

By Gary Kriss
Deceiving is a great description of this (also) enticing, invigorating, and amazing novel.
Beginning with a new angle with regard to the Second World War, one of Hitler’s closest allies and
Nazi favorites is shown to be on the trail to kill the ‘big boss’ all by himself.
Taking place in 1942 when the War is in full swing in Europe, readers meet Princeton
Professor David Walker. Walker is kidnapped from his office at the University and taken to meet
the head of the OSS, General William Donovan, where he is asked to go undercover to perform a
task that’s highly impossible.
Walker must trick Reichsfuhrer Heinrich Himmler into assassinating Adolf Hitler, his close pal. The General
knows things about the Professor, enough to know that if anyone can persuade Himmler to do this task, this is
the guy who can.
Walker is a bit of a magician and ‘sleight of hand’ operator, able to fool people into believing in magic. After
some haggling, the Professor takes on the job and creates a plan. Posing as German astrologer, Peter Kepler, he
uses his skills as an illusionist to gain Himmler’s trust, and plays on the German High Command’s love of the
occult to invade the highest levels of Nazi power.
For lovers of WWII history, this book is a true gift. Readers will find themselves in Berlin, Paris, and
beyond. The story travels from Hitler’s hideaway, the infamous Eagle’s Nest, to Himmler’s awesome and still very
mysterious Wewelsburg Castle. Anyone looking for something different, magical, and thrilling when it comes to
WWII, will be beyond pleased with this one.
And seeing as that the book starts with a Preface that informs readers just how the Nazi’s got started, even
non-WWII aficionados will understand the complexities and find themselves wrapped up in the spectacular tale.
A definite keeper!
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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I AM PILGRIM
By Terry Hayes

Although this may sound
like a tribute to persons from
our First Thanksgiving, the
actual plot is far from that, and it
is definitely a story one will not
forget.
‘Pilgrim’ is the code name
chosen by a man who has no
desire to live. The adopted son
of a very wealthy family, he has
always been a loner; a perfect
start in life, placing him on the
path to becoming a secret agent.
Becoming part of a covert
U.S. Government group, Pilgrim
completes an assignment in
Russia, and then heads into
retirement, only to write a book
under a pen name detailing the
perfect crime.
On the other side of the
globe, in Saudi Arabia, another
young man grows up in a world
where his father is killed for
bashing the King. This leads him
into a life where he worships
Islam, and ends up dedicating
his future to making the evil
U.S. disappear; the America
that supports the Saudis and
goes against the boy’s Islamic
faith and beliefs. The boy calls
himself Saracen; another lone
wolf with plans to change the
world or, if necessary, make it go
away . . . whichever comes first.
The writer deftly takes
the reader back to a time when
Pilgrim is trying to solve the
‘perfect crime,’ while at the
same time, hunting for Saracen
before the unknown warrior
can place a nuclear device in the
United States. The action moves
at top speed through the U.S.,
Afghanistan, Lebanon, the Gaza
Strip, and Turkey, describing
many events and offering a slew
of thrills as the reader heads to
what could be a resoundingly
loud ending.
A large tome filled with
non-stop action, this may just
be the best book of 2014. A
pleasure to read, this author is
extremely talented at creating
intelligent characters that are
evil, heroic, and complex.
The plot is first rate, and most
definitely falls into the category
of ‘page-turner.’
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, CoOwner of The Write Companion
■
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MURDER IN
PIGALLE
By Cara Black

Aimee Leduc is a private
investigator who has had fourteen
adventures in this ‘novel’ world.
In her beloved neighborhood of
Paris, she has run into quite a lot
of secrets and mystery. And on
top of it all, this time around she’s
facing a brand new case while five
months pregnant…and counting.
It is 1998, and in a very
short span of time (six months,
to be exact), several teenage girls
have been assaulted in the Pigalle
neighborhood. They do have an
overwhelming
commonality:
they were all music students
taking lessons with the same
instructor and each were
returning to empty houses when
they were accosted and raped by
a stranger.
Aimee is informed by her
assistant, Zazie—a thirteenyear-old and the daughter of the
owner of Aimee’s favorite café—
about these horrors. And Zazie
strongly states that she’s going to
find the predator and take care
of the person herself, if she has
to. Unfortunately, Zazie has now
disappeared. Aimee is sure Zazie’s
disappearance is somehow
connected to the vicious crimes,
but the police are not convinced.
Instead of treating her case as
‘priority one,’ they chalk her
disappearance up as nothing
more than a runaway.
Aimee, quite large with
child, quickly becomes involved.
From the seductive to the
frightening to the irresistible
plot and intense scenes, Aimee
draws readers along for a heartwrenching ride. Not only that
but emotions are extremely high
in this one, considering Aimee is
not only doing her best to locate
a friend but must also deal with
the fact that she’s placing herself
in the sights of a predator who
will have no problem harming her
future child.
Readers will be sitting on the
edge of their seats until this story
concludes. Aimee is certainly
great at what she does, and all
of the books in this series make
for stellar reading. Descriptions
are so unique and detailed that
each and every person will feel
as if Paris is right outside their
window. Great job!
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion ■
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THE KEEPER

By John Lescroart
The title says it all: “The Keeper” is definitely ‘a keeper.’
As the tale begins, Dismas Hardy and wife, Frannie, are arguing over the morning paper;
they’re having a somewhat heated discussion in regards to the mysterious disappearance of one
of Frannie’s clients.
Katie Chase was seeing Frannie for marriage counseling; meaning, it’s no surprise that
the police have all eyes aimed at the husband when it comes to arresting someone for Frannie’s
odd vanishing act. In this case, the prime suspect is Hal Chase, who works at the county jail as
a corrections officer.
In the beginning, this seems to be an easy enough case to figure out: wife missing, husband is suspect
number one, husband hires Dismas Hardy, attorney, who just happens to be married to the woman who was
helping said ‘missing’ wife. There is also the very real fact that Hal Chase having an affair is the perfect motive
when it comes to ‘wifey’ meeting a dire end. But when it comes to this author, the ‘norm’ is anything but normal.
Bodies suddenly begin turning up that seem to have nothing to do with such an everyday crime of husband
vs. wife in a bad marriage. In addition, more and more suspects are cleverly introduced to the reader, including
inmates at the jail where Hal works.
Abe Glitsky (friend of Hardy and ‘super cop extraordinaire’) is right in the center of things, watching brand
new theories pop up. When Katie’s body is found only three blocks from her home, Hal is arrested for murder.
But what is far more frightening is that he has now gone from guard to criminal, and the secrets he possesses
about the ‘inside’ may just lead to his own bloody demise.
This is an outstanding read that will keep everyone’s attention from first page to last. The plot changes are
intense, and the characters feel almost Technicolor, as readers are kept extremely busy until the very end.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian & Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

THE BOXED ANGEL

By Robert DiGiacomo
This is the perfect combination for the suspense lover and the historical mystery fan.
The adventure begins on a tragic evening in 1776. Three young men are out late in a Philadelphia
neighborhood with stealing on their minds. One of the pilferers just happens to be the adopted son of John
Hancock; and although he does not want to take part, the bully of the pack wins out. Smashing the window
and heading into none other than Ben Franklin’s home, two of the boys end up facing their own deaths from
the theft, while young Mr. Hancock faces an even more terrifying discovery: a hidden treasure box that when
opened, holds something far scarier than a golden trinket.
Fast-forwarding to only six weeks ago, readers meet up with a doctor on a mission for Baroque
Pharmaceutical. Sitting by the railroad tracks in the horrific heat of mid-July, this doctor is waiting on a delivery.
But when the train comes in, the package he’s sent to pick up brings him face-to-face with the law, as containers
of a very real killing substance are found.
In present-day Philadelphia, Al Campo is heading to work. Al is one of those who love to find old objects
and make them new again. This day he happens to stumble over a tattered piece of furniture. Unfortunately, he
also stumbles over another person who carries a gun. Al wins the small confrontation, pretty much erasing the
incident from his mind.
What Al doesn’t understand is that he has just set himself up for a future filled with a woman who he’s
attracted to right off the bat, a company overlord trying his best to rule the world, and a supernatural side of life
he was never expecting.
This is definitely one that can’t be missed. From the paranormal undertones to the invigorating overtones
of suspense and terrorism, this tale has it all.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Charlatan’s Crown” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■

THE GHOUL NEXT DOOR

By Victoria Laurie
Don’t worry, this book is only about a bunch of ghosts. Well, maybe you should worry a bit,
ghosts connote happy spirits. The ghosts in this book are not them.
Psychic medium M.J., her psychic boyfriend Heath, and her childhood friend and partner
in ghoul-hunting Gil (the team), are all targets for one evil entity. So evil, in fact, the murders
go back about thirty years. And the three of them need to find out how one is related to others.
M.J.’s ex-boyfriend Steven is now engaged. And his fiancée Courtney has a brother Luke,
who’s in trouble. It seems he’s being haunted and intermittently possessed by an evil entity that
relishes the taste and smell of blood. And it all starts and ends with one house on Stoughton Street.
Luke thinks he’s going crazy when furniture is rearranged at his rental on Stoughton. Then he sees shadows.
He can’t sleep or eat, so Courtney intervenes. Steven talks M.J. and her entourage into helping Luke. The team
sets cameras up and watches Luke while he’s sleeping. Nothing happens until he suddenly gets up, stares into
the cameras like one possessed, and quickly leaves the house before they can get to him. A woman ends up
being murdered a few doors down and Luke is accused and arrested for the crime.
M.J., Heath, and Gil won’t give up. They know (hope—they go back and forth in their thoughts here) Luke
is innocent and set out to prove it. But their tools of the trade—bubble vests, magnets, and stakes—may be not
enough to protect the evil from invading their minds while trying to stop it from taking over and killing again.
What a fun book! It’s witty and a quick read. If you haven’t picked up Laurie’s work yet, I suggest you do!
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina, author of “The Other Side: Melinda’s Story” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■
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A ruthless corporate war leaves a trail
of dead bodies and endangers millions more—
can Agent Dallas stop the carnage?

“Sellers has
once again hit it
out of the park.”
—Bookbitch.com

A new

Agent Dallas
Thriller

© iStockphoto.com/Ppaule858

from the author
of the bestselling
Detective Jackson
series
Available as a
$
3.99 ebook
and in print.
http://ljsellers.com

EDGE OF TOMORROW

Movies

2014

Genre – Action/SciFi (PG-13)

Science Fiction films have been a real disappointment over the past few years. The trailers look
so good, and we can’t wait, and then we sit there in the cinema really excited, thinking this is going to
be fun, oh please take me where I haven’t been before. Repeatedly the film is a big fail, clichéd, and dull,
even when they star A-listers like Johnny Depp, Will Smith, Jamie Foxx, and Matt Damon.
Then along comes Tom Cruise’s Edge of Tomorrow, and we’re not expecting much. The poster
is schlock; it’s Tom Cruise (although I don’t dislike him, like everyone else seems to); Emily Blunt
as a kick-ass soldier (what?), and it dives into the genre of “time slip” that is difficult to make work.
It shouldn’t be amazingly good. But it is.
Edge of Tomorrow is one of the best sci-fi films in the past few years, and a lot of it has to do with
a snappy script, thoughtful casting, and director Doug Liman’s (The Bourne Ultimatum) ability to
balance character development, humor, and action.
Earth is losing a war against an alien invasion and Cage (Tom Cruise), a cowardly officer,
finds himself at the front-line in a full-metal fighting suit that he doesn’t know how to use. Within
minutes he dies on the beach battlefield and finds himself reset, back to the beginning of the day.
Several more deaths, and he comes into contact with Rita (Emily Blunt), a tough as nails heroine
with the nickname ‘Heavy Metal Bitch.’ She tells him, “Come back and find me, when you wake up.” That he does, and learns why he
is continually repeating the day, and how he is the only one who can win the war for humanity.
It’s big. It’s daring. It’s a popcorn film that pays out with buckets of humor, excitement, and a clever angle on the well-tread time
slip trope. Tom Cruise plays his role with wit and depth, and cross-cast Emily Blunt is his perfect match. Even though the story is about
repeating a day, it doesn’t become, well… repetitive. The film is based on Hiroshi Sakurazaka’s 2004 book, “All You Need Is Kill.” It’s
success proves that all you need for an enjoyable film is a good script, good casting, and good direction. Can Hollywood please take
notice, and try just repeating this formula.
Reviewed by Susan May, an Adventure in Film Blogspot http://anadventureinfilm.blogspot.com.
au ■

THE BABADOOK
2014

Genre – Horror/Thriller (Australia)
This horror or, depending on your take of it, psychological thriller is creepy…very creepy. It’s
an extremely well executed story that comprises a patchwork of Hitchcock inspired scenes, striking visuals inspired from The Ring, and anticipatory set-ups reminiscent of Paranormal. Most horror suffers from feeling too derivative of horror films watched in our teenage years, but then along
comes The Babadook and derivative feels good.
First time Australian feature director, Jennifer Kent, manages to skillfully pull everything together, in no small part due to the assistance of some compelling, raw performances from the two
leads: Essie Davis as single mother Naomi and six-year-old Noah Wiseman playing her son Oskar.
Wiseman gives an extremely nuanced, authentic performance of a troubled boy attempting to deal
with a mother who is becoming unhinged.
Naomi is still mourning her husband’s death the day her son, Oskar, was born. Oskar’s behavior is becoming increasingly worrying; he insists that Mr. Babadook, a character from a disturbing book that has just turned up in their house, wants to kill them both.
Oskar’s obsession with the monster causes him to be expelled from school, and creates a rift between Naomi and her sister. Whether
the monster is real or part of Oskar’s and his mother’s imagination is the heart of the story.
Kent also penned the script, and she’s pulled off a great feat, creating a well-paced storyline, immersive visuals, and eliciting confident, stylish performances from her small and mostly unknown cast.
A good horror thriller is a rarity; a director who knows how to create the immersive feel required to soar above cliché into unsettling thrills, even more rare. We may not want The Babadook under our bed, but we certainly want more films like this on our cinema
screens.
Reviewed by Susan May, an Adventure in Film Blogspot http://anadventureinfilm.blogspot.com.au ■
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Featured Artist

Babette van den Berg
BORN WITH TALENT

Bella Muerta

Interview by Suspense Magazine

B

abette van den Berg is a digital artist who specializes in fantasy
photomanipulation from Dronten, in the Netherlands. The daughter of
a photographer and granddaughter of a painter seems to have naturally
found a middle ground between the two.
In 2010, Babette reached into the digital world, focusing on fantasy,
emotional, and dark art. She designs covers for books and cds, illustrations
for books and carddecks and has built her own little corner of the digital
world with her own gallery at Bab’s Art Creations (www.babsartcreations.
com).
We had the chance to sit down with Babette, and are excited to share
more about her with our fans.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Coming from a family of artists, were you
given a specific piece of advice that you’ve continued to hold onto throughout your own career?
Babette van den Berg (B.V.D.B.): Yes, I’m definitely from a creative family. My father had a design agency and was a photographer
and my grandfather from my mother’s side was a photographer and painted with oil paint. I’ve never really been encouraged by
the family to become a designer or go shooting pictures as a profession. I do know that once I had a pen or pencil in my hands as
a child, I could spend ages making drawings. As a child, I dreamed of being a design artist.
S. MAG.: How would you describe your process? How do you get start and how do you know the piece is finished to your
satisfaction? Of all your pieces, which is your favorite and why?
B.V.D.B.: When I see a picture of a relevant person, I often get a particular image in my mind to begin. Satisfaction, is quite
difficult, I’m quite a perfectionist and often see, even after I finish the artwork, that things might have been otherwise. I learn
something new every day in my art. And I love to learn more and more to build more expressions in my art. I think
it’s natural for artists to be self-critical.
My favorite picture from the collection
that you chose is, I Gave My All. I
love the expression of the model. This
piece is about an emotion, you try to
give it all and it doesn’t work out the
way you had planned. Sometimes in
life you get to do things that you would
like to see changed, but it is like you are
fighting a losing battle.
S. MAG.: Do you have an emotional
connection to your work?
B.V.D.B: There is always a personal
emotional connection to my work or the
emotions of the model. The expression for
me is the most important thing to work
on, so people will feel some kind of emotion
from my work. It can be a happy, but also
sad emotions, or a feeling of hope, like the
angelcards I created. Creating art is also a
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“Satisfaction, is quite
difficult, I’m quite a
perfectionist...”

Multifaceted II

healing process for many artists.
S. MAG.: If you could write a message to future
aspiring artists and place it in a time capsule
for them to read years from now, what would
you write?
B.V.D.B.: My advice for other artists is to create
your dreams, show your message through your
art and never give up.
S. MAG.: Do you have one thing or motto that
drives your forward to create your art each
day? Something that inspires you? Almost like
a mantra?
B.V.D.B.: Yes, there are a few things that drive
me. When I have a commission, it is wonderful
to make people happy with the work you have
made and that makes me happy. I get inspired by
the sight of nature, animals, and old buildings like
castles and everyday emotions from people who
are happy, sad, in love, out of love, etc.
S. MAG.: Who is your favorite artist?
B.V.D.B.: Aww, there are a lot of good artists, and I mean not only other artists who work in photomanipulation,
but also photographers, models, drawers, and painters. Each artist has something unique. But if I have to mention
names, I will pick some good photomanipulation artists on DeviantArt: Judas Art, Cindy Grundsten, Dani Owergoor, Elena
Dudina. All great artists in their own unique way.
S. MAG.: Finish this sentence: If I wasn’t an artist, I would be___________?
B.V.D.B.: Working at Walibi Holland fun park, which was my job before I became a
fulltime artist.
S. MAG.: If you could spend one entire day doing whatever you wanted to do that
didn’t include art, what would it be?
B.V.D.B.: I would like to walk in the forest or by the
seashore and spend some time with
good friends. If it would be for more
than one day, then I would love to
travel to different places: seeing other
cultures, buildings, and taking photos.
We’d like to thank Babette for
spending the time with us. To learn
more about her artwork and/or
commission work, please visit her
website at www.babsartcreations.com
or http://babsartcreations.deviantart.
com. ■
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July 24 - 27, 2014 • Corte Madera, CA • $540

Book Passage Mystery
Writers Conference

Valerie Plame

Anne perry

John lescroart

laurie king

The Book Passage Mystery Writers Conference has a strong tradition of great authors and teachers. Mystery writers
learn all the clues to a successful writing career. Editors, agents, and publishers share with participants what they
need to know to get published. Authors offer classes on setting, dialogue, suspense and point of view. Panels of
detectives, forensic experts, and other crime-fighting professionals provide invaluable information that allows writers
to put realism into their work. We’re proud of the successful mystery writers who began their careers at this conference. Join us for our 21st annual Mystery Writers Conference at Book Passage this July!

FACULTY
Isabel Allende, Ace Atkins, Cara Black, Rhys Bowen, Judge Susan M. Breall, Judge Peter J. Busch, Kimberly
Cameron, Karen Catalona, Amy Cloughley, David Corbett, George Fong, William Gordon, Laurie King, Elizabeth
Kracht, John Lescroart, Chelsea Lindman, D.P. Lyle, Tim Maleeny, Jill Marr, Vilaska Nguyen, Otto Penzler, Anne
Perry, William Petrocelli, Valerie Plame, Amy Rennert, Andy Ross, Pricilla Royal, Kirk Russell, Sheldon Siegel,
Tom Rob Smith, Jacqueline Winspear
To learn more or register, visit bookpassage.com. Questions? Contact Kathryn Petrocelli at kpetrocelli@bookpassage.com

Jan Elizabeth Watson
Asks the Question
"What has become of You"

Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo: Eric Bigos

Jan Elizabeth Watson lives and teaches in Maine
and is a graduate of Columbia University. Her
debut novel, “Asta in the Wings,” was published
in 2009, so it is exciting to see her back five
years later with her sophomore release, “What
Has Become of You.”
The NY Times book review, the Associated
Press, and bestselling author Alafair Burke,
all agree that “What has Become of You” is a
thriller not to be missed. It is always exciting
for us to discover an author so young in their
writing career and then see them grow in the
future. Jan is one of those authors with the
potential to become one of the thriller authors
that will be a household name.
Let’s a closer look inside “What Has
Become of You.”
Vera Lundy is an aspiring crime writer
and master of self-deprecation who, like
many adults, has survived adolescence but hasn’t entirely overcome it. When she agrees to fill in for a privateschool English teacher on maternity leave, teaching “The Catcher in the Rye” to privileged girls, Vera feels in over
her head. The students are on edge, too, due to the recent murder of a local girl close to their age.
Enter Jensen Willard. At fifteen she’s already a gifted writer but also self-destructive and eerily reminiscent
of Vera’s younger self. As the two outcasts forge a tentative bond, a sense of menace enfolds their small New
England town. When another student, new to the country, is imperiled by her beliefs, Vera finds herself in the
vortex of danger—and suspicion.
With the threat of a killer at large, the disappearance of her increasingly worrisome pupil, and her own
professional reputation at stake, Vera must thread her way among what is right by the law, by her students, and
by herself. In this poignant page-turner, populated with beguiling characters and sharp social insights, comingof-age can happen no matter how old you are.
We have an exclusive interview with Jan and you can check it out below.

46

Suspense Magazine June 2014 / Vol. 057

Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): What can you tell us about the book that’s not on the back cover?
Jan Elizabeth Watson (J.E.W.): I would say that “What Has Become of You” is a very different kind of suspense novel—one
with all the creepy elements that suspense readers love, but also with strong literary elements, an unusual narrative voice, and
characters that are not your run-of-the-mill, damsels-in-distress types. The two primary characters, Vera Lundy and Jensen
Willard, are ones that I hope will follow you around for a while after you have finished reading the novel, just as I hope the sense
of disquietude you will feel is one that will linger with you long afterwards. I was told that some of the first readers of this book
at Dutton had nightmares after finishing it! Really, I can think of no greater compliment.
S. MAG.: Vera Lundy is main character of “What Has Become of You.” Why is she so perfect to be the lead?
J.E.W.: Vera is what I like to think of as an unlikely protagonist in that she is not heroic and does not always behave admirably.
She is flawed, with plenty of book-smarts, but not too many life-smarts yet—an adult in a state of arrested development, as many
adults seem to be nowadays. She is vulnerable, a bit cynical, a bit of an outsider, and ultimately someone who is trying to resolve
many things about her life at once, without even realizing that she is seeking resolution. So many of the answers she needs come
to her in the form of a fifteen-year-old girl, in the least expected and most terrifying of ways.
S. MAG.: What kind of emotional roller-coaster will you take the reader through?
J.E.W.: I hope that the reader will be able to enjoy the ride as “What Has Become of You” takes them through the gamut of
emotions—from intrigued and amused to irate and unsettled and ultimately scared stiff. I love a work that can pull these kinds
of emotions from the audience, sometimes even making a person feel two conflicting things at the same time, which creates its
own sense of unease.
S. MAG.: When you have a villain that is so young, how challenging was that for you to create?
J.E.W.: Sadly, our real-life villains are getting younger and younger, so I don’t think having a very young villain is outside the
realm of realism. What was more challenging is that I actually liked this villainous character in a lot of ways, and it is hard to
watch someone you care about do reprehensible things. But consider this: Even the most deviant persons probably have people
who love them or who see great sides of their personality—people who are shocked or who even grieve when they see what these
individuals are really capable of. We are all complex creatures, capable of great good and capable of great evil, too, if one chooses
to go down that road. I feel lucky to count myself among the good guys, but I still feel a compulsion to understand the dark side
of human nature, too.
S. MAG.: What scares Jan Elizabeth Watson?
J.E.W.: When I was a little kid, I was never scared of the boogeyman or of monsters. I was scared of serial killers that I’d heard
about in the news or had read about in my mother’s copies of Readers Digest. I used to cry myself to sleep because I was terrified
someone would creep through my bedroom window, carry me off, and murder me in some remote location. When I was fourteen
years old, one of my classmates actually was viciously murdered in a public park, and this rocked my small town to its core,
leaving its psychological imprint on all of us. It was probably around this time, though, that I also developed a fascination with
true crime and the ways and habits of serial killers in particular. I wanted to understand the criminal mind because only through
my understanding would I be freed from this terror. Reading and writing about homicide gave me ownership of something that

“WHEN I WAS A LITTLE KID, I WAS NEVER SCARED
OF THE BOOGEYMAN OR OF MONSTERS. I WAS
SCARED OF SERIAL KILLERS THAT I’D HEARD ABOUT
IN THE NEWS OR HAD READ ABOUT IN MY MOTHER’S
COPIES OF READERS DIGEST.”
SuspenseMagazine.com

47

had once left me crippled with fear, and I suppose this is part of why it’s still an interest of mine.
S. MAG.: With the early success you have had with your writing, did you feel extra pressure when writing “What Has Become
of You”?
J.E.W.: My novel “Asta in the Wings” received high critical praise, and that was a pleasant surprise for a debut author. I had
spent so many years working on my craft and preparing to be a published novelist that I kind of went into shock when it actually
happened, and I didn’t write much of anything for a couple years thereafter. But once the concept for “What Has Become of You”
hit me, I blazed through the writing process in a matter of months. I felt like I was ready to rejoin the party, and now I have no
intention of leaving the party until somebody tells me it’s time to go. Maybe not even then!
S. MAG.: What is on your DVR right now?
J.E.W.: Should I be embarrassed to admit that I don’t have DVR programming? I still collect movies though—both DVD and
VHS. I just got a used copy of Hitchcock’s Shadow of a Doubt, which is my favorite of his movies and one that I never tire of.
S. MAG.: The beginning or the end—which do you feel has more impact on the reader, but is tougher to write for the author?
J.E.W.: Readers seem to put a lot of stock in endings. I know that some readers voice frustration when they confront an ambiguous
ending or one that does not tie up loose ends in the way they had hoped for. On the other hand, beginnings and first impressions
make a tremendous impact, too; I am sure we have all had the experience of giving up on a novel because the first thirty pages or
so just didn’t draw us in. From an emotional standpoint, I struggle most with writing endings because I simply don’t like to say
goodbye to my characters. To my thinking, stories never really end. There is always the continued life of the story after the last
page is turned—the life that goes on in the reader’s mind. I know that I do this when I read, anyway; I imagine what is going to
happen to those characters in ten years, in twenty years. It’s when I find myself thinking in these terms that I know I have read
a good book.
S. MAG.: Was there a character in “What Has Become of You” that had a bigger voice than you thought they would when
you started?
J.E.W.: When I first began writing the novel, I intended for the entire thing to be written from the perspective of fifteen-year-old
Jensen Willard, as seen through her journal entries. I was about eighty pages into
the manuscript when I realized that the book needed a narrative counterweight,
so I came up with the idea of Jensen’s teacher playing a role in the book—someone
with an adult perspective, but with problems of her own that would allow her to
identify deeply with a teenage character. Once I started writing for Vera, it was
clear that the story would be more hers than Jensen’s. Another revelation was
Detective Ray Ferreira, who has a much smaller voice in the novel but whom I
really enjoyed writing dialogue for. I found myself wishing I could have given him
more backstory, but there wasn’t really room in the narrative for it; maybe he will
make another appearance in a future novel.
S. MAG.: What is next for Jan Elizabeth Watson?
J.E.W.: I have begun a new novel, tentatively titled “The Responsible.” It combines
elements of psychological suspense and literary fiction, featuring a larger cast of
characters with an interwoven plot that I don’t want to say too much about just
yet; I think it is safe to say that it will be my most ambitious undertaking to
date. I can’t wait to really dive in!
We would like to thank Jan for taking the time to speak with us. For more
information check out her website at www.janelizabethwatsonwriter.com. ■
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By Donald Allen Kirch
Press Photos: Provided by Author

AMERICA:

THE PROJECT OF THE ILLUMINATI?
There exists in this world a secret society. It controls the lines of what we perceive as an “ordinary life.” Governments have
risen and collapsed, Popes have met unfortunate ends, and kings and presidents learn quickly the limitations of their power.
Born within an age of enlightenment, a small band of intellectuals helped shape the development of the Western Hemisphere
and the creation of their greatest achievement: The government of The United States of America.
They go by a rather simple name...The Illuminati.
This is not fiction. This is no story.
THEY DO EXIST!
It all began on May 1, 1776, in the small German state of Bavaria, as a little group known as the Bavarian Illuminati. It
was a group of nobles, educated men, and some from the religious castes, dedicated to removing superstitions, prejudice,
and religious influences over both public and private lives. It took aim at abuses of power, and, surprisingly for the times,
supported women’s education and gender equality.
Most of these honorable goals, in some parts of the world, are still in debate in modern times. Imagine how the general
populace took these goals in a time when there were nations, bishops, and people who believed that the earth was flat! Heresy
was just the beginning of the charges made against the forward-thinking and unorthodox clan.
In 1785, backed by the power of the Roman Catholic Church, Bavarian ruler Charles Theodore rounded up all those
listed upon the charter of the Illuminati, arrested those that he could, killed those that he and the Mother Church feared, and
permanently disbanded the group. If a man were to admit that he were a member of the Illuminati, both he and his family
would become instant enemies of the State.
If history has taught anyone anything, it is this: no noble idea is ever extinguished fully.
There are a few scholars of history who claim that the Bavarian Illuminati did not die, or go gently into “that good
night.” Instead, they arranged for a few of the faithful to set themselves up as sacrifices to the cause, to become window
dressing for the officials, inquisitions, and courts, and to help buy time for those who helped move the cause to a safer and
less complicated land. Given time, the fragments of the Bavarian Temple took seed, grew, and evolved into a powerful and
invisible force of influence.
There is legend, which states that the founder of the Illuminati, Adam Weishaupt, regrouped with a few chosen comrades
in the outskirts of France, and helped to bring about the French Revolution and the fall of the Royal Family. One of the
keystones of the Illuminati is the decline of royal power. If it were to succeed, a democratic wave of thinking had to first be
born. Inch by small inch, and with gallons of sacrificed blood, the work to seize power began.
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As with the Holy Scriptures, the first man was...Adam.
The name “Illuminati” has become as mysterious and complicated as the genuine
article.
Illuminati focuses on, and refers to those secret societies started after the fall of
the Bavarian Temple, and leaves images of brotherhoods and spies littering all levels of
governments worldwide, doing their part to help guide influence and policy. It dictated
that “A New World Order” would be born, to gain political power and influence. In
fact, on the back of the modern American one-dollar bill, is the cryptic phrase “Novus
Ordo Seclorum.” Roughly translated, it means “The new order of the ages.” This bill has
been used by the United States Treasury since 1929, and no one connected with the
design can explain why this symbol of the “All-Seeing Eye” and the cryptic saying are
on the back side. All that is stated is that unofficially, the Founding Fathers had created This part of the design of the One
two sides to the Seal of the United States of America, and that this Illuminati-based Dollar bill was never fully explained to
way of thinking had been made by Benjamin Franklin, who had also been a member the American People.
of the Masonic Temple. 1929, by historical coincidence, was also the year of The Great
Depression. What better way to control a free society than to take away their ability to buy, save, and grow?
This is the legacy and curse of the Illuminati.
Over time, most secrets become obscure, even by those who authored them. Secret soon becomes legend, then legend
becomes vague, and vagueness turns to superstitions and darkness.
Another question comes forth: Does the Illuminati epitomize that which we were founded to fight?
In modern culture, the Illuminati has been depicted as lurking in the shadows and pulling strings of power in novels,
movies, television shows, comics, video games, and some music videos.
In such best-selling novels as “The DaVinci Code” and “Angels and Demons,” the Illuminati has become the all-powerful
bogeyman, quite capable of taking our lives and tossing them aside—all for its cold benefit. Secret societies play an important
part in helping to define each age that they exist within.
In the early 1960s, when the Communist Threat was spotted as a movement bent on destroying the democratic United
States, such movies as The Brotherhood of the Bell, and The Stranger showed others the need to stay vigilant. Indeed, one
could even point to the science fiction classic The Day the Earth Stood Still as a warning from outside forces with the power
to slap us into a corner, if need be, if we grow too powerful for our own good. Of all institutions, the Illuminati lives up to
the warnings that ancient mapmakers had placed upon their work, showing the map reader the unknown: From this point
onward...there be DRAGONS!
A few months after the creation of the Illuminati in Germany, across the Atlantic, a group of men had gathered to help
create their own organization dedicated to the disbursement of royal influence. Within that group, over half were members of
the Brotherhood of the Masons—a collective group that legend states was STRONGLY connected with the Illuminati! With
open debate, sacrifice, and eventually war, these few men drafted a paper suggesting to the world why and how they planned
to help create such a society. We know this document as The Declaration of Independence, and the society these men sought
to create was nothing less than “A New World Order” that we call The United States of America.
The most celebrated, and indeed the largest signature upon this famous document belonged to Colonial Congressional
President John Hancock—a Mason. A sense of revenge stood behind this man’s signature, for he had been humiliated by the
British Crown as being a “buffoon and an ignoramus.” Who was telling who upon the drying of the ink?
The leader of the Continental Armies, General George Washington, had been chastised earlier in his career for starting
the Seven Years’ War, which is called The French and Indian War in American schools. Washington was not only a Mason,
he was the Grand Mason and leader of the Alexandra Temple of the Colony of Virginia. You could get no higher in his world
of influence! The only office he could “rise” to would be leader (President) of the American people.
As stated, of the fifty-six dignitaries that had signed the Declaration of Independence, over half were Masons. The
Brotherhood, on more than one occasion, has been connected to the dark back halls of the Illuminati. Question: Could all of
these men been contacted early within their lives, asked to perform certain tasks, and later help create a democratic republic
we know as The United States of America? How is it that a rag-tag group of poorly trained soldiers, facing an army more
powerful than that of ancient Rome, could have possibly reigned victorious, unless they were given help?
Most historians would agree: The American Revolution was started in the northern colonies, fought in the southern
colonies, and won by...the French.
Where did the fragments of the Illuminati flee to after their fall? France.
The Illuminati also had deep connections within the British Empire. The Prime Minister of his time, during the Revolution
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had been heard to say—and could have possibly coined the phrase—“America is the world’s last and best hope.” The seeds of
building a foundation had, subtly, been laid.
Was the British defeat at Yorktown really a surprising loss? Or was it an arrangement between the Brotherhood and the
Illuminati?
Cornwallis was heard to say upon his disgrace and later surrender, “How did this all come to be? A small group of
buffoons! The world will never be the same...I...” the British General shook his head, never finishing his sentence. Was he
under orders by those in British power, who had to bow to the enlightened influence of the French-branch of the Illuminati?
Questions within riddles, locked inside enigmas.
In the motion picture National Treasure, the age and birth of the Illuminati goes back further than the official date of
1776. In 1492, according to this film, Christopher Columbus had been a member and had voyaged to America carrying with
him the treasure of the Order. It was his intention to bury the wealth of ages upon a distant and virgin shore, hoping that the
seed he had planted would one day grow into a fruitful and rather strong tree.
If this fiction were to be taken as fact, he succeeded.
It is not the purpose of this author to belittle the personal sacrifices of those within the First Generation that created the
American way of life. Stranger Than Fiction is, however, dedicated to pointing out those legends, deeds, and folklore woven
within the thick spider web of history where there is a certain something which does not seem to add up.
The American Revolution was important to the betterment of the people it served. It helped create a race, which has no
color barrier, no religious control over anyone, a Constitution which oversees any abuse of power, and a society governed by
law to respect and accept the equality of women, races, and creeds.
Sound...familiar?
Where there is the American Dream...there is the power and foresight of the Illuminati. ■
If you are curious to read some of this author’s work go to: www.donaldallenkirch.com.
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Eric
Van Lustbader
The Past is Now the Future

B

We interviewed Eric to learn more:

Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo: Provided by Publicist

estselling author Eric Van Lustbader has been wowing fans with his intense
writing style, and that’s why he was picked to pick up where Robert Ludlum
left off in the Jason Bourne series and continue one of the most successful thriller
characters of all-time.
Eric has signed a new deal with Open Road Media to relaunch some of his older
titles and series into e-book format. The Ninja series, featuring character Nicholas
Linnear, uses Eric’s extensive knowledge of Asian culture. The Sunset Warrior Cycle
is another series with an Asian flair.
It was Eric’s ability to create complex characters with rich histories that drew the
attention of the Ludlum camp.
In a more traditional thriller series, Eric’s Jack McClure and Alli Carson—
characters that have been featured in many of Eric’s other books—turn up in “Beloved
Enemy,” released in September 2013.

Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): You’ve gone from the Bourne books to “The Ninja,” which is your latest project. What can you
tell us about the e-book release of your Nicholas Linnear series?
Eric Van Lustbader (E.V.L): I’m incredibly excited about the e-book releases of these iconic novels, mainly because so many fans
have been clamoring for them in electronic form. Open Road has done a fantastic job of publishing them, from redoing the covers
to publicity and advertising. I couldn’t be more pleased.
S. MAG.: You announced on your website that you have signed with Open Road to publish the Linnear and Sunset Warrior
series in e-book form. How was that process?
E.V.L.: My agent and I were very serious and thoughtful about how we would approach electronic publishing, especially since it’s
in its infancy and no one can know how it will progress. We spent two years researching the best way to e-publish, and then the
e-publishers themselves. We felt that, hands down, Open Road was going to be best for me. They have a unique structure, so far as
I know: a mix of old-hand publishing people who love and value books and their authors, and young hands who are well versed
in the Internet and social media. This mix was very appealing to me.
S. MAG.: Fans of course know you from the wonderful work you have done with the Jason Bourne series. What will they see
in the Linnear and Sunset Warrior series?
E.V.L.: “The Sunset Warrior” is the first novel I ever wrote, and the entire series is very important to me in many ways. First, I love
the character of the hero, Ronin, and I relate very strongly to his character arc. Second, the books were published in hardcover by
Doubleday and envisioned by me as a trilogy. They became so successful I went on to write two more books in the series. Third,
it was through this series that I met the editor with whom I fell in love and who subsequently became my wife.
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After the first three books, I returned to the Smith-Corona portable typewriter my parents gave me when I went off to Columbia
University, and wrote “The Ninja.” It literally turned the publishing world upside down, spending a then-unprecedented twentyfour weeks on the New York Times Bestseller list and becoming a bestseller in every country in which it was published. Like my
late friend Bob Ludlum with “The Bourne Identity,” I had never considered turning “The Ninja” into a series, but public opinion
swayed me to write about Nicholas Linnear again. There are currently six Linnear novels (the first three are with Open Road.
The final three will be published by Pocket Books in trade paperback and, for the first time, e-book forms in 2015). I have written
the first Nicholas Linnear short story, “The Death and Life of Nicholas Linnear,” which will be published in e-book form only by
Open Road later this year.
S. MAG.: Should fans read the books in order, or are they standalones that can be read in any order?
E.V.L.: Fans should read the books in both series in order.
S. MAG.: Will you be releasing two books a year, one in each series, or going back and forth year to year with a book in the
series?
E.V.L.: I’ll continue to write a Bourne novel a year as long as I have fun writing them. A second novel a year sometimes gets more
difficult to complete in time (I do need to spend time with my wife, and also travel), so that might be every eighteen months or
so. We’ll see.
S. MAG.: Outside of Jason Bourne, and the Linnear and Sunset Warrior series, which book do you think best represents who
you are as an author? In other words, which book do you think fans should read first, before the rest of your work?
E.V.L.: Wow, that’s a difficult question. I’d say either “Black Heart,” if you can find it, or “First Daughter.”
S. MAG.: What scares Eric Van Lustbader?
E.V.L.: Right now? Vladimir Putin. Overall, politicians. Also, fundamentalism, of any and all stripes.
S. MAG.: Do you remember what book you read early on that made you think, “I want to be a writer”?
E.V.L.: Well, to be honest, I’ve been compelled to write ever since I learned how to read and write. For me, it was an author, rather
than a single novel. That author is Raymond Chandler. I was blown away by his immersive depiction of ’40s and ’50s Hollywood.
His style is one I’ve admired all my adult life.
S. MAG.: The business side of publishing has taken a drastic turn in recent years. How have you been able to navigate through
the system and stay sane?
E.V.L.: There are two answers to this question: the first is, I write—happily and constantly—
and let my agent figure out the rest. The second is I take the long view. Everyone who had been
shouting about the death of print is dead wrong. What’s happened now, after the first big blast
of e-book incursion? E-book sales have plateaued, print sales are up from two years ago, and
independent bookstores—many owned by ex-Amazon employees!—are sprouting up all over
the country. We are in the beginning of the upheaval, not at the end. Who knows how things
will play out? I just go with the flow.
S. MAG.: What can fans expect to see from you in the future?
E.V.L.: Something different, always something different. The novel I’m working on now is
unlike anything I’ve done before. I love it, and I trust my fans will, too!
We would like to thank Eric for taking the time to talk with us. You can visit www.
ericvanlustbader.com for a lot more information. ■
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Recommendations by Kate White

My ninth novel, “Eyes on You,” comes out late this month and though I always feel a rush
when a new book of mine is published, I get a huge charge as well from thinking about all
the other thrillers and suspense novels coming out at the same
time. Because I get to read those! This summer has some fabulous
offerings:

“Cop Town”

Karin Slaughter, June 24: This is
Slaughter’s first standalone, a novel about two female cops on
the Atlanta PD at a time when a serial killer just happens to
be targeting the police. A reviewer once raved that Slaughter
writes with a razor and boy is that true. I’m just starting this
book and loving it.

“The Son” Jo Nesbo, May 13: It’s his first standalone, too. The

main character is a prison inmate, which on the surface doesn’t appeal
to me (though I did love The Rock), but I find his Harry Hole series totally riveting so I’m
going to give this a try.

“The Fever” Megan Abbott, June 17: I’ve been remiss about reading the previous novels of

this Edgar-winning author, but after hearing publishing types rave about her newest book, I
managed to get my greedy hands on an early copy. Un-put-downable.

“Terminal City”

Linda Fairstein, June 17: Okay, I’m prejudice because it was
Linda who told me years ago to “Go for it” when I was thinking of writing mysteries, but
beyond that I love her captivating protagonist, Assistant DA Alex Cooper, and the breathtaking
pace of Fairstein’s books. And this one’s about Grand Central Terminal, one of my favorite
places in the world.

“Suspicion” Joseph Finder, June 5:

Finder’s books are brisk, totally engrossing, and
full of great twists (it’s no surprise to read that Finder once thought of becoming a spy). This new one is about a father forced
to make a choice with “unspeakable consequences” so it’s got some fascinating family themes in there, too.

“The Secret Place” Tanya French, August 28.: Unfortunately this book is coming out too
late to be anything but a Labor Day beach read, but French’s gritty Dublin-based novels are
so freaking good, I’m going to pre-order and salivate in anticipation through the summer. ■

Kate White is the New York Times bestselling author of nine works of fiction—six Bailey Weggins
mysteries and three suspense novels, including, “Eyes on You,” which will be published in late June.
For fourteen years she was the editor in chief of Cosmopolitan magazine, and though she loved
the job (and the Cosmo beauty closet!), she decided to leave in late 2013 to concentrate full time
on being an author. Her books have received starred reviews from a variety of publications and she
has been covered everyplace from The Today Show to The New York Times. She is published in
eighteen countries around the world. To learn more, visit her website at http://katewhite.com.
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He’s devoted to his country.
She’s devoted to her God.
The problem is, there are many in the world
devoted to their

WITH TENSIONS HIGH AND TIME RUNNING OUT,
can Simone and Eric work together to defeat their common enemy? Or will the harsh realities of duty destroy
the tentative relationship that’s forming between them?

Network of Deception is a globetrotting glimpse into the
secret world of international espionage that will leave
you breathless.

n
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& Going
Strong

Eric Jerome Dickey
Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo: Joseph Jones Photography

New York Times bestselling author Eric Jerome Dickey’s latest release, “A Wanted
Woman,” is his twenty-first novel. Eric is best known for taking a romantic
approach to his thrillers that bring the reader to a different emotional level with
his characters.
Eric didn’t start out as a novelist, as he earned his degree in Computer Systems Technology and moved to Los Angeles in
1983 to pursue a career in engineering. But it didn’t take long before the LA entertainment scene bit Eric and he became an
actor and standup comedian, but that was simply a warm-up to his writing career. He sold a couple of short stories and then
developed a screenplay called “Cappuccino” that debuted during the Pan African Film Festival at the Magic Johnson Theater
in Los Angeles.
Let’s take a quick look inside “A Wanted Woman.”
She is a woman of a thousand faces, an assassin who could be anyone, anywhere.
The Trinidad contract was supposed to be simple: to make a living man become a dead man. When the
job goes bad under the watchful eye of a bank security camera, there is nowhere for agent MX-401, known as
Reaper, to hide from the fearsome local warlords, the Laventille Killers.
Her employers, the Barbarians, send her to Barbados, the next island over, barely two hundred miles away,
with the LK’s in hot pursuit of the woman who took many of their own. With the scant protection of a dank safe
house, no passport, and no access to funds, an island paradise becomes her prison.
While she trawls for low-profile assignments to keep her skills sharp and a few dollars in her pocket, Reaper
discovers that family ties run deep, on both sides of the fight. Will the woman everyone wants, who has lived
countless lives in the service of others, finally discover who she really is?
We were lucky enough to catch up to Eric and talk to him.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Your books seem to be very sexy and romantic by the covers, however they are packed full of
suspense and thrills, how do you overcome those stigmas?
Eric Jerome Dickey (E.J.D.): If the cover doesn’t fully reflect the content, hopefully my interviews and chats online will correct the
misapprehension that readers have. There’s a reason for the old saying, “You can’t judge a book by its cover.”
S. MAG.: Who is agent MX-401, also known as “Reaper”?
E.J.D.: She’s is probably one of the most dynamic characters I’ve written to date. Depends on what you like, your sensibilities,
yada, yada. I love the character because she’s not cookie-cutter. She’s very complicated, and complicated gives a writer a lot of
wiggle room. Characters in the gray zone are the best. We can write about their darkness, or we can write about their light. I’ve
written a lot of male assassins. Created them, killed some in the next breath, moved on. I’ve written a few who are in this genre,
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but Reaper is the first female to get a POV and her name above the title.
Who is Reaper? I threw a lot into the hat and pulled out random bits and tried to make them stick to her character. She was born
in Memphis, lived in Huntington Beach, aloof, was bullied when she was a fat kid, really has no attachment to anyplace, nor to
anyone, except for one old love that went very bad. Love and certain professions don’t mix well. Her father was born in the West
Indies, in a British territory, then moved to the States to find a better life, ended up in the “collections” business, and eventually
became a hired gun. She was her mother’s burden and her father’s child. She’s an assassin and that pretty much runs in the family.
Some people like football; others like to play rougher.
S. MAG.: How do you continue to challenge yourself as an author?
E.J.D.: The answer is in that question. Being an author is a challenge. Don’t take that for granted.
S. MAG.: Have you thought about writing a serial character or do you like the idea of having that blank canvas every time
you write a new book?
E.J.D.: I have already created two serial characters. I have a Gideon series, which is about another assassin. Four books in that
series so far. I also have the novels “Pleasure,” “The Education of Nia Simone Bijou,” and “Decadence,” which are more erotic and
provocative.
S. MAG.: What scares Eric Jerome Dickey?
E.J.D.: Walking into a book signing and there’s no one there.
S. MAG.: In “A Wanted Woman,” is there a character that jumped out at you while writing that had a bigger voice than you
thought they would have?
E.J.D.: The Laventille Killers became more than I had imagined they would be, so far as being a political organization run the
way some say Argentina ran its government in the ’80s. Also, Diamond Dust had a larger part that I had anticipated, and she
was inspired by the Argentine government, in some ways. She had started off as submissive in her first appearance. Then I rewrote
her, gave her edge, and she became a dominant, just as power hungry and as manipulative as any other politician. Petrichor’s role
was expanded. I had thought Black Jack would have a slightly different role. I thought Old Man Reaper would have a different
part, an additional part as well. It’s one big improv and I go with the flow.
S. MAG.: We see you are jumping into comics for a six-issue Marvel series. Can you tell us more about that?
E.J.D.: That was almost a decade ago! The Marvel universe has been rebooted ten times since then. I did a mini-series way back
then featuring Storm from the X-Men. Loved, loved, loved that project. Great lettering, great artwork. That was a fun gig. I was
allowed to walk in someone else’s universe and be creative. That was a great break from the book world.
S. MAG.: Which book would you have a new reader pick up first, to give them a really great sense of who you are as an author?
E.J.D.: For this genre, I would have to say “Resurrecting Midnight.” Depends on the taste of the reader. I don’t think any one book,
since I’m not always doing the same characters or type of story, will tell all. I think reading more than a few will give the sense of
how I enjoy creating characters, traveling, coming up with a range of stories…throw in the comics…the short stories…and the
novels I penned in the ’90s. Clearly, not all characters live in the same neighborhood. And just as the world and our society is
evolving, so am I.
S. MAG.: What can your fans expect to see from you in the future?
E.J.D.: More books! As long as I can get green tea and a few hours of sleep, I plan on riding this horse until it falls dead from
exhaustion. Now. Time for the green tea. These answers will self-destruct in 5…4…3…2...
We would like to thank Eric for talking the time to speak with us. For more information, check out his website at www.
ericjeromedickey.com. ■
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Special Preview From Eric Jerome Dickey

A Wanted Woman

S

omething else went wrong. Ever since I had landed on
this boot-shaped rock, something was always going
wrong. I parked my vehicle, left the engine running,
and spotted the Town Car that was being used to transport
the target. The car was double-parked, lights flashing, traf
fic backed up and going around their arrogance. The two
guntas assigned to guard the politician had stayed inside the
car.
Walking by unsuspecting people, oversize purse over
my shoulder, I pulled out my gun and screwed on the
suppressor as people saw me coming across Independence
Square and hurried to get out of my way. Just as I came up on
the Town Car, as droves of people moved in both directions
on the sidewalk, both guntas looked in my direction. The
one nearest me saw the gun in my hand, down at my side.
He saw the eyes of the messenger of death, of a mechanic,
of an assassin.
They saw a street preacher ready to write her sermon in
lead to the condemned.
They saw MX-401. They saw Reaper.
I raised my weapon, a stranger in their town, and shot
first, shot second, shot third, shot fourth, and prayed they
didn’t have God on their side. They didn’t. Old Man Reaper
had said no one did.
Then I spat into the rain, adjusted my bodacious wig,
and put my gun inside my purse but kept my finger on the
trigger, moved through skies that had darkened, walked
into the bank.

A

member of the clergy was inside the bank. The
clergyman was in the same business as the politician.
The LKs owned him. He had been on the rooftop of the
Carlton Savannah the night before. I had met him before he
was sent away to engage in coitus with two young girls. His
being here now, it was a coincidence. The clergyman had
seen the politician photo op and rushed over to say hello
to his friend, had patted him on his shoulder, called for his
attention as I walked through the glass doors.
The target was there. All that mattered was that the
target was still there.
The damp soles of my boots squeaked, but I didn’t hear
the noise.
I moved in the target’s direction, my right hand easing
my gun from my oversize purse.
The target turned around, then stood to shake hands
with the priest, and at that moment he saw me walking his
way. An alarm went off inside of his head, as if he knew. I
saw it in his eyes.

58

By Eric Jerome Dickey
Then came the Spanish Inquisition. No one ever
expected the Spanish Inquisition.
The politico pulled a gun from a black briefcase that
was open on the desk in front of him, and in a crowded
bank he started firing at me. He panicked. Without pause,
suddenly on the defensive, jaw tight, teeth clenched, my
hand trapped inside of my purse, I pulled the trigger over
and over, blew holes in the bag, was shooting, shooting,
no longer the mechanic, no longer the messenger of death,
no longer the assassin, and now he was the one shooting
first while I prayed that I lived, now I had become the
condemned shooting to stay alive. The drugs in my system.
I felt the drugs reignite in my system.
The first bullet I fired hit the clergyman. I was off due to
the drugs, the shot a bad shot.
My lead created pink mist, opened the head of the
clergyman, who stood between the target and me, a man of
the cloth who ran to the right and stepped into a chunk of
lead being sent from my projectile emitter. My second bullet
caught the target in the leg. He screamed, lost his balance,
and as he fell and fired at me, I fired at him. My next shot hit
his chest and was caught by his bulletproof vest.
I pulled the gun from my bag, let the bag fall to the
floor, and fired like I had been trained by Old Man Reaper
after that job in Dallas, when he had taken my training to
another level, when he had tortured me for sixty days, made
me stronger, made me a warrior. The target’s head caught
the next projectile. Dora and Kermit the Frog eating a ham
sandwich. Then I stood over him, frowned at his gun, at his
vest, added two more
shots to his head. For
trying to kill me. I
didn’t like it when
someone tried to kill
me.
Not until then
did my hearing
return, not until
then did I hear the
screams.
Every
wild shot from the
target’s gun had hit
a customer. He was
not a gunman, yet
like every amateur
in America he had
a gun.
A
security
guard raised his
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had dropped her shopping bag, horrified at the sight of
the dead men. I picked up her bag and kept moving. The
shootout inside the bank had taken twenty seconds at most.
Twenty seconds that had felt like twenty-hundred years.
Two weapon-heavy LKs were dead on the side of the road.
If those guntas hadn’t been dead, after that shootout my
exit would have been impossible.
I would’ve ended up in a second shootout with those
minions, maybe dead in the street.
As I left collateral damage behind me, the echo of sirens
came from all directions.
Police. Ambulances. The news station was in the area,
would be there within moments.
Even then what struck me as odd was that I had walked
into the bank armed.
No alarm had sounded when I walked inside with my
gun, but a teller had pushed the button.
I made it to the car, dropped the umbrella, pulled into
traffic, sped down side roads, hit a one-way street going the
opposite direction, but took that road to the next street and
ran with the flow of traffic.
Sirens. Sirens. Sirens. ■
Used by permission of the publisher. Not for reprint without
permission.

Special Preview From Eric Jerome Dickey

weapon, but I beat him to the draw. He took a shot in the
shoulder, and the pain took him to the ground. My next shot
left him in the waiting room to see Jesus’s daddy.
Then I looked at the rest of the people in the bank, the
young, the old, children, men, women, they were all down
on the ground, all shaking, shivering, afraid for their lives.
I grabbed an umbrella that a customer had dropped in
the panic, hurried out of the bank with my gun at my side,
and expected to see a hundred LKs waiting on me. People
had congregated where the bodyguards had been killed.
Traffic had come to a stop. The malicious were in the mix.
Cell phones were out. Facebook. BBM. Instagram.
Twitter.
Someone opened the passenger-side car door, and the
body fell out into the street.
Four people dead. Maybe a dozen wounded.
Dead bodyguards. Dead bank guard. Dead politician.
Collateral damage inside that bank, bleeding out.
Blood flowed in two directions, the Nile reaching for the
Mississippi.
The living becoming the dead, waiting to chat with
Jesus’s daddy.
Dora the Explorer many times over.
I let the umbrella open and strolled into the rain, walked
by that crowd like I was leaving the Trincity Mall. A woman

Forensic Files
Medical Malpractice in
Mysteries & Thrillers

By DP Lyle, MD
Photo Credit: Provided by Author

Too often, fiction writers commit medical malpractice in theirs stories. Unfortunately, these mistakes
can sink an otherwise well-written story. The ones I repetitively see include:

Bang, Bang, You're Dead:

Not so fast. No one dies instantly. Well, almost no one. Instant death can occur with heart attacks,
strokes, extremely abnormal heart rhythms, cyanide, and a few other “metabolic” poisons. But
trauma, such as gunshot wounds (GSWs) and blows to the head, rarely cause sudden death. Yet, how
often has a single shot felled a villain? Bang, dead. For that to occur, the bullet would have to severely
damage the brain, the heart, or the cervical (neck) portion of the spinal cord. A shot to the chest or
abdomen leads to a lot of screaming and moaning, but death comes from bleeding and that takes
time. Sometimes, a long time.
Ask any emergency physician or nurse. GSW victims reach the ER with multiple holes in their bodies and survive all the
time. This is particularly true if it’s Friday night (we called it the Friday Night Knife and Gun Club), during a full moon (yes,
it’s true, a full moon changes everything), or if the victim is drunk. You can’t kill a drunk. That’s a medical fact. They survive
everything from car wrecks to gunshots to falling off tall buildings. The family van they hit head-on will have no survivors,
but the drunk will walk away with minor scratches, if that.

Sleeping Beauty:

I call this the “Hollywood Death.” Calm, peaceful, and not a hair out of place. As if simply asleep. Blood? Almost never.
Trauma? None in sight. The deceased is nicely dressed, stretched out on a wrinkle-free bed, make-up perfect, and with a
slight flutter of the eyelids if you look closely. Real dead folks are not so attractive. I don’t care what they looked like during
life; in death they are pale, waxy, and gray. Their eyes do not flutter and they do not look relaxed and peaceful. They look
dead. And feel cold. It’s amazing how quickly after death the body becomes cold to the touch. It has to do with the loss of
blood flow to the skin after the heart stops. No warm blood, no warmth to the touch.
Sleeping Beauty also doesn’t bleed. You know this one. The hero detective arrives at a murder scene a half hour after the
deed to see blood oozing from the corpse’s mouth or from the GSW to the chest. Tilt! Dead folks don’t bleed. You see, when
you die, your heart stops and the blood no longer circulates. It clots. Stagnant or clotted blood does not move. It does not
gush or ooze or gurgle or flow or trickle from the body.

Trauma? What Trauma?:

You’ve seen and read this a million times. The hero socks the bad guy’s henchmen in the jaw. He goes down and is apparently
written out of the script, since we never hear from him again. It’s always the henchmen, because the antagonist, like most
people, requires a few solid blows to go down. Think about a boxing match. Two guys that are trained to inflict damage and

60

Suspense Magazine June 2014 / Vol. 057

even they have trouble knocking each other out. And when they do, the one on his
back is up in a couple of minutes, claiming the other guy caught him with a lucky
punch. Listen to me: Only James Bond can knock someone out with a single blow.
And maybe Jack Reacher or Mike Tyson. A car-salesman-turned-amateur-sleuth
cannot.
And what of black eyes? If a character gets whacked in the eye in Chapter 3, he
will have a black eye for two weeks, which will likely take you through the end of the
book. He will not be “normal” in two days. A black eye is a contusion (bruise) and
results from blood leaking into the tissues from tiny blood vessels, which are injured
by the blow. It takes the body about two weeks to clear all that out. It will darken over
two days, fade over four or five, turn greenish, brownish, and a sickly yellow before
it disappears. On a good note, by about day seven, a female character might be able
to hide it with makeup.
Similarly, what of the character that falls down the stairs and injures his back? He
will not be able to run from or chase the bad guy or make love to his new lover the
next day. He will need a few days (or maybe weeks) to heal. And he will limp, whine,
and complain in the interim. And if he breaks something, like an arm or leg, he’ll
need several weeks to recover.

I Can Run, and Jump, and Fight Like an
Olympian:

The typical fictional PI (maybe real ones, too) drinks too much, smokes too much,
and eats donuts on a regular basis. He is not training for the Olympics. He will not
be able to chase the villain for ten blocks. Two on a good day. And hills or stairs will
reduce that to a very short distance. Yet, chase montages in movies and books often
seem to cover marathon distances. And then a fight breaks out.
Of course, some characters can do all this. Not the PI mentioned above, but
maybe Dustin Hoffman can. Remember “Babe” Levy (Dustin Hoffman) in Marathon
Man? He had to run for his life as Dr. Christian Szell (Sir Laurence Olivier) and
his Nazi bad guys chased him endlessly. But early in the film we learn that he runs
around the reservoir in Central Park everyday. He constantly tries to increase his
distance, improve his time. He could run for his life.
Hopefully when you run across medical malpractice in your reading, you’ll be
forgiving and enjoy the story anyway. But maybe not. ■

D. P. Lyle is the Macavity and Benjamin Franklin Silver Award winning and Edgar, Agatha,
Anthony, Scribe, and USA Best Book Award nominated author of many non-fiction books
(“Murder & Mayhem,” “Forensics for Dummies,” “Forensics & Fiction,” “More Forensics
& Fiction,” “Howdunnit: Forensics,” and “ABA Fundamentals: Understanding Forensic
Science”) as well as numerous works of fiction, including the Samantha Cody Thriller series
(“Devil’s Playground, “Double Blind,” and “Original Sin”); the Dub Walker Thriller series
(“Stress Fracture,” “Hot Lights, Cold Steel,” and “Run to Ground”), and the Royal Pains
media tie-in novels (“Royal Pains: First, Do No Harm” and “Royal Pains: Sick Rich”). His
essay on Jules Verne’s “The Mysterious Island” appears in “Thrillers: 100 Must Reads” and
his short story Even Steven in ITW’s anthology “Thriller 3: Love is Murder.”
Along with Jan Burke, he is the co-host of Crime and Science Radio. He has worked
with many novelists and with the writers of popular television shows such as Law & Order,
CSI: Miami, Diagnosis Murder, Monk, Judging Amy, Peacemakers, Cold Case, House,
Medium, Women’s Murder Club, 1-800-Missing, The Glades, and Pretty Little Liars.
He is a practicing Cardiologist in Orange County, California. To learn more about D.P.,
check out his websites at http://www.dplylemd.com, http://writersforensicsblog.wordpress.
com, or Crime and Science Radio at http://www.dplylemd.com/DPLyleMD/Crime_%26_
Science_Radio.html.
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JOSEPH FINDER
“Suspicion,” WHAT do
you really know?

Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo: Joel Benjamin

New York Times bestselling and multi-award winning author Joseph
Finder is back with “Suspicion.”
Joseph’s writing career began in 1983, when he was twenty-four, with
his first book, “Red Carpet: The Connection Between the Kremlin and
America’s Most Powerful Businessmen.” It was the first book to reveal
that the controversial multi-millionaire Dr. Armand Hammer, the CEO
of Occidental Petroleum, had worked in Soviet intelligence in the 1920s
and ’30s.
His first novel was “The Moscow Club,” which Publishers Weekly
named one of the ten best spy thrillers of all time. Published in thirty
countries, “The Moscow Club” was the foundation of Joseph’s ascension
to the short list of must-read thriller writers. His career hit a new height
when his book “High Crimes” was made into a movie staring Ashley Judd,
Morgan Freeman, and Jim Caviezel (star of CBS’s Persons of Interest).
Suspense Magazine said: “A true genius wordsmith, this is one author
who has created solid suspense gold.” So let’s take a look inside “Suspicion”:
Single father Danny Goodman would do anything—anything—to
protect his teenaged daughter, Abby, from more unhappiness after
her mother’s death. Struggling to keep her at the private school she
loves, he accepts a favor from an unexpected benefactor: Thomas
Galvin, father of Abby’s best friend and one of the wealthiest men
in Boston. Galvin offers Danny a loan that would be enough to pay
Abby’s tuition and relieve some of Danny’s other financial pressures,
and Danny can’t help but be charmed by Galvin’s generosity and

kindness.
Danny’s new friend, however, turns out to have some dangerous enemies—including some federal
investigators who think Danny’s in a perfect position to collect evidence against Galvin. The moment Galvin’s
loan hits Danny’s account, Danny finds himself trapped into a dangerous undercover assignment that will put
both his life and his daughter’s at risk. Danny tells one lie after another to hide more and more secrets, weaving
a net that will ultimately require a desperate plan of action.
We interviewed Joseph below to find out a little more the man behind the words; you can see it below.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): What can you tell us about “Suspicion” that’s not on the back cover?
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“I do feel pressure—self-inflicted—
to make each book better than the
last. I’m like a carpenter who gets
better and better at making tables.
As you keep doing something, you
tend to get good at it.”
Joseph Finder (J.F.) It’s an “ordinary guy” story—the story of an ordinary guy whose life
is turned upside down. He’s Danny Goodman, a writer who’s not making any money, is
in deep financial trouble, yet his daughter goes to a fancy private school, which he can’t
afford. One day he accepts a loan from a very wealthy man, the father of his daughter’s
best friend. And so the trouble begins...
S. MAG.: “Suspicion” deals with emotions at many levels. What was your biggest
challenge in writing the book?
J.F.: Yeah, it’s a very emotional book, very much a relationship novel. It’s about being a single dad and struggling to be a good
father to a daughter you deeply love. But I didn’t find it a challenge to write such powerful emotions—it felt like a powerful
engine that I’d harnessed to tell my story. Emotionally, the most difficult scene I wrote takes place between dad and daughter
and it has to do with her mother’s (his wife’s) death from breast cancer. I actually cried while writing it. That’s something that
doesn’t happen to me often.
S. MAG.: Why was Danny Goodman perfect to be the lead in “Suspicion”?
J.F.: Because he’s totally relatable. Thrillers, I think, are about tearing the fabric of life, about the interruption of the ordinary life
by the extraordinary. I wanted this book to be about the interruption of a world that was highly recognizable: a regular guy who
has the ordinary struggles we all have, not a superhero. I made him a writer because—surprise—I’m a writer. People tend to
be quite interested in what a writer’s life is like, how your days are structured, and I wanted to show a life that’s not glamorized
but very real.
S. MAG.: How much pressure do you feel with each book, knowing that you want it to better than the last book you wrote?
J.F.: I do feel pressure—self-inflicted—to make each book better than the last. I’m like a carpenter who gets better and better at
making tables. As you keep doing something, you tend to get good at it. But there’s another pressure I put on myself, which is
not to write the same book each time. Some writers do that—they hit it big with a certain kind of story and then go on telling
versions of the same story, book after book. In branding terms that’s probably smart, but it can’t be very interesting to be that
writer, doing the same thing over and over again. If I were a carpenter...I wouldn’t want to make the exact same table each time.
S. MAG.: You have not gone the way of writing only a series character. How difficult is it since so many authors go that route?
J.F.: I’ve written two books starring Nick Heller, a private spy, and both of them were books I loved doing. I feel like Nick has
become a good friend, I know how his head works, how he talks, what his family background is, all of that. When I set the third
Nick Heller book aside to write “Suspicion,” I found myself missing Nick. I think that’s partly why I made Danny Goodman so
beleaguered, in such trouble, because I wanted to tell the kind of story with Danny that I can’t tell with Nick Heller. That said, I
think that writing a standalone is harder than writing a series. With a standalone novel like “Suspicion,” you have to come up
with a whole new cast of characters, a whole new life story. At least with my Nick Heller books, I have that familiarity to fall
back on. I don’t have to reinvent the wheel. I can’t tell you which I like writing more. I like them both.
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S. MAG.: What one piece of advice have you received along the way that you
continue to use and pass along?
J.F.: The one piece of advice that I think is the most useful sounds like the most
useless, the most pointless. That is: Just write. The best thing a writer can do to
advance her career is to keep doing what she does. Don’t expend too much of
your creative energy on marketing, say. I realize writers these days are expected
to manage their own careers, get involved in social networking, all that. But these
things are all huge time sucks, and there’s just nothing as productive as turning
out those pages.
S. MAG.: “Face Off ” was the latest ITW book to put authors’ characters either
against each other or with each other. How was it seeing Nick Heller with Jack
Reacher?
J.F.: I loved it. There are lines in that story that still make me laugh after reading
them fifty times (and those are the ones written by Lee Child, but I’m not going
to tell you which ones they are). It was cool putting Nick Heller together with
Jack Reacher, because they’re similar in certain ways—ex-military, tough guys
but cerebral. They’re also different—Reacher is a drifter and a loner, while Nick is
sociable. I enjoyed having Nick poke fun at Reacher and get away with it.
S. MAG.: Is there one character in “Suspicion” that had a larger voice than you
originally thought they would?
J.F.: Interesting question! Normally my characters are well behaved—they don’t do
anything I don’t tell them to do. But as I wrote “Suspicion,” two characters began
to take up more space than I expected. One was Tom Galvin—the mysterious
billionaire who becomes Danny’s good friend, but also may be involved in a
terrifying criminal activity—and his wife, Celina. The more I wrote Tom, the
more I liked him—salt-of-the-earth Boston Irish kid who makes a fortune, but
never puts on airs. And his wife, Celina: she was probably the biggest surprise to
me. In plot terms, she’s an important character, for reasons I won’t go into, but
as a character she became quite real to me. She’s a great, tough, loving mom, a
beautiful woman who’s in a tough spot of her own.
S. MAG.: What is on your DVR right now?
J.F.: Hmm. 24 (the reboot), The Good Wife, and Mad Men. But I’m pretty much
caught up on my TV viewing. I’ve started watching more movies about fathers
and sons, because that relationship is at the center of my new novel. My father
died a few months ago, which was, of course, an earth-shifting thing for me.
S. MAG.: What can fans expect to see from you in the future?
J.F.: Well, at least one more standalone, the book I’m writing now, set in Boston.
Then, if my publisher agrees, the next Nick Heller. That’s about as far out as I’ve
planned.
We would like to thank Joseph for taking the time to speak with us. You can
find out a lot more about Joseph by visiting www.josephfinder.com. ■
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SUSPICION

By Joseph Finder

There are many authors who take
a reader ‘slowly into that good night.’
However, the real genius knows how to
create the ultimate lead-in. They are the
wordsmiths who can, in one page or one
paragraph, grab the reader’s attention and
never let go. This is one author who does
just that.
Abe Lincoln’s bodyguard decides to
stay for another drink at the bar while
at Ford’s Theatre. The Archduke’s driver
makes a wrong turn in Sarajevo because
he refuses to ask for directions. You finally
listen to your know-it-all brother-in-law
and invest everything with a guy named
Bernie Madoff. These are a series of small
decisions that become huge mistakes,
building the backbone of history.
Danny Goodman’s small mistake
begins with a quick handshake and a
friendly smile. Danny is a man sliding into
the abyss as he attempts to keep his daughter
enrolled in a school he can no longer afford.
With his wife deceased, it’s just Danny
and his daughter, Abby. Danny loves his
daughter so much he wants nothing more
than to provide her with what she wants.
A miracle occurs when Danny meets
the father of Abby’s best friend. Thomas
Galvin is one of the richest men in Boston,
and offers Danny a fistful of money to help
pay for Abby’s tuition. The offer makes
Danny uncomfortable, but he takes the
money and swears to pay it back. The ‘too
good to be true’ rule applies when, almost
as soon as he receives the loan, Danny is
visited by a DEA threatening him with jail
time for accepting drug money. The only
way out is for Danny to spy for the DEA
and give them information on his new
shady benefactor.
This plot is charged with electricity,
and causes the reader to change allegiances
many times before the last words come to
pass. A true genius wordsmith, this is one
author who has created solid suspense gold.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The
Hero’s Companion: Tallent & Lowery Book
Three” published by Suspense Publishing,
an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■
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Detecting Fear
Edgar may have been caught, but his fun

wasn’t over yet. He shrugged his shoulders, trying to relieve
the intense discomfort in his arms, but they were shackled
behind his back. He gave one feeble tug against the cuffs,
shifted his weight in the hard metal chair, and then turned
his attention elsewhere. The table before him was covered in
mug rings of various ages, some dormant and covered in a
thick layer of dust, others still actively sticky, catching the
light with a gooey sheen. Edgar wanted to touch the sticky
rings, to feel the tackiness adhere to his fingertips. He licked
his lips, thinking about the sensation. The hairs on his arm
twitched, sensing the disturbance in the air as the door
opened. His eyes moved toward the thudding steps, a pair
of boots entering his field of vision. Large, black, well-worn,
with something smeared on the left toe.
“What’s your name?”
He stared, transfixed, at the soiled boot.
“Hey, I asked your name.”
“Sometimes I have no name,” he answered without
thinking, his eyes never leaving the boot.
“Don’t get smart with me, bud,” growled in his face,
Edgar’s neck snapping back as his shoulders were pinned to
the chair by oversized meaty hands. A foul wave of coffee
breath slapped him in the face. “You’re in a world of trouble.
What you did….”
“What did I do?” he asked, finally tearing his gaze from
the boot, raising his eyes slowly up to meet those of the
hulk before him. The corner of his mouth twitched into the
beginning of a grin.
“Don’t even try me, buddy,” Detective Shaw sneered,
giving the man’s shoulders a final shove as he turned away.
“What. Did. I. Do.” Each word was said slowly,
purposefully. “Tell me, Detective. Tell me what I did?” he
taunted. He watched the detective’s back muscles stiffen
under his shirt. “Was it bad?” he whispered. “Did you like
it?” he hissed.
Detective Shaw spun around, catching himself before
he swung. He composed himself, studying the man in front
of him. Small, non-descript, almost feminine in his gracile

SuspenseMagazine.com

By Shannon Hollinger
form. His clothes were ordinary, a navy polo shirt tucked
into khakis, brown leather loafers, and belt. He wore a black
watch with a plastic band wrapped around his tiny wrist. His
face was clean shaven, skin smooth, not young, not old. His
hair was plain brown, medium length. Everything about the
guy was generic. There was nothing to raise an alarm. There
was nothing to make anyone take notice. He could have
been the man in line next to you at the grocery store, and
you never would have suspected you were standing beside a
brutal killer. It didn’t seem fair.
“Tell me, Detective,” the man asked in a calm, inquisitive
tone. “What is it that you are most afraid of?”
“I’m not here to answer your questions. Are you ready to
talk, or not?”
“Can we talk about what that is, there on your shoe?”
Edgar looked pointedly at the smear on the boot.
Detective Shaw looked down, saw the mess on his shoe,
cursed. The optical membrane was hardening on his boot as
it dried.
“What’s the matter, Detective?” Edgar called after him as
he hurried out of the room.

***

Shuddering in disgust, Detective Shaw faced the

uniformed officer approaching from down the hall.
“We get an ID on this sicko yet, Frank?” he barked.
“Yes, sir,” Frank replied, offering a printout to the
detective.
Detective Shaw took the paper, skimmed it. He turned
around, staring through the small window in the door at the
man seated inside. “What that guy did….”
“I heard it was bad, sir,” Frank offered.
“Bad doesn’t even begin to describe it. I’ve never been to
a scene like that before. It didn’t even look like it could have
been done by a man’s hands. I never would have looked at a
guy like the one sitting in there and imagined him capable of
such carnage,” the detective shook his head sadly and looked
again at the paper in his hand. “This says here that the family
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had an eight-year-old boy?” Detective Shaw asked.
“That’s right, sir.”
“There wasn’t a little boy at the scene. You guys find any
sign of the kid?”
“No, sir, he’s still missing. They have an APB and an
Amber Alert out for him now. Detective Mills and a couple of
the techs are trying to trace the perp’s steps, but they haven’t
come up with anything yet.”
“So he’s still out there?”
“Guess so.”
Detective Shaw took a deep breath to compose himself.
He had a nephew around that age, his sister’s kid. The cases
with kids were always harder to work. As always, he hoped
that they’d find the kid somewhere safe and sound, but this
time, what he hoped for the most was that the kid hadn’t
had to see the rest of his family in the condition Shaw had.
He couldn’t imagine being a kid and trying to live with that
memory. Hell, he didn’t even know how he was going to live
with it yet. Putting his hand on the door handle, he squeezed
it as if it were the perp’s scrawny neck and stepped back
inside the room.
Edgar looked at him with a leering grin. “How ya feeling,
Detective?” he asked.
Detective Shaw ignored the question, settling himself on
the corner of the table, facing Edgar. He crossed his arms
over his chest, keeping the man focused tightly under a
steady glare. Edgar shifted uncomfortably.
“I see you forgot to clean your shoe,” he said. “I could
help you with that, if you’d like. I could use a snack.”
Detective Shaw remained silent and continued to stare
the man down.
Edgar severed the gaze and focused on the soiled boot,
transfixed by the way the ends of the membranes were curling
into tendrils as they dried. Detective Shaw kicked his chair,
the sudden jolt breaking his daze. Edgar looked up at him,
momentary disoriented, his trance broken.
“Where’s the kid?” Shaw growled.
Edgar’s lips curled into a menacing grin. “Oh yeah,” he
said, his eyes meeting Shaw’s once again. “I forgot about him.
He’s fun.”
“Where is he?”
“Oh, he’s around. A little here, a little there, you know
how it goes. His whole family seems to have suffered from a
predisposition to fall to pieces.”
Shaw felt his stomach sour, a roiling that ransacked his
bowels with brutal force. “We know that’s not true,” Shaw
lied. “We know the kid’s still alive. You can make this as easy
or as hard on yourself as you want.”
“I never said he was dead,” Edgar countered. His smile
widened as he saw the implication of his words dawn on
Shaw. “Like I said, he’s a fun little guy. He likes to play. A
lot. But he’s probably starting to feel pretty lonely about now.
What time is it, Detective?”
“Where is he?” Shaw repeated.
“What do I get if I tell you?”
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“To keep your health.”
“Oh now, Detective, that’s not very nice. What did I ever
do to you?”
“You gave me a headache. Now talk.”
“What are you afraid of, Detective? What is it that makes
you truly scared?”
“Knowing that scumbags like you think they’re smart.”
“Ouch. My feelings are truly hurt. What’s the time,
Detective?”
“I’m not interested in chatting. I just want to know where
the kid is.”
“Are you sure, Detective? Are you really sure you can
handle that? I mean, today’s been a big day for you.”
Detective Shaw ignored the words, keeping his expression
emotionless. He lowered his face even with Edgar’s, their
eyes only inches apart. He could smell the sweat off the man’s
skin, mingled with the fading scent of his shaving cream. His
eyes bore through the man before him like a drill through
drywall.
A knock on the door intruded. The uniformed officer
stuck his head through the door. “We got a lead off some
debris from the tires, sir. Crime scene recovered some trace
elements that they’ve pinpointed to a couple of old mines to
the west. I wanted to let you know, see if you wanted to come
with or not?”
Shaw watched Edgar’s reaction, saw a hint of surprise in
the man’s eyes.
“Yeah,” he said, straightening up. “There’s nothing going
on here.” Turning to leave, he froze as Edgar spoke.
“Detective,” the man in the chair said. “I did take the boy
out to a mine. The old Stockton mine off of 95. But he’s not
there anymore. He wasn’t scared of the dark, so we had to
find a new place to play.”
“And where would that be?” Detective Shaw asked
without turning around.
“Is it 2:30 yet, Detective?”
Shaw waved the uniform out of the room before facing
the man, the look in his eyes lethal. “Where did you take the
kid?”
“I took him to Devil’s Peak,” Edgar said. “We hiked all the
way up until we were on that narrow crest that looks down
over the rocks in the valley. I would really like to know the
time, Detective. Is it 2:30 yet?”
Shaw forced himself not to reply with some smartass
answer, gesturing for the man to continue. There was
something familiar about the time 2:30, but his memory was
struggling to locate the significance.
“But he wasn’t scared of heights, either,” Edgar continued.
“Stop stalling.”
“Fear is a funny thing, Detective. Everyone is afraid of
something. But of all the different things people are afraid
of, their reactions are the same. Racing heartbeats, wide
eyes, sweating, begging, pleading…it’s delicious. See, I’m
a detective, just like you, only instead of chasing down
criminals, I’m digging up fear.”
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“And the kid?”
“Ah, now he’s a brave one. When I told him his family
was dead and he was all alone in the world, he didn’t show
his fear. When I took him into the depths of the mine and
threatened to leave him there all alone in the dark, he wasn’t
afraid. On top of the cliff, looking down at the long drop to
the rocks below, he still wasn’t scared. But I managed to find
his fear. In the end, I always manage to discover what it is that
someone’s truly afraid of.”
“What was the boy’s fear?”
“The boy, it turns out, is terrified of drowning. Or he was,
at least. What’s the time, Detective?”
Realization rushed through Shaw’s neurons like a surging
flood. The city’s water control structure regulated everyday at
2:30 in the afternoon.
“Have they released the pressure on the valves yet today?”
Edgar called after Shaw as he bolted from the room.
Racing past the uniform in the hall, he pulled his cell out
of his trouser pocket and dialed.
“It’s Shaw. I need a rescue unit and dive team sent over to
the Geede’s Water Control Dam by the Green River reservoir.
No exact location, but start with the overflow side, near the
external ports. I’ll meet them there.”
Detective Shaw raced through the front doors of the
precinct, the uniformed officer close on his heels. He trotted
across the lot and climbed up into his Jeep. A second door
slamming shut echoed his.
“What the hell are you doing?” he asked Frank, who was
donning the passenger seat belt. “Never mind, there’s no time
to argue.”
Shaw started the engine, driving the car like a little boy’s
life depended on it. “Make yourself useful and call the city
water works. Get in touch with the engineer in control of
maintaining the water pressure and see if it isn’t too late to
stop him from flicking the switch, will you?”
Reaching out the window, he slapped the magnetic police
strobe to his roof and flicked the switch, siren and light going
full force. He did his best to focus on driving, to ignore the
conversation taking place in the passenger seat. If the flood
gates had been released, he didn’t want to know, didn’t want
to chance losing hope and slowing down. He’d made up his
mind that he’d be bringing that little boy home alive and he
wasn’t going to fail. He couldn’t fail. Only that little boy didn’t
have a family to come home to. Shaw pushed the thought
from his mind and directed his focus on the road.
Frank tried to give him an update, but he waved it away,
hitting the rough dirt road that led to the dam with a jolt that
took years off the life of his suspension. Dust billowed into
the air in an angry cloud around the speeding SUV. Frank
clutched at the seatbelt stretched across his chest, willing it
to do its job. Pulling up to the water’s edge, Shaw hopped
out, leaving the Jeep running. He knew the valves had been
released by the level of the still rising water. He ran over, his
pace slowing as he entered the maelstrom, struggling against
the current. He kept as close to the structure as he could,
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searching for any signs of the child. The sound of the rushing
water filled his ears like radio static. He lost his footing and
stumbled. His head dipped beneath the surface of the water,
a quick dunk, but in that moment his brain registered what
his eyes didn’t.
He dove back down, using his legs to push him closer
to the wall. His eyes protested again the exposure, but he
fought to keep them open, searching for what he knew was
there. His hands found the small recess first. He contorted
himself, wrenching his back as he raised his face into the gap
of air remaining at the top. He took a gulp, wrapped one arm
through a hole in the cinderblock, another around the kid
and propelled towards the surface. The water rushed around
them in a frenzy, fighting to wrest the child from his grasp,
unwilling to relinquish the prize it had been promised. Shaw
labored towards the shore. Frank waded into the turbulent
current to help, taking the cinderblock from Shaw. The
weight was on such a short length of chain from the boy that
the two men almost had to hug as they fought their way back
to the sandy bank of the reservoir.
Shaw set the boy down on the grass and then ran to
his Jeep to grab a blanket. He stripped the boy’s shirt off,
wrapping the fleece tightly around him. Collapsing on the
ground beside the kid, Shaw sat panting, trying to catch his
breath. He pulled his phone out of his pocket and tried to
power it on, but that was one battle the water had won.
“Want me to radio it in?” Frank asked.
Still breathless, Shaw gave Frank a thumbs-up and waved
him to the car. Turning to the boy, he wiped a lock of wet hair
as gently as he could from the kid’s forehead. The boy stared
up at him with huge eyes.
“You’re going to be okay, kid,” Shaw whispered.
The kid whimpered and then lunged at Shaw, burying
his face in the man’s chest with such force that he pulled
the cinderblock with him. Shaw grunted as he absorbed the
shock. Hesitantly, he put a hand on the kid’s back in what he
hoped was a gesture of comfort. He allowed himself to relax a
bit as he heard sirens in the distance, heralding the approach
of the rescue unit and the end of a long day. The kid in his
arms was going to have a hard time, but at least he had the
chance. Shaw knew that was how he was going to live with
the memories of what he had seen earlier.
“Where’s Jimmy and Allan?” a small voice said from his
arms.
“Who are they?” Shaw asked.
“They were with me at my birthday party, when the bad
man came.”
***

Back at the station, staring hungrily at the sticky
mug rings on the table, Edgar muttered softly to himself,
“And you, Detective, are afraid that I managed to discover
your fear. In the end I always manage to make my playmates
face what it is that they’re truly afraid of.” ■
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Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s classic character is back!

Professor Challenge r:
The Kew GrowThs and other stories
by William Meikle

Follow Challenger as, with the help of journalist Edward
Malone, and some aid from Carnacki and John Logie
Baird, he saves London from menace, tracks down apemen, and visits a high plateau in Montana where time has
stood still.

Praise for Professor Challenger: The Island of Terror
“Mr. Meikle continues to write outstanding stories.…”

—Famous monsters oF Filmland

“… a non-stop, action-packed and glorious Saturday-morningmatinee-style romp that will not fail to entertain.”

—GinGer nuts oF Horror

“… in the classic pulp tradition. Meikle captures the feel of the
characters with consummate skill. I recommend it highly.”

—THE BRITISH FANTASY SOCIETY

DarkRenaissance.com

David Baldacci

ROBIE AND REEL WEAR THE “KING’S” CROWN IN “THE TARGET”
Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo: Provided by Publicist

Number-one New York Times bestselling author David Baldacci’s latest thriller is “The
Target.” It’s also the latest in the Will Robie series, co-starring his partner Jessica Reel.
Many readers know David from his King and Maxwell series, where he did release
that latest book of the same name back in November 2013. Unlike King and Maxwell,
former Secret Service agents turned investigators, Robie and Reel are highly skilled
U.S. government assassins. Baldacci first introduced Robie back in 2012 with “The
Innocent.”
Baldacci burst onto the scene back in 1996 with his debut book, “Absolute Power,”
and if that title rings a bell, it should since it was made into a movie starring Clint
Eastwood and Gene Hackman. Not a bad start for an author. It put Baldacci’s name
on the top of a short list of masters of the political/spy thriller genre.
“The Target” is the third book in the series, following the 2013 release of “The
Hit,” which debuted Jessica Reel as an assassin equal in talent and lethal cunning to
Robie.
Baldacci has released the first eight chapters of the book for free on Amazon,
which is a perfect way to get that one-bite appetizer taste of “The Target.”
Here’s a synopsis, and an exclusive interview with Baldacci:
The President knows it’s a perilous, high-risk assignment. If he gives the order,
he has the opportunity to take down a global menace, once and for all. If the mission fails, he would face certain
impeachment, and the threats against the nation would multiply. So the president turns to the one team that
can pull off the impossible: Will Robie and his partner, Jessica Reel.
Together, Robie and Reel’s talents as assassins are unmatched. But there are some in power who don’t trust
the pair. They doubt their willingness to follow orders. And they will do anything to see that the two assassins
succeed, but that they do not survive.
As they prepare for their mission, Reel faces a personal crisis that could well lead old enemies right to her
doorstep, resurrecting the ghosts of her earlier life and bringing stark danger to all those close to her. And all the
while, Robie and Reel are stalked by a new adversary: an unknown and unlikely assassin, a woman who has
trained her entire life to kill, and who has her own list of targets—a list that includes Will Robie and Jessica Reel.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Can you give us an inside look at “The Target” that is not on the back cover?
David Baldacci (D.B.): I’ve created a character in Chung-Cha that is totally different for me. And I had never explored the world
of North Korea before. Fascinating.
S. MAG.: Why is Will Robie the perfect series hero?

“I write often about people with special skills,
but they’re still human, not superhuman.”
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D.B.: He’s a compassionate killer, which provides lots of fodder for books. I’ve taken a man who you would ordinarily root against
and made him sympathetic and flawed and ever evolving. All great material for a series.
S. MAG.: With three books—“King and Maxwell,” “The Target,” and your YA book, “The Finisher”—coming out so quick,
when do you sleep?
D.B.: Between the hours of 3 and 4 a.m. every Tuesday.
S. MAG.: The beginning of the book or the end of the book—which do you feel has a bigger impact on the reader, but is more
difficult to write for the author?
D.B.: The first pages are always the most fun and the most frustrating. You’re starting a new book, the energy level is high,
but you’re still feeling your way because you need time with your characters to get to know them or—in the case of recurring
characters—reacquaint yourself with them. The ending is fun because I never know how it will end when I sit down to write a
book. I work my way to the finale.
S. MAG.: With social media allowing the author to have instant access to review and feedback, do you let the thoughts of fans
affect your future writing?
D.B.: No. I need to write about what interests me. I can’t let something get in the way of that. I’ve been doing this long enough to
know that I should trust my instincts over that of a stranger posting something online.
S. MAG.: The pace of your books is so quick. What is the biggest challenge you face to keep the pace so fierce?
D.B.: Plausibility and credibility. I write often about people with special skills, but they’re still human, not superhuman. I have
to draw the line at that point. But pace need not come simply from action. It can come from intrigue and suspense. The threat of
something bad about to happen can make the pages turn just as readily as an explosion or car chase.
S. MAG.: Now you have put yourself in the YA category, what is the story behind this step in your career?
D.B.: I’ve always loved fantasy and I wanted to build my own world. The novel took me five years, but was well worth it. And I’m
going to keep doing it.
S. MAG.: King and Maxwell vs. Robie and Reel, who wins? Since you edited the ITW book “Face Off,” I thought I would give
you your own version.
D.B.: Maxwell and Reel would fight to a draw. But Robie would probably be able to take Sean
King. But then Sean could sue him for his injuries and probably win.
S. MAG.: What is the best compliment you can receive as an
author?
D.B.: “I love your books so much I’m putting you in my will.”
Works for me!
S. MAG.: What can readers expect to see from you in the future?
D.B.: More series, more YA, more standalone works. Different
genres. Just more stories. It’s what I do.
We would like to thank David for etching out a little time in
his busy schedule to talk with us. For more information on all
of David’s books, including his latest YA novel, “The Finisher,”
please visit his website www.davidbaldacci.com. ■
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The

Demon Script
By Fred D. White

I felt it again in the middle of rehearsals; it was as if some alien entity had taken over the character of Jason. Maybe I was
trying too hard to enter Jason’s psyche (as Kora had rendered it), or his mythic universe in which gods and demons meddled
in the affairs of mortals.
Or maybe it a bizarre side-effect of withdrawal. I certainly needed a fix, but Kora was holding out on me, on Pauline, too.
“Give me a flawless dress rehearsal first.”
JASON: Your eyes are filled with rage . . .
MEDEA: You betrayed me, you pig. You think you can slip into the arms of another woman and get away with it?
“Whoa—time out.” I pushed her away.
Pauline’s Medean rage didn’t falter. She unsheathed her dagger and pressed it under my chin. At the same time, she hissed
through gritted teeth: “What is wrong with you?”
How to explain it? I wanted to escape the mess I’d gotten myself into. Kora was eyeing us from the front row of the rickety
loft comprising the East Village theater.
“I want a drink,” I said, adding quickly, “of water. My throat is dry.”
Pauline sighed in exasperation and retracted her dagger. “Sorry, Kora.”
“We open in two days,” Kora grumbled as she approached the stage. “What crawled up your ass, Jeremy?”
“I...blanked out on my lines.”
Kora aimed a finger at me, her wrist jangling with amulets. “A flawless dress tomorrow.” Her eyes flashed ultimatum, then
she stalked out of the theater.
“Are you happy now?” Pauline said.
“Relieved. Now we can talk.”
“I don’t want to talk.” She fixed her gaze on the exit, as if expecting Kora to reappear.
“Yeah, well, we need to—”
“What I mean is, I do want to talk, but not now, not here. Stop by my place in a few hours. Call me paranoid, but I
wouldn’t put it past Kora to have planted a bug somewhere on the stage.”
“So you do suspect—”
She made a fierce zipper movement across her lips.
Later that evening Pauline buzzed me though the outside door of her tenement on St. Mark’s Place. Gunfire, explosions,
screeching tires from a dozen TVs echoed through the corridors. I banged on her door and she quickly materialized behind
a web of chains.
“I forgot you were coming over!” A moment later she was pressing her nails into my arm. “I’m glad you’re here, though.”
I noticed that her forehead and neck were gleaming with sweat. “Exercising?”
“Rearranging the furniture. It’s better than yoga. Kora is full of it when she insists we can re-channel the Need into
additional rehearsals.” As she spoke, Pauline kept adjusting her robe over her right shoulder and wincing.
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“I still can’t believe she did that to you.”
“I think it’s infected. I should be on antibiotics.”
“Can I see it?” I gently slid Pauline’s robe from her shoulder. The bandages were saturated. “These need to be changed.
I’ll help—”
Pauline pushed his hand away. “She’s coming over tonight and will be bringing fresh bandages.”
“Kora? Here?”
Pauline nodded gravely. “She said we—she and I—had to rework a scene or two. I don’t know why she wants to do that
tonight...I asked her if it could wait until tomorrow morning’s rehearsal, so she could work with both of us, and she said
absolutely not—something about needing to work some kinks out with me alone; that you would only be in the way.”
“She doesn’t need me just for the scene changes, or for the whole freaking play?”
Pauline shrugged—and winced in pain. A long silence followed.
Finally I said, “Do you have a gun?”
Her eyes flashed fear. “Why on earth would I need a gun? No, I don’t have a gun. Aren’t you overreacting?”
“How can you ask that after what she did to you?”
“She called it a love bite.” Pauline stood up, paced, and sat back down.
“Some love bite—she ripped the flesh off your shoulder!”
“Let’s forget about me for a minute. Tell me what’s been eating you.”
“I want out.”
“What do you mean? Out of the show?”
“Kora has turned Euripides’ masterpiece into a depraved sex fantasy. A filmmaker friend told me she used to produce
porno flicks—maybe still does. He was pretty sure she acted in some of them.”
Pauline’s face went slack, as if I had just triggered a post-hypnotic suggestion. Suddenly she sashayed up to me and
extended her long, slender arms.
“Maybe she’ll invite us to co-star in one of them.”
“You think that’s funny?”
“Tell me, Lord Jason, does my raw lust excite you? Or are you afraid it might...devour you?”
“Stop it, Pauline. We’re not rehearsing tonight.” Yet even as I said that I saw myself reaching for her hand and bringing it
to my lips.
The demon lurking behind Jason began to stir...
JASON: I hunger for you, body and soul.
MEDEA: I’m yours for the taking—but my price is high—higher than you may realize.
I forced myself out of character and pushed Pauline aside, forgetting about her wounded shoulder. She cried out, but
instantly returned to character and rushed back to me, gliding her tongue over her lips.
“I’m worth it! I’m worth sacrificing your life to possess.”
I grabbed her wrists and guided her to the sofa. “Listen to me, will you? This isn’t just a play; it’s a—”
Pauline deftly unhooked herself from his grip—and in so doing, exposed a breast.
She languidly covered it, grinning slightly. “It’s a what?”
She was still in character, enticing me with her body, breaking down what little resistance I had left, but I had enough left
to say, more urgently than ever, “You’ve got to listen to me, Pauline. I think our lives are in danger.”
Pauline/Medea tossed her head back and laughed throatily. “O, love, you can’t be serious.”
“Don’t you see? Kora has us both under a spell.”
The flicker of fear returned. She tightened her robe and crossed her legs under herself. “Kora gives me the creeps, but—”
“Why is she coming over here?”
“I already told you: she wants to rework a scene or two.”
“That doesn’t make sense. If she wanted to rework a scene, she would have worked with both of us, and in the theater,
not here.”
“But she also mentioned...replenishments.” Pauline made some undecipherable gesture with her hand.
So that was it. I should have known. I headed for the door. There was little hope in trying to persuade an addict desperate
for a fix, despite the fact that I myself—
“Wait!”
I turned.
“The dagger scene...”
“What about it?”
“At rehearsal two days ago—” Pauline’s eyes were darting back and forth in recollection. “When I moved toward you and
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unsheathed my dagger—do you remember how you reacted?”
“Remind me.”
Pauline sprung over to me, letting the robe fall open, and drilled her middle finger into my neck just above the V of my
collarbone. The pressure, the way her nail gouged my skin, made me shiver with pleasure. I could feel my pulse throbbing
against her finger.
“Don’t stop,” I managed to say.
“My oh my; such masochism.”
I tore away from her and fell back against the sofa. All at once the memory of that rehearsal flooded into my brain.
It had been raining and sleeting and the dank stench of sewer penetrated the cracked walls of the theater-loft. Pauline and I
had been standing motionless stage left, awaiting Kora’s cue to continue.
“All right, Medea,” Kora rasped from the shadows, a puppet master manipulating their strings. She leaned forward,
clutching her rolled-up script as if she were about to swat a fly with it. Even in semi-darkness her dark eyes gleamed with
uncanny intensity and mercilessness. “Take it from ‘Here I am, lover—all that you have always desired.’”
MEDEA: Here I am, lover—the woman you’ve always desired.
“ ‘You have always desired.’ ‘You have’!” Kora yelled. “Medea does not use contractions!”
MEDEA: Here I am, lover—all that you HAVE always desired.
JASON: Keep away from me.
MEDEA (Moving closer to him): After all I’ve—after all I have sacrificed for you? Not on your life.
JASON: I am warning you . . .
MEDEA (Unsheathing her dagger): It is time, then, for a final reckoning. It is time for me to shed your blood.
(She rips open JASON’s shirt and brings the dagger to his neck.)
“Hold it!” Kora darted from the shadows to confront Pauline. “You don’t exactly sound like the sorceress you’re supposed
to be.”
Pauline pointed the dagger at her and hissed, “Maybe I need a fix.”
Kora’s eyes were now hot coals. Suddenly, she pulled Pauline to her bosom. “A fix, you say? You’ve forgotten our pact,
dearest.” She caressed Pauline’s cheek, then Kora opened Pauline’s robe and licked her sweaty shoulder.
“What the hell are you doing?”
“Arousing you.” And with the swiftness of a viper, Kora clamped her mouth down upon her shoulder and tore away a
gob of flesh.
Pauline screamed, lurched away. I gasped as Kora reached for a towel and dabbed Pauline’s bloody shoulder with it.
Finally, she scuttled into the shadows like an oversized roach.
The dizziness had passed and I eased myself from the sofa. Avoiding Pauline’s eyes, I headed for the door once again.
“No, don’t leave.”
“I shouldn’t have come by this evening.”
“Stay with me, Jason. Jeremy. Both of you. I need both of you. I’m scared.”
I stared at her, startled by how pallid her complexion had become. “If you want me to help, you’ve got to tell me what’s
going on.”
“All right—don’t lecture me.” She took a deep breath. “She...said she...”
I waited.
“...wants me for a porno film. It wasn’t a request.”
“It doesn’t surprise me.”
“Is that all you can say?”
I put my arms around her, careful not to scrape her shoulder, and whispered, “Lord Jason has a cunning idea, my Queen.”
For the first time that evening, Pauline smiled. “Tell me!”
“You and I are gonna get the fuck out of New York City. Now.”
“If only that were possible.”
“Of course it’s possible. You think I’m joking? Pack your bags and we’ll head straight for Grand Central, hop on the Metro
to Boston or Philly or where-the-hell-ever.”
Pauline placed her clammy hands against the sides of my head. The dusky odor of her sweaty body began to arouse me
again. “Come on now,” she was saying, “it isn’t that bad.” Suddenly she began to cry.
With all my resistance sapped away, I clamped my mouth against her throat; the bittersweet taste of her moist flesh made
me delirious. Pauline/Medea now urged me back to the sofa; she pressed my hand between her legs.
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Our lovemaking was violent and anguished.
As we lay entangled, I said, “I refuse to play Jason.”
“Maybe the changes she has in mind will make the role more...palatable? We both need to be more up front with her. She
has put so much time and energy into this project, after all.”
“She’s corrupt, Pauline.” I got dressed. “The Jason I feel taking shape inside me—her Jason—it feels like some alien
parasite. Yes! She somehow has created parasitic worms that have wriggled their way into our brains.”
Pauline laughed mirthlessly.
“C’mon, let’s get out of this city.”
“I can’t!”
“You mean you won’t. It’s the parasite that’s affecting your will, Pauline. Can’t you see that?”
“Please go away.” She rushed into the bathroom and locked the door.
“Fine!” I shouted. “Be your own worst enemy!”
I went to the front door, grabbed the doorknob—fearing for a split second that it might not open. I hurtled himself down
the stairs. I leaped for the outer door, yanked it open—and froze.
There stood Kora, looming before me like a giant voodoo doll. The playwright-director’s face was rough and leathery,
with severe angular eyebrows and a cruel but sensual mouth. Large golden rings in the middle of which twirled pentacles,
hung from her ears.
“Why, Jason,” she rasped. It sounded more like clearing her throat. Her onyx-black eyes flashed hostility. “My poor
discombobulated servant. Why the hand-in-the-birdcage look? Did the two of you enjoy yourselves?”
I backed away a step. “What? We were only—”
“Don’t waste my time bullshitting me.”
She glanced up the stairs as if half-expecting to see Pauline. In that split second, I pushed past her and rushed down the
stoop and into the night. I didn’t have to look over my shoulder to know that Kora was tailing me. I picked up speed, fighting
my growing terror. No matter what, I had to break free of the vile hold she had on me. I broke into a run. I ran for several
blocks; and when I stopped to catch my breath, there was Kora right behind me.
“Feel better now?”
“Stay away from me.”
“Oh, let’s not overact. What would you do if I took you seriously?”
I turned away from her and was about to break into a run again when she clamped my arm.
“Walk into the park with me.”
We sat down on a bench near a derelict fountain. For several moments we just sat in silence, watching drunks and
burnouts staggering about.
Finally she spoke. “If you are clever enough, you can create your own reality—and not an illusion that hides reality, mind
you, but your own reality. Do you agree, Jason?”
“So what?”
“Come now, a man with your reputation should answer more assertively than that. Illusion will transmute into reality
once you are fully into character; is that not so?”
I shrugged.
“Well?”
“Sure, why not? What the hell’s your point?”
“He patronizes me! The mythic hero patronizes me!”
I thought about running again. If I could just lose her in the dark—it couldn’t be that difficult in this urban jungle. But
then again, she seemed to be a creature of the dark.
“Now then, Jeremy...Jason, you must properly prepare for the great adventure that awaits you.”
“Listen to me, Kora.” I wrenched myself free of the spell she was casting on me. “I can’t be Jason any longer.”
“But lover, you are Jason.”
“So you say. It’s your warped illusion of Jason, not mine.”
Her eyes narrowed.
“That dagger scene...”
“What about it?”
“I...I can’t do it.”
“Of course you can,” she said. “Don’t you realize that you’re in command throughout the play? You are exceptionally
convincing; Pauline, on the other hand . . .”
Kora’s eyes pierced through me. “As a matter of fact, I’ve already found a much more suitable Medea for you, one who
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can truly become Medea, the way you can become Jason. Pauline is a hysterical waif—and anemic as well. It’s the difference
between, say, a street chippy and a harlot of epic proportions.”
“I’m afraid you’ve got it backwards. I’m the feeble one.”
She grinned mockingly, revealing unusually prominent incisors. Then she rose haughtily from the bench. “You’ll be
hearing from me soon. Know what I mean? When the sight of me will be the most beautiful thing in the world?”
I watched her amble out of the park, feeling hopeless. But as soon as she vanished I began to recover my optimism. I
jogged back to my room and started packing. A grim thought kept prodding me, though: Where should I go? Philly? D.C?
Hustle towns, just like here. I had nowhere to go.
An hour later I was lying in bed, watching the frayed curtains stirring feebly in the humid air. Every cell in my body was
beginning to feel the Need. It would be only a matter of hours now before I would be directing every thought, every breath
of air, toward the Need: the one that Kora satisfied. I laughed derisively at myself. Escape—yeah, right.
But I was building a new resolve. I would escape. I would simply do it and worry about the physical consequences later.
I reached down to feel the duffle bag beside my bed. It soothed my apprehensions. What was so necessary about choosing a
destination anyway? I would start with Philly, since the fare there was cheapest. Then, once I scraped up extra cash, I would
head West.
I was overcome with exhaustion. The Need persisted, like some diabolical shape in the darkness...like Kora herself.
The room began to turn. Walls swirled together with the curtains and the light fixtures. First, I dreamt that I was on a bus
barreling through the Lincoln Tunnel—it suddenly veered out of control on the Washington Bridge. “We’re going over!” the
driver shouted. And then I was no longer on the doomed bus, but on a hot, dark stage with Pauline/Medea...
MEDEA (Unsheathing her dagger): At last, Jason.
JASON: What are you doing?
MEDEA: Look at me . . .
JASON: How can I not? Your beauty holds me captive.
MEDEA: Yes, now come closer.
JASON (Obeying): Let me feel it against my throat.
MEDEA: Swear your eternal love for me.
JASON: The blade, Medea! The blade that has sliced the throats of a dozen lovers—it’s my turn now.
A sharp rapping at the door tore me from my nightmare. Fear clamped my chest as I listened. Nothing...only the din from
the street. But wait—
I crept toward the door, listening. More knocking. Was I actually awake?
“Who’s there?” I said.
“The one, the only...”
“What the hell do you want, Kora?”
“It’s what you want, lover.”
A moment’s silence; then she added, “Along with some urgent scene changes.”
I didn’t know what to do. Finally, convinced that I was making a terrible mistake, I fumbled with the locks and chains
and opened the door.
I could not believe my eyes. Kora was wearing Pauline’s robe. Gold pentacles dangled from her ears. She was carrying a
video camera mounted on a tripod. As I grasped for words, Kora entered and locked the door.
“I told you that Pauline wasn’t right for the part, didn’t I?”
She smiled; her teeth looked streaked with blood. I had to be hallucinating. And her eyes! They were eerily different: the
irises were yellow and catlike, and as she moved closer to me I could detect a sulfurous odor. I gagged; then tried to leave.
But I could not move.
Kora unfolded the legs of the tripod, positioned it against the wall, made a few adjustments to the video camera.
“Now then . . .” she said, clasping my shoulders. “I hope you’re ready.” She began to slither, reptilian.
I found myself moving in unison with her. “The dagger, the dagger,” I whispered.
Without interrupting her hypnotic gyrations, Kora unfastened her robe—Pauline’s robe—and let it fall. Her breasts were
smeared with blood. She slid the dagger from the leather sheath attached to her muscular thigh.
“It was a beautiful sacrifice, Jason,” she said, “and I did it all for you...utterly for you.”
And as she continued to speak—now in a guttural language I could not identify, much less understand—I, Jason, dropped
to my knees and eased myself back upon the floor, all the while helping Kora/Medea guide the gleaming dagger toward my
throat. ■
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