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We all know that reviews are extremely
important for sales and author stability
with their publisher. A positive review in
a national, widely read publication can do
wonders for an author, but when reviewers
write a negative review, is it necessary?
This question came to me while I was on
a panel at ThrillerFest. Two panelists—I will
withhold names—stated that they publish
negative reviews because it gives them
respectability. I have to say that I disagree with that statement 100%, and it sort of makes
me angry. They were actually proud of the fact that they do publish negative reviews.
Our approach in Suspense Magazine has not been to “review” a book but to give
the reader of the magazine recommendations. First off, a review is simply one person’s
opinion of the story—this is very important to keep in mind.
I think to publish a negative review simply because you believe it garners respectability
is irresponsible and brings our profession down to a level we don’t want to be at. Wouldn’t
it be simply better to not publish a review of the book, instead of telling an author that the
work they spent thousands of hours on is crap? The public would be better served to have
an idea of what to buy instead of having to go through reviews that tell them not to buy it.
When you go on Amazon and see buyers of the product or reviewers that were
given the book to review, they’re different. I have no problem with them talking about
their experience with the book. I think that publications, like our magazine, have a
responsibility to focus on the positive
instead of the negative with reviews.
In short, the profession that we have
chosen is one that needs to focus on being
more responsible to the author and the
industry. Reviewers who simply sit back,
trashing someone’s work for their own
deluded gain, is a gross misconduct of the
power they’ve been given. Being negative
just for the sake of negativity seems pointless
and does nothing to move our profession
in a positive direction. Nor does it keep
people reading and writing. There is always
something negative to find if you choose to
look, but keep in mind that writing a book is
not an easy task.
John Raab
CEO/Publisher
Suspense Magazine ■
“Reviews within this magazine are the opinions of the individual reviewers and are provided solely for the purpose of assisting
readers 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, Ashley Dawn (Wintters), DJ
Weaver, CK Webb, Elliott Capon, J.M. LeDuc, S.L. Menear, Leslie Borghini, Susan Santangelo, and Amy Lignor.”
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Spirit

MOUNTAIN

M

y body is shaking so violently I feel as if it might
shatter. But it’s not the bone-chilling cold filling this
room causing my intense response. That cold I can tolerate.
This is something else—something not of this world.
I want to run…dear God how I want to run, but there’s
nowhere to go. I’m hiding until this miserable day ends, if it
ends. The horrifying shrieks have finally subsided and I hope
and pray that means all of this will soon be over, one way or
the other.
Huddled in the corner, I strain to hear any sign of life; a
bird’s song, a child’s laugh. Anything to tell me it’s safe. But
the summer day is void of sound. No crickets chirping. No
croaking of lonely tree frogs. There’s nothing but the silence
and the impenetrable darkness.
I must warn others to stay away from this Godforsaken
mountain. There’s something here that isn’t explainable.
Perhaps it’s not real. Have I lost my mind and tipped into
insanity? Be it the ramblings of an unstable mind or the
observations of a man who’s desperately trying to save others,
my story must be told. I struggle to pull my recorder from my
shirt pocket. My hands are shaking so hard it’s difficult. The
recorder finally free, I push the ‘on’ button and begin…
___
egret is a bitter pill that must be swallowed by all of us
at some point in our life. Maybe we regret succumbing
to carnal desire with a partner with no name. Perhaps the
regret is associated with a harsh word spoken or a poor
business decision made. I have the luxury of sitting here in
the darkness reflecting upon all my bad choices. With some,
I can still taste regret’s bitterness.
What if I’d not been so meticulous? What if I hadn’t come
to the mountain? What if I’d not insisted on getting that one
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By Karen Fritz

last interview? I want to scream at the “what if ’s.” But I can’t
go back. Can’t undo what’s done. The malignant beauty of
regret is that it replays your mistakes over and over in your
mind—never letting you forget. How I wish I could.
I so clearly recall that small slip of paper and the phone
number scrawled across it. I wish I’d lost that damn little piece
of paper, but the OCD perfectionist in me would never let
that happen. I’d tried multiple times to reach Mr. Makepeace
by phone, to no avail. I should’ve realized the Universe was
trying to protect me, but I couldn’t see that either.
Marshall, my roommate, sat across the table from me that
morning slurping up the last of his Frosted Flakes. “Phone’s
not gonna dial itself,” he said between bites.
“Yeah, I know.” I tossed the paper to the side and stirred
my soggy cereal. “He probably has caller ID. That’s why he’s
not picking up.”
“Who’s not picking up?” Marshall asked, standing to
rinse his bowl in the sink.
“Mr. Makepeace.”
“And who is he again?”
“The mayor and town historian of Asgina.”
“Why don’t you get in the car and drive up to…what’d
you call it?”
“As - ghee - na,” I replied slowly. “Because if I go without
Mr. Makepeace’s blessing, I’ll get nothing. Moonshiners don’t
just talk to anyone. They’re suspicious by nature.”
Marshall dried the bowl and put it in the cabinet,
turning toward me. “You’ve already interviewed a bunch of
moonshiners from all over the state. Do you really need the
Spirit Mountain shiners?”
“Yes.” I ran a hand through the brown tangle of hair
covering my head. “Spirit Mountain shine is some of the
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finest in the state. It’s a brew all other shiners try to replicate.
There’s something on that mountain that makes it different—
better.”
I shoved my bowl away from me. I wanted that interview
more than anything on this earth, and I realized I’d be willing
to do just about anything to get it. So there was no choice
but to try Mr. Makepeace’s number again. Picking up the
phone, I slid the scrap of paper in front of me. I didn’t need
to look at the number; I’d dialed it so many times I knew it
by heart. Carefully, I punched in the digits and waited. On
the third ring, a man answered. “Mr. Makepeace, this is Jake
Manning.”
“Yes, Mr. Manning, I recognize your voice from the
multiple messages you've left on my answering machine.
You’re the reporter from the flatlands. I believe we’ve chatted
before.”
“That’s correct. I’m still very interested in interviewing
you and Mr. Crane. This interview is the final piece for my
article. All I need is a couple of hours of your time, and then
I’ll be out of your hair. Just tell me when and where.”
“Mr. Manning, I appreciate your determination. If
memory serves me, and it usually does, I’ve already told you
there’d be no interview. I’m sure you have more than enough
fodder to fill multiple pages in your magazine. There’s
nothing we can add—moonshine is moonshine.”
“That’s not what I hear. According to the shiners in other
parts of the state, what’s produced on Spirit Mountain is like
nothing else, and Obediah Crane is the premier shiner. I’ll
be quick. Forget a couple of hours—just give me an hour.
Sixty minutes is all I need. It’s important I don’t misquote or
misinterpret the information I’ve gathered.”
“Stay away from this mountain, Mr. Manning. It’s
dangerous. There’s nothing we can give you, you don’t already
have.”
“Mr. Makepeace, I have a job to do, and I plan on
completing my assignment. So I can come to your mountain
with your blessings, or I will come without them. I’m
prepared to do either.”
“Then you’d be a fool.”
There was a long pause. I thought for a moment he’d
disconnected the call.
Finally, he said, “Have it your way. I’ll give you sixty
minutes and not a minute more, and then I want you off the
mountain. Are we in agreement?”
“Absolutely.” I was elated.
“One more thing, keep the name of the town and the
mountain out of your article.”
“No problem. I can do that.”
“Mr. Manning, there’s a reason we don’t want visitors.
This mountain isn’t safe for outsiders. I can’t stress that
enough. If your article caused people to seek us out and
come to our town, you’d ultimately be responsible for what
happens to them. That would be your burden to bear. There
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are things on this mountain beyond explanation.”
An uneasiness rose inside my gut. I refused to
acknowledge it and pushed it away. Mr. Makepeace drew
in a resigned breath at my silence. “You’ve been warned.
That’s all I can do. You’ll have to deal with the consequences.
Remember, you have one hour. After that, you must leave the
mountain. Can you be in Asgina by noon tomorrow?”
“Absolutely.”
“I’ll email you directions later this afternoon.”
“Don’t go to the trouble. I’ve got GPS.”
A soft, humorless laugh came across the line. “Mr.
Manning, your wireless gadgets won’t work on Spirit
Mountain. I’ll drive down the mountain to the doctor’s office.
He lets some of us use his computer. Now, if you’ll give me
your email address.”
When I hung up the phone, the unsettled feeling
had grown into a nagging worry. I didn’t know what Mr.
Makepeace was alluding to or the purpose of his cryptic
warning. Whatever his intentions, he certainly had succeeded
in making me more than a little uncomfortable, but it’d take
more than discomfort to keep me from a story.
___
turned off the recorder. I should have given the discomfort
more thought, heeded Mr. Makepeace’s warning, but I
didn’t. The darkness seems thicker…the air is charged with
an unidentifiable energy. Maybe this room, my sanctuary,
isn’t as secure as I think. My fear is being fed by the darkness,
and it’s growing inside of me. I take a deep calming breath
and continue…
___
he next morning I sat with my coffee and pulled out
the emailed directions. Skimming the instructions, my
eyes focused on a brief note typed at the bottom of the page.
‘Please reconsider.’ I lingered over the words for a moment,
longer than I should have. Was Mr. Makepeace really so
interested in my wellbeing? Maybe he was worried that all
the attention would bring law enforcement to the mountain.
Perhaps moonshine was the main industry—the thing that
put bread on the table. I understood that. I made a mental
note to ask if that was the issue. Checking my watch, I
realized if I was going to make it to Asgina by noon I needed
to get on the road.
Putting my car in gear, I drove out of my neighborhood
into a brilliant, warm, late summer morning.
Four and a half hours later, I arrived on Spirit Mountain.
After another forty-five minutes of curvy dirt roads and
dead ends, I finally saw a small rusted sign that noted I was
entering Asgina.
I guess I thought Asgina would be like many of the other
mountain towns I’d visited over the last several months—
small communities where a church was the center point of
the town. One grocery store, a small post office, and friendly
people noticing you were a stranger but happy to have you
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visit.
Main Street in Asgina was nothing more than a dirt
and gravel road, void of other vehicles and people. I noticed
the beautiful blue sky was now partially obscured by gray,
ominous clouds.
Getting out of my car, I felt an overwhelming sense of
dread. The grey patina of the weathered wooden buildings
and the pervasive silence did nothing to alleviate the feeling.
___
s I think back, I don’t recall hearing the birds—only
the silence. I wish I’d paid more attention to the silent
warning.
Asgina appeared to be nothing more than this one street.
Oddly, the buildings and the wooden plank sidewalks were
raised up on large wooden pillars, much like the construction
of beach homes raised high so the flooding tide could pass
beneath the structures. But Asgina wasn’t at the beach. There
were no steps; ramps led up to the sidewalks. The ramps were
on a pulley system so they could be lifted from the ground. I
was puzzling over the odd construction when a tall man with
long, black hair approached me. As he drew closer, I noticed
streaks of silver in his black mane.
“You must be Mr. Manning.” He held out his hand. “I’m
Nathanial Makepeace. Call me Nathan.”
I shook the older man’s hand. “It’s good to meet you. I’m
Jake.”
“It’s not what you expected, is it?”
A strained laugh escaped me. I knew he heard it in my
voice. “No, it’s not what I expected.”
Mr. Makepeace gave me a slight smile causing the creases
at the outer corners of his eyes to extend down to his brown
weathered cheeks. “Follow me. There’s a small diner up the
street. We can go there, get some lunch and talk.”
As I walked through the town, I felt as if I’d been thrown
back into the eighteen hundreds. I fully expected to see a
group of cowboys ride by me on big horses.
I said, “With everything raised as it is, you must get a lot
of flooding.”
He stopped, glanced in my direction, and then turned
and proceeded up a ramp to the small diner.
The diner looked much like a hundred others I’d visited
over the years. Stereotypical red and white checked curtains
hung in the windows. At the front of the diner there was
a worn Formica counter with a row of tattered red vinylcovered stools. The usual sounds and smells filled the air;
people talking, the clatter of dishes, the odor of grease and
something good. Further inside, I was surprised to see most
of the tables were occupied.
Several of the patrons acknowledged Nathan. Then they
saw me. A moment earlier, the room that was filled with
warmth and a genial camaraderie now turned icy. Multiple
pairs of brown eyes glared at me. The atmospheric change
in the diner was sudden and unquestionable. My presence
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here was quite clearly unwanted. The further I walked into
the diner, I noticed the stares were morphing into what I can
only describe as fear. The occupants whispered nervously to
one another.
“Keep moving,” Nathan said.
But I wanted to turn and watch them just as they were
watching me. I wanted to know what they were saying.
“What’s going on? Why are they…afraid?”
“I told you, there are things on this mountain beyond
explanation.” Nathan directed me to a table at the back of the
restaurant.
A young girl with curly auburn hair skipped over to us.
“Hey Nathan, I’m your waitress. What can I get you?”
“Hi Molly, two coffees.” He turned toward me. “You want
a sandwich?”
I nodded. “Whatever you’re having, I’ll have the same.”
Nathan turned back to Molly. “How about you get us a
couple of your mom’s chicken salad sandwiches?”
She wrote the order carefully and then looked up at me.
“Can I get…?” The words froze in the air between us as her
eyes widened with surprise and curiosity.
“Molly, it’s not polite to stare,” Nathan said. “You need to
apologize to Mr. Manning.”
“I’m sorry, mister. It’s just…I ain’t never seen nobody
with eyes like yours.”
I smiled. “Surely there’s someone in town with blue eyes.”
She shook her head, curls bouncing. “Nope, not a
soul.”
“Molly, go on now and give your mom our orders,” Mr.
Makepeace said.
She tore her eyes away from mine to look at Nathan, and
for a split second, I swore there was an odd glow to her eyes.
I blinked, and the next moment they were the brown eyes of
a young girl bounding toward the kitchen.
“You’ll have to forgive Molly. We don’t get many strangers
in Asgina.”
“It’s okay, she’s a cute kid. So tell me about your town.”
“Spirit Mountain and all that sits on it belongs to the
Native Americans, and with the exception of a few residents,
everyone in this town is Native American.”
“So that explains the unusual name. What does it mean?”
“Asgina was named for a malevolent spirit. For the Native
Americans, there is no universal spirit equivalent to Satan,
but some believe the Asgina is the devil.”
I sat back in my chair. “Why would a town be named for
the devil?”
“Asgina’s an old town. It’s been here for hundreds of
years. Before these buildings were built, mud and clay huts
and log cabins filled these lands. According to tribal legend,
the people on this mountain were terrorized by evil spirits.
Unfortunately, the history is incomplete and doesn’t reveal
why.
“In the last century, the people of this mountain have
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been waging a war; not a war with the white man, but a war
between the tribal Shamans and the Asgina. Even today,
there are traditionalists who believe strongly in spirits. These
individuals contend that our world and the spirit world are
interconnected.”
I shook my head. “I’m sorry, but I find it difficult to
comprehend how people can still believe in spirits and
demons and medicine men.”
“You come from the white man’s world; of course you
don’t understand ours. We’re taught the tribal Shamans
possess great powers. They have the ability to talk to the
spirits. The spirits guide them and help them heal and
provide advice.
“According to mythology, a malevolent spirit came to
live on this mountain. It deceived the people and caused
them great harm. The people cried out to the Shaman for
help. So the elderly medicine man came forward to defend
his tribe. He called upon his ancestors to help him defeat the
Asgina. But the demon was strong, and he had help from the
Raven Mocker witch. The old Shaman wasn’t able to defeat
the Asgina, but he was able to chase it away. However, when
the Asgina left it made a promise to return.
“Many years later, it came back to the mountain. Only
this time it was more cunning. Disguised as fog, it quietly
crept into the homes, marking some people, taking others.”
“But that’s just a story, a myth.”
Nathan looked down at his folded hands and then back
up at me. “As I told you over the phone, there are things on
this mountain that are dangerous and unexplainable. Even
myths can be rooted in fact.”
“This is the twenty-first century and you’re telling me
you believe in spirits?”
“No, I don’t believe in spirits. However, the evil that
possesses this town is undeniable. I’ve seen it, and the people
in this town have been touched by it. So whatever you want
to call it—the devil or a spirit—doesn’t matter. It’s here.”
Molly returned with a tray of sandwiches, chips and
coffee. She placed them on the table along with the bill. “Do
you need anything else?” she asked.
“I think we have everything we need,” Nathan said.
Molly stood in place, her brows furrowed with worry.
“Is something wrong?” Nathan asked.
Looking up into the older man’s face, she shifted her gaze
my way, then back to Nathan. In a whisper she said, “Is it
going to come? Is he going to make it come?” She glanced at
me again. “That’s what they’re sayin’.” She nodded toward the
other diners. “They say it’ll come.”
The older man tugged lightly on one of her curls. “That’s
nothing you need to worry about. Now run along. There are
others who need tending to.”
“Am I going to make who come?”
“Molly’s worried your presence here will bring the
Asgina.” Nathan nodded toward my food. “You should eat.
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Molly’s mom is a wonderful cook.”
Mechanically, I took a bite of the sandwich and chewed.
I was more focused on digesting the information than the
food. “Wonderful,” I parroted. “So what about the Asgina?”
“I think I’ll wait for Obediah. He’s lived on this mountain
all his life. He can explain things better than I.”
“Excellent. So he’s joining us?”
Heavy boots thudded behind me. I turned to see the
largest man I’d ever seen in my life. He was every bit of three
hundred pounds and near seven feet tall. Broad shouldered
and barrel chested, Obediah Crane was an impressive figure.
His white hair was pulled back into a long, thick braid. Dark
glasses covered his eyes. He dragged a chair from a nearby
table and placed it at the end of ours. The chair groaned
under the weight of his large frame.
“Obediah, thanks for making the trip into town.” Nathan
nodded toward me. “This is Jake Manning, the reporter I told
you about.”
I held out my hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you Mr.
Crane.” He made no move to acknowledge me. Awkwardly, I
dropped my hand. “I appreciate your time.”
Obediah leaned back in the chair and stared at me for a
long, very uncomfortable, few seconds.
“Nathan told you not to come but you didn’t listen. Your
presence has put this town at risk. You understand that?”
“Mr. Crane, I assure you I won’t disclose the name
or location of any of the people who provide me with
information.” I pulled a notepad from my shirt pocket and
flipped it open. “If you’re ready, we can get the interview
started, and I’ll be out of Asgina and out of your hair before
you know it.”
Obediah turned to Nathan. “You explained to him about
the mountain?”
Nathan nodded.
In a low, deep voice, Obediah said, “You came here to
interview me about moonshine. This mountain ain’t called
Spirit Mountain ‘cause of the shine. What’s here ain’t got
nothin’ to do with moonshine. Moonshine’s a means to an
end—numbs the reality. There’s evil on this mountain. It’s
possessed, and everyone who lives on it carries the mark of
that evil with them sooner or later. The mountain marked
me as a baby. I was lucky. Some aren’t so lucky. The Asgina
chooses who dies and who carries its mark. Can’t none of
us leave even if we wanted to. If you were smart, you’d leave
while you still can.”
“You’re grown men, and yet you believe in this ridiculous
myth.”
“Ain’t no myth. I’m livin’ proof. The Asgina came back to
the mountain when I was just a baby. It tried to pull me from
my mother’s arms, but she held me tight and wouldn’t let the
demon have me—so it took her, but not before marking me.
You need to leave before it claims you.”
___
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turn off the recorder. If only I’d understood the gravity
of what he said right then, I wouldn’t have hesitated. I
would’ve driven out of Asgina and never looked back.
In the silence, I hear something different. A quiet tapping
sound emanates from beneath the wooden floor. Fear rushes
through me again, fresh and new. I pray the flooring holds
and whatever is below me stays there. Turning back on the
recorder, I continue…
___
What happens when the Asgina claims someone?”
Obediah shrugged his large shoulders. His voice
barely above a whisper, “Don’t know for certain. We hear
the screams in the darkness and the fog—screams like
nothin’ you’ve heard before. They start out high pitched and
agonizing and then turn low and mournful. You can hear the
despair and sorrow and know without a doubt those poor,
tortured bastards are experiencing something far worse than
death.”
“Then what happens?”
“The Elders say the Asgina drags the person down into
the world below. They say it shares the victim with the Raven
Mocker witch as payment for its help; they say they eat the
internal organs of the victims.”
“Have you seen the Asgina? Do you know what it looks
like?”
“Don’t wanna see it. If I get that close, I won’t live to tell
about it. It comes in the fog, or maybe it is the fog. Either way,
you can’t see it until it takes you. That’s why the town is raised
off the ground, gives us a few precious seconds to escape.”
“You keep talking about being marked. What does that
mean?”
Obediah leaned in close. I smelled his sweat and tobacco.
He pulled the dark glasses from his face. What I saw caused
me to push away from the table. His eyes glowed yellow, and
his pupils weren’t round but rather slits in the glowing iris.
“What the hell?” I asked, stumbling to my feet.
“Boy, sit down.” He propped his elbows on the table,
hands clasped in front of him. Those damn yellow eyes
pinning me. “Look at me. This is what being marked looks
like.”
Slowly, I sank back into my chair.
“As to what this means.” He gave a humorless laugh
and slid the dark glasses back in place. “I can only repeat
the stories I’ve heard from the Elders. The glowing eyes
are a sign to the Great Spirit that the individual is soiled
and unworthy of passing through to the land of the spirits.
We’ve been marked by evil and cannot be purified. We
won’t be able to transform into a ghost to watch over our
families. Those marked by the Asgina will remain in a state
of perpetual limbo—stuck between the corporeal world and
the spirit world; livin’ in a state of nothingness. There will be
no human contact, only solitude and suffering. Or,” Obediah
leaned back in his chair, “sometimes the Asgina comes back

“
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and takes those it marked. Maybe in the end, that’s a blessing.
Either way, it’s the price all who live in this town will pay. The
Asgina made a promise to the Shaman that it’d return and
punish all who walk on this mountain.”
___
shiver runs through me as I recall the despair and
resignation in the big man’s voice. I no longer cared
about the moonshine or the story. I felt the fear in these
people. These people believed and now…so do I.
The urgency to tell my story grows stronger. I’m sure my
time is short.
___
There’s not a good ending to any of this, is there?” I asked.
A quick smile slid across Obediah’s face. “I believe this is
what you’d call being between a rock and a hard place.” His
gaze moved toward the front of the diner. “Boy, look out that
window and tell me what you see.”
I turned toward the window. Moments earlier there’d
been daylight. Now the sun was gone. I looked back at
Nathan and Obediah. “Are we getting a storm?”
“A storm’s comin’, but it ain’t like nothin’ you’ve seen
before,” said Obediah.
Nathan stood. “I’ll sound the alarm.” He strode quickly
out of the diner.
“What’s going on? What alarm?”
I was suddenly aware of customers hurrying from the
building. I saw Molly clinging to her mother. Fear etched
in both their faces. She turned and looked back at me. The
luminescence I’d seen earlier was there again, only more
pronounced. As I looked at the faces of the customers moving
past me, I noticed that they, too, owned the same glowing
eyes. If what Obediah said was true, then all of these people
were cursed by the demon—even young Molly.
Fear hung heavily in the air. I felt it, and the cold sweat
that stippled my upper lip was a testament to it. A loud bell
clanged. I turned to Obediah. “Where’s everyone going?
What does the bell mean?”
“It means the Asgina is coming, Mr. Manning. It smells
fresh meat. It smells you. Your being here has brought it back
to our town. There are only minutes, maybe seconds, before
it’ll be too late for you to leave.”
I turned back to the window; the darkness was more
pronounced. I glanced at my watch. How could this be? It was
half past one and yet outside it looked as if it were midnight.
“Run to that fancy car of yours and get out of this town.
Now. Go!”
I ran from the diner and onto the wooden sidewalk. The
warmth of the summer afternoon was gone. Fear’s icy fingers
squeezed my gut tight causing my breath to catch in my
throat. I let out a gasp. White vapor floated from my mouth
and into the frigid air.
The ramps had been pulled level with the sidewalks.
When I jumped from the walkway to the street below, I
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saw something that frightened me more than anything I’d
ever seen. Luminescent fingers of dense fog floated low to
the ground, slowly moving down the street in my direction.
Misty tendrils undulated, curled and pulsed with a vibrant
energy. Wrapping itself around the wooden posts, it licked
at the air, testing it much like a reptile licks the air when
hunting—tasting it for prey.
In the distance I heard a scream. No, a shriek, like
nothing I’d heard before. I was frozen in place by the fear
and mesmerized by the fog’s slow, serpentine movements. I
realized the mist was moving faster than I’d first thought. It
was too close. I turned to run to my car, but the fog had crept
in behind me, quietly swirling closer.
The unnatural night enveloped the small town, blotting
out all light. The fog’s luminescence cast the town in an eerie
glow. It was the same glow I’d seen in Obediah’s eyes. I ran
back to the sidewalk and clambered up on it. Hurrying back
to the diner, I pulled on the door, but it was locked. I tried
doors at several of the other shops but they, too, were shut
up tight. I was alone with the malevolent fog. Frantically, I
searched the street.
A small building stood at the end of the sidewalk. Several
wisps of the mist had made its way up onto the wooden
planks. I jumped over them as I ran and skidded to a stop
in front of the structure. I turned the knob and pushed the
door open. Before moving inside, I gave the road below me a
final look. It was fully engulfed in a churning, swelling river
of glowing fog. Coils of mist floated up to the sidewalk—
curling, licking, searching for me—the fresh meat. I didn’t
wait to see what happened next. I ran inside the small
outbuilding and slammed the door behind me. Would the
flimsy entrance be enough to keep the evil away? I wasn’t
sure, but it was a damn sight better than staying out there.
The room had no windows and no light. Retrieving my
cell phone from my shirt pocket, I turned it on. In the dim
world around me, I saw the door had a lock. I used it. Then
I went as far from the door as the small structure allowed
and waited. Waited for what, I’m not sure—my possession,
my death?
___
don’t know if this town is possessed, but there’s something
here I can’t explain. Whatever is out there is now waiting
for me, to touch me, to mark me, perhaps to take me.
I hope whoever finds this recorder will heed the warning
and stay away. Regret is a bitter pill that must be swallowed
by all of us at some point in our life. I don’t know how all of
this will end…or maybe I do.
In the miserable darkness and silence, the tapping stops.
I hear the squeal of nails being pushed through the wood.
The yellow, luminescent glow peeps between the floorboards
and illuminates the room in a sickly hue. As I watch the first
thin tendril of mist float into my small space, I realize my
existence as I have known it has come to an end. ■
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SPECIAL PREVIEW FROM ROBERT DUGONI

HER FINAL

D

arkness set in, along with a layer
of marine fog that colored the
stanchion lights a sickly yellow and
reduced visibility. Tracy encouraged
Pryor to ignore the elements and focus
on subtle shooting techniques, like how
to properly use her gun sight.
“If you can shoot in this lighting and
this weather, you’ll be more confident
shooting during the test.”
“What’s your best qualifying
score?” Pryor asked.
“One fifty.”
“That’s a perfect score. Where’d you
learn to shoot?”
“I did a lot of shooting competitions
growing up. It was a family thing. We
were judged on speed and accuracy.
It’s like anything you do; if you want to
do it well, you have to work at it. The
main thing is a lot of repetition and
developing good habits.”
Pryor flexed her fingers, then blew
into her fist.
“Your hands are sore.”
“Little bit.”
“Get one of those balloons filled
with sand and squeeze it when you’re
on patrol or sitting at home watching
television.”
“Hey, Tracy!” Tracy turned. Though
he was partially obscured by the fog,
she could see Lazar standing outside
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By Robert Dugoni
Press Photo Credit: C. Dugoni

his plum-colored Plymouth with the
door open. He was backlit by the dome
light and waving his arms overhead.
The car’s headlights illuminated the
thickening fog, and the tailpipe spit
puffy white clouds of exhaust. “Office is
locked. Lock the gate when you leave?”
“No problem, Lazar.”
Lazar waved again before getting
back into his car and driving off, the
engine rumbling like a boat.
Tracy had Pryor continue to shoot
until they’d run out of ammo. When
they’d finished, Pryor wore a contented
smile. She’d need more practice, but her
shooting had already improved.
“I’ll help you pick up the brass,” she
said, though the spent practice casings
were aluminum.
“I’ll do it,” Tracy said, feeling a
little guilty for keeping Pryor late in
miserable weather. “You get home. Let’s
not push your luck the first night.”
“What about you?” Pryor asked.
“Just a cat waiting for me. Go
on. Get home to your family.” They
retrieved Pryor’s target, and Tracy
walked her to the gate. Pryor handed
Tracy the goggles and ear protection to
return to Lazar. “Listen, I can’t thank
you enough.”
“Yes, you can. Pass your
qualification test. Then pass along what

I’ve taught you.”
As the hum of Pryor’s minivan
faded, Tracy retrieved a five-gallon
bucket from beneath the control tower
and worked her way back toward the
metal overhang, picking up the casings.
They rattled in the bucket like spare
change. The dogs in the kennel, quiet
since Pryor had stopped shooting, began
barking again. Tracy stopped, thinking
it unlikely they’d heard the clatter of the
shell casings. She thought she detected
the sound of a car engine and looked
to the road, but no headlights reflected
in the fog. A click overhead drew her
attention, but not before the stanchion
lights shut off, bringing a profound
darkness. She checked her cell: 9:00 on
the nose. Lazar had the lights on a kill
switch.
She heard the rattle of the cyclone
fence, and thought she saw someone
standing near the open gate but couldn’t
be certain with the fog. She set down
the bucket, put her hand on the butt of
her Glock, and shouted over the dogs’
barking. “I’m a Seattle police officer,
and I’m armed. If anyone is there, call
out.”
No one did.
She kept her hand on her Glock,
picked up the bucket, and carried it
to the control tower, where she set it
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against the wall and retrieved Pryor’s eye and
ear protection—she’d drop it in the slot in the
office door on her way out. She walked toward
the exit, eyes scanning the road for any sign of
movement.
As she passed through the gate, something
prickly brushed the top of her head. She jumped
back, swiping at air, Glock raised. When no
one came at her, she pulled out her phone and
pressed the flashlight icon. The sharp light
made it more difficult to see, like high beams
illuminating fog at night. She stepped closer to
the exit and raised the light.
A hangman’s noose dangled from a length
of rope caught in the razor wire atop the fence.
She quickly assessed her situation. She was
alone and, at the moment, exposed. She killed
the light. The noose had clearly not been there
when Pryor had left and the stanchion lights
were still on. Tracy had not been hearing or
seeing things. She was right when she thought
she’d heard a car and seen someone standing
at the gate. It was a bold act to leave a noose at
a police shooting range. Did the person know
she was still there or think the range deserted?
The fog would have made it difficult for anyone
to see her. She dismissed that thought. It was
too big a coincidence for someone to leave the
noose on a night

Tracy was shooting. That meant someone had
followed her. The act had been intentional.
The question was whether it was personal.
The department had come under media fire
recently because women’s groups were upset
about the investigation of a North Seattle
erotic dancer strangled with a noose in a
motel room. The Nicole Hansen investigation
had been Tracy’s until her abrupt departure
to Cedar Grove for the hearing that had led
to the release of her sister’s convicted killer.
While she was gone, Nolasco sent the Hansen
investigation to the Cold Case Unit, sparking
an uproar from Hansen’s parents and the
women’s rights groups.
Tracy punched in numbers on her cell.
When dispatch answered, she provided her
name, badge number, and location, then asked
for backup and a team from the CSI Unit.
Disconnecting, she continued to assess her
situation. She didn’t like being out in the open.
Her truck was parked just to the left of the gate.
If she could get to it, she could drive back to
the entrance of the shooting range to wait for
backup.
Tracy shuffled forward, Glock raised. She
avoided the noose and stepped through the
gate, keeping her back pressed to the fence.
Gravel crunched under her boots as she
worked her way from the hood down the side
of her truck to the driver’s door. She retrieved
her car key, dropped her gaze to fit the teeth
into the lock, and turned the key. The door
lock popped. She didn’t rush, waiting a beat
before pulling the door open. About to get in,
she noticed something protruding from the
back of the truck bed and realized it was the
corner of the spring-loaded window to the
truck canopy.
She slid to the rear bumper, paused,
then spun and swept the bed. Empty. She
spun again and swept the area behind her
but saw only the outlines of telephone poles
shrouded in fog.
She lowered the canopy window and
turned the handle, hearing it latch. As she
made her way back to the truck cab, the
dogs in the kennel began to bark again. ■
Excerpted from “Her Final Breath” by Robert
Dugoni. Copyright 2015. Published by Thomas
& Mercer. Used by permission of the publisher.
Not for reprint without permission.
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HER FINAL
BREATH

By Robert Dugoni
Before you begin “Her
Final Breath” by Robert
Dugoni prepare for a long
night. This second book in the
Tracy Crosswhite series starts
off running and it doesn’t
slow down until you’ve
turned the last page. Dugoni
has written a phenomenal
“Police Procedural.” Wait,
let me change that; he has
written a phenomenal thriller
regardless of the sub-genre
you want to stick it in.
Tracy Crosswhite, a
police detective with the
Seattle Police Department,
has once again found herself in
the middle of an investigation
with enough twists and turns
to spin her head around.
Someone is targeting and
killing strippers in Seattle and
his MO is hauntingly familiar.
Nicknamed, The Cowboy,
the killer is hog-tying his
victims and killing them by
asphyxiation. Tracy can’t
help but remember a similar
murder nine years prior. A
case solved by her captain,
Jonny Nolasco—someone
she has never seen eye-to-eye
with.
As the case progresses,
Tracy realizes there is a leak in
the department and Captain
Nolasco is looking for her to
fail. But why? Well . . . I’m not
giving the entire book away.
For that information and for a
reading experience you won’t
soon forget, you’ll have to
read “Her Final Breath.”
Robert Dugoni breathes
life into the police procedural
like never before. Put the
Tracy Crosswhite series and
“Her Final Breath” on your
“must read” list!
Reviewed by J.M. LeDuc,
author of “Sin,” published
by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine
■
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Press Photo Credit: Provided by Author

It took me 13 years to get published, after which we did the next logical thing. We rented
out our house, traded in two cars for an SUV that could handle Denver in February,
pulled the kids out of first and third grades to “car-school” them in the backseat, and
crossed the country on what Shelf Awareness called “the world’s longest book tour.”
Now, with my third psychological thriller, “As Night Falls,” recently released, we’re on
the road again. Which is a great place to find books…

“BLACK-EYED SUSANS” August 11: Julia Heaberlin breaks
new ground in the serial killer genre in
one very startling way: this serial killer has
left one of his victims alive, tossed into a
shallow grave alongside girls who weren’t
so lucky. The Susans. The experience has
scarred and traumatized Tessa Cartwright
for life, but at least she can rest assured in
the knowledge that her would-be/almostwas killer has been relegated to the depths
of a Texas prison, and slated for execution.
Tessa can live her life as an artist and mother to a teenaged
girl. Then one day Tessa discovers a patch of sunny yellow
blossoms in her winter-bare garden
and the story she has told herself,
and others, begins to unravel.
Perhaps the man she helped put on
death row isn’t the killer after all. Perhaps the real killer is still at
large, and headed right for Tessa, and even worse, her daughter.
“THE PRECIPICE” June 16: Paul Doiron writes a series about

game warden, Mike Bowditch, who patrols the north woods of
Maine. Remote, treacherous settings are the fuel of great fiction, and
the situation in this sixth installment of the series makes use of both
elements. Two young female hikers disappear on a rarely traveled
section of the Appalachian Trail. And as if that isn’t bad enough, a
pack of coyotes appears to be on the rampage. Exploring the clash
between those who use the woods for recreation and those who must
depend on them to eke out a living, “The Precipice” is both thriller
and cultural manifesto.
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“THE ICE TWINS”

May 19: Author S.K. Tremayne is almost as much of a mystery
as the book about to be described. The author’s bio takes pains not to identify a gender, and
I couldn’t find a Twitter handle or Facebook page either. It took some digging to conclude
that he is a he. But why should we care when the story is so compelling? Isolation rears its
frightening head again on a tiny Scottish isle that is home to nothing except some sea life
and a falling down cottage. Angus and Sarah Moorcroft escape to the island with their seven
year old daughter, Kirstie, in the wake of the tragic accident that killed her identical twin
sister. That’s when the twists and turns really begin. Because what if nobody’s sure which twin
actually died—including Kirstie herself?

“LAST WORDS” August 18: Michael Koryta wrote my favorite standalone thriller last

year; now he returns with series character, Markus Novak, who is sent to investigate a case
as cold as the bleak Indiana town in which Mark finds himself. The body of young Sarah
Martin was carried out of a cave a decade before, the story of what happened in the dark
depths of Trapdoor Caverns never fully established. The twist? The person who asked Mark
to investigate is Ridley Barnes, Sarah’s presumed killer. Koryta
is brilliant at going deep into whatever subject area drives his novels—
be it football, wildfires, or in this case, caving. The claustrophobia of grief pervades this novel
from the very first page. Perhaps an even greater feat is the way Koryta imbues Novak with
attributes essential to a character who will appear in multiple books: smarts, heart, and a past
he must escape if he wants to survive.

“BULL MOUNTAIN” July 7: Brian Panowich begins his tale with one word: Family. This

debut is that rarest of beasts: a novel whose prose is as lyrical as its plot is gripping. The story
concerns a pair of brothers, and what happens when the outside world comes calling in the
form of an ATF agent. Moonshine production and meth distribution drive many books in
the southern noir tradition. What lofts Panowich’s novel
into the territory of such writers as Daniel Woodrell and
David Joy is the pulsing, bitter heart of his story. As the
insular empire the Burroughs clan has established on
their mountain is infiltrated, the notion of family is
not only threatened—but cut off at its roots.

“SOIL” March 10: It’s not every author who can make the ground we tread a character
in the story, but Jamie Kornegay does just that with the eponymous “Soil,” one part
eco-thriller, one part dystopian lit, and all parts gripping narrative. Reminiscent
in some ways of Allie Fox in Paul Theroux’s “The Mosquito Coast,” but far more
vulnerable and appealing, Jay Mize has every intention of building a better life for
his wife and young son, when the stretch of water-logged farmland the family moves
to becomes flooded. But that isn’t anywhere near bad enough when it comes to this
genre-blending and -bending tale. As Jay rows across his ruined land—focused only
on restoring his family to rights—a corpse bobs out of the shallows.
“HOSTAGE TAKER”

August 18: The notion of a crack team of experts, with each
member differentiated by one needed and dazzling talent, has driven some masterpieces of
suspense, and Stefanie Pintoff ’s take on it breathes new life into the trope. Eve Rossi heads
a secret arm of the FBI, which is called in when a hostage appears before the ornate doors
of Saint Patrick’s Cathedral in midtown Manhattan early one morning. The scenario quickly
proves itself to be no ordinary hostage situation. For the criminal whose identity Eve needs to
uncover has a demand to be made…about guilt. ■
Jenny Milchman is the author of three award-winning, critically acclaimed psychological thrillers:
“Cover of Snow,” “Ruin Falls,” and “As Night Falls.” She lives with her family in the Hudson River
Valley—and on the road.

12

Suspense Magazine October 2015 / Vol. 067

PEANUT BUTTER &

GLITTER

By Ilene Schneider

“IS…IS HE DEAD?”

“I don’t know. He’s not moving. And look at the color of his face.”
“Maybe we should take the duct tape off his mouth, see if he’s breathing.”
Fran walked over to the bed, bent over, and ripped the tape off.
“He didn’t flinch,” said Millie. “I guess he’s beyond feeling anything.”
“How could this have happened? We didn’t do anything lethal to him.”
“Maybe ‘dying of embarrassment’ isn’t an exaggeration.”
“This isn’t the time for jokes, Millie. We’ve got a problem here. A big one.”
The two women stared at the corpse. “What do we do now?” Millie asked.
Fran shrugged. “Why are you asking me? I have no idea. I deal with real estate law, not murder.”
“Murder? Did we murder him? We only meant to humiliate him. What do you think happened?”
“I’m a lawyer, Millie, not a doctor. I don’t know. A heart attack? Stroke? Choked on vomit?”
“I wonder if it was anaphylactic shock. Did Trish ever mention Burt the Bastard being allergic to peanuts?”
“Not that I recall. But…wouldn’t she have said something when we told her what we had planned?”
Millie tried to remember the drunken night they had decided to help Trish get revenge on her about-to-be-ex-husband.
‘Ex’ as in ‘divorced’ not ‘deceased.’
“We only told her about the bow. We never mentioned peanut butter and glitter. Remember? We had added those touches
while she was in the bathroom. At least, I think we did. I was in a bit of an alcoholic fog at the time. The details have blurred.”
They turned and looked at Burt the Bastard again. The body was rather distinctive looking. A middle-aged man, skinny,
balding, not bad looking if you ignored his swollen, hive-pocked red face and purple lips. But what set him apart from all
other dead, middle-aged, skinny, balding, not bad looking if you ignored, etcetera, men, was the way he was displayed. He
was laying on the bed, on top of a tarpaulin, handcuffed, his ankles bound together with duct tape. The tarpaulin was a
thoughtful gesture by the two women so the motel housekeeping staff wouldn’t have to deal with a bed stained by peanut
butter and glitter that was slathered on his now limp, lifeless body. Not that the housekeeping staff hadn’t dealt with far worse
effluvia in this rent-by-the-hour, we accept cash, no ID required dump.
Also limp was his rather small penis, around which a scroll of paper was bound with a big red bow. It was the peanut
butter, glitter, and bow that made his body noteworthy.
“How did we get into this mess?” asked Fran again.
“A better question,” said Millie, “is how we’re going to get out of it?”
“Let’s get out of here and go somewhere we can think. Like a bar. I need a drink,” said Fran.
“And that’s exactly how we did get into this mess in the first place. Maybe we should keep clear heads and not drink. I’m
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sure there’s a coffee shop nearby. A diner—a nice, crowded, noisy diner where no one can overhear us would be even better.”
“I wonder if it’s safe to leave the room. We don’t want anyone to see us. And if the ‘do not disturb’ sign falls off the
doorknob, the housekeeper might come in. We should try to cover our tracks as much as we can before his body’s found.”
“I hope we’re not on video. Did you notice any surveillance cameras?”
Fran made a face at Millie. “You really think a place like this has surveillance cameras? Maybe at the front desk in case of
a robbery, seeing as that it’s a mostly cash business, but neither of us went to the front desk. If they have any tape, it will just
show Burt the Bastard paying cash to use the room for the night. A very drunken B the B.”
She looked around the room. “Maybe we can make it look like a natural death. Or at least try. First step: get rid of our
fingerprints. We’ve left them all over the room.” Fran went into the bathroom and emerged with all the towels she could find.
“Get to work! We’ve got to wipe down all the surfaces.”
“What about the tarp? Won’t that hold prints?” Millie asked.
“We’ll have to roll his body onto the floor, roll up the tarp and take it with us. And don’t forget the divorce papers.” It was
the divorce petition that was wrapped around B the B’s penis. When Trish reported to her friends that Burt had refused to
accept the papers, never answering the door, sneaking out of the house to hide out at a mall or casino, Fran had devised the
unique method of serving them. The red bow was Millie’s idea.
Trish was an emotionally abused wife who finally, through the encouragement and support of her two best friends—her
only friends—had finally found the inner strength to dump Burt the Bastard, as he was known to the trio. He was not pleased.
He didn’t mind ending the marriage; in fact, he had told her three years earlier that he planned to “throw your oversized butt
out the door” in four years, but he wanted to be the one to do it.
His psychological warfare against Trish had escalated since her announcement. He accused her of having affairs with
her co-workers. (Untrue. She had been tempted but never succumbed). He claimed he had given up his lucrative career as
a convenience store cashier to be a stay-at-home dad to their twin daughters. (Untrue. He had been fired for pilfering from
the cash register. The store didn’t press charges but let all perspective employers know exactly why he had been fired. He
now worked part-time from home doing internet sales for products just this side of being scams). He said his wife was a
negligent mother. (Untrue. She had gone to every back-to- and after-school activity in which the girls were involved. She had
supervised homework and taken them for their annual checkups. The teachers and doctors thought she was a single mother,
as they had never even heard his name). He called the girls at their colleges and yelled that they were “lazy, ungrateful bitches
who wouldn’t have a roof over their heads if not for me.” (Untrue. Tuition was paid for from a combination of scholarships,
loans, and college accounts funded by Trish’s salary. The girls paid for incidentals from the salaries they earned working fulltime during summers and part-time during the school year, all while maintaining 3.5 GPAs). Trish was profligate with their
money. (Untrue. The “new” car he kept ranting about was a six-year-old clunker she bought only after her twelve-year-old
clunker died on her way to work).
The proverbial straw was when he copied-and-pasted an obituary of a twenty-year-old boy who had died in a car accident.
“Look at what he accomplished in his short life,” he wrote in all-caps in the email he’d sent to the girls. “And what have you
two ever done except waste my money? If you two died, there’d be nothing to write about you. And no one to care.”
After her daughters forwarded their father’s email to her, Trish called Fran. “It’s time.”
Fran drew up the divorce papers, gave Trish free legal advice, and kept a file of all Burt the Bastard’s accusations, many
sent in emails or scribbled on scraps of paper affixed to the refrigerator with magnets. Millie, an accountant, compiled a
spreadsheet of all their finances and who contributed how much money to pay the bills. Millie’s fifteen-year-old computer
nerd son was able to extract from B the B’s laptop (given to him as an anniversary present by Trish) all the emails he thought
he had deleted.
They had come up with the idea after Trish had called Fran in tears about the failure in serving the divorce papers to B the
B. Fran immediately called Millie, and the two of them took Trish for a night out on the town. They spent the time plotting
revenge.
“What’s the one thing Burt hates the most?” Fran asked.
“You mean besides work?” Millie asked.
“Being made a fool of. Right, Trish?”
Trish nodded in agreement. “He lives in perpetual fear of someone taking an unflattering picture of him and posting it
on Facebook. He doesn’t even belong to Facebook, and besides, he has no friends. But no one ever accused him of living in
the real world.”
“That’s what I thought,” said Fran. “So let’s think up the ultimate humiliation. Like posting a picture of him online with
the divorce papers tied to his penis.”

14

Suspense Magazine October 2015 / Vol. 067

It turned out to be surprisingly easy to entice B the B to the motel. He had never met Fran and Millie and he loved
to gamble in the Atlantic City casinos. Trish let her friends know the next time he went. She then called the credit card
companies, said she had lost her wallet and canceled the cards, leaving Burt with no money. As expected, he called and
screamed at Trish, demanding she drive the hour to the casino and give him some cash. She made arrangements to meet him,
but instead called Millie and Fran.
They had no trouble finding him at the bar, literally crying into his beer. They commiserated with him about his ungrateful
wife, and invited him to spend the night with them in a sleazy motel outside Atlantic City. They gave him the cash to pay for
the room for the whole night, and said he should park right outside the room’s door so they’d know where he was by his car.
He was so drunk by then he didn’t wonder why they insisted on driving to the motel in a separate car and meeting him there.
He didn’t know that Plan B was for him to get arrested for drunk driving.
By the time the women arrived, Burt was even more drunk. He didn’t question the tarp, or that they stayed dressed
while he disrobed, or the handcuffs. He only started to get suspicious when they wound the duct tape around his ankles; he
definitely knew something was wrong when they slapped the tape over his mouth.
“Consider yourself served, sir,” said Fran in her best lawyerly voice, which contrasted with her mini skirt, midriff-baring
tank top, four-inch heels, and fishnet stockings. Millie, similarly dressed, was putting the final flourishes on the bow.
“What do you think, should we decorate him with the peanut butter and glitter?”
“Absolutely. And then take some pics. If he later complains to the authorities, or gives Trish any more grief, we’ll make
sure they’re posted on every social media site there is.”
If they had noticed his eyes bulging out with fear at that point, they would have thought he was frightened at the
possibility of being exposed as the idiot he was. The idea he was allergic to peanuts never even entered their minds. And so…
they were now stuck with an inconvenient corpse. One that needed to be dealt with.
“We can’t leave him like this,” said Fran. “It’s doubtful even the most lazy hick town detective would think he’d covered
himself in peanut butter and glitter.”
“The bathtub,” said Millie. “Forget rolling him onto the floor. Let’s get him into the tub and wash off all the goop. If we
leave him in the tub afterwards, maybe they’ll think he died of natural causes, like a heart attack.”
“He doesn’t have a heart; if he did, it would have attacked him a long time ago,” Fran said. “But it’s a good idea. It won’t
be easy to move him, but let’s try.”
“Then let’s go to that diner you suggested. I figure with the ‘do not disturb’ sign on the door, and I doubt it will fall off,
we’ve got a couple of days before the smell alerts the staff that he’s not in here having a wild time with a group of sexually
ravenous ‘whatevers.’ We should be able to figure out our next step from there.”
He was skinny enough that they did manage to get him into the tub and rinse off all the peanut butter and glitter. They
did it slowly, allowing the water to drain so there wouldn’t be a clog. Then they laid him down on the bottom of the tub and
filled it with warm water, as if he’d slid under after going unconscious. They hoped the unnatural color of his skin and lips
would make it look as though he had drowned.
They took a final look around the room, refolded and piled up the towels neatly after a final rub down of all the surfaces,
took the extra room key so they could get back in if they decided it was preferable to get rid of the body, opened the door
using tissues, made sure the ‘do not disturb’ sign was firmly affixed and, with much more confidence than they actually felt,
left the room and got into Fran’s car. As far as they could tell, no one saw them.
They drove to a nearby restaurant. It was noisy and crowded, so it was unlikely anyone would overhear them.
Millie asked, “What are we going to tell Trish?”
“Why do we need to tell her anything?” Fran answered. “She knows what we were planning, minus the peanut butter and
glitter. We’ll just say he was so drunk he took the papers without realizing what they were.”
Millie looked distinctly uncomfortable. “I, um…emailed her a picture of him. It was before he went into anaphylactic
shock. He looked so funny.”
“Has she responded?” Fran took out her cell phone. So did Millie. They both blanched as they read the text message
Trish had sent them: “What the hell did you do? Please, please, please tell me that’s not peanut butter. He’s deathly allergic to
peanuts.”
“Maybe we don’t have to tell her. We’ll say it was soy butter.”
“You know, that may not be farfetched.” Millie stared off into space as she thought out loud. “Okay, how’s this sound? We
tell Trish it was soy butter and get rid of the body. We then post the picture of him all over social media so Trish can plausibly
tell everyone that he was so mortified he decided to disappear. Now we just have to figure out how to dispose of the body.”
“We should be able to get him out of there without anyone noticing. If this were a movie, we’d find a conveniently
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abandoned laundry cart and housekeeping uniforms, and just wheel him out the back door and dispose of him in a dumpster
several blocks away. Or, better, a trash compactor.”
“Or the Blue Hole,” said Fran. “You know, that bottomless round lake in the middle of the Pine Barrens? You must have
heard of it.” She looked at Millie’s blank expression. “Okay, maybe you haven’t. I’ve never been there, but I read about it in
Weird New Jersey. No one knows how deep it is or how it was formed. It remains a constant temperature and deep blue in
color. Legend says it’s the Jersey Devil’s bathtub. No one would find him there.”
“And how do you propose we get him out of the room and into a car?” Millie asked.
“Easy. We back our car up to the door and stuff him in the trunk. Even better, we back his car up to the door. One of us
will drive his car and the other will follow. I’m glad we drove together.”
“Okay, let’s do it. You drive and I’ll call up the Blue Hole on GPS.”
By the time they got back to the motel, they knew there was a flaw in the plan. There was no way to drive to the Blue Hole.
The closest they would be able to get by car was the unpaved parking lot at a shooting range next to an archery range. Then
they’d have to drag the body along a sugar sand trail for about half a mile. If they found the right trail, and if they weren’t
spotted by birdwatchers, hikers, geocachers, hunters, or archery enthusiasts, they’d be just fine.
Fran wasn’t a fan of the outdoors, but Millie was. “The Pine Barrens cover over one million acres. There must be someplace
we can hide a body. You’ve roamed around there, Millie. Think.”
“The problem is every place I’ve been has been a well-known location, like Sugar Pie Hill or the Carranza Memorial.
They’re mostly along the Batona Trail, so there are hikers roaming around every weekend. We need a place no one goes to.
But we don’t have a four-wheel drive or off-track vehicle, so we’d be in danger of getting bogged down in the sugar sand. That
stuff can be as treacherous as snow.”
“People disappear all the time. How can it be so hard to find a hiding place? Let’s just drive around until we find somewhere
likely. You drive Burt’s car, Millie, and I’ll follow. Just go to the most remote place you can think of. In the meantime, let’s get
the body out of the tub and into the trunk of his car.”
It turned out to be more difficult than they thought to carry the body, wrapped in the peanut butter and glitter smeared
tarp. “Now I understand what ‘dead weight’ means.” Fran was having trouble catching her breath.
They were going to head out toward the Carranza Memorial. “Who’s that guy that he got a memorial?” Fran asked.
“I can’t believe you don’t know anything about local history,” said Millie. “He was known as the Mexican Charles
Lindbergh. He was making the return leg of the first round trip flight from Mexico City to New York City when he crashed.
The memorial sits on the site where he went down during a thunderstorm in 1920-something. There’s still a ceremony held
every year on the anniversary of his death. Anyway, the road is paved to just beyond the memorial. Then it’s gravel. If we
drive out, we should find a side path where we can hide the car in some trees. It’s not ideal, but it’s the only place I can think
of where I won’t get lost. I hope.”
Driving away from the motel, it took about forty-five minutes to get from the outskirts of Atlantic City to the farming
community of Tabernacle. They drove past hunting clubs, cranberry bogs, corn fields, country stores, and farm markets
before turning onto Carranza Road. They went past the stone monument engraved with Aztec symbols, and continued onto
the gravel path. At a dense stand of trees, Millie turned off onto a sugar sand road and abandoned the car, then walked back
to where Fran waited in the other vehicle.
As planned, they told Trish they had used soy butter and had uploaded the pictures onto all kinds of social media pages
because Burt had become confrontational. Three days later, Trish reported Burt as missing; the police were less than zealous
in their search. They questioned Fran and Millie, who said Trish knew nothing of their plan ahead of time. They also swore
Burt was fine—other than angry, embarrassed, and belligerent—when they had left him in the motel room after serving
the divorce papers. The assumption became that Burt had run off and taken a new identity to avoid being recognized as the
peanut-butter-and-glitter guy all over the internet. There were periodic sightings of him, but eventually Burt was forgotten.
___
SIX MONTHS AFTER BURT THE BASTARD’S DISAPPEARANCE, a wildfire began in the Wharton
State Forest. Several acres of pine and oak and cedar trees were destroyed. After the fire was extinguished, the burned out hull
of a car was discovered, along with some charred bone fragments. No one bothered to do any forensics on the bones, figuring
it was simply not worth the time and energy.
Trish read about the discovery and wondered if it could have been Burt. She knew he hadn’t voluntarily disappeared;
he was most definitely dead. She relished the memory of overhearing her friends discuss slathering Burt with peanut butter.
She would smile whenever she thought of how terrified he must have been while it was happening. And she would laugh
hysterically knowing that, by keeping her mouth shut, she’d gotten away with the bastard’s murder. ■
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Like Father, Like Son

Matthew Palmer Brings us
“Secrets of State”
Interview by Elise Cooper for Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit: Kathryn Banas
In this standalone, “Secrets of State,” Sam Trainor, the former top
South Asia expert in the State Department’s Bureau of Intelligence
and Research, has found a job in the private sector. He now works
as an analyst for the consulting firm of Argus Systems where he stumbles
upon an intelligence anomaly. He realizes that this transcript of a phone
conversation about upending the political balance between India and
Pakistan is misinformation that could cause an all out war between these
nuclear countries. Sam must race against a ticking clock and find the terrorists
who have stolen a Pakistani nuclear warhead to detonate in Mumbai, India.
Matthew sat down with us to chat about his New York Times bestselling
father, Michael Palmer, his latest release and what we can all look forward to
from him in the future.

Elise Cooper (E.C.): How did your father influence you?
Matthew Palmer (M.P.): I learned how to write a novel from my dad as we
sat around the dinner table. He would explain how to tell a story, construct
a character, shape a story arc, and keep readers engaged. My brother and I
learned from Pop to create tension by taking an ordinary person and putting
them in extraordinary circumstances. But it is hard to do that with the same
guy twice, which is why my brother and I write standalones instead of a series.
E.C.: Did you consult with him while writing?
M.P.: My dad was tremendously helpful and supportive. He got a huge kick from his kids writing. One of the great tragedies is
that he passed away before the publication date of my first book. One of the most rewarding days of my life was the debut of my
first book, “American Mission.” I walked into a Barnes & Noble and saw on the ‘new-release’ shelf my father’s final book, my book,
and my brother’s book, all lined up alphabetically alongside each other. This was a great moment.
E.C.: Why did you want to write about the Pakistan-India conflict?
M.P.: There have been three wars in the last thirty-five years between India and Pakistan. It was one thing when they were
fractious neighbors, but it’s quite another when they’re fractious and nuclear-armed neighbors. There’s great concern about where
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“My brother and I learned from

pop to create tension by taking an
ordinary person and putting them in
extraordinary circumstances.

”

a conflict between these nuclear-armed neighbors could lead. The stakes are higher than ever before, and the consequences are
greater for the area and the entire world. The need to find accommodation and resolution is more pressing than at any point in
history. That’s one theme of “Secrets of State.”
E.C.: What do you want readers to get out of the book?
M.P.: To see this threat and to think of the morality and ethical issues, including how far should we go to prevent terrorists
from gaining access to Pakistan’s nuclear program. I also want to change how diplomats are viewed. Diplomats are frustrated
for getting the short end of the stick in popular culture. We are never heroes and are cast as unsympathetic bureaucrats. I hope
Americans see that diplomats have gotten a bum rap over the years. It is a dangerous job for the most junior officer to the most
senior. If you walk into the State Department you will see on both sides of the wall engraved names of US diplomats who lost their
lives in the line of duty. It is a long list.
E.C.: What about your next book?
M.P.: With my third book, “The Wolf of Sarajevo,” I’m returning to my roots. It’s set in the Balkans where I spent a good chunk
of my career. My very first tour was in Belgrade at the height of the Bosnian War. This is a place dear to my heart. The hero is an
American diplomat trying to find who is responsible for this new looming conflict.
E.C.: Rumor has it you root for your hometown teams. True?
M.P.: I bleed red, white, blue, and green. I am a fan
of Boston teams, although when they are not playing
I will root for the other league’s team, the Nationals.
What I am proud of is that I was able to instill in my
children the love of the Red Sox.
We’d like to thank Matthew for taking the time.
Look for his upcoming release, “The Wolf of Sarajevo”
in May 2016. ■
Elise Cooper has interviewed a wide variety of bestselling
authors for many years. Her book reviews and Q/A’s focus
on women, thrillers, crime mysteries, and national security
issues. She considers books an important part of our lives and
hopes these reviews/interviews will provide some insight. In
addition, she has set up book tours for authors and was the
Director of Author Relations for the 2014 Veteran’s Benefit
Book Fair held in San Diego.
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LAST RAGGED
BREATH
By Julia Keller

If you’re looking for a
gripping tale, this is it.
Located in Acker’s Gap,
West Virginia, a development
company has put up an offer to
purchase properties in the small
town, and the property owners
in Acker’s Gap are thrilled by
the prospect. The company
wants to build a fancy resort
and the business brought into
the community by said resort
will be a huge plus for the local
economy.
However, as with all great
deals, there is one holdout.
Royce Dillard will not sell his
property, where he lives the
quiet life with just his dogs
for companionship. Dillard’s
parents died on this land, along
with 120+ others, when a sludge
damn rupture sent thousands
of gallons of water through the
coal mine wiping out people
as well as small communities.
Royce survived, but the ordeal
he went through caused him
to withdraw from life and leave
society far behind.
When a murder takes place
in Acker’s Gap, Royce ends up
on the top of the suspect list.
County Prosecutor Bell Elkins
has to be extremely sure that
Royce is guilty, and to find out
all the facts, she will have to look
into what really happened when
the dam broke in Acker’s Gap a
very long time ago.
This book is the latest in
a series by Julia Keller, as Bell
Elkins tries to get into the life
of Royce Dillard who is now on
trial for murder. Readers will see
what happens to this small town,
that at one time owed their lives
to the coal industry, as a new
industry strives to come in and
take over, letting the career of
mining die a natural death. This
is a very cool book, as are the
others in the series.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion
■
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STRONG LIGHT OF DAY

By Jon Land
Jon Land, the master of nuance, has outdone himself with his latest Caitlin Strong thriller. The
seventh in the series, “Strong Light of Day” reads as a stand-alone, although I bet once you read it,
you will rush to grab them all.
Jon weaves a story involving Jim Strong and Boone Masters, Caitlin and Cort Wesley’s
perspective fathers, as a backdrop to an epic novel of geopolitical warfare. Once again, Texas
Ranger Caitlin Strong finds herself in the middle of a storm. This one so big, you could say it’s
a hurricane. What begins as a cut and dry case of cattle rustling soon develops into the potential beginning of
WWIII.
The story and characters of “Strong Light of Day” are more than enough for any reader to be enthralled
with this book, but where the story takes you and the social injustices it alludes to are what makes this and all
of Jon Land’s books stand out. Paz, the gentle yet violent giant and the ranger’s protector, reminds us that the
past is never far from our sight, and our future is what we make it and is not left to fate. Without being preachy,
Land shows us the cruelty of sexism, heterosexism, bullying and greed, and he also shows us how to fight such
brutality and ignorance . . . One injustice at a time.
Caitlin Strong proves that justice is not about being politically correct; it’s about caring for the underdog
and doing what’s right, no matter the cost.
Reviewed by J.M. LeDuc, author of “Sin,” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

CRIME RIB

By Leslie Budewitz
Erin Murphy, the creative force behind her family gourmet food market, Murphy’s Mercantile
(a.k.a. The Merc), is always coming up with new ways to promote her store as well as her hometown
of Jewel Bay, Montana. Not only is Jewel Bay’s location idyllic, it’s a town known for promoting
homegrown and homemade Montana fare in every way possible.
Determined to get her town national attention, Erin is thrilled when Food Preneurs, one of
the hottest (no pun intended) cooking shows on television, decides to showcase Jewel Bay in an
upcoming episode. In addition to filming interviews with local food entrepreneurs, Erin suggests that a steakcooking competition among three of the area’s most creative chefs be included on the program.
The contest is troubled before it even happens, as two of the three chefs present identical recipes for the
Grill-off just two and a half days before the filming. And the so-called “star” of Food Preneurs, the pompous Gib
Knox, threatens to cancel the contest (and maybe the show) if Erin doesn’t solve the problem immediately. As
if that’s not bad enough, the producer of the show, Stacia Duval, is killed in a freak hit and run accident late at
night, and one of the three competing chefs is found dead. Jewel Bay is getting national attention, all right. But
definitely not the kind Erin was hoping for.
“Crime Rib” is the second in Leslie Budewitz’s Food Lovers Village mystery series, and it’s yummy fun. Five
forks!
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Funerals Can Be Murder,” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

QUICKSAND

By Carolyn Baugh
Get ready for a terrific new series by Carolyn Baugh featuring Philadelphia Police Officer
Nora Khalil. Officer Khalil has been assigned to the FBI’s Safe Streets Violent Gang Task Force.
(Is that not a handful to say?) There is currently a battle going on between two rival gangs on
Philadelphia’s streets that are perhaps linked to two murders.
Nora, who comes from Egyptian parents, visits local religious mosques and uses her Arabic
background and knowledge of Islam traditions to find the truth and, hopefully, bring the criminals
to justice. Nora is also the only female member of the team and has to put up with sexism and racism on a daily
basis. But as she holds her own with her colleagues, the danger rises. And when a dead body turns up in a bad
section of town, she has to use her police training and her background in order to decide if this is yet another
gang killing or something far worse.
This author offers up a highly interesting main character who will captivate readers. Fortunately, the author
knows her subject and takes us through the streets of Philadelphia and focuses on the Muslim culture. New
supporting characters are also introduced, including Nora’s protective father, and Ben Calder, a colleague that
has a flirtation with Nora that may turn into something more.
It is truthful that the first book in a series is sometimes a little draggy, because of having to introduce the
scene and the characters to the reader…but not this one. Knowing there will be more books with Nora to come
is exciting, and soon readers are sure to become accustomed to the female Philly cop who, as the story says, has
never eaten a cheesesteak. Something in Philadelphia that just isn’t done.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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DEATH ON THE
PRAIRIE
By Kathleen Ernst

This is the sixth installment
of this incredible series focusing
on Chloe Ellefson, a curator at a
history museum set in the state
of Wisconsin. This museum tells
of the cultures of immigrants
(Norwegian/German)
that
settled in this area from
Northern Europe. Chloe has a
boyfriend, Roelke, a small town
cop who was formerly a big city
policeman. They are both a little
high maintenance, with Chloe
being the emotional one and
Roelke liking things extremely
neat and, of course, law abiding.
The main theme of the tale
is based on the famous Laura
Ingalls Wilder and the series
of books called, “Little House
on the Prairie.” In this new tale,
Chloe and her sister are off to
explore the various museum sites
associated with Wilder history,
and there are many. Chloe is
taking along a quilt supposedly
made by Laura Ingalls Wilder,
herself, looking for evidence
that will prove whether or not
Laura’s hands were the ones that
created this lovely and historical
item. They run into some real
characters along their journey,
even one lady who doesn’t think
that Laura even wrote the “Little
House” books at all.
Unfortunately, there is also
a killer amidst the travelers they
run up against, and there are a
slew of suspects that run from art
collectors drooling to make as
much money as they can to fans
that are truly obsessed with the
Wilder background.
Not only is the story
exciting and interesting, the
author has also included cool
photos of Wilder homes and
museums honoring Laura and
her family, making the journey
through the “Prairie” even more
intriguing. This, as well as the
rest in the series, is a super read
that sparks the imagination and
offers a genuine history of one of
the most beloved women of all
time; a woman who put Walnut
Grove on the map.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion
■
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BLACK CAT CROSSING

By Kay Finch
First in a new series titled, Bad Luck Cat Mysteries, Finch delivers a tale that is definitely for
cat fanciers. And here we have a very special cat. He has been called many things by many people,
but the name most used is: Devil Cat.
Sabrina Tate is a would-be mystery writer who has come to Lavender, Texas, to write her first
bestseller while helping her Aunt Rowena manage her summer/vacation rental business. Sabrina
has been told about a local black cat who is a jinx. This cat is said, by locals, to have been around
the town for at least thirty years. The cat has the reputation of being a bad luck feline, yet Sabrina knows that
there is no way possible a cat can live for thirty years.
Sabrina learns that her Aunt’s brother, Bobby Joe, is on his way to Lavender for a visit, and no one is happy
about this. Seems Bobby is always looking for a handout and usually borrows or steals money when he appears.
So Sabrina is off to pick up some new locks that will stop Bobby from helping himself to her aunt’s cash. As she
goes to her car to pick up said security, she sees a huge black cat sitting on the hood. Sure that this is the ‘Devil
Cat’ everyone is yapping about, she approaches it carefully but the cat takes off running. When she gets back,
she spots the feline once again and follows it…as he leads her to a dead body who turns out to be Bobby.
Since Rowena and Bobby were heard quarreling right before Bobby died, her aunt becomes suspect
number one. Luckily, Sabrina makes a new friend in the bad luck cat who is willing to help her solve the crime.
This is a memorable cozy set in a small town, and the characters, especially Hitchcock (the cat), will keep
you engaged. Readers will definitely look forward to more Sabrina/Hitchcock stories in the future.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

ENTRY ISLAND

By Peter May
Canada seems much more like a foreign country than usual in this polyglot setting. Amid
the French-speaking Magdalen Islands (Madeleine in French), lies English-speaking Entry Island,
settled in part by Scots who came during the potato famine years in the 1800s.
The story starts slowly, but builds gradually—two stories actually. The modern day narrative
sends English speaker, Sime Mackenzie, whose Scottish/Gaelic family refused to leave Quebec
when it went all French, to investigate a murder on Entry Island. The rest of the team are French
speakers. He is ill at ease with them, but Thomas Blanc, with whom he works most closely, is friendly. One
member of the team is his ex, Marie-Ange, a vitriolic, bitter woman who makes everything harder.
As soon as Sime sees the woman who is accused of murdering her husband, he feels he knows her. In spite
of overwhelming opinion against her, he fights to find a shred of evidence that she didn’t kill her husband.
Sime is suffering from chronic insomnia, but has waking dreams that put him into the tales from his ancestor’s
diaries that were read to him by his grandmother when he was a child. The insomnia gets so bad that it threatens
to impair his judgement and to get him ousted from his job as he retreats deeper and deeper into the past,
imagining that he actually is his ancestor, and that the accused woman is his ancestor’s long-lost love as this story
runs alternating with the other.
This is a tale of two islands, two mysteries, and two places and times. A tale of misfits isolated within their
own cultures, and a tale of cultures battling each other, both in the 1800s and today.
Reviewed by Kaye George, author of “Death in the Time of Ice” ■

DEADLY OCCUPATION

By Suzanne Adair
It is January, 1781. Young English Lieutenant Michael Stoddard has arrived in Wilmington,
South Carolina, under the command of Major James Craig. The rebels have fled the city in
haste. Major Craig, in hot pursuit, leaves young Lieutenant Michael Stoddard behind as his
lead criminal investigator, is tasked with discovering the whereabouts of a local woman. Gabriel
Garrity, a gunsmith with possible ties to the rebels, reported that his wife, Julia, disappeared three
days prior and by assisting, Craig hopes to demonstrate good will by the occupying army toward
the residents of Wilmington. Michael is also charged with investigating Vicar Elijah Spivey. This self-styled man
of the cloth has set up a church outside town where he ministers mainly to the ladies of Wilmington, especially
those young, attractive, and with money, or any combination thereof—a description that certainly fits Julia
Garrity.
Stoddard selects army private, Nick Spry, to assist him after discovering Spry’s remarkable talent for
observation, and together they begin the parallel investigations. But, are the two cases really separate? It seems
that Julia Garrity had caught the attention of the perhaps, not-so-good Vicar. Her husband, too, is not above
suspicion in her disappearance. That theirs was a stormy marriage is common knowledge, while local gossip has
that both husband and wife had recently taken lovers.
And what of Esmé Delacroix, the comely Caribbean-born widow of a sea captain, who still practices the
Old Ways of her island home. Is she a witch, as some would have it? Or perhaps they are reflecting their own
prejudices against an independent woman.
This is Ms. Adair’s sixth historical crime novel set in and around Wilmington and the southern colonies
during the American Revolution, or as Lt. Stoddard would refer to it, The War of Rebellion. Thanks to her deep
knowledge of life in the south in the late eighteenth century, she has, over the course of these stories, brought
the era to life and peopled it with a large cast of recurring characters.
Reviewed by Andrew MacRae ■
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A JUDGMENT OF
WHISPERS
By Sallie Bissell

The murder of a young girl
in Hartsville, a town with a rich
Cherokee history, has haunted
its residents for many years.
A retired cop, who couldn’t
close the case, still obsesses
over it and it nearly cost him
his sanity and marriage. Now, a
key piece of evidence has been
unearthed with possible DNA
attached, which could close
this case once and for all. That
has made some folks just a little
bit nervous.
Zack, an adult with autism,
was once a primary suspect in
the case, and over the years,
he and his mother, Grace, have
been subjected to malicious
gossip and are treated with
utter disdain by some residents,
even the cops, who believe he
got away with murder.
Enter Mary Crow, a
woman running for D.A. She
agrees to help Grace when
it looks like Zack will be
scrutinized by the authorities.
But Mary may be putting her
political career in jeopardy if
she defends Zack.
This is a solid cold case
mystery with the Cherokee
lore and beliefs as a backdrop,
creating a unique atmosphere
and highlighting ever so lightly
the prejudice and corruption
which could easily send an
innocent person to prison.
Grace and Mary are both
aware they face opposition
from outside forces, but one
will do whatever it takes to keep
her son safe, and the other will
do whatever is necessary to see
justice served, making both of
them a real inspiration.
It is always satisfying
when a cold case is finally put
to rest, giving everyone closure
and allowing people who were
living life in a kind of limbo
to move on and start really
living again with some peace
of mind. I enjoyed the unique
quality of the story; the pace
was just right, the characters
well drawn, and the story was
intriguing and interesting. I,
for one, am looking forward to
adding the other titles in the
Mary Crow series to my library.
Reviewed by Julie Whiteley ■
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A JUNE OF ORDINARY MURDERS

By Conor Brady
Taking place in Dublin, Ireland, readers meet up with an interesting police force entangled in
a mystery.
It is the year 1887, marking Queen Victoria’s Jubilee, but Ireland is up in arms. The usually
beautiful Irish countryside is literally on fire as the Royal Irish Constabulary and British Military
fight with poor folks whose lives are threatened by very high rents. The British are responding with
new crime legislation; more power for the police and more jail cells for the reformers.
When two dead bodies are found in a wooded area of Phoenix Park (one man and one boy), Detective
Sergeant Joe Swallow of G Division, Dublin Metropolitan Police, sees no evidence to suggest that politics was
involved. The bodies have been through horror, though, considering their faces are mutilated and they have no
identification left on them. But when the Dublin Medical Examiner finds that the male victim is actually a female,
a murder that was called ordinary, turns into what may be a crime of revenge. Swallow is pulled off the case of the
murder of a house maid in Dublin to concentrate on this new mystery, yet he continues to look into the killing
anyway.
Unfortunately, Swallow has another thing to keep him on his toes. Harriet, a student teacher and Swallow’s
younger sister, is keeping company with a member of a violent Nationalist group. Adding to the worries is the
fact that Ces Downes, who is the cream of the crop in the underworld of Dublin, is dying. Pretty soon her two
lieutenants, Vanucchi and Cussen, will be fighting for control of the criminal empire—a battle that will come
right before a visit by Prince Albert Victor, Queen Victoria’s grandson.
This is a debut novel by Conor Brady, and a true picture of 19th century political unrest in Dublin. Detective
Sergeant Joe Swallow is a character so good and so intelligent, readers will scream for a sequel.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

DEADLY MESSENGERS

By Susan May
Three mass murders in one city within weeks. What are the odds? There appears to be no connection between
them except the people responsible for the crimes all led perfectly normal lives right up until they “snapped.”
Kendall Jennings, a freelance journalist, writes fluff pieces for women’s magazines, but when her work hits a
low point and the rent is due, she’ll accept any assignment. The day after the first mass murder takes place, she’s
asked to write a piece from a survivor’s point of view: “What’s it like to survive such a horrific ordeal?”
In the midst of riding the publicity, two more mass murders take place just days apart. These events cause
her to remember another such case from twenty odd years ago. While interviewing the father of a teenager killed
back then, he asks for help. He’s amassed hundreds of pages of research that link antidepressants as the linchpin
to that and possibly the recent killings, but nobody will listen.
Kendall tries to interview the detectives assigned to the cases, but the lead investigator sees her as nothing
but a blood-sucking leech who would hurt innocent people and mow down anyone in her path in order to write
half-truths. After reading the report on the drugs, Kendall is convinced there is some validity to it. What if a
drug’s side effects could alter the mind to a point where people would kill? She refuses to give up and hounds the
detectives trying to convince them to listen, only alienating herself even more with the lead detective.
What if someone wanted the murders to happen? What if he or she was convinced it was the right thing to
do?
Susan May has written a riveting thriller that will have you rethink everything you thought you knew about
Big Pharma. Sometimes the truth is hidden in the small print . . . and sometimes, you need to dig even further. I
highly recommend “Deadly Messengers” to every mystery/thriller fan.
Reviewed by J.M. LeDuc, author of “Sin,” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

GHOST TO THE RESCUE

By Carolyn Hart
The ghost in the Carolyn Hart series is called Bailey Ruth, and she is one of the best characters
going. Bailey Ruth and her husband, Bobby Mac, drowned a few years ago when their boat
overturned in the Gulf, and now Bailey is called upon when needed by Wiggins, the Chief of the
Department of Good Intentions. This is one of those times…
Deirdre Davenport’s daughter has just looked up at the sky and recited the words to the poem:
“Star light, star bright,” ending with a request for someone to come help her mom. It seems that
Wiggins is on the job when Deirdre’s daughter gets through to him with her wish, and he calls on Bailey Ruth to
go to her former hometown of Adelaide, Oklahoma, to help this single mom, who is also a struggling writer, find
a way to either get a job or succeed in writing a new book.
Bailey finds that Deirdre is broke and trying to support her children, while hoping to get a job on the faculty
in Goddard College’s English Department. Professor Jay Knox is in charge of the conference that she is taking
part in but is more interested in dating her than giving her an actual job. When Jay turns up dead as a doornail,
and Deirdre’s fingerprints are found on the murder weapon, she, of course, becomes suspect number one.
Bailey Ruth knows that she’s innocent and starts her investigation of Jay’s death by finding others that he has
compromised over time to prove Deirdre’s innocence.
Hart has done it again by bringing her character, Bailey Ruth, to the forefront in a really great cozy. She is a
bestselling author of the Death on Demand series, as well as Bailey Ruth Ghost Novels, and readers will continue to
look forward to every book she creates.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

Suspense Magazine October 2015 / Vol. 067

BLOOD RED: MUNDY’S LANDING

By Wendy Corsi Staub
Elation will be felt knowing Staub is at it again, offering up a new and terrifying series that
will have readers wanting more.
Rowan has come back to her hometown of Mundy’s Landing in upstate New York to settle
down with her family. Rowan lives a good life now, but at one time she was a bit of a troublemaker.
Completely changed, she now has a job as a teacher at the elementary school that she used to go
to. She lives with her husband, Jake, and her youngest son, Mick, who will soon be on his way to
college, following the path of his older brother and sister.
The little town of Mundy’s Landing seems a bit old-fashioned and charming to the naked eye. Of course,
even the most charming hamlet holds its secrets. Mundy’s just happens to have a history of blood-soaked crime.
The locals, and the town, have never come back from a killing spree called the ‘Sleeping Beauty’ murders; the
brutal killing of three still unidentified girls that happened over a century ago.
As Rowan settles into small town life, a new killer who is prone to straight razors is taking out redheaded
women up and down the east coast, working his way slowly to his next target. When a package arrives at Rowan’s
home that makes her think of the mistakes she would like to forget from her younger days—a secret that she’s
kept from Jake for fourteen years—her life starts to come undone…just as the killer arrives on the charming
streets of Mundy’s Landing.
This book has a terrific plotline that keeps readers guessing up until the last page…and beyond. It takes
some time to figure out who the killer is, with the tale being more than a bit frightening throughout. The biggest
upside to this excellent story is that it’s the first that will be written about this odd town that holds a whopper
of a secret.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

GIRL WAITS WITH GUN

By Amy Stewart
In her debut novel, Stewart has taken headlines from the New York Times of 1915 and
created a plausible storyline, filling in the missing portions of a true-life crime story to create a
period thriller that rivals any other historical suspense novel.
When three spinster sisters, Constance, Fleurette, and Norma Kopp, have their horse and
buggy totaled by a drunk driver, in an accident with one of those new-fangled driving machines,
their pursuit of recovering the cost to replace their wagon is hampered by the position of the car’s
driver, Henry Kaufman, a silk mill owner with ties to the Black Hand Gang. Constance, the elder of the trio,
a robust woman of over six-feet ends up in a physical confrontation with the slighter Kaufman, causing more
embarrassment than injury, but causing enough damage for him to wage a personal war on the girls.
The sisters live out of town, in a farmhouse, and soon find themselves under barrage from Kaufman and
his men, from threats thrown through a window, attached to a brick, to home invasions and an attempt to burn
them out of their homestead. With the aid of Sheriff Robert Heath, the sisters, mainly Constance, engage in an
investigation of their own, even being used to help draw out the attackers until the sheriff teaches them how to
shoot a handgun to protect themselves when one of his deputies could not be at their home.
With a successful outcome under their belt Constance is offered a position as the first female sheriff in New
York, thrusting her into the limelight at the head of the suffragette movement when women were entering the
job market. Stewart weaves an amazingly delightful tale, one I was hard pressed to put down. This novel should
be listed for debut novel awards.
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler, author of “Blood on His Hands” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■

DRAGON DAY
By Lisa Brackmann

Unfortunately, this is the final novel featuring Ellie McEnroe, the extremely aggressive Iraqi
war vet, and readers will be missing her as soon as they read the last page.
For those who are unaware, Ellie suffers from PTSD and became addicted to Percocet when
she used the drug to treat a leg wound. Ellie makes her home in Beijing and becomes caught up
with a group of young adults living a corrupt and excessive lifestyle (just because they can) using
their parents’ filthy rich bank accounts.
A waitress, who served at one of the group’s social gatherings, soon turns up dead. Ellie’s business card,
oddly enough, is on the corpse, and Ellie finds herself becoming suspect number one. In the meantime, Sidney
Cao, a Shanghai billionaire and father of three of the group’s raucous members, asks Ellie to help him uncover
the real culprit. In Ellie’s search for answers as to who did it and why the waitress met her untimely death,
Ellie ends up working in the midst of corrupt politicians and businessmen, a few political activists, of course,
the Beijing police force, and the Domestic Service Department that has the sole responsibility of ‘controlling’
anyone who disagrees with the system in place.
By sticking her nose into affairs that the very powerful want forgotten about, she lands in big trouble, and
her journey places Ellie in a thrilling world that makes for one of the best ever suspense plots. Advice: Don’t
hurry with the read, but savor it all. As readers and fans we don’t want to say goodbye to Ellie, but this is a
fantastic swan song that will leave this character in imaginations long after she says goodbye.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

SuspenseMagazine.com

NEVERWHERE
By Neil Gaiman

Some may remember this
particular title; it made a splash
back in 1997, in the urban fantasy
genre. Different versions of the
story were published after that
in the U.S. as well as the U.K.,
but this particular copy takes
various scenes that were cut from
original versions and puts them
back in, so that all readers can
feel and experience everything
that author Neil Gaiman strived
to create.
The story is this: Richard
Mayhew is the main character,
and is a man who loves his very
normal life in London. He is a
businessman who appreciates
his days, yet his world changes
completely when one act of aid
turns him on a different path.
Mayhew goes from “regular”
London to “Neverwhere.” Still
located in London, this is a place
that lies on a subterranean level; a
maze, if you will, that includes the
darkest and scariest of mankind,
mixed together with the kindest
of beings who fight frantically
for “good” to overtake “bad.” The
person Mayhew helps is named
Door. Door is a girl who lost her
entire family at the hands of an
agent. She will not rest until she
finds and stops this particular
murderer, and Mayhew will have
to stay by her side and help her if
he ever wants to see his “normal”
life again.
There is the fantastical,
the mysterious, suspend-yourdisbelief moments; there is
blood, death, and downright
frightening things that this book
brings to light. All of this is done
in such a vibrant fashion that it
makes Dr. Who look substandard.
For those who have never been
to Neverwhere, it’s time to go.
For those who may have traveled
once before, this new edition
is calling out to you. There is
more to see, hear and learn. Just
remember, the greatest of dreams
come hand-in-hand with the
most terrifying nightmares where
this book is concerned. So…be
wary.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor,
author of “The Charlatan’s
Crown,” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■

23

SATURN RUN

By John Sandford and Ctein
This book is a little off-thebeaten-track for John Sandford
but, as he is a terrific writer, it
is certainly a must-read. There
is a co-writer on this project, as
well; a photographer and lover
of science fiction prose, Ctein.
And there is no sign of Lucas
Davenport on the pages, as the
plot takes the reader on a trip to
leave the Earth behind and head
to the rings of Saturn.
Sanders Darlington is an
intern who takes a position
at Caltech to keep himself
busy until he can collect his
inheritance. However, when he
is assigned to the Sky Survey
Observatory and accidently sees
evidence that there is something
definitely ‘out there,’ his world
changes dramatically. Not only
can he see this object coming
very close to Saturn, but even
more strange, is that whatever
the object is just happens to be
slowing down.
As always, heavenly bodies
do not slow down but spaceships
do, and soon the President
decides that an investigative
mission to Saturn is called for.
The goal of the US is to try to
keep the Chinese from sending
out their own mission. Following
the course of history, that doesn’t
happen; some slip-ups occur and
the space race is on.
Unlike their Chinese foes
who seem to get all the good
and none of the bad as they sail
through the solar system with
ease, the Americans experience
problem after problem. There is
an accident in space that takes
the life of a crewmember, and
one of their power reactors keeps
shutting down. But there is a
great deal to learn in the heavens,
and both countries will try their
absolute best to solve a riddle
and claim any riches that can be
found.
Scenes of beauty collide
with catastrophes, as technology
takes over in this incredible tale.
There are also a few inside jokes
for science fiction lovers, and a
fabulous ending for all Sandford
fans to thoroughly enjoy.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion ■
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KNOCK ON WOOD

By Linda O. Johnston
This is the second Superstition mystery, and Johnston continues to offer fans awesome tales that provide
complete entertainment.
Rory Chasen moved into the town of Destiny, CA, when she was first introduced to readers. Destiny is
known to be obsessed with superstitions. Rory thought that she would begin to lead a charmed life once she
arrived but, while still a new resident, she found herself involved in a murder. Now, however, that’s all in the
past. She loves her job, working as manager of the Lucky Dog Boutique and selling pet food and incidentals to
dog people. She’s also the mistress of a great black and white dog named, Pluckie.
Rory’s very good friend, Gemma, is trying to get over a break-up with her boyfriend, Frank. Rory isn’t sure
that she can help in the romance department but is hoping to lift Gemma’s spirits anyway. Soon Gemma seems
not to need help, as she has found multiple suitors in town. But just as her happiness grows, Frank turns up
uninvited and unwanted, much to Gemma’s dismay.
Misfortune abounds as Rory and Pluckie come upon the body of one of Gemma’s beaus, and Gemma and
Rory find themselves both in trouble as they become suspects in the murder. Rory is already trying to redeem
herself in the eyes of Police Chief Justin Halbertson, telling him she is just an innocent bystander and trying to
get him to look at her as a romantic interest. But this is now the second death Rory finds herself in the middle
of and the so-called ‘luck’ in Destiny continues to run bad.
Although everyone should know by now that any book with a dog in it is always good, this tale is a definite
standout. So while the citizens of Destiny continue to throw pennies heads-up on the sidewalks for people to
find, fans like me will fade into the sunset and wait impatiently for the next Linda O. Johnston tale: 5-Stars.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

A STITCH TO DIE FOR

By Lois Winston
Jersey girl Anastasia Pollack is still deep in debt, thanks to the untimely death of her louse
of a spouse. To add much-needed cash to the family coffers, she’s rented out the space over her
garage to the hunky and mysterious Zack Barnes, who’s really handy to have around when the
chips are down. Soon she’ll have one less mouth to feed, because her much-married and muchwidowed mother, Flora, is marrying for the sixth time and finally moving out of the house. But
the wedding festivities are interrupted by the arrival of two detectives, who inform the groom
that the body of his daughter has been fished out of the Delaware and Raritan Canal.
As if that isn’t bad enough, even when Flora moves out, she and her new groom live close enough to
Anastasia that they’re able to pop in for dinner every night, whether they’re invited or not. And poor Anastasia
is still stuck providing room and board for her Communist mother-in-law, Lucille, and her pooch, the aptly
named Manifesto.
Anastasia has one more problem: she keeps finding dead bodies. This time, she discovers the body of the
most unpopular woman in the neighborhood, Betty Bentworth. This grisly find is immediately followed by her
discovery of still another murdered neighbor. Is there a killer targeting elderly women on Anastasia’s street? Or
is the killer actually targeting Anastasia and her family, and the other deaths are merely warnings?
“A Stitch to Die For” is the fifth in the Anastasia Pollack Crafting Mysteries by Lois Winston. If you’re a
reader who enjoys a well-plotted mystery and loves to laugh, don’t miss this one!
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Funerals Can Be Murder,” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

A MIDWINTER’S TAIL

By Sofie Kelly
This is the newest installment in A Magical Cats mystery series; a new cozy about old friends,
Kathleen Paulson and her adorable, mystery-loving, magical cats, Owen and Hercules.
This time out, it is winter in Mayville Heights and Kathleen is planning a fundraiser to
get money together for the ‘Reading Buddies Program,’ which is where older children help
the younger ones learn to read; a program that is working very well. It’s been smooth sailing in
Kathleen’s life until Dayna Chapman, ex-wife of Burtis Chapman, shows up after a long absence
and mysteriously dies during the fundraiser.
It’s not so mysterious after all when Burtis informs Kathleen that Dayna is allergic to pistachio nuts that
were in a chocolate she ate, which is why she died before reaching the hospital. Marcus, Kathleen’s detective
boyfriend, is suspicious that this may be a murder and not so accidental. Kathleen agrees, and during the
investigation following the death, the police also declare that foul play was involved.
It seems no one in town really knows much about Dayna, other than she has been gone quite a while since
leaving Mayville Heights and her husband and two children behind. Before she collapsed she was seen having
an argument with her ex and, of course, because of this incident and her sudden re-appearance, Burtis becomes
suspect number one.
But something doesn’t feel right: Kathleen doesn’t believe that he’s the killer. So she and her cats go on the
hunt for the real culprit, helping her policeman boyfriend as Marcus comes along with the odd trio in order to
find the killer in a group of people that both he and Kathleen once thought they knew very well.
For readers who already know about Kathleen and her fun, magical cats, this series just gets better and
better with each book.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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GUARANTEED TO BLEED

By Julie Mulhern
There’s no way a lover of suspense could turn this book down because it’s that much fun.
Ellison Russell is a widow with a teenage daughter. Her daughter is coming into the Age of
Reason and is being a tad bit rebellious, leaving her mother unamused. Not to mention, Ellison
and daughter, Grace, are finding themselves in situations where moral issues arise that cause
Ellison to try her best to calm down her daughter as well as her own mother, who isn’t too happy
either.
One day, when Ellison is watching a high-school football game, she drops her lipstick down through the
cracks in the bleachers. She really doesn’t want to bother with it but being that it was expensive and a gift, she
decides to go under the bleachers to retrieve it. When she finds the lipstick, unfortunately, she also finds a
student, Bobby Lowell, who was once a boyfriend of her daughter, slipping away. Ellison tries to help him but
is too late. Pulling her close to him, Bobby whispers the words: “Tell her I love her.”
Ellison, as her personality dictates, is off to locate the girl he was talking about so she can deliver his last
message. But as the story moves along, some very funny scenes are included in this odd investigation. Not
only is Ellison pulled into a strange situation, but Grace is actually on the prowl to find a new boyfriend for her
mother so she can marry her off.
Ellison also finds herself in another dilemma, trying to decide whether she likes Detective Anarchy Jones
who she admires a great deal, or an attorney that her mother is pushing on her. A killer is amiss, teenagers are
missing, and a message needs to be delivered…Ellison is having one difficult time to say the least.
As this is the second in a series, readers should know that maybe, hopefully, there will be more to come.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

THE ENGLISH SPY

By Daniel Silva
In the newest entry in Daniel Silva’s Gabriel Allon series, the master Israeli spy is about at
the end of his run in the field. He’s been selected to take over the Office, which suits Gabriel’s
wife, Chiara, now that she’s pregnant with twins. He’d planned to spend his last few months
before taking up his new position restoring a painting he recently recovered in Italy, but then the
head of MI6, Graham Seymour, asks Gabriel to take on one final assignment.
The former wife of a British royal, a woman admired as much for her charitable work as for
her beauty, was cruising the Caribbean with friends when her yacht disappeared in a massive explosion. An
intelligence source whispers that the bombing was the work of Eamon Quinn, a master bomb-maker who got
his start with the IRA during the Troubles but now has become a mercenary, working for the highest bidder.
MI6 wants Quinn taken out, and to find out who paid for the Caribbean attack.
Gabriel recruits his former adversary and now close friend, Christopher Keller, to help with tracking down
Quinn. Before he walked away from the British commandos and became an assassin, Keller had operated in
Northern Ireland, and had almost been killed by Quinn. Keller agrees to help, to finally settle the score.
They follow a crumb trail left by Quinn through multiple countries in Europe until, once again back in
England, the tables are turned and the hunters become the hunted. There’s much more at stake than what’s
visible on the surface, but Gabriel learns that when it comes to vengeance, death has its advantages.
Silva’s writing always crackles with energy. He takes the reader on a ride along the serpentine intricacies
of the plot, outdoing Ludlum at his best, while balancing the story with the realism of LeCarre. This has been
one of the best thriller series for years now, and “The English Spy” maintains that level of quality along with
its level of intensity.
Reviewed by David Ingram ■

MURDER ON THE ILE SORDOU

By M.L. Longworth
This is the fourth book in the mystery series featuring Judge Antoine Verlaque, and his lady friend and law
professor, Marine Bonnet.
This time around, the two are on their way to the just-reopened Locanda Sordou, a very posh hotel set on
an island in the Mediterranean. Judge Verlaque is extremely rich and can afford to go where he likes, which is
not normal for a typical magistrate, but this man is anything but typical. If he wants to enjoy a week of luxury,
he will. This is obviously a wonderful vacation spot. The hotel has beautiful views, wonderful food, and to
make it even more interesting, a puzzle to solve when a murder occurs on the island.
Upon arriving on Sordou, Verlaque and Bonnet find pleasures galore, and some interesting company:
a retired schoolteacher, Eric Monnier, who introduces the Judge to Frank O’Hara’s poetry. Sylvie Grassi,
Marine’s best friend, who Verlaque wants to make peace with yet it doesn’t turn out to be the snap he expected
it to be; and last, but definitely not least, a male film star who is not doing so well, traveling with his very young
wife, and her not very happy son. When one of the guests is shot, a dark shadow is cast over the island, and it
gets even worse when a violent storm blows in and cuts off all communication with the mainland.
Thinking that there may be another death, the Judge takes over in his “professional” mode, and handles
what could be called a locked-room mystery, ala Agatha Christie. The Judge, himself, can come across as a bit
of a snob, and it works, because Marine has a great sense of humor that always humanizes her man. The book is
a very pleasant read for a warm and sunny afternoon, much like the Mediterranean life…without the murder.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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HUSK

By J. Kent Messum
In the not too distant future
scientists find a way to map the
human brain; they can create a
virtual copy of the human mind.
The ramifications mean that if
you’re one of the lucky, ambitious
and conveniently wealthy few, you
no longer have to die. Your body
will shrivel as you age but your
mind can be computer-chipped.
You could be kept alive to manage
your company from behind the
scenes; the unseen CEO.
The problem with men of this
magnitude is that they have strong
physical desires, from ascending
high mountains to travelling the
world. And in the day and age of
this novel, they can rent your body
out should you decide to be a host,
or in this case, a husk.
A husk can be rented for up to
seventy-two hours. Most are hired
through a reputable agency. The
husk has no recollection of tasks
physically performed while under
the influence of the highest bidder’s
mind. We follow the character,
Rhodes. He’s been rented out too
many times to count. He keeps up
a good physical regime, stays in
shape, and makes the big bucks.
Once he unplugs himself from
the mind that inhabited his body
he has to take stock; dealing with
scratches and bruises.
After one rough rental, he
discovers he’s experiencing flash
backs, just barely a second in length
so he cannot form a memory.
After checking with the agency
IT department, no anomaly can
be found. But when he finds out
others are experiencing similar
problems, and when his friends
at the agency start dying, he takes
it on himself to investigate why.
He has made the exclusive rental
of the one bidder that he’s grown
to despise and is not surprised at
what he soon finds.
This science fiction offering
from Messum has to be a
contender for book of the year
with its disturbing look into the
possibility of an afterlife in the not
too distant future.
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler,
author of “Blood on His Hands”
published by Suspense Publishing,
an imprint of Suspense Magazine
■
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ALL THE
BEAUTIFUL
BRIDES
By Rita Herron

The murder of a young girl
wearing a wedding dress stirs
up old memories in the town
of Graveyard Falls, regarding
the murders of three young
girls thirty years ago, and the
scheduled parole of the man
most thought was guilty of
the crime. Is this new murder
connected to the old?
Mona is looking for her
birth mother and the trail has
led her to Graveyard Falls.
Following a miscarriage,
and the loss of her husband,
Brent, Mona has settled in as a
counselor and begins looking
for clues to her heritage.
Enter Cal Coulter, an FBI
agent who was once Brent’s
very best friend, but who is
in love with Mona. While
she tries to help him with this
puzzling case, he tries to keep
her at arm’s length. But, their
paths continue to cross as more
murders occur, possibly putting
Mona in the direct path of a
killer.
This is a solid romantic
suspense novel, telling a dark
and twisted tale with shades
of Psycho, featuring a serial
killer with mommy issues. The
plethora of small town secrets
all threaten to reveal a cover
up and expose draw-dropping
betrayals.
There were a few
times along the way when
developments were too obvious
or convenient, and it’s just a tad
formulaic and clichéd. But, the
fast pacing of the story kept me
engaged and interested which
offset any minor flaws.
Edgy, dark suspense, a
steamy romantic interlude,
with a taste of redemption and
the promise of a fresh start for
the main characters, makes the
story well rounded, balanced,
with a positive conclusion. I
recommend this book for
fans of romantic suspense, of
course, but also to those who
read the serial killer trope, and
to some extent, psychological
thriller fans. Four stars.
Reviewed by Julie Whiteley ■
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SAVAGE LANE

By Jason Starr
This book begins as a dramatic tale, with two distinct families living on the same street in a
quiet suburb of New York City. One of the family’s includes, Mark Berman, Dad; Deb Berman,
Mom; and their children. Deb believes that Mark has a personal yen for the neighborhood divorcee,
Karen Daily. Karen has not been divorced for long and her neighbors, Mark and Deb, have always
been supportive of her as she moves on in her life, teaching at the local school and starting to date.
As far as Mark is concerned, he actually does have a bit of a crush, even though the two
consenting adults haven’t made a move as of yet. Although you may think of Mark as a hideous husband, Deb really
has no place to talk. You see, Deb is wrapped up in her own affair with an eighteen-year-old high school dropout
who works at the local country club. Though adultery may seem to be the only crime in the neighborhood…
darker issues arise.
Karen finds herself having a problem with Mark, as he begins to hate his own life so much that he has decided
he wants a fantasy life with her. Things begin to heat up, but Mark has no idea that he’s not the only one fantasizing
about the single lady. In fact, someone is spreading rumors about Karen, which eventually cause her to become
a suspect in a missing persons’ case that soon turns into a murder investigation. Enter, a psychopathic individual
who decides that adultery is too tame when it comes to crime.
With this entrance, Savage Lane in the lovely, serene suburbs becomes quite an interesting spot. The author
turns the reader on their head as a very edgy thriller commences that might just send you out to check up on your
neighbors. The book is so well-written and believable that perhaps your very own Jones’s next door will look a
little different to you in the light of day.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

THE BARK BEFORE CHRISTMAS

By Laurien Berenson
Few people are as busy preparing for the Christmas holiday than Melanie Travis, the likeable
protagonist in Laurien Berenson’s, “The Bark Before Christmas.” Her household includes husband
Sam, twelve-year-old Davey, and a whirling dervish of a toddler named Kevin. Oh, and six Standard
Poodles, who are a key element of this series. Melanie has also returned to her part-time job at
Howard Academy, an exclusive private school in Greenwich, Connecticut. What Melanie doesn’t
need is one more thing to do, but when Howard Academy headmaster Russell Hanover II taps her
to run the school’s holiday bazaar, she has no choice but to say yes. Especially since one of the booths will feature
an opportunity for students and their pets to have their pictures taken with Santa Claus.
All is going smoothly the morning of the event until a valuable show dog, an adorable West Highland White
Terrier named Kiltie, disappears. And so has Santa, who went out for a quick break and never returned. The dog’s
owner pitches a fit and demands that Melanie find the dog right away. And Santa’s lifeless body is found in a local
cemetery a short time later.
In her eighteenth Melanie Travis mystery, Laurien Berenson once again introduces readers to the inside
world of dogs, and shows how some owners obsess more about them than their own children. “The Bark Before
Christmas” is a well-plotted tale peppered with likeable characters, including Melanie’s irascible Aunt Peg, who
always has to have the last word, no matter what. Boomer, Lilly and I loved it. Woof!
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Funerals Can Be Murder,” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

THE EDGE OF THE SHADOWS

By Elizabeth George
This saga stars a girl with paranormal powers by the name of Becca King, and it takes place on
a stunning location that goes by the name of Whidbey Island. For this tale, we begin with a blaze.
Two fires that occurred on Whidbey Island did not garner much interest, but this third one just
so happens to flare up at Island County Fairgrounds, and brings confusion to the small town of
Langley.
Becca calls Langley home, and how she arrived at this location is something everyone should
read about (“The Edge of Nowhere”). Becca’s best friend is Jenn McDaniels; her boyfriend is Derric Mathieson,
and this trio is about as different as one could expect. They have, thus far, experienced a sometimes frightening
history together (“The Edge of the Water”), and the excitement has shown no sign of stopping.
There are virtual strangers on Whidbey Island this time out. Isis and Aidan are from Palo Alto. Coming from
an experience that involved a “home” for troubled teens, these siblings seem to have a cloud of suspicion hanging
over their heads. Parker Natalia, a hot musician, has arrived from Canada. Fired by his band, he’s carrying more
than just a fiddle around on his shoulder.
The criminal burns down an abandoned house and a man who was homeless and living inside the structure
is killed. Teens are close to the scene having a party when this death occurs, and Becca, as well as her friends,
decide that they’ll separate to investigate each newbie in their midst to find the killer.
What is the absolute best part of this tale? The fact that there are things that have not been solved or wrapped
up, so the reader can expect more from Whidbey Island in the future. For those who are not on board as of yet,
jump on! This is a truly thrilling series with plots that draw you in and keep you there.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Charlatan’s Crown,” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint of
Suspense Magazine ■
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CINDERELLA SIX FEET UNDER

By Maia Chance
This is book number two in the Fairy Tale Fatal Mystery series, following the amazingly
creative debut, “Snow White Red-Handed.” Readers loved the first and they are going to be just as
ecstatic over the second.
Set in Queen Victoria’s era, actress Ophelia Flax has decided that she will bring together her
friend Prue with Prue’s estranged and supposedly very rich mother, Henrietta. This, however, turns
into a disaster when upon arriving, at Mom’s mansion, Ophelia finds a house in ruins and a mom
who has mysteriously flown the proverbial coop. Left behind is a slippery husband, two stepsisters, and a corpse
in the pumpkin patch adorned in a ball gown, wearing one glass slipper. Even though it isn’t, the corpse just
happens to be a dead ringer for Prue.
Strangely enough, no one at the mansion seems to give a fairytale darn about who shot this unlucky
Cinderella or why she was even chosen to die, so Ophelia and Prue decide to investigate the killing themselves.
They start out at the Paris Opera, and then hop on the trail of a legendary fairytale relic of sorts that takes them
into the realm of a cunning Prince Charming, where they meet up with a peculiar fashion consultant with plans
of her own. (Think: Very odd fairy godmother or mean witch selling apples? Hmm…)
This book, just as it was with the first, offers an extremely interesting plotline that utilizes the Grimmest of
Brothers tales that will keep suspense fans reading far into the night (perhaps even until the clock strikes twelve).
It is not a guess that readers will wait impatiently for the next fairytale to begin. This is most definitely a 5-star
read.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

FINDERS KEEPERS

By Stephen King
Stephen King doesn’t often write a series. Yes, I know he’s written The Tower series, but it’s
not my cup of tea. However, he’s better known for his stand-alone novels which are the ones I love.
In the past few years, his storytelling has moved into a whole other realm of brilliance. “Finders
Keepers” is one of his best.
This story continues on from 2014’s, “Mr. Mercedes.” King opens with a new set of characters:
well-rounded, intense, and with fascinating back-stories. King loves to plumb the eccentricities of
authors and their fanatic fans, having ventured into this territory many times, and he’s at it again.
It’s 1978, and petty thief Morris Bellamy murders beloved author John Rothstein in a botched robbery. After
Rothstein ends his famous Runner trilogy—unsatisfactorily in Bellamy’s opinion—he is after any unpublished
work still in Rothstein’s house. What he finds is plenty of cash and a treasure trove of moleskin notebooks
containing further Runner novels and notes. Worried about police pursuit, he buries his booty in a trunk near
the river behind his childhood home.
In present day, Peter Staubers, whose father was badly injured in the events that opened “Mr. Mercedes,”
where a car was driven into a crowd of job seekers by a lunatic, now lives in Bellamy’s old home. Peter finds the
mysterious trunk and becomes obsessed with the notebooks, too. He secretly sends installments of the money
to his struggling family.
The story flashes back and forward between the two eras and we discover why Bellamy abandoned
his treasure. It isn’t until a bit into the story that private detective Bill Hodges (the lead character from “Mr.
Mercedes”) enters the story. Hodges is brought in to investigate who the Staubers family’s mysterious benefactor
is. Eventually all characters come together in a satisfying and thrilling ending.
King seamlessly interweaves the characters and storylines from “Mr. Mercedes,” including Mr. Mercedes
himself. Both books are brilliant, enjoyable reads. King is still the master of the thriller, stand-alone, series or
trilogy.
Reviewed by Susan May (www.susanmaywriter.com) ■

CRUSHED VELVET

By Diane Vallere
This entertaining series that began with “Suede to Rest,” continues with yet another fantastic
read. In fact, this one may be even better.
To begin, fabric storeowner Polyester (Poly) Monroe is getting ready to open her shop called,
Material Girl. Poly is shelving some really posh and luxurious fabrics, very colorful threads, and
a beautiful weave of velvet. When a shipment of fabrics arrive, however, it’s not quite the delivery
she was expecting. Crushed beneath a dozen bolts of beautiful weaves just happens to be a corpse.
Said corpse is the body of Phil Girard, husband of Poly’s friend, Genevieve, owner of a local teashop. Of course,
the wife is always the main suspect, yet this time around, she seems to be missing.
Now the good Lord knows that Phil Girard was certainly not the perfect mate, but Genevieve still really
didn’t have any reason to kill him. But when Poly first tries to find her, she is nowhere to be found. When Poly
finally catches up with Genevieve and asks her questions regarding the crime and where she was at the time,
Genevieve breaks down and begs for Poly’s help. She believes that she is the actual murderer of her husband but,
oddly enough, doesn’t know for sure.
Saying anything more about this very fun and incredibly cool plot would give something away. Therefore,
let’s just say this one is an eye-opener that should not be missed.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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CHASING JUSTICE
By H. Terrell Griffin

At the beginning of this
fabulous Matt Royal mystery,
Matt is enjoying his role of
‘mostly retired lawyer’ who has
paid his dues and now just wants
to enjoy his life on Longboat
Key, Florida. He loves this
world and wants to spend his
time with his friends and, most
of all, with his significant other,
J.D. Duncan, who is not only
Matt’s true love but is also the
police detective on the island.
Life is about to throw a
monkey wrench into Matt’s
bliss, as an extremely shifty
local, Nate Bannister, has been
shot to death in his condo in
Sarasota, and the evidence
gathered in the case leads
straight to Abby Lester, wife
of the local police chief. Abby
wants Matt to defend her and is
begging for his help. Not able to
turn down a friend in need, he
agrees, but while looking into
the case, finds a connection
between Abby’s problems and
the death of a young woman
whose case is being investigated
by his very own J.D.
As Matt continues to
investigate, he knows that he
will have to face a prosecuting
attorney with a murder-trial
record that can’t be beat. In
addition, he soon finds that the
system has changed, and not for
the better. He must face a world
of corrupt lawyers, policemen,
and politicians who make it
a point to threaten honest
judges, if they can even find any
left. Matt has to really do his
homework in order to unravel
the pile of issues involved in
this murder case. And he has to
bring his courtroom skills back
so he can outwit the prosecutor
and save Abby from prison.
Author H. Terrell Griffin
has written a series of books
featuring Attorney Matt Royal
and, hopefully, he will not stop.
It may be unfortunate for Matt
that he has retired and is called
back to the courtroom but, as
far as fans are concerned, that’s
exactly where he belongs.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion
■
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DAY SHIFT

By Charlaine Harris
This book continues with characters introduced from book one in the author’s Midnight,
Texas series, “Midnight Crossroad.” The very likable, Joe and Chuy, who are looking out for the
citizens of Midnight and keeping them safe, are back. Also, psychic Manfred Bernardo, who now
feels that he has been accepted by the small town, returns.
When the abandoned hotel located in town is on the verge of reopening, the townspeople
of Midnight become nervous and on edge. The people don’t know the buyers of the hotel and
Midnight, after all, is a town that harbors a great many secrets. When they get wind of the fact that the hotel may
come alive once again, they are far more worried that some of those buried secrets may just be dug up.
Olivia Charity, a woman who is actually seeing a vampire, is a driven and somewhat dangerous person.
When Manfred heads to Dallas to work, he sees Olivia there, hanging out with two people who end up as corpses
the very next day. Add to this the fact that Manfred watches one of his richest clients die during a reading, and
Manfred decides that Olivia is the one who can help him bring his life, his world, and Midnight, back to normal.
Manfred has just been accepted, and these legal issues could lead to the people of Midnight running him out of
town.
Harris’s readers fell in love with Midnight the first time around, and have been chomping at the bit to catch
up with the strange and somewhat eerie residents. It will be interesting to see if the next book in the series reveals
all of the inhabitant’s secrets, or if the tale of Midnight will continue. Either way, it is always a whole lot of fun
driving down Witch Light Road, which runs through the center of town, and scoping out one of the coolest
locations in print.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

THE GIRL WITHOUT A NAME

By Sandra Block
This is the second psychological suspense medical thriller featuring Dr. Zoe Goldman. She
is in her last year of residency as a psychiatrist, and on probation, trying to help her patients as
best she can. She’s especially taken with the young girl who has been brought into the psych ward
of the Children’s Hospital not knowing who she is or how she got there. She may actually have a
name, but it could be Candy or Daneesha, or something else.
Zoe suffers from ADHD and doesn’t think her Adderall is working well enough for her. She
tries to keep others from knowing about the disease which could hinder her work. In fact, in this world of offbalance people, some are more out of kilter than others, but none are normal, whatever that means.
The handsome but married Dr. Berringer is supervising Zoe when complications arise on that front. A
fellow resident named Jason is her friend, but teases her and sometimes gets too close to her secret. Her brother,
Scotty, is a breath of fresh air and normalcy, contrasting with the patients, all of whom are severely mentally ill,
and the doctors. Zoe is determined to get to the bottom of who Jane Doe is and, after she discovers that, how to
find the ones responsible for her condition. As she defies her superiors to help the girl, not only her career hangs
in the balance, but also her relationship with the love of her life, Mike, who is considering leaving her for a job
in another state.
I loved entering this strange place, where people don’t know who they are, or pretend they’re someone else,
to try to achieve sanity. It’s a very strong second book and I’m looking forward to the third.
Reviewed by Kaye George, author of “Death in the Time of Ice” ■

HOLLOW MAN

By Mark Pryor
It’s difficult to put a solid description to the featured player in this book, since he is a true
chameleon.
Dominic is a transplant from the English gentry who was settled down in the middle of
Austin, Texas. Here, in the Lone Star State, this Englishman works as a prosecutor who really
enjoys playing his guitar in the local clubs. He is also a sociopath. Unlike most, however, Dominic
is completely conscious of his condition and tries his best to resist temptation. Unfortunately,
when a conversation with a close friend occurs, Dominic finds himself in all kinds of trouble.
Dominic has been assigned to juvenile court and has had to swallow a cut in salary that really hurts. So his
friend Gus, an immigration lawyer, tells him about a shady client who collects rents on 150 trailers in cold hard
cash. With this information, he and Gus dream up a plot to steal the money. Dominic comes up with a perfect
plan, and with a little help from a woman he meets because of her brother being in jail, they are off and running.
Subsequently, Gus backs out of the whole thing and Dominic ends up asking his roommate, a computer geek
named Tristan, and Otto, a security guard about to be fired, to help him out with the original plan. Of course,
readers have all heard about those ‘best laid plans’ that always go wrong, and this is no exception. Two deaths
occur, sending Dominic racing to bury the money. He and his cohorts must now work at avoiding capture and
being charged with murder, while Dominic tries to also keep his ‘condition’ in check.
This book turned out to be one of the best I’ve read in a long time; it lets the reader sympathize with a truly
messed-up mind who has such a lack of compassion that his sneakiness is what becomes ultimately appealing.
Suffice it to say, this is one plot you will not forget.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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PATRIOT
By Ted Bell

Britain’s greatest asset—as
well as being mega-rich—Lord
Alex Hawke, is back and better
than ever.
Once, his life was saved
in prison by none other than
Vladimir Putin, and a friendship
was born that put the two men
on a first name basis. In this tale,
Vlad informs his new friend that
the Russians have just finished
working on a new explosive
called, Feuewasser, which
looks just like water (or, vodka,
considering we’re talking about
Russia, here). Vlad also informs
Alex that he will use this socalled “fire water” to get the old
glory of the USSR back where it
belongs. And Hawke rushes to
inform his MI6 bosses that Putin
already has used a thimbleful of
this noxious creation to vaporize
a huge sunken Russian freighter,
just to see if it would work.
Hawke must help stop the
aggression on Putin’s part, but
he is mindful that the bad guys
might go after his six-year-old
son in order to keep him in line.
But anyone who knows Hawke
knows that it’s not an easy task to
touch any of his family members
and live to tell the tale.
The characters on both
sides of the fence this time
around
include,
Crystal
Methenny, who is a mean, nasty
lady; Spider Payne, an ex-CIA
operative that is now working
for the other side; and, Uncle
Joe, who just happens to be a
Stalin lookalike. Good guys are
also present and accounted for,
with Ambrose Congreve and
Stokely Jones ready to go to war
and make sure Russia does not
rebuild their old super powers.
Any reader of spy novels
will love (and most likely already
do love, Alex Hawke), as he has
the gifts of James Bond that
can stop any maniac in order to
save the world one more time.
Loaded with action and terrific
characters, this story allows
readers an escape from real life,
while they take a wild ride with
‘Hawke & Company.’
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion
■
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—Steve Berry, New York Times Bestselling Author of The Lincoln Myth

KEVIN HURLEY
To his neighbors, Major John Rexford is a retired
Marine living in the Catskill Mountains of New
York on disability. Even John’s girlfriend, Maggie,
has no idea he’s really a CIA spook recruited in
Afghanistan and assigned to kill enemies on US
soil.
With
ith exemplary skills in hand-to-hand combat
W
and small arms weaponry, John completes a string
of successful kills, eliminating terrorists and their
money supply in the New York metropolitan
area. With the FBI hot on his trail for these illegal
assassinations, John must nd a way to stop an
international team of explosives experts from
de
destroying
New York City’s aqueducts, killing
thousands with chlorine gas, and burning the ve
boroughs to the ground. During his mission, John
runs afoul of a high-level underworld assassin who
uses his mastery of yoga to silently strangle his
victims. When the assassin discovers John’s one
liability—his girlfriend, Maggie—John will have
ttoo make a terrible choice between her life and the
capture of her abductor.

PLAYING WITH FIRE
By Tess Gerritsen

This is the first Tess Gerritsen
novel that I’ve had the pleasure
of reading, and I’m hooked.
From the first few pages, the
story piqued my curiosity and I
found myself unable to put the
book down. Between the riveting
story line, and the characters
that you can’t help but become
emotionally attached to, “Playing
With Fire” has a little something
for everyone.
Violinist, Julia Ansdell, is on
a trip to Rome when she comes
across a small antiques shop
where she purchases a very old
looking piece of sheet music. Just
by looking at it, something draws
her to the notes on the page and
she anxiously takes the music back
home.
The first time she plays the
composition, the music is so
powerful that Julia loses sense of
everything around her, coming
out of her trance only to find that
her three-year-old daughter Lily
has committed a violent act against
their family cat. The second time
she plays, a similar incident occurs
except her daughter’s violence is
directed at her. Frightened by her
daughter and what the music is
doing to her, Julia vows to uncover
the truth behind the composition
that is bringing so much evil into
her home.
The further Julia delves
into the history of the music
and its composer, the more her
family begins to question her
sanity. When a family history of
psychosis on Julia’s side presents
itself, she becomes even more
driven to prove to herself and to
everyone else that she isn’t crazy.
As the history of the piece
is unveiled, Julia uncovers a
story dating back to World War
II; one of love and suffering that
brings light to her understanding
of the haunting past behind the
music plaguing her life. Will Julia
be forced to live in fear of her
daughter? Or will she discover the
truth to help save her family and
herself?
A fast-paced, thrilling tale
that will leave all readers eager for
more, “Playing With Fire” is truly
one of a kind.
Reviewed by Abbey Peralta ■
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THE ADVENTURESS

By Tasha Alexander
In this newest Lady Emily Victorian mystery, Lady Emily Hargreaves, and her husband,
Colin, are in Cannes, France, where they are going to celebrate the engagement of Jeremy
Sheffield, Duke of Bainbridge—one of Emily’s closest childhood friends.
Jeremy has been a confirmed bachelor for life, but recently he has surprised family and
friends by proposing to a wealthy American, Amity Wells. Emily doesn’t seem to be as taken
with Amity as the others in their party have been, and when a friend of Jeremy’s turns up in
Jeremy’s hotel room dead, it sure puts a damper on the festivities.
The coroner says it is suicide, but Emily suspects murder. She also believes that Jeremy had been the real
target. As the story progresses, among the upper crust of the English class, the Wells family seems to be well
liked. Even though they fall under the category of “crass Yankees,” they are not at all the devious Americans
that the English were expecting. But as the engagement party goes on, Amity is the picture of a perfect brideto-be and all the gentlemen of British society seem to be fond of her…maybe a little too fond. But soon the
females, even though Amity’s parents’ money lets them come into café society, see their behavior and style
on the downfall. The throwing of excessive parties by the Americans is starting to lose its attraction on the
aforementioned upper crust.
After the “suicide,” Emily is trying to look into the case. As she goes deeper and deeper, she becomes even
less fond of Amity than she was before. As anxiety and anger commences, what was once going to be a festive
event turns into something far different, pitting people against each other.
If you think you have found the culprit, keep reading, because you probably haven’t. The author has set up
a very off-the-wall, unique plot and the circumstances, along with the suspects, are a real surprise.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

BEST LAID PLANS

By Allison Brennan
This book is the latest in the author’s Lucy Kincaid series which takes place not long after
the events of “Dead Heat.”
FBI Agent Lucy Kincaid is just getting used to her new job in San Antonio, Texas, when
Harper Worthington’s dead body turns up. The corpse is the husband of political magnate,
Adele Worthington, a currently sitting Congresswoman. The body is found in a motel on the
seedy side of town and it’s up to Lucy to locate and question the last person who saw and spoke
to the victim while he was still alive. To cause her more grief, however, this particular person being sought after
is a teen prostitute who has completely vanished from sight.
When the forensics folks find that the victim was poisoned, Lucy and her partner have to look into the
victim’s life and find out who would have liked him to be gone forever. There are many questions to find
answers to: Was he having an affair? Was he stealing money? Was he laundering money? Or was he simply in
the wrong place at the wrong time?
Lucy’s gentleman friend, Sean Rogan, is hired by Worthington’s company to do a security audit, which is
causing Lucy some flack with her FBI family. But when Sean discovers a bug in Worthington’s office, Lucy is
thrown into a conspiracy that might just end her career and, if she’s not careful, her life.
When things start to come apart in Lucy’s world this is a book that becomes very difficult to put down.
Hard to separate the truth from fiction, this is a terrific read for puzzle lovers. Not a surprise, considering
Allison Brennan always hits the suspense nail right on the proverbial head.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

WRATH OF THE FURIES

By Steven Saylor
For those who are already hip-deep in this incredible series, it will not be a shock to hear
that this latest story is amazing. If the Ancients were to have their own famous investigator (ala
Sherlock), he would have the name, Gordianus the Finder. After all, Gordianus seems to be the
one people go to when the need for an investigation in the Ancient World pops up.
This time around, Gordianus is not exactly loving 88 B.C. Not a shock, considering
everyone possible is at war with each other. Gordianus’s base is Alexandria. This is where he deals
with the news in regards to Italian states fighting the Romans, to others by the name of Mithridates storming
the Romans and taking power over Asian provinces. Part of the Mithridates is a man named Antipater. And
Antipater just happens to be a friend of Gordianus. He was a mentor to the man and Antipater now has sent
Gordianus a message stating that he is in some sort of danger. Antipater believes he is going to be murdered
and requests immediate aid.
Gordianus goes on a mission, one that is highly flawed, in order to save Antipater’s life. Trouble is, there is
a “real” story behind the odd message he received from his friend, and Gordianus may just be placing himself
directly in the path of a killer. A serious mystery here could cost Gordianus his life if he doesn’t unravel the web
of deceit, lies and secrets he’s fallen into.
For any history buff, the Ancient World seen through the eyes of this author is monumental. Every scene
is richly detailed. Not only is the plot fast-paced and interesting, but the animated, lively scenes draw the
reader into a world they want to stay in for a good, long time. Yet another 5-star book for Saylor.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “The Charlatan’s Crown,” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine ■
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BASKET CASE

By Nancy Haddock
In the small burg of Lilyvale, Arkansas, there is very little crime. However, the local law still
has its hands full with Ms. Sherry Mae Stanton-Cutler and her housemates. These particular
folks have decided to call themselves, The Silver Six; a name that fits, actually, considering that
they are a group of very crafty (and in more ways than one) seniors.
Sherry’s niece, Nixy, shows up in town at the behest of the sheriff. He wants her to see
what’s going on at Sherry’s place and see what she can do about it. The local detective, Eric
Shoar, who is in charge of unraveling the goings-on of The Silver Six, tells Nixy that there have been explosions
going off in or near the house and he thinks that it is too dangerous for the elderly people inside. Of course, he
doesn’t understand the gist of these ‘elders,’ not to mention he knows nothing about a woman in town who is
demanding many of the landowners turn their acreage over to her.
Nixy goes to see her aunt and find out what’s what. When she shows up at the house, she actually finds
that her Aunt Sherry and the housemates are hosting a Folk Art Festival on the property, featuring hand
woven baskets and other beautiful arts and crafts. Seems benign enough. But suddenly land developer, Jill
Elsman, arrives to bully Sherry into selling her property. And when Jill is later found dead in the Stanton
Cemetery that’s located on Sherry’s land, Aunt Sherry becomes the first suspect.
This is a terrific cozy, complete with good and bad guys and at least one blooming romance between
Nixy and Detective Eric. There are also two very yummy recipes included: “Maise’s Fried Okra” and “Sherry’s
Chicken and Artichoke Casserole,” that even if readers might not think are two that go together, will find out
they most certainly do.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

MURDER IN THE PAPERBACK PARLOR

By Ellery Adams
It’s almost Valentine’s Day and romance is definitely in the air at Storytown Hall, a fivestar resort which provides a quiet place for book lovers who want to get away from it all and
do what they love best—read. Storytown Hall has been in the Steward family for hundreds
of years, and the current manager is widowed Jane Steward, with the able assistance of her
Uncle Aloysius and Aunt Octavia. In an effort to raise funds for The Hall, Jane decides to host
a Romancing the Reader event to provide fans the opportunity to come together and mingle
with several celebrated romance writers.
The main attraction at the event is Rosamund York, the queen of romance writers, who is universally
hated by the other authors in attendance. Her popular series features a feminist heroine who combines
womanly wiles with enough charisma and beauty to attract hunky suitors in all stages of dress and undress.
( Just check out her book covers!) So when Rosamund releases advance reader copies of her newest series
at the Storytown Hall event, featuring a completely different kind of heroine, her legion of fans storm out in
protest. And before you know it, Rosamund’s lifeless body is discovered at Storytown Hall. There is no lack of
suspects in Rosamund’s murder, and it falls to Jane to help the local sheriff figure out who among her guests
is the guilty person.
“Murder in the Paperback Parlor” is the second in the Book Retreat mystery series by Ellery Adams. A
delight from cover to cover!
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Funerals Can Be Murder,” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

DEVIL’S POCKET

By John Dixon
This book is a sequel to the author’s, “Phoenix Island,” where main character, Carl
Freeman, was sixteen years old. As we begin anew, Carl is now a trained fighter who has been
implanted with microchips. He is also part of a team that will represent Phoenix Island—a
locale that happens to be ruled by a tyrant named Stark—in the Funeral Games. The games are
an annual underground tournament held at an undisclosed location and hosted by the FEW, a
small group of wealthy individuals who happen to love the ‘blood sport.’
Each contestant fights four bouts in four days. The winner of each weight class receives ten million
dollars. The games are held on an island called, Devil’s Pocket, where Carl, posing as a loyal Stark supporter,
once again meets Margarita (known as Octavia in the previous book). And they join forces in order to destroy
Stark and the FEW for good.
The Funeral Games is a cruel and heartless combat tournament rewarding groups of competitors who
fight to the death. As Carl’s hands are encased in leather, and his rage tells him to move forward, Carl begins
his own internal struggle…attempting to learn just how far he is really willing to go in order to succeed.
Mesmerizing and intense, Carl has now officially become a very powerful weapon who has known
only fighting for all of his short life. The battles are cruel and real and the characters are fantastic. Having a
background that involves being a Golden Gloves boxer, a caseworker for young people, a prison tutor, and an
English teacher, certainly allows author John Dixon the information he needs to bring this story right off the
pages and make it a visual sensation that touches readers’ imaginations. All fans can hope for next is that these
books will be played on a movie screen very, very soon.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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IRON WOLF
By Dale Brown

It is the spring of 2017,
and there is much unrest in the
Ukrainian peace process. This is
how this amazing new Dale Brown
action/suspense/thriller begins,
and it only increases in excitement
from there.
In the very near future, the
first woman President of the United
States, Stacy Anne Barbeau, is
trying to ease things with Russian
President Gryzlov, as he is about
to start trouble in the Ukraine and
blame it on Poland. Seeing as that
President Barbeau prefers political
views to giving orders, she chooses
to leave Polish President Piotr Wilk
at the mercy of the Russians. NATO,
as well, doesn’t seem to want to
jump into the fray and remains
sitting on the proverbial fence.
Into all this conflict steps
former U.S. President, Kevin
Martindale, who has a plan to
help the Polish President. With
his private military contracting
company,
Scion,
Martindale
advertises that his company can
provide ‘special infantry with
remarkably powerful weapons and
also advanced, unmanned aircraft.’
Then…all the alphabet soup comes
forth: JASSMs, MALDs, and
weapons that are out there waiting
to fight, as well as some older fighterbombers which have been turned
into drones to come at the enemy.
And last, but definitely not least,
Cybernetic Infantry Devices (AKA:
Iron Wolves) that can take out an air
base without any problem.
This is a very good plotline,
with Russia as the big, bad guy, and
is certainly believable with all the
secret weapons that are out there in
our current political society. A great
deal of the work in this tale is done
by cyborgs so that human military
deaths are reduced. But the reader
needs to pay very close attention in
order to see the differences between
equipment and man.
Truth be told, this is a fastpaced read that has just enough
explanation to allow the adventure
to race at a pulse-pounding speed.
Battlefields are set ablaze by Mr.
Brown, who most definitely is a
master at it.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion ■
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THE BARTER
By Siobhan Adcock

Here we have the ultimate
ghost story.
To begin, the novel focuses on
two women, Bridget and Rebecca,
who lived a century apart. In the
year 1902, Rebecca marries John
and leaves her comfortable city
home to live a very different and
difficult future on a farm out in the
country. Rebecca decides eventually
that marriage is not to her liking.
What she remembers is a story. After
Rebecca’s mother had passed on, a
relative came to raise Rebecca. He
had told her many stories over time,
one called ‘The Barter,’ in which
her mother bartered an hour of life
for her own daughter’s happiness.
Rebecca wonders if she would be
able to do the same for her own
child.
A hundred years later, in the
same Texas farmhouse, Bridget sits
with her ten-month-old daughter,
Julie. Bridget is a woman who gave
up her job to be a full-time mother
but it’s not working out. She is always
complaining about everything her
husband, Mark, does. But Bridget
is not alone… She dwells in the
farmhouse of Rebecca, a spirit who
is more than bitter, considering that
Bridget has a happy marriage and
Rebecca had a hated one. Every step
they take unveils a different outlook
on whether or not a female can
have everything. Sacrifices must be
made, whether in 1902 or the new
millennia, and this is one ghost story
that shows this in a completely new
way.
These are troubled characters,
and when Bridget looks at her
daughter differently, the air in the
house changes as the earthy smell
of a stream running through the
property fills the area around her.
Rebecca’s ghostly figure looms over
Bridget and her baby, and Bridget
soon knows that she’s looking
at a spirit that may just end her
complaints by taking her entire
family away forever.
Modern
questions
and
situations are explored, but this is
definitely written as an old-fashioned
ghost story that sends shivers down
the spine.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion ■
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BEFORE IT’S TOO LATE

By Jane Isaac
There’s something gritty yet intelligent when it comes to English detective stories. This
is author Jane Isaac’s third book venturing into a police procedural and it’s a quick read from
the first page.
Opening with student Min Lee trapped underground somewhere with no knowledge
of her kidnapper or where she is being held captive, it’s a terrifying, claustrophobic opening.
Min finds herself losing hope. She has little food and is at the mercy of a captor whose identity
is not revealed to her. Her only solace is reminiscing about her home and family in China.
In this book, we meet Detective Inspector Will Jackman who is tasked with finding Min Lee, following
a trail of clues that seem to lead nowhere. As the story unfolds we learn more about Min and her Chinese
background, as well as Jackman’s past. He is an interesting character with a tragic backstory: a wife who is
hospitalized and seriously ill, leaving him to care for his daughter who is at that difficult age. Isaac’s previous
police procedural mystery novels featured DCI Helen Lavery, and just like Lavery, she has created an
interesting investigative detective with a well constructed backstory.
All three of Isaac’s books, “The Truth Will Out,” “An Unfamiliar Murder” and “Before It’s Too Late”
would make exciting films or series. I won’t be surprised to see film options on any of these. When reviewing
Isaac’s first novel, I remember saying something like “move over Lynda La Plante, there’s a new thriller
writer in town.” After reading this very good third novel, Jane Isaac has firmly planted herself (excuse the
pun) as one of the new breed of great UK suspense writers. Lynda La Plante, who?
Reviewed by Susan May (www.susanmaywriter.com) ■

SKY HIGH

By Susan O’Brien
Nicki is somewhat of a beginner in the detective game and has been working the ‘safe’
type of detection up until now; meaning, doing background searches and such for various
companies. Nicki is also a widow with two young children, so living the quiet life and choosing
the banal type of investigating has been easier. However, her former instructor from the PI
Academy has just returned to town. He wishes to settle down and Nicki just happens to be an
admirer of his and vice versa.
Nicki and Dean (the instructor) are attending a wedding and become caught up in a situation that
turns out to be focused on a ‘runaway groom.’ The father of the missing groom hires them to find out what
exactly happened. There seem to be all sorts of things going on with Bruce (the groom), and as Nicki and
Dean continue their quest to locate him, they soon realize that there are things friends and family simply
don’t know about the man…yet everybody wants to. The two of them are looking into Bruce’s background
when they stumble across the fact that Bruce loves to make promises that he has no intention of keeping,
including promises made to a psychic medium that listened to Bruce’s secrets; secrets that turn out to be
eye-openers.
This main character is a good investigator and a loving mother. She consistently explains to her clients
that her kids always come first, which makes readers like her even more. Her family and her next-door
neighbor are always on hand to pick up the slack, and she’s certainly the friend everyone would like to have.
Not to mention, as she and Dean take on the case of the missing groom, readers will root for a romance to
blossom.
A great, quick read. Suspense lovers who missed the first Nicki Valentine presentation will want to grab
that one, as well, because this author has definitely brought forth a character that is a great one to follow.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

SACRIFICE

By Philip Freeman
In a fascinating look into the world of druids and Christians in sixth-century Ireland,
Freeman, in his second forage into the world of Saint Brigid’s monastery, brings us on a
mystical journey of ancient spells and trickery under the guidance of young Deidre. She is a
women caught between the two worlds—a druid in one life, a nun in the other.
When several sisters are killed under mysterious circumstances that appear to be
duplicating ancient druid human sacrificial ways, Deidre is appointed the go-between to
avoid the surrounding clans and keep their appointed kings from taking advantage of a district’s weakened
appearance.
Unable to give away her secrets to aid in the investigation, Deidre is cast from the monastery by the
angry abbess, and only with the help of her druidess grandmother and a few friendly nuns, she resolves to
get to the bottom of the mysterious deaths, putting her life in jeopardy to do so. Freeman seems to draw on
popular images, inspired by Snow White to The Sound of Music in certain circumstances, and certainly has a
flair for the dramatic as well as imparting obvious well-researched history into the life of druids in ancient
Britain.
Freeman is amply qualified to write Celtic historical fiction and I put his work up there with Rosemary
Sutcliff ’s wonderful novels that I read as a teen. It has the feel of a young adult novel; however, as a middleaged man, I was certainly drawn into the imagery and pacing and hope there is more of Deidre to come.
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler, author of “Blood on His Hands” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine ■
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A BANQUET OF CONSEQUENCES

By Elizabeth George
Get ready for a new Elizabeth George featuring Scotland Yard members, Detective
Inspector Thomas Lynley and Detective Sergeant Barbara Havers.
In this novel, readers will meet a very dysfunctional family living in Dorset, overseen by
a very mysterious matriarch. Will, a landscape gardener with a deformed ear, who also suffers
from Tourette’s syndrome, is in love with Lily Foster, a tattoo artist, who is happy with Will
when he is away from his meddlesome mother. Will’s brother, Charlie, is a psychotherapist
who seems to need one badly for himself. Charlie’s estranged wife, India, has begun dating again and the
problem with both men is…you guessed it, their meddling mother, Caroline, who interferes with her sons’
lives and causes their relationships to suffer in the process. Her poor husband, Alastair, was a very good
father figure for them and raised them as his own.
Another main character is Clare Abbott, a feminist who has penned a popular book that is all the rage
in England and beyond. Caroline met Clare at the Women’s League and has succeeded in forcing herself
into a position as Clare’s assistant. Caroline has interfered with Clare’s publisher, Rory. Rory has had a
difficult past and isn’t at all happy dealing with Caroline.
This very large novel goes back and forth between London and Dorset, with some Cambridge thrown
in for good measure. And when a crime occurs, two quite famous (for fans) police detectives are drawn into
the overbearing family in order to solve it.
This review can go no farther on the point of the crime because, if anything is said, readers will be
highly disappointed. But from massive suspense to incredibly colorful characters to shocking domestic
drama, Elizabeth George has put everything in this package.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

HOVER

By Anne A. Wilson
Lieutenant Sara Denning has found her niche in the U.S. Navy as a helicopter pilot
aboard an aircraft carrier. Not just any pilot—the best pilot. She has learned to let her actions
speak for her and to assimilate into the military life; blend in to the bulkhead, become part
of the machinery of the ship, don’t stand out in this man’s world, and be the ultimate team
player.
She has managed to do this so well that she has lost her individuality, her sense of self
and even her femininity along with a secret she keeps bottled deep inside. She is just another cog in the
grand machine of the daily grind of life at sea.
On a mission, she meets Lieutenant Eric Marxen and some of that lost femininity finds a way to peek
through, much to her chagrin. As their lives and mission become embroiled together, she realizes there is
a secret Eric is keeping too. But will it upend the top-secret mission and destroy their chance at following
their hearts desires?
Following in the steps of Nora Roberts and Sharon Sala, Wilson is a fresh new voice mixing suspense,
mystery, and romance in an exciting new military themed offering.
Reviewed by Mark P. Sadler, author of “Blood on His Hands” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine ■

SHOOTING FOR THE STARS

By R.G. Belsky
“Shooting for the Stars” is a twisty, atmospheric cold case, a crime drama, and a good
old fashioned murder mystery. I love cold cases, mob stories, and the New York/Hollywood
setting creates the perfect backdrop for these types of tales.
Thirty years ago, Laura Marlowe was an actress at the height of her career. She was
allegedly gunned down by a crazed fan making it an open and shut case, or so it seemed.
Now, an ambitious TV news reporter, Abbie Kincaid, the host of the popular “Prime Time
Files,” is looking into the case and is about to release stunning information that casts doubt on the crazed
fan theory.
When newspaper reporter Gil Malloy’s editor orders him to partner up with Abbie to do a series
of articles about the case, Gil is less than enthused. But, once he gets to work on the piece, he soon finds
himself with one foot in the past and one in the present as two murders seem irrevocably linked.
This novel put me in mind of the mysteries I read back in the 1980’s and 90’s. There’s little or no use
of technology, with Gil’s bitter disdain for social media and digital content. He relies solely on his trusty
paper notepad, never once whipping out a laptop or cellphone. This works okay at times, but at others the
book felt dated.
Gil’s first person narrative made being inside his head unpleasant at times, but it was fascinating
watching him puzzle out all the information, then finally drawing a conclusion, although tightening loose
threads one at a time prolonged the story and I grew tired of thinking we finally had it all wrapped up, only
to find Gil still obsessing over one thing or another.
Still, this story was quite well outlined, with a compelling and ironical plot, a host of colorful characters,
and lots of twists and angles that will keep you guessing, making it a very enjoyable and unique mystery.
Reviewed by Julie Whiteley ■
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THE GATES OF
EVANGELINE
By Hester Young

After the death of her only child,
Keegan, Charlotte “Charlie” Cates
has decided to change her career. She
has been employed at a Manhattan
magazine and is now leaving to take
on an assignment from a true-crime
publisher. This publisher wishes
her to write about the famous case
surrounding the disappearance of
a toddler, Gabriel Deveau. This
disappearance occurred thirty years
ago when Gabriel vanished from his
family’s estate in Louisiana called,
Evangeline.
It was soon after Keegan’s
demise that Charlie began having
psychic dreams about children in
trouble, which had proven themselves
true. Now, she has had one about
Gabriel’s fate involving a boat, a
swamp, and abuse. Charlie soon finds
herself staying in a guest cottage at
Evangeline with the Deveau family
thinking that she is there to write a
family history. But as Charlie begins
digging, one of her visions helps a
local detective, Remy Minot, find
comfort after his own daughter’s
death and he agrees to help Charlie
by giving her information on the cold
case investigation.
It seems that when Gabriel
vanished from his crib in 1982, his
parents, older siblings, nanny and
her husband, were all ruled out as
suspects. Now, the widowed Hettie
Deveau is dying and, unbeknownst
to the surviving children, has altered
her Will to leave the Deveau fortune
to a historical society. Charlie’s
investigation takes her into the family
secrets of the entire Deveau clan.
What she finds is a mess of betrayals,
lies and murders. As she proceeds
to do more and more snooping, it
soon becomes clear that she can
trust no one, as danger seems to be
slithering down every hallway inside
Evangeline.
With the good writing and
memorable characters, this book
really comes to life. It’s an amazing
Gothic novel filled with romance,
mystery, and a great deal of drama
surrounding an incredibly odd family.
A terrific debut novel that will have
readers looking forward to Book Two.
Reviewed
by
Mary
Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion ■
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THE END GAME

By Catherine Coulter and J.T.
Ellison
In this new book, the third
in A Brit in the FBI series, FBI
Special Agent Mike Caine, and
her British partner, Nicholas
Drummond, are on the case of a
dark terrorist organization known
as COE (Celebrants of Earth). This
is an anti-Muslim group run by a
brilliant scientist, Matthew Spenser,
whose family was killed in the
terrorist bombing of the London
Underground back in 2007. This
group has been bombing refineries
but not hurting people.
On a tip, Mike and Nicholas
take off for Bayonne, NJ, as there has
been a bomb threat at the Bayway
Refinery. Unfortunately, they’re too
late to stop the explosion, but not
too late to take part in the rescue.
This particular bombing has
fatalities and suddenly people are
wondering why the formerly nonmurdering COE has started taking
people out. Unknown to other
agencies, the CIA is placing an
undercover agent into the group.
The agent, Vanessa Grace, is working
with Spenser and posing as a bomb
expert. Things seem to be doing
okay until the mysterious Darius
shows up, bringing a huge sum of
money and turning Spenser into
a man willing to use more violent
means.
The group also has a computer
hacker who duels a bit with Nicholas,
and whose hacking abilities are
tested when COE tries to crash the
power grid. Spenser loses control
and shoots Vanessa, and the CIA
decides to work with the FBI to
find a pro-hitman carrying around a
contract on the Vice President of the
United States.
The third plot featuring
Nicholas Drummond is a book that
must be read. (Not unlike the rest of
Coulter’s arsenal.) Action, suspense,
plots that twist and turn, bad guys
that remain nameless, and some that
are right in the forefront of it all—
FBI Special Agent Michaela (Mike)
Caine and Nicholas Drummond
make a perfect pair and always
produce a great thriller. Hopefully,
there will be many more of these
books in the future.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion ■
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SHADOW PLAY

By Iris Johansen
Eve Duncan, the well-known artiste in the field of forensic sculpting, is back. This time
around, Eve takes on, at the behest of a California sheriff, a skeleton of a young, unidentified
girl found in a forest. Her job is to reconstruct the face of the girl who has been buried for
eight years. The sheriff seems to be obsessive about this case and is determined to find out
who the skeleton is.
Eve puts the case on the top of her list and is completely flabbergasted when the ghost of
the girl, Jenny, starts to appear to her and they become fast friends. Eve is realizing that there is another girl
who is connected to this case. More importantly, this one is still alive, but in danger now that the old bones
have been excavated.
Eve and her policeman boyfriend, Joe, go to meet Sheriff Nalchek in order to work on Jenny’s identity
and uncover more on the case. Their need for answers leads them directly to the killer, yet brings the killer
one step closer to the other girl he’s been stalking. Included in this mystery comes details of Nalchek’s own
family history; details that open even more doors and shine even more light on young Jenny’s death.
In this book, Eve brings with her a bit of the supernatural, with some psychic elements leading places,
and others that do not. The killer is not as intelligent as the main couple (who is?) and misses many
opportunities which help Eve and Joe live another day in order to bring the fiend to justice. Eve Duncan
novels by Johansen are so good that, supernatural or not, readers and fans remain completely engaged.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

THE LOST GIRL: A FEAR STREET NOVEL

By R.L. Stine
Author R.L. Stine is back with another chilling installment of the Fear Street series that
will leave fans, past and present, turning pages to uncover the mystery behind “The Lost Girl.”
Shadyside High School senior, Michael Frost, liked the way his life was going. He had a
girlfriend, Pepper, two best friends, and a steady job on the school yearbook staff. Everything
changes for Michael when he meets Lizzy Walker, the new Shadyside student who immediately
captures his attention when he catches her stealing food from the local grocery store. He can’t
understand why, but suddenly Lizzy is all he can think about, and when she begins doing everything she can
to be a part of his life he does nothing to stop her.
When Michael invites Lizzy on a snowmobile trip with friends, the fun quickly turns sour. Michael
loses all control of his body and his snowmobile and accidentally runs over a man who mysteriously walks
in front of him. The group, in fear of getting in trouble, leaves the man lying in the snow. But when Michael
starts receiving threatening messages that lead to his friends being murdered, the police are forced to get
involved.
As the mystery behind the murders continues to increase so does Michael’s obsession with Lizzy.
However, when the police uncover that Lizzy Walker has never been a student at Shadyside High, everyone
begins to question who she is and where she came from. The closer Michael gets to her, the more history
begins to unravel a connection between them that stretches back seventy years—a history that involves
murder, betrayal and a need for vengeance.
Will Michael’s fascination with this mysterious new girl hinder his ability to protect the people he loves,
or will he discover the truth behind Lizzy’s past and his own? “The Lost Girl” is a frightening page-turner
that will remind R.L. Stine fans of all ages what it’s like to be scared by someone who knows exactly how to
do it.
Reviewed by Abbey Peralta ■

SECOND LIFE

By S.J. Watson
This mystery deals with the murder of a young woman, Kate Plummer, who may have
been the victim of an Internet stalker. Kate was living in Paris at the time of her death and
the French police are treating it like a mugging gone wrong. However, her sister Julia has
doubts about this theory, especially when she finds out that Kate was in the habit of becoming
“virtual” in every way possible with men she met online.
It seems that Julia, too, is a bit of a basket case. She is a professional photographer,
recovering alcoholic and drug addict and, to top it all off, her teenage son, Connor, is really Kate’s child—
Kate gave him up for adoption when she became pregnant as a teen by an unknown man. Julia’s husband,
Hugh, is older than she and a successful surgeon. He gets along with Connor, but when Kate began stating
recently that she wanted Connor back, Hugh was beginning to have problems at his work.
When Kate dies, that pressure is removed, but Julia’s obsession with her sister’s murder threatens her
own well-being. The reader gets to know Julia and her sordid past while also watching her highly addictive
personality turn to the Internet. In the virtual world, she delves into activities which present real danger as
she becomes involved with someone who is not what he appears to be.
There is much detail in this novel, and at times it seems to lose a bit of suspense because of the in-depth
explanations. But for those avid readers that always go the distance, the second part of this novel is a true
keeper, with an ending that is all about sheer and unforgettable surprise.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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THE DRAFTER

By Kim Harrison
It is the year 2030, and featured player Agent Peri Reed is running. Peri’s motto was always
‘never forget and never forgive.’ She is employed as a drafter for a secret government organization
called, “Opti,” located in future Detroit. A drafter is a person who is able to rewind time for
approximately thirty-second intervals. There is, of course, a disadvantage to this position; for
when she rewinds time she forgets the original. In fact, she loses her memories of the previous
timeline completely. This may sound like a difficult read, but Harrison has made it easy to follow
and amazing to witness.
Peri, along with her partner and very good friend, Jack, find a list of corrupt Opti agents. The surprise is
that her own name is on the list. Unfortunately, the more information she finds out about Opti, the harder Opti
tries to take away her memories, which leaves her in a world of anger and confusion. She has forgotten much of
what she knew, but the organization won’t stop until her entire past is wiped out.
As Peri runs, she struggles to bring her old memories back. She’s trying desperately to restore her memory,
but the people who trained her have made her very easy to manipulate; they can make her believe that she is
a pampered agent and deserves all the perks of her job. She knows somehow that she must get the truth out
there before the company is able to wipe her memory out for good, and learn what the devil this is all about.
The young woman with the fabulous gift knows all she can rely on is herself as the world continues to try
to mess her up. This is the absolute perfect anytime read. I suggest, go find a comfy spot and sit down, because
Harrison has provided an afternoon of sheer fantastical suspense.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

LAST WORDS

By Michael Kortya
Kortya has the gift to take what might be
considered a simplistic thriller in someone else’s
hands, and turn it into a book that transcends genre.
His mastery of language creates vivid descriptions
and characters that echo in the reader’s mind long
after the final page is turned.
In his latest, private investigator Mark Novak
still regrets the last words he said to his wife before
she drove away. He was going to make up for
his stupidity when she got home, but she never
made it. Her body was later found inside her car
in a ditch; the victim of a homicide. Finding out
what happened to her has haunted him ever since.
Novak lands a case that might provide the answers
he’s seeking, but it’s never that simple.
Surprises and thrills are guaranteed.
Reviewed by Jeff Ayers, a professional librarian,
book reviewer, panel master, and the author of
several books, the most recent being the YA mystery
“The Fourth Lion” (with Kevin Lauderdale) ■

THE LOST CODEX

By Alan Jacobson
What is being touted as the third book
in the Opsig Team Black series (the first two
being “The Hunted” and “Hard Target”) is
also the latest book in Jacobson’s stellar
Karen Vail series as well. He combines
them both, and demonstrates his uncanny
ability to mix history with thrills.
All of the alphabet agencies are on full alert with
a terrorist on the loose, and it appears that several
targets on U.S. soil are going to be compromised. Toss
in a historical document that could upset the tenuous
peace between Israel and Palestine, and the end result
is a gripping page-turner that will only add to Jacobson’s
already growing reputation as one of the best in the
business. He shows he can handle not only domestic law
enforcement, but international special ops stories as well.
Reviewed by Jeff Ayers, a professional librarian, book
reviewer, panel master, and the author of several books,
the most recent being the YA mystery “The Fourth Lion”
(with Kevin Lauderdale) ■

WHERE THEY FOUND HER

By Kimberly McCreight
This story is a heart-wrenching tale of betrayal. Molly Sanderson is a reporter for the local
paper in Ridgedale, New Jersey: a town that, on the surface, is close to heavenly. Molly is called
by her editor one morning to go to a scene and write a story about a body that was found in the
woods near the local college campus. Molly doesn’t usually write hard news, but she is the only
one that is available on this day, so she goes off willingly, never knowing that the body is that
of a newborn baby. This hits her extremely hard, as she is still in a state of shock over her own
miscarriage that occurred in the not too distant past.
As Molly starts to look into this grim puzzle, there are many worries that pop up in town as the investigation
of this horrible thing and the identification of the infant begins to come to light. When Molly starts her stories
about the infant for the newspaper, she finds herself in constant pain. And as she works the case, she’s taken to
places that she doesn’t want to visit. Her work will be more than on target, yet the answers to the questions she
must ask work as a catalyst to mess up her own life.
The author has taken readers into a dark place with this story, but with characters who are very human,
owning the usual flaws and emotions. Then, she takes the story a little further before the end comes to pass,
and just when readers believe they understand, the answers turn out to be something far different from what
they expected. This is an extremely emotional story that’s full of mystery and red herrings. A nail-biter, you will
hope that Molly won’t crack under the investigation and will root for her the whole way.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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THE WILD INSIDE
By Christine Carbo

To begin, the scenes in this
book are so incredibly written
that readers will feel as if they can
smell the pine, shiver from the
cold, and hear their heart beat in
their ears while getting lost in this
tale.
We first meet a fourteenyear-old boy who has the most
frightening summer night of his
entire life up at Oldman Lake.
Right away, readers are brought to
2010. The boy has grown twenty
years since this horrific night and
has become a Special Agent for
the Department of the Interior’s
National Park Service. Most,
basically refer to him as a park
ranger. However, what people do
not understand are the immense
threats that can be found in
the woods. From drug dealers
increasing their status quo to
dumping dead bodies to illegally
eliminating endangered species—
the woods are knee-deep in crime.
Special Agent Ted Systead
saw death when he was a boy,
and has now been called back to
Glacier National Park and Oldman
Lake to investigate a crime of
monumental proportions. A body
has been found mauled by a bear.
However, this is beyond abnormal
considering the body is actually
found tied to a tree. Ted gets a
new partner, so to speak, when
he has to form a team with one
of the park rangers by the name
of Monty. Monty is a nice guy,
highly intelligent, but has a way of
keeping things undercover where
the town is concerned. Not a lot
unlike the people of the town, who
look upon Ted as nothing but an
outsider. And when the questions
begin regarding the blatant and
vicious murder, mouths shut tight
and violence grows.
A killer’s path must be
followed, which is exactly what
Ted finds himself having to do.
But at the end of all this, Ted must
not only look into the eyes of a
human killer, he will need to face
his greatest obsession and find a
way to survive. 5-Stars!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor,
author of “The Charlatan’s
Crown,” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine ■
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THE DOUBLE
By George Pelecanos

An incredible book—not
surprising, considering the
author behind it—readers
are introduced to Iraqi
veteran, Spero Lucas. Spero
is the adopted son of Greek
immigrants. Twenty-eight years
old, he is an ex-Marine who still
has nightmares about his time
in Fallujah. Spero has returned
to his home of Washington,
D.C., and has hired himself out
as a ‘unique’ investigator who
specializes in finding lost things.
In this particular story,
the lost thing in question is a
painting titled, “The Double”
that has been stolen from a
private home. Taken from Grace
Kinkaid by her ex-boyfriend,
Spero already knows who the
culprit is up front, but as he
sets out to recover the painting,
other oddities about the case
appear. He finds that Grace
wants far more from him than
just to locate the painting, she
actually wants her ex to be
humiliated just as badly as he
humiliated her.
The criminal is found to
be a part of a small gang who
spends their time stealing
from homes. And when Spero
decides to get a bit closer to this
gang, attempting to infiltrate in
order to stop them from more
crime sprees, the result is that
he becomes involved in two
murder cases. One comes from
his own attorney, who hires
Spero to find anything that will
mess up the prosecution’s case
against a man who supposedly
murdered his lover; the other
case comes from his brother,
a high school teacher who is
worried about the unsolved
murder of a student. Spero
needs more than a bit of luck to
solve all these cases, and there
are bad guys coming out of the
woodwork to stop him from
doing just that.
Pelecanos is a terrific
writer; up front, bold, and to the
point. The violence in the story
can turn highly graphic, but the
characters are perfectly written.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion
■
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SILENT CREED

By Alex Kava
This is the second book by Alex Kava featuring Ryder Creed and his special K-9 crew, as they
help in all types of catastrophes. In this tale, Creed, and his search-and-rescue dog, Bolo (Be on
the Lookout), travel to North Carolina to find survivors after a horrible mudslide takes place.
When they reach their assignment location, they study the landscape and see nothing but
wasteland. There is a strangeness about the area that speaks of more than just the pain that weather
and earth can deliver. When Ryder and Bolo are caught in the middle of a mudslide, Bolo is faster
getting out, saving his friend, and is able to go on to find other bodies. While working, man and dog find more
of the deceased as live rescues go down in number. It is also discovered, however, that a couple of the victims
taken in the mudslide have far more than mud to worry about. Bullet holes can be seen in the middle of their
foreheads, and the search group find themselves looking for two types of victims: the ones Mother Nature took,
and the ones that humans decided to expunge for some unknown reason. Ryder finds himself in a much larger
tragedy than he first assumed. His main concern is attempting to find others alive who may just end up being
witnesses to murder.
Ryder Creed and his dogs are a tough bunch, but they love and respect each other and work beautifully as a
team. If the reader loves mystery and danger with a cast of characters that range from the brave to the beautiful,
this is the book. This may be only the second tale of Ryder Creed, but it is a guarantee readers will be screaming
for more. The plotline is all about intrigue and action, and the connection between Ryder and Bolo is one that
all true animal lovers will understand. 5 Stars!
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

A STICKY SITUATION

By Jessie Crockett
It’s Dani Greene’s favorite time of the year—late winter in the bucolic town of Sugar Grove,
New Hampshire. Which means it’s also time for the annual Sugar Grove Maple Festival, which
celebrates the region’s number one resource, maple syrup.
But, alas, all is not well in Sugar Grove, starting with the discovery of a long-dead body in the
basement of the town’s opera house currently under restoration. The corpse is identified as a local
drifter, Spooner Duffy, who supposedly skipped town years ago with a hefty amount of the town’s
money. Since Dani is heading up the restoration committee, when work on the project grinds to a halt with the
grisly discovery, all eyes in town turn to her to get things back on track. No matter what. And did I mention that
Dani also runs the family maple sugar business, so this is her busiest time of year?
When Dani starts asking questions about the late Spooner Duffy, people she’s known all her life begin to
spill secrets that make her question whether Spooner was really a thief or merely a convenient scapegoat for
someone else.
Things get even more chaotic for Dani and her extended family with the arrival of Grandpa’s cigar-smoking
sister, Hazel, and her granddaughter, Jade, a former beauty pageant queen. There’s never been any love lost
between Dani and Jade, so when Jade takes over Dani’s bedroom, it’s not a happy slumber party. And, in the
meantime, Dani still has to be sure the maple sap is harvested on time.
“A Sticky Situation” is the second in Jessie Crockett’s Sugar Grove Mystery series. I loved the characters, the
plotting is top-notch, and the ending is satisfying. Who can ask for more? Not me!
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Funerals Can Be Murder,” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine ■

TIPPING THE VALET

By K.K. Beck
This brand new Workplace Mystery is one book that proves great things can come in small
packages. After all, when a story begins in a valet-parking area in Seattle with a parking attendant
having a chance encounter with the Russian mob, there is no way to put the book down.
College student, Tyler Benson, wishes to complete his education at the University of
Washington, collect as many tips as he can from being a valet, and try to keep his father, an
alcoholic, from embarrassing him at his job. One night, there is a drive-by shooting of his father’s
former boss. Tyler finds a gun, his father shows up offering a clue that makes him look like he was somehow
involved, and then, to top it all off, a dead body turns up in the trunk of a car. Tyler’s fingerprints are present but,
after all, the poor guy is a parking attendant.
Two of Seattle’s finest, Lukowski and McNab, are sure Tyler is guilty of something (perhaps murder,
perhaps the stealing of expensive cars from the parking lot). The crime wave seems to increase day by day, with
one mystery becoming even more complicated seeing as that the owners of the car have no idea how chop-shop
worker, Pavel Ivanovich Tarasov, got into their trunk.
This mystery has several plots going all at once, and they come together perfectly. In addition, the tale is
a laugh riot, with this poor kid seemingly being the master of bad timing all because he wants to make a buck.
From Ukrainian crooks to the local Russian Mafia who have their eyes on the valet; to a Georgian criminal to a
bodyguard—a myriad of characters are involved. The writer is a quick wit and, even after all the novels written,
still knows how to deliver a really unforgettable and entertaining mystery.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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THE DROWNING

By Cämilla Lackberg
The story of “The Drowning” involves four male friends. Christian is the one with, frankly,
the most interesting storyline. This is a young man who has written a debut novel that looks as if
it’s all set to bring him to greatness in the literary world. Magnus is the young man who vanishes
before the book starts. When his body is found, police begin their investigation.
The three friends remaining have all received threatening letters over time but haven’t told
their wives or the police. Two of them have happy marriages, one of them a miserable relationship.
The flashbacks commence as readers, for about a third of the book, are set up for the finale and the opening up
of secrets and lies using a great deal of police work. The reader, after a pretty good start, is told why the men act
as if they are the owners of evil pasts. Not to mention, the person or persons who are busy writing letters and
committing some truly heinous crimes in the story.
There is a good mystery in “The Drowning.” However, the narrative is repetitive over a long stretch after
a really good beginning. From the intricacies of the police work to the failed investigations to looks inside the
marriages of the men. But a fast-moving ending holds a cliffhanger as the last and final gasp.
The ending was truly satisfying, with the final secret being one that all readers will want to learn. This is
a Swedish translation, and although translations can sometimes ‘lose’ something in the mix, all in all this was
entertaining.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

THE STAGES

By Thom Satterlee
Within a few pages, I fell in love with this book.
It has a most unusual sleuth. Daniel loves pastries
and Kierkegaard, misses Mette—his mentor who has
been murdered—and is a person with Asperger’s. I
personally would define him as moderately severely
autistic. He is functioning, but has a tough time
relating to people. This is not helped by being an American working
in Denmark, one who understands but does not speak Danish.
Mette, who was his girlfriend many years ago, was most recently
his boss at the Søren Kierkegaard Research Center in Copenhagen.
She was diligently working on his people skills and he recalls them
as he works to find out who killed Mette. Daniel has found out the
most about himself, however, through his studies of Kierkegaard,
who may have been afflicted much like Daniel is.
The police officer investigating the case, Ingrid Bendtner, asks
Daniel to be a mole at the Center to find out who the killer is and
who has stolen a valuable, newly discovered manuscript. Through
Daniel’s tangents, typical for people like him, we find out much
about Kierkegaard, but also a lot about his own condition.
The mystery is structured in stages, which has a particular
meaning to students of Kierkegaard. This novel was an ambitious
undertaking and couldn’t have been done better.
Reviewed by Kaye George, author of “Death in the Time of Ice” ■

DIE AGAIN TOMORROW

By Kira Peikoff
Peikoff tackles the fringe area of
science and makes the reader believe
that the impossible is not only possible,
but frighteningly real. This time she
tackles the question of life after death.
What if immortality exists?
A star of a reality TV show is
strangled and dies. She later awakens
with her memories intact. Now she
has the opportunity to solve her own
murder, but has to hide from the people
she loves, otherwise the truth could
get out. The secret of immortality is
something lots of not very nice people
would like to access.
The science, writing, and
characters all shine in this twisty tale.
Reviewed by Jeff Ayers, a professional
librarian, book reviewer, panel master,
and the author of several books, the
most recent being the YA mystery “The
Fourth Lion” (with Kevin Lauderdale)
■

ERROR IN DIAGNOSIS

By Mason Lucas, M.D.
At the start of this medical thriller, neurologist Dr. Jack Wyatt, is asked to consult on a case
involving a virus that might not actually be a virus that has plagued Dr. Wyatt’s best friend’s
wife, as well as many other women across the US. This sickness does not look like anything that
doctors have ever seen before. This very extreme illness begins with memory loss and confusion
as in, forgetting your own telephone number, address and, in Tess Ryan’s case, forgetting her
PIN number and standing outside an ATM not knowing what to do next. When Tess falls off
an exercise bike in a gym, she is taken to a hospital, losing the awareness of where she is and finally ending up
in a coma. This scenario is happening all over the States and there is only one constant: all the victims of the
supposed virus are pregnant.
Dr. Wyatt and his colleagues are in a race against time to find out if this is a real disease and/or whether it
will turn out to be associated with some type of terrorism. The medical community finds itself at a complete
loss—everything has been checked and rechecked—and as some of the victims are close to death, there
doesn’t seem to be any time left to solve the issue before a large number of innocent people head to early
graves. The doctors soon give the disease a name, (GNS) Gestational Neuropathic Syndrome, and must watch
as GNS spreads by the minute.
This is an absolutely terrifying story in this day and age. It will make people wonder if the US is prepared
for a disease of such epic proportions if, God forbid, that were to happen. Not only did the author write a
frightening thriller, but he also has given all of us something to think about.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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ROBERT B.
PARKER’S: THE
DEVIL WINS

By Reed Farrel Coleman
Fans of the late Robert B.
Parker’s Jesse Stone and Spenser
series’ will enjoy this installment
of Jesse Stone greatly. Mr.
Coleman writes much like Parker,
offering short chapters that do
not weigh down the reader with
a ton of useless description. He
offers just that perfect balance
with enough action to satisfy all
the detective fiction lovers out
there.
In the beginning of this tale,
readers watch the onslaught of a
winter blizzard coming directly
down on the small town of
Paradise, MA, where Jesse Stone
works as Police Chief, and has
for the last decade. Jesse came
to Paradise from Los Angeles,
and the police department is
nothing like his last job, but Jesse
is content. However, everything is
about to get ramped up with the
discovery of three dead bodies in
the rubble of an old abandoned
factory. The first victim found is
a man wrapped in a blue plastic
tarp, the body only a few hours
old. But the other two corpses are
identified as two young girls who
have been missing for twenty-five
years, their deaths occurring on
the Fourth of July.
The poor children expired
long before Jesse Stone came to
Paradise, and his main complaint
is that he can’t find many people
who know about the incident.
And, if they do, they seem to be
unwilling to talk. As always, Stone
is determined to solve these cases
no matter how many brick walls
he comes up against. And as the
story moves from past to present
and back again, readers follow
this twenty-five-year-old mystery
without moving a muscle—not
wanting to miss one single wellwritten word.
Mystery author Coleman is
said to be taking over the series
and there could not be a more
perfect choice to continue Parker’s
famous and beloved characters.
This is a hard-boiled mystery
that jacks up the adrenaline and
cannot be put down.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion ■
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BERRIED SECRETS
By Peg Cochran

This is the first in a new
series by Peg Cochran (author of
Gourmet De-Lite Mysteries) to be
called, Cranberry Cove Mysteries.
And if this is any indication as
to what is on the horizon, then
it’s easy to say this is one series
readers will fall in love with.
Monica Albertson has closed
her café and moved to Cranberry
Cove to help her half-brother
Jeff run his cranberry farm. As
harvesting time approaches, Jeff is
hoping for a good harvest because
his business is barely holding on.
As Monica starts to learn about
the cranberry farm, she begins
to suspect that Sam Culbert, the
former owner of the farm, had
been helping himself to extra
cash while Jeff was off fighting in
Afghanistan.
At the start of harvest, as
they were about to gather up the
berries in the next bog, Culbert’s
body pops to the surface of
the water. When the police
arrive, one of the farm workers,
Mauricio, runs away. As police
detective Tammy Stevens starts
her investigation, Jeff becomes
a person of interest, but Monica
doesn’t believe that her brother
is a murderer, and as he has a war
injury involving his arm, she’s
positive that he wouldn’t have
been able to get the dead body
into the bog. Next, Jeff ’s mother
(Monica’s stepmother), Gina,
blows into town in her fine car,
wearing her fine clothes, and even
though she looks to be a problem,
she turns out to be very helpful.
This cozy has a great cast,
including: the Van Velsen sister
who owns Gumdrops, a candy
store, who has lived in this itsybitsy town all her life and will
turn out to be a great source of
information; Jeff, who is learning
to deal with his disability; and,
Monica, a great half-sister. Also,
Gina is a very enjoyable character
who readers will end up loving. I
will look for the next in the series
because this one can only be
called, first-class mystery fun.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion ■
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DREAM A LITTLE SCREAM

By Mary Kennedy
In this, the second novel in Mary Kennedy’s Dream Club Mystery series (the first being,
“Nightmares can be Murder”), the Dream Club is back together and as cool as ever.
Ali and Taylor Blake have gathered the members of the club in Savannah, Georgia, to host
a book signing for Chef Sonia Scott before she leaves the area. The signing helps the author,
of course, but it also helps the girls advertise their candy store/bakery. However, after signing
a great many books, Sonia starts to have difficulty breathing and is taken to the ladies room.
Sonia’s assistant, Olivia, goes to get Sonia’s epi-pen and is unable to find it. Yes, the girls knew that Sonia had nut
allergies but made sure to present nut free recipes at the signing. Sadly, however, when the paramedics arrive,
Sonia is gone.
After the chef ’s death from anaphylactic shock turns into an investigation of a “suspicious death,” the girls
have their hands full. Not only did someone pass away, but they can pretty much forget their up and coming
bakery seeing as that most people will simply not believe that a ‘bad’ recipe didn’t get in there somehow.
The author takes us on a merry-go-round where the twists keep the reader actively participating in the
investigation as a bevy of characters are brought out as potential suspects. Suspense continues until the last
minute that keeps readers on edge and usually wrong about who the bad apple really is. As the Dream Club
puts their heads together to solve the crime, they must also decide if one of them may be responsible for feeding
the poor, unfortunate chef a recipe for disaster. With a very well written plot that never gives too much away,
and great characters, this author has done yet another brilliant job!
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

PRETTY GIRLS

By Karin Slaughter
Slaughter’s first psychological thriller, but her fifteenth novel, starts out with seemingly
unrelated chapters about seemingly unrelated people. This turns out to be a beautiful construction
that depicts a shattered Atlanta family. Twenty-four years ago, Julia Carroll disappeared from the
University of Georgia campus. She’s never been found and her remaining family doesn’t know
if she’s dead or alive.
The tragedy not only split up her parents, Sam and Helen, the aftermath also drove a wedge
between her sisters, Lydia and Claire, that has lasted eighteen years. Claire married the incredibly successful
millionaire, Paul Scott and lives a perfect life, at least to an outside observer. While Lydia, having struggled for
years with drug and other legal problems, is climbing out of the messes she’s created and is finding meaning
through her daughter, Dee, struggling to send her to a private school she can’t afford.
Now another young, pretty blonde has gone missing. This one only sixteen, but there are similarities
between her and Julia. The media attention is dredging up the old despair and ripping open the wounds of all
of them, except Sam, who has already committed suicide. This new disaster could either draw the family back
together, or tear them even further apart.
This book is dark, intense, and quite graphic. It will keep you on the edge of your seat with your shoulders
tensed for the next blow, then the next, then the next. I stayed up way too late finishing it!
Reviewed by Kaye George, author of “Death in the Time of Ice” ■

THE GIRL FROM KRAKOW

By Alex Rosenberg
This book is a memorable read. Sometimes heartbreaking, sometimes suspenseful, and
always a fast-moving tale of a woman’s time during the war years of the 1940’s; a tale that tells
one and all of how sheer will power helped her to survive the most dangerous and frightening
of times.
When Rita Feuerstahl, a Polish Jew, came to Krakow University, she was extremely hopeful
that things would go right for her even though the war was growing louder and louder all around.
Rita had a love affair which resulted in the birth of a son, Stefan. When the war finally came to Krakow, she found
herself uncertain of what would happen next. Some of her fellow Jews were being deported to concentration
camps and she didn’t know what would eventually happen to her and her son. So making the ultimate decision,
she gave her boy to a courier woman, Francis Sajac, in order to make sure his life would be safe.
Rita’s story takes her through World War II as she wears a variety of different identities, trying to hide her
real life in order to stay out of the death camps to one day, eventually, be reunited with her child.
Although categorized as fiction, the vibrant scenes and high emotion of Rita’s life are clear and concise,
and make the reader truly believe they are living in Poland, Russia and Germany, during the most difficult of
times. Featured player, Rita Feuerstahl, is an amazing character, supported by a cast that just won’t quit. Her
journey is fascinating, with a surprise ending that readers will never expect.
Best summed up as an epic saga going from Paris in the 1930’s, on to the Spanish Civil War, to Moscow,
Poland and the horror that became Nazi Germany, author Rosenberg has done a fantastic job. No reader
should miss this extraordinary book.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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THE GUISE OF ANOTHER

By Allen Eskens
Alexander Rupert is a detective in Minnesota who was a hero at one time and is now under a
subpoena by a grand jury for suspicion of corruption. How did this horrific thing occur to change
a man from a beloved lawman into a criminal, you ask? It all happened because of James Putnam.
Alexander was a good cop that even won the Medal of Valor. He was moved from his previous
job and put into the Narcotics division, and then on to the Joint Drug Enforcement Task Force.
Here, he did a fine job until the tables were turned and the Task Force found themselves on the
other end of an investigation. Of all people to be accused of dirty dealing, Alexander becomes a suspect. He has
been reassigned to the Frauds Unit, shunned by his fellow detectives, and is pretty sure that his wife is cheating
on him.
One fine day, he comes across a case of identity theft and sees a chance to get his tattered reputation
repaired. Unfortunately, while Alexander is working the case, he gets in the way of a trained hit man, Drago
Basta—a man who has been searching for one, James Putnam, for years. As Alexander tries to find out more
about Putnam, the only hope he seems to have is his own brother, Max, who is also a police detective and ready
and willing to help his sibling.
This story is so interesting that after each and every unexpected twist, readers will believe that things can’t
get any worse for poor Alexander. But not only can things get worse, they ultimately do. A big surprise is around
every corner that will disturb you until the last page, wondering if there is any way possible for a hero to have a
happy ending.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

THE OUTSIDER: MY LIFE IN INTRIGUE

By Frederick Forsyth
Rather than a novel by esteemed author Frederick Forsyth, readers will be delving into an
extremely interesting memoir that is just as thrilling and exciting as Forsyth’s fiction.
Growing up during the Blitz in England, Forsyth explains his childhood that consisted of
routine bomb blasts, regular daily fires and, in his own backyard, a tank. He became a bit fanatical
about the Royal Air Force and eventually enlisted, becoming the RAF’s youngest pilot when he
was the age of nineteen. Of course the man was fated to write stories of suspense, seeing as that he
became a foreign correspondent, traveling the world looking for good stories. Just to name a couple: When in
Germany, he accidentally shared a drink with a Nazi war criminal; when in France, covering the life of Charles de
Gaulle; and, while doing his snooping in Nigeria, Forsyth found himself stuck in the middle of a war.
This gem of a book gives us many tales of Forsyth’s life that are a pleasure to read, and shows the unwavering
interest he had in just about everything and everyone as he listened, many times, to people relating their
messages, lives and histories that eventually found themselves on a printed page. This is the in-depth world of
a young man from London who ended up writing some of the most famous mystery/thrillers. “The Day of the
Jackal,” “The Dogs of War,” “The Fourth Protocol,” and many others that have not and never will be forgotten.
Frederick Forsyth is the writer of fifteen novels in all, from “The Day of the Jackal” (1971) to “The Kill List”
(2013), and two short story collections. He is a former pilot and reporter for Reuters and the BBC, winning the
Diamond Dagger Award from the Crime Writers’ Association in 2012 for a career of excellence. Even the word
‘excellence’ cannot sum up the brilliance that Forsyth owns.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

THE ETERNAL WORLD

By Christopher Farnsworth
Readers should know this author from the fantastic President’s Vampire trilogy. Now, he has
taken a step away from the vamps, with a plotline that is just as good, if not better, than the one
suspense fans first fell in love with.
Five hundred years ago, the New World was invaded by a group of Spanish conquistadors
looking for gold on land that would eventually become the state of Florida. The band of men were
led by Commander Simón de Oliveras y Seixas, and instead of finding gold, they found something
a whole lot better: the Fountain of Youth, back in the year 1572.
As we ascend to present day, Oliveras is still around. He is now called Simon Oliver, III and is CEO of
Conquest Biotech. His very, very old, conquistador Council of the Immortals; Max, Francisco, Pedro, Sebastian
and Aznar, share the wealth by drinking what they call the ‘elixir’ and have been able to succeed themselves for
generations.
But Simon and company are about to have problems. First, Simon’s water supply is decreasing by the day
and he can’t seem to find a way to make more. As the company that Simon runs gets ready to market an antiaging drug, Simon hires David Robinton to find a way to make Florida’s spring water into the youthful elixir that
he must have to keep both his body and his company’s fortunes running. But that’s not the only problem. Back
in the 16th century, Simon slaughtered the Water Clan of the Uzita after Shako, daughter of the Chief, rescued
Simon and he stole the Fountain’s secret. Much to Simon’s worry, Shako actually escaped that killing of her
people. She is the only one who knows how the elixir is created, and the only one who’s on a path to achieve
ultimate revenge. Robinton, however, is a man who wasn’t counted on to change the rules.
Action, history, and adventure around every turn, Farnsworth continues to create slam-dunks!
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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SENSE OF
DECEPTION
By Victoria Laurie

This book is number
thirteen in Victoria Laurie’s
Psychic Eye mysteries, and is
a good read with some areas
touching upon subjects that a
cozy mystery doesn’t usually
entail.
To begin, Abby Cooper,
a professional psychic who
consults with the FBI, is sent
to jail charged with contempt
of court. This happens after she
becomes fuming mad when a
serial killer, Don Corzo, is freed
by a mistrial when the defense
challenges Abby’s abilities as a
psychic.
During her 24-hour time
in the slammer she meets a
cellmate, Skylar Miller, who
is on death row for the killing
of her nine-year-old son. After
talking to Skylar, Abby is
convinced that she is innocent
of the charges against her. One
of Abby’s bosses, Bill Gaston,
head of the FBI regional office,
lets her stay on the Corzo case
even though the judge officially
took her off. Meanwhile, Abby’s
friend, Candice Fusco, agrees
to help with Skylar’s case, along
with Dutch Rivers, Abby’s
husband and owner of D&M
Security.
Using her psychic powers,
added to the help she receives
from her friends, Abby starts
her own investigation to clear
Skylar and find the real killer
before Skylar’s time runs out.
She is up for her last appeal
and in Texas if you lose your
last appeal you will be executed
the same day. Unfortunately,
Skylar’s last appeal is denied and
her lawyer is trying to get a stay
of execution, attempting to give
Abby a little more time to find
the truth.
This is a good story filled
with plots, subplots, mysteries,
and killings. A mix of humor
and extreme emotion comes
in this package, giving it a hard
edge that will have readers
remembering it for days
afterward.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion
■
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THE KILLING
LESSONS
By Saul Black

A lesson in pure
excitement, the story begins
with Rowena Cooper, a
widowed mother of two
children, living in a very
remote location. Rowena
didn’t lock her door (which is
asking for trouble no matter
how remote your location
may be), and two murderers
simply walk into her home,
with no breaking-in involved.
This is one opening scene
that will make you sit up and
take notice, as everyone waits
for the fate of Rowena and
her kids, Josh and Nell, to be
revealed.
Homicide
detective,
Valerie Hart, is living a life
that is about to fall apart
due to a mistake in the form
of a disastrous love affair.
Valerie is still heading up an
investigation looking into the
murder of several women that
has been going on for three
years. And, unfortunately, she
is being assisted by Special
Agent Carla York—a woman
who Valerie definitely does not
trust. It seems that there are no
clues available that lead Valerie
even close to a killer, and these
three-year-old cases are driving
her nuts. Especially when
her worst nightmares come
true and even more victims
fall while the past crimes are
waiting to be solved.
This is a very intricate
read, with many side stories
that include: a serial killer,
a woman held prisoner, a
detective who is about to lose
her job, and a child who knows
what the killer looks like.
Readers will not want to put
down this fascinating thriller
with some very creepy scenes,
and it is a must read for any and
all who want to be thoroughly
scared. This is one of those
very few that will have you
looking over your shoulder
and watching your own back.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and
Co-Owner of The Write
Companion ■
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BOXES

By Pascal Garnier
Some readers might think that this book is a little odd, and it does head into some very strange
places. But although it is a bit hard to read at times, the story is an interesting one.
Brice Casadamont is a middle-aged man that illustrates children’s books. Brice and his wife,
Emma, a journalist who is twenty years younger than hubby, decide to vacate their apartment in
the city of Lyon and relocate to the country. But right before moving day, Emma comes up missing.
Apparently, she was in Egypt on a journalistic assignment when she disappeared. Brice goes ahead
with their moving plans anyway and begins to make a life for himself in the new village while he waits for word on
Emma’s whereabouts.
Getting down to Brice’s life in the country, it seems that although he was an illustrator of children’s books,
he actually hates kids; he is sleeping in the garage, and any home improvements he tries turn into total disasters.
He tells his boss off and, as Emma’s parents offer to help him get settled, he turns them down. His in-laws think he
should see a grief counselor, yet he refuses and becomes a hermit, wandering around the village.
The story turns in another direction when Brice meets Blanche, a villager. She seems to be the only person
Brice can tolerate, perhaps because she’s just as warped as he is. People soon learn that Blanche might actually be
confusing Brice with her own dead father, while Brice is continuing through his own existence believing that his
wife is still alive.
Readers may have a difficult time with the intricacies of this tale, but the characters and the well of emotions
shown by each can be riveting.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

X

By Sue Grafton
As all fans of the alphabet series of crimes know, there are only two lone letters left before
Grafton’s beloved female protagonist, Kinsey Milhone, has to take a bow.
This time around, Kinsey takes on a case that looks like a very easy way to make $200. Of
course, nothing could be further from the truth. Kinsey soon discovers that the wool has been
pulled over her eyes, and when she tries to find out who is messing with her, she falls smack dab
into the middle of a divorce/annulment. She is then contacted about some paperwork from an
earlier case of hers that involved Pete Wolinsky, a former private detective who was killed a few months ago. Pete’s
wife calls and requests Kinsey’s help, as the IRS is coming after her for something in the past that she doesn’t
understand. But as soon as Kinsey looks through some of Wolinsky’s papers for simple, generic tax forms, she
stumbles upon something far worse buried in the bottom of one of the boxes.
Add to all this a very wealthy Hallie Bettancourt, who hires Kinsey to find Christian Satterfield—a bank
robber recently released from prison, but also the long lost son of a fifteen-year-old Hallie who gave him up
for adoption. With Wolinsky’s and Bettancourt’s cases side-by-side, the two investigations soon turn into very
personal tales, while Kinsey finds herself running from a man who may just be a murderer after all.
This is a superior plot line. Extremely fresh, which is difficult after all these novels; this one will remind
readers (yet again) that this series will be sorely missed. But…Ms. Grafton? There are other alphabets out there…
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

THE GUILTY ONE

By Sophie Littlefield
The leading duo of this tale are Maris and Ron. Maris is the mother of Calla, who has met with
an untimely death. Ron is the father of Karl, the young man who was the boyfriend of the deceased,
and who has now been convicted for being Calla’s murderer. At the very beginning of the tale, Ron
is standing on the Golden Gate Bridge. He is considering jumping in order to accept some of the
guilt for what his son supposedly did. At the last minute, as he is contemplating death, he decides
to call Maris to ask her if he should jump or not. The narrative’s beginning is certainly interesting,
showing that Ron is definitely a memorable character; not only does he give the already broken mother the choice
of whether he lives or dies, but he also wears a jacket to the bridge because his travel guide mentions that it is a
cool and windy day.
In the Bay Area, Maris’s marriage is over. Her regular, everyday life has been consumed by the pain of losing
her daughter at the hands of her special girl’s boyfriend. Although this was a hideous moment for her and her
husband, the split in her marriage and the giving up of her life was actually an idea of Maris’s before Calla’s death
came to pass. When she receives the call from Ron, completely heartbroken that his own son could possibly have
done this horrific crime, she must decide whether to forgive or choose the path of revenge and tell him to jump. If
picking the latter, she would have to live with being a murderer herself.
All through this novel there is never a place where the reader won’t think these people are absolutely real.
They will also feel a profound sense of loss when the tale is over. An emotional journey that is definitely worth
the time.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

Suspense Magazine October 2015 / Vol. 067

THE SOUND OF MURDER

By Cindy Brown
Ivy Meadows wants to be an actress, but in order to pay the bills she has to have another job,
so she works for her Uncle Bob who owns the Duda Detective Agency as a private investigator
in training. Her job with her uncle pays the bills…kind of, and keeps her supplied in fire
extinguishers as her car, and lately her apartment, keeps catching fire. However, the stage remains
her obsession, and she hopes that one day her dream of being on it will come true.
There is one thing she will have to get over—her fear of singing in public. She has recently
heard that a big time producer from New York City is coming to Arizona to see the play that Ivy is in called The
Sound of Cabaret, in which Ivy must burst into song. Already nervous, her apartment catches fire. And when she
starts to work on her first case for her uncle, investigating a suspicious death, she receives a place to live that’s
close to the theater while her apartment is being fixed up, and a new boyfriend who’s one of the firemen that
comes to her aid.
This book is a definite delight as the main character is sweet, smart, and just a little odd. As is the plot;
much of which comes from the author combining the two musicals The Sound of Music and Cabaret with a
killer. The settings are great and the mystery is full of twists to keep the reader busy. My advice is to sit back,
wait for the curtain to rise on this one, and then have a whole lot of fun figuring out whodunit and who, exactly,
is in the convertible stalking Ivy wherever she goes.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

THE BOYS FROM EIGHTH AND CARPENTER

By Tom Mendicino
This beautiful story is the tale of two brothers, as well as a very gripping crime novel set in
Philadelphia.
The barber shop, S. Gagliano & Son, is located in South Philadelphia and has been for
decades. Frankie and Michael Gagliano’s father, an immigrant from Italy, is Luigi to his customers,
of which he has many. To his sons, he is Papa, and presides over his business and gives odd jobs
to his sons as soon as they are big enough to push a broom. When their mother passed away,
Frankie, an eight-year-old at the time, swore that he and his little brother would always take care of each other,
a vow he tries very hard to keep as their father attempts to fill their mother’s vacant place with a series of wives.
When their father dies, Frankie takes over the shop and changes it to fit in with the newly-renovated
neighborhood. Michael becomes a very successful prosecutor in Philadelphia, with an ever-expanding political
career. The brothers are still close but there are many differences between them now. Unfortunately, the mood
is changed by an unlikely reckless act that will force Michael to choose between risking his comfortable life as
a prosecutor, and keeping an oath that he swore to long before Michael knew how powerful a pledge could be
when it comes to messing up the life of one you really love.
As stated at the beginning, this is a novel with real heart, focusing on the bond between two extremely
different brothers; exploring family values, loyalties and responsibilities. The author has done a fantastic job
penning a tale of suspense while making the working class family living on the streets of Philadelphia decades
ago come to life.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■

THE TEMPEST

By James Lilliefors
Readers are taken to Tidewater County, a posh sailing resort on Chesapeake Bay in Maryland.
Beautiful views, peace and serenity are all found here; yet one of the summer residents, Susan
Champlain, may just be hand-picked to become the victim in a killing at this lovely little stop in
the road.
Susan is a congregant at the small church in town and is a little bit wary when her husband
informs her that he has the ability to make her ‘disappear’ to the extreme where no one would
ever find her. It seems that she has been taking pictures around town and has taken one that is a photo of
another picture that just so happens was stolen many years ago in a daring art theft.
Susan, who was not a regular weekly churchgoer, shows up one day to talk to Pastor Luke Bowers. She
informs him of her husband’s angry threat and also sends him cellphone photos of the picture that’s causing so
much trouble. She wants Pastor Bowers to know all this in case anything does happen to her. Unfortunately, she
was right on the money with her fears, as she ends up being found by Bowers shortly thereafter at the bottom of
a cliff. The authorities are sure that this was no accidental fall and a murderer must be brought to justice. Bowers
speaks to Tidewater County’s homicide investigator, Amy Hunter. He and Hunter follow the artwork which
has turned out to be a lost treasure, uncovering many more secrets in the process.
The case is a true summer vacation thriller. The Pastor, along with his wife, and Amy Hunter, are bound to
find out the truth of the picture within the picture and eventually come up with the solution to this terrific, new
murder mystery set on the wealthy concave of Tidewater County, Maryland.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor, Professional Librarian and Co-Owner of The Write Companion ■
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THE HANGING GIRL
By Jussi Adler-Olsen

“The Hanging Girl” is the
sixth Department Q thriller. The
plot involves a teenage girl found
hanging in a tree, and a nail-biting
case for Detective Carl Morck and
his assistants, Assad and Rose, to
solve. What they go up against
is a cult of sun-worshippers on
the isolated island of Bornholm
located off the coast of Denmark.
Detective Morck and his
team are asked by a colleague,
Habersaat, to help with an old
case that the police had stopped
looking into, declaring it a hit and
run. But Habersaat is sure that it is
a murder, and the clues that have
come to the forefront all lead to
a captivating man who seems to
control everyone around him.
Caught in the midst of a
morning nap, Morck receives
the call from Habersaat. Morck
is just a little rude when he finds
that a new case is being forced on
them, but it’s Rose who ends up
being even more enraged when
Department Q is placed on the
very sad cold case of a teenage
girl who had gone missing from
school and been found hanging
high in a tree. Their investigation
will take them all over in an
attempt to stop other murders
from taking place, while bringing
down a master controller.
For those who haven’t read
Department Q thrillers before,
this small team solves cold
cases. Morck is the leader of the
group, and their office operates
out of the basement of police
headquarters. Assistant Assad
has a wicked sense of humor and
a very secret background, while
Assistant Rose is sometimes a
complicated woman, but they are
able to work together. Now the
management of Department Q
has brought a newbie, Gordon,
onto the team and so far things
are just fine.
This book is not for the faint
of heart, but for readers who enjoy
dark humor and wisecracking
heroes and heroines, you’ll love
Department Q.
Reviewed by Mary Lignor,
Professional Librarian and CoOwner of The Write Companion ■
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THE MARTIAN
2015

Movies

Genre – Adventure/Drama/Sci-Fi (PG-13)
I read Andy Weir’s amazing bestseller “The Martian” two years ago and loved it. A
publisher picked him, 20th Century Fox optioned the film, and director Ridley Scott
joined the production to bring the film to screen within two years.
The film is arguably better than the book; a rarity. If you see the film, read the
book because the book has its own quirky voice and is filled with fascinating scientific
calculations that couldn’t be adapted fully in the film.
Astronaut Mark Watney is left for dead on Mars when his fellow crewmates make an
emergency evacuation from the surface. Our intrepid science hero, however, is not dead,
but stranded on a hostile planet with meager supplies in a habitat that wasn’t meant to
sustain human beings for years. He can’t signal Earth because the communication’s array
is broken, and it’ll be four years before the next planned mission arrives to discover him.
As he says, for him to survive, he’ll need to “science the sh.. out of this.” Mark races against
time facing challenge after challenge to stay alive until help arrives. Back on Earth, NASA,
realizing they have a man alive on Mars, sets to work inventing new ways to save him a
la Apollo 13.
Matt Damon perfectly embodies Mark Watney’s dry sense of humor and wit, making for an intensely likable hero. You
want Mark Watney to survive. The supporting cast is faultless. Jessica Chastain is the devastated commander of the mission,
forced to leave a crewmember behind, then is horrified to discover he’s alive. Jeff Daniels, a long way from his goofy Dumb
and Dumber character, heads NASA, fronting the exploration of various plans to get back his man, while still playing on the
right side of space politics. Kristen Wiig, in a non-comedic role for a change, shows her versatility as the PR Director.
There are dozens of other well-played supporting actors within this talented ensemble, but the greatest star might be
the set designer. Twenty sets were built on a sound stage in Budapest, Hungary, one of the largest in the world. In the Mars’
surface scenes, filmed in Jordan, you’d swear you were looking at the real planet. Andy Weir developed a relationship with
NASA after he published his novel, and the space program worked with director Ridley Scott to accurately depict the film’s
science and technology.
This is one of the best science fiction movies ever made. You don’t want to miss it on the big screen. See it in 3D or Imax
to really appreciate filmmaking at its best.
Reviewed by Susan May, author of “Deadly Messengers” (www.susanmaywriter.com) ■

SICARIO
2015

Genre – Action/Crime/Drama (R)
From the first minutes of Sicario until the last, you will feel as though you are on a wild
chase. You don’t know where you’re going, you don’t know what will happen, and you won’t even
realize you’ve barely breathed until the credits come up. Close to the best film I’ve seen all year,
if it’s not nominated multiple times during the awards season, then I’ll eat my reviewer’s hat.
Emily Blunt, Josh Brolin, and Benicio Del Toro arguably give the best performances of their
careers, and that’s saying something with these actors. It reminds me of the edge-of-the-seat last
thirty minutes of Argo except with Sicario it’s the entire two hours.
Kate Macer (Emily Blunt) is an idealistic FBI agent enlisted by a mysterious government task
force as a consultant on a daring mission to halt the escalating war against drugs on the border
between the U.S. and Mexico. Arrogant and dismissive Matt Graver (Josh Brolin) repeatedly tells
Kate to ‘watch and learn’ as she is dragged into one dangerous situation after another without a
clue as to what is really going on. Shadowy and aloof Alejandro (Benicio Del Toro) accompanies the team, while Kate grows
increasingly concerned as to who he is and why he is with them. She begins to suspect that nothing she is being told is true.
The body count grows as the team heads into Mexico, participating in illegal activities of which Kate doesn’t approve. Who
are these agents, what are they really doing, and how far will they go to fight the drug lords?
The answer is revealed in the last minutes of the film, and the audience is left wondering who are the good guys and who
are the bad. The only thing you will know for sure is that you will have just experienced one of the finest dramas in years. 5
stars.
Reviewed by Susan May, author of “Deadly Messengers” (www.susanmaywriter.com) ■
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Featured Artist

Interview by Suspense Magazine

JEN
FRIAS
DOWN IN THE DOMINICAN
Dragon Inside of Me
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Although Jen Frias began her creative path wanting to be an architect, that path turned to other
careers over time. From advertising to photography to working at a production company, her
imagination took over and brought her to the realm of digital art. Having the amazing ability
to create stunning images that people remember forever is also supported by living in the truly
beautiful country of the Dominican Republic. Jen has stated that hers is a place where everyone
always finds a way and a reason to smile. Dancing, music, art—the absolute love of life runs
rampant, allowing her own creative expression to light up the art world.
Jen was kind enough to spend some time talking about that location, as well as her achievements,
dreams, and goals for the future.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG): Your ideas are so varied. Are there any specific things that inspire
you?
Jen Frias (J.F.): When I was a teenager I used to read a lot, which was very inspiring to me. Growing up, I also became engrossed
in the 80’s music decade. Music is another way to find true inspiration for my work. Another path came at a very young age when
I was only seven years old and attended a ballet school. So, I guess I would say that over the years I have been drawn to many
creative areas, which I give credit to for increasing my love of the arts.
In 2015, music is what I mostly turn to. When I feel blocked, I listen to classical music: Mozart, Tchaikovsky, Bach, Beethoven
and others. There are fantasy books which help, but now my time is short and listening to music is far easier. You can always have
your radio right next to you when you’re busy with life.
S. MAG.: Are you a traveler? If so, how do different locations affect your work?
J.F.: I have traveled around my own country, the Dominican Republic, and my focus seems
to always be on the beaches. I take in the stunning views near
the water, internalizing that beauty. I became a true “internal”
tourist, where I memorized the lighting, the rainbow of colors in
the sky, and the “feel” of being in such a wide expanse. You can
see the affect clearly in my work as you witness the sunsets and
the skies. I have to say, I believe that sunsets are my fortress; my
foundation when it comes to creating art.
S. MAG.: What was a particular location that spoke to you
that you will never forget?
J.F.: There is no specificity for me when it comes to location, the
entire experience is special to me when it comes to the beaches.
Sitting down on the warm sand and watching the subtle
movements of the sun as it sets, offering those brilliant colors
that mesmerize, smelling the sea salt in the air, and hearing
the incredible sounds of the waves crashing on the rocks… It is
there I can feel serenity, peace.
S. MAG.: Speak a little about that Santo Domingo “vibe”
awarded to the artist that is lucky enough to live there?
J.F.: Colonial Zone in Santo Domingo (Colonial City), has over
400 years of history. It is amazing that you can visit that area
any number of times and your mind will still be able to travel to
a new place in time. It’s the first area founded by the Europeans,
making it the oldest permanent European settlement in the New
World. Here, a person can sit in front of the first Cathedral in
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America and watch the doves flying all around. With the
history and the beauty of it all my imagination travels,
offering me infinite possibilities when it comes to creating
a new scene: a boy running, a couple talking, an old man
(or lady) on a bench whispering to one another. Artists are
blessed with that “feeling” of creating something new, and
my imagination literally joins the doves in flight.
It is also the most visited area by tourists. Very romantic
surroundings that offer incredible places for entertainment.
S. MAG.: Can you tell our readers about the first
“inspirational moment” you had when it came to your
art?
J.F.: I saw an image on DeviantArt one day with the artist
name ID: AnaRasha. This piece in her gallery was of a
young girl (a very popular image), that she had created
a beautiful red dress for, from scratch. The image was
highly inspiring for me, and it was at that moment when I
wanted to be a self-creator of Digital Art.
Everything began for me on 2007. That day I started
searching “photography information” in order to enhance
my photography portraits. It was then that I found
Digital Images on a profile on Flickr, where I used to post
my photography works. From then on I began digital
manipulation work. In other words, it all started quite by
accident.
S. MAG.: Your background involves advertising and
professional photography. How do those venues change
or help your digital art?
J.F.: I received a degree in advertising fifteen years ago,
which is certainly an industry that is all about art and how
to create images that bring customers in or help a company
get its name out to the public. Digital Art brings these
customers and companies another avenue when it comes
to enhancing their products/brand. These are not simply
images to enjoy. It’s a most creative way to sell products
by being so innovative that people remember a company
over the many others in the marketplace. When it comes
to photography, to me, pictures are reminders, keys to the
past. They also express your moods, your impressions of
the subject being photographed, and your feelings at the
moment the photo is taken. In other words, those images
show all the emotions that one is feeling. These two areas
influence my work in very positive ways. Many times I
see an image and suddenly add fantasy elements to make
it unique, different. Having this background makes me
think how I could better create the scene: how to match
elements this way or that so I can make it the best work it
can possibly become.
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S. MAG.: Do you have a
particular subject you will be
taking on with your art in the
future?
J.F.: At this moment, I’m working
on a personal schedule; cleaning
and updating the gallery. It
was months ago that I began
studying, watching carefully,
seeing what subject matter may
have been missed that I would
like to delve into. My aim is
to create a gallery that offers
variety—artwork for all tastes.
I am developing my own style
right now as I work to achieve
that goal.
S. MAG.: Are you interested in
branching out on other artistic
paths, such as, adding painting
or drawing into your portfolio?
J.F.: Yes, of course. When you add painting or drawing into your portfolio,
your artwork becomes more personal, which allows artists to make their
own mark in the world. In that way, the artist can differ from the others,
and become unique. It’s like a personal seal.
S. MAG.: Your art delves into many different cultures (Oriental, Indian) focusing on components of each. Is there one specific
culture you have an affinity for?
J.F.: When I was a child I remember reading many Japanese brochures. My father worked in a laboratory which sold Japanese
medical/healthcare products and I used to see a great deal of photos from Japan on these brochures. From gardens with rivers of
water flowing through them; to an Oriental mother with her child in her arms; to stunning landscapes that included beautiful
architecture, such as temples. I also have to add that the Oriental culture was always interesting to me because I was born on a
Chinese Dragon Year. When you see the piece titled “Dragon Inside of Me,” it is actually a representation of myself that I created.
The Indian culture came later for me. I used to watch certain TV shows, as well, that spoke about other cultures. I love these
documentaries; they are rich in providing information about the habits of their people, religions, etc.
S. MAG.: Are there other cultures you wish to study, or locales you wish to travel to one day? What is next for the artist?
J.F.: I have always wanted to go to Portugal and Brazil. Portugal castles catch my attention, and I would love to see that architecture
up close. I even learned the Portuguese language some years ago. In regards to Brazil, I very much want to visit; meet the people
as well as view the ancient places. Everybody who knows me, knows that part of me—that love I have for these locations. France
is another destination for me, and I also wish to study the Greek-Roman culture.
I truly feel that all cultures, in general, are important for an artist to learn about. Know the places, the personal habits of the
people and be able to open communication with them. Learning and education about the world around us aids greatly in the
creative process.
We would like to thank Jen Frias for taking the time to visit with us. For more information on Jen and her work, please
visit her gallery at: http://jiajenn31.deviantart.com. ■
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Forensic Files

Q&A: WHAT HUMAN TISSUES AND SECRETIONS DO NOT
By D.P. Lyle, MD
CONTAIN DNA?
Press Photo Credit: Provided by Author

Q: It seems that a criminal cannot walk near a crime scene without shedding DNA. I would like to
know what kinds of personal trace evidence would NOT be testable for DNA. Sweat? Urine? Feces?
Facial oils? Semen from someone who has had a vasectomy? Tears? Mucus? Pus? Would it matter that
a person was a non-secretor? If the person had a bacterial infection or venereal disease, would the
infection contaminate the sample and make it unusable? Would a scab or a fingernail clipping contain
DNA?
A: Deoxyribonucleic Acid (DNA) is the molecule that makes up our genes. It is present in any cell that

possesses a nucleus. In humans, the notable exceptions are the Red Blood Cells (RBCs). Developing
RBCs within the bone marrow do have nuclei, but they are lost during the maturation process so that by
the time they are released from the marrow into the blood stream, the nucleus is no longer present. Thus
they have no DNA. White Blood Cells (WBCs) do. When blood is tested for DNA, it is the DNA of the WBCs that is tested.
Basically, for DNA to be found, the tissue or fluid tested must have cells or cellular material. The cells do not have to be
intact since fragmented cells still have intact strands or fragments of their DNA among the debris. The sample size must be
sufficient to yield enough testable DNA, but very small samples, such as a single hair follicle or saliva from a postage stamp,
may be enough. Also, the DNA cannot have been exposed to extreme conditions such as high heat, since this will denature
(destroy) the DNA making testing impossible.
In secretions such as tears, sweat, saliva, urine, and feces, cells from the tear ducts, urethra, salivary ducts, mouth,
intestinal lining, and the skin may yield enough DNA for testing. It may not. For fiction purposes, you could have it either
way. So, even if the secretion itself doesn’t have DNA as a component, it “picks up” shed cells, and thus DNA, along its route
from its source to its exit point.
The same is true for semen. Cells from the urethra and the non-sperm secretions (mostly from the prostate gland) as
well as the sperm itself can supply testable samples. After a vasectomy, the sperm count in the specimen should be very low
or absent, but DNA from the other cells in the ejaculate would supply the needed DNA.
The secretory status would have little effect. Approximately 80 to 85% of individuals are secretors. This means that they
secret proteins of their ABO blood type in all bodily fluids, including seminal fluid. The ABO type can be used much as
blood typing to eliminate a suspect in a rape. For example, if the victim is a secretor of type O and the suspect is a secretor
of type A, but the vaginal material tested shows type B, the suspect is not the perp. On the other hand, if the vaginal material
matched the ABO group of the suspect, he could not be eliminated, but neither could he be convicted. DNA testing would be
employed to make a conclusive match or not. Thus, secretory matching is similar to blood typing. It can eliminate someone
but cannot conclusively ID them. It is too crude a test. DNA typing is specific.
In the case of pus (purulent drainage), the bacterial DNA would cause little confusion and the suspect’s DNA could be
separated out in most cases.
A scab is basically clotted blood with fibrin and other materials consumed during the clotting process and should yield
usable DNA. Fingernails, like hair (nails are basically evolutionarily modified hair) are acellular (without cells) and have no
DNA. ■
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 as well as numerous works of fiction, including the Samantha Cody thriller series;
the Dub Walker thriller series, and the Royal Pains media tie-in novels. 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://crimeandscienceradio.com.

48

Suspense Magazine October 2015 / Vol. 067

HOW DO YOU FOLLOW THE SUCCESS OF “SANCTUS”?

SIMON TOYNE BRINGS YOU

“THE SEARCHER”
Interview by Amy Lignor for Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit: Provided by Author

Although first focusing on the career of ‘actor’ when it came to the arts,
luckily for his slew of fans, Simon Toyne came to the decision that he
had no wish to tell other people’s stories—he wanted more than anything
to tell his own. By writing screenplays, then directing and producing
his own words, he built a resume that involves being a successful TV
producer. But that big story—that epic saga—was always broiling in Simon
Toyne’s head. And when the Sanctus trilogy was introduced, his brilliance
had everyone talking. Now, with a new character named Solomon Creed
starring in one of the most thrilling action/adventure series to date, Simon
Toyne is masterfully weaving yet another journey that will
take over readers all throughout the suspense realm.
We are excited Simon sat down with us to give us an
update.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): You first began with the
goal of being an actor. When, exactly, did the urge to
write first appear?
Simon Toyne (S.T.): I can’t say for sure, but I think the
urge to tell stories has always been there. Wanting to be
an actor was part of that, so was wanting to be a movie
director and then the twenty year career in television
before I finally did sit down to write my first novel. I’ve
always been a big reader, so the craft of storytelling in
that form is innate, I think…it’s in the bones. Whenever anyone asks me for tips on
becoming a writer my standard response is ‘read a lot.’
S. MAG.: Can you tell readers a little about your producing career?
S.T.: Before becoming a thriller writer I had a near twenty-year career in commercial television working as a producer and director,
working on all kinds of things: travel programs, comedy, documentary, you name it. All of this was a very good apprenticeship for
becoming a writer. It taught me the discipline of being creative on demand, how to rework ideas, as well as pacing and hooking
an audience. In commercial television you are always trying to engage a viewer and hold their attention so they don’t change
channels, particularly over the commercial breaks, and I still use the narrative techniques I learned there. It also tuned me into
the notion of being commercial. By that, I mean producing entertainment that appeals to a broad audience. Interestingly, Lee
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Child has an almost identical resume and I can see the same techniques in his writing too.
S. MAG: Can you speak a little about your travels, and
how one specific trip to France affected your writing?
S.T.: When I decided to finally try and write a novel, I
was working as a production executive and director for
a big independent production company in the UK. It
was very demanding work. I knew that if I tried to write
something and carry on with that job that I was likely
to fail, because I wouldn’t have the creative energy to
do both simultaneously. So I quit the TV job and gave
myself six months to try and write…something.
My wife and I decided that, rather than me sit in the
spare room for six months hunched over a laptop, we
would seize the opportunity to travel and rented a house in France.
We went in the winter because it was cheaper and we needed to make the
money stretch, and set off on a cross-channel ferry. The plan was to sleep on
the ferry, then drive the eight hours to our new home. Unfortunately, the
weather in the English Channel in December is notoriously bad and, sure
enough, a huge storm whipped up so we ended up getting no sleep at all.
We landed in France, battered and exhausted. An hour’s drive inland and we came to Rouen. In my wearied state, an Emerson
quote came into my head: ‘A man is a god in ruins.’ I liked the play on words with ‘ruin’ and ‘Rouen’ and I thought to myself,
‘What if Ruin was a real place?’ I then saw the spire of the cathedral piercing the dawn sky and there was something about that
image and the quote that got me thinking.
We found a cheap hotel, got some sleep, and then continued on. By the time we got to our new home I had come up with the idea
for the book which turned out to be “Sanctus.”
S. MAG: “Sanctus” became a huge debut thriller that put you on the map. How did you feel about that first jump-off into
commercial fiction?
S.T.: I tend to see myself as a failed movie director. I had always wanted to make big, epic blockbuster movies but wound up in
television instead. I think the desire to write a thriller was my way of telling the epic story, but in novel form. My books are paced
like movies and cut around the action a lot so you see it from multiple perspectives. As a writer you get to do everything: casting,
locations, script, dialogue, cutting, so it’s actually very liberating and creative. I know from my TV days how your producer’s
instincts often clip the wings of your more creative self. In a book I can do anything and don’t have to stop to figure out if we can
afford it or not. I can always afford it because readers’ imaginations have unlimited budgets.
S, MAG: Your new character, Solomon Creed, was introduced to the world on October 6th. Can you give readers a peek into
this man and what they can look forward to as readers ride the action/thriller express by his side?
S.T.: Well…it starts with a plane crash and ends with an explosion, so that should give you some idea.
There are lots of mysteries in the book, but the central one is the main character himself. Most of these kinds of thriller stories
have a hero who knows exactly who they are; they’re either ex-military or ex-police, with a certain skill set and mission they have
to take on. Solomon Creed knows none of these things. He arrives in the Arizona desert at the same time as a plane crashes. He
has no shoes on his feet, is wearing a suit jacket with his name stitched inside, and has no idea who he is or how he got there. All
he knows is that he’s there to save someone and that his own identity is tied up in this somehow. Then he discovers that the man
he’s there to save was buried that morning, so he has to figure out how to save a man who is already dead.
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S. MAG.: Is there another genre you have thought of writing or want to write in someday?
S.T.: The first thing I ever got published was a short piece of Romantic fiction, written under the pen name of Arabella Fox. I
wrote it to see if I could sell it to a magazine and earn a bit of extra cash, and I did. Flushed with success I wrote another and it
was rejected, so that was the end of Arabella.
I’m a very broad reader and would love to write broadly too. I have all kinds of ideas for stories that aren’t thrillers, as well as
many that are, and I just haven’t got the time to write them all down. Maybe I need to ‘do a Patterson’ and set up a writer’s room.
S. MAG: Is there a specific character you admire? One that you wish you could have been the one to write, and why?
S.T.: I love Thomas Harris and think “The Silence of the Lambs” is the perfect thriller. However, it’s not Hannibal Lecter I’m going
to pick; it’s Clarice Starling. I based the heroine of “Sanctus” heavily on her and tried hard to echo the things that make her so
compelling. I love the fact, for instance, that she gets on in a man’s world not by becoming a proto-male but by playing to her
own strengths, using empathy instead of brute strength or intimidation to get what she wants. She’s so well drawn—strong but
vulnerable. I’d love to have created her.
S. MAG: How do you personally feel about the new digital realm, with eBooks becoming bigger and bigger?
S.T.: I think eBooks are plateauing, actually, and people are returning to print. I’m not sure if it’s a similar thing to music, where
people missed the tangible artefacts of albums and started buying them again. Maybe it’s because people’s Kindles are all full of
free books they’ve downloaded and will never read, and so they have now become part of the clutter and noise of modern life.
I also think that people spend their lives chained to screens, which means reading a book rather than an e-reader gives them a
break from all that.
I definitely prefer a real book to a virtual one, though I also love the portability of an e-reader and being able to buy and start
reading a new book immediately. While I’m reading, though, I still like to hold something real in my hand—turn real pages and
then put it on a shelf when I’m done.
S. MAG: Do you have a personal mentor who helped you along the way?
S.T.: I’ve had a few. I don’t think any success happens in a vacuum, there are always people ahead of you on the journey prepared
to help you if you are serious and respectful and willing to learn. Crime and thriller writers are particularly generous. I don’t know
if it’s because we leave all our demons on the page but I’ve had some really big authors help
me and guide me, right from the beginning. Mark Billingham
and Peter James—two huge, number-one sellers in the UK
who both gave me time, friendship and advice when I was
starting out. More recently, Steve Berry and Greg Iles have
been incredibly generous with their support in the US for ‘The
Searcher.’ These are people who don’t need to read my book or
give me a quote, but they do it because they love books and are
generous guys.
S. MAG: If you could have lunch with one author, alive or
dead, who would it be, and why?
S.T.: Charles Dickens. He was the first modern, superstar
author…the Stephen King or JK Rowling of his day. I’d like
to break bread with him. He was famous for his performance
readings and I’d like to hear him speak and learn what he sounded like.
For more news, events, and the latest information on Simon Toyne, head to: www.simontoyne.net. ■
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SPECIAL PREVIEW FROM SIMON TOYNE

THE SEARCHER

By Simon Toyne

IN THE BEGINNING IS THE ROAD—AND ME WALKING ALONG
IT.

I have no memory of who I am, or where I have come from, or how I
came to be here. There is only the road and the desert stretching away to
a burned sky in every direction and there is me.
Anxiety bubbles within me and my legs scissor, pushing me forward
through hot air as if they know something I don’t. I feel like telling them
to slow down, but even in my confused state I know you don’t talk to your
legs, not unless you’re crazy, and I don’t think I’m crazy—I don’t think so.
I stare down the shimmering ribbon of tarmac, rising and falling over
the undulating land, its straight edges made wavy by the intense desert
heat. It makes the road seem insubstantial and the way ahead uncertain
and my anxiety burns bright because of it. I feel there’s something
important to do here, and that I am here to do it, but I cannot remember
what.
I try to breathe slowly, dredging a recollection from some deep place
that this is meant to be calming, and catch different scents in the dry
desert air—the coal-tar sap of a broken creosote bush branch, the sweet
sugar rot of fallen saguaro fruit, the arid perfume of agave pollen—each
thing so clear to me, so absolutely itself and correct and known. And
from the solid seed of each named thing more information grows—Latin
names, medicinal properties, common names, whether it is edible or
poisonous. The same happens when I glance to my left or right, each
glimpsed thing sparking new names and fresh torrents of facts until my
head hums with it all. I know the world entirely it seems and yet I know
nothing of myself. I don’t know where I am. I don’t know why I’m here. I don’t even know my own name.
The wind gusts at my back, pushing me forward and bringing a new smell that makes my anxiety flare into blind fear. It
is smoke, oily and acrid, and a half-formed memory slides in with it that there is something awful lying on the road behind
me, something I need to get away from.
I break into a run, staring forward, not daring to check behind me. The blacktop feels hard and hot against the soles of
my feet. I look down to discover that I’m not wearing shoes. My feet flash as they pound the road, my skin pure white in the
bright sunshine. I hold my hand up and it’s the same, so white I have to narrow my eyes against the glare of it. I can feel my
skin starting to redden in the fierce sun and know that I need to get out of this desert, away from this sun and the thing on the
road behind me. I fix on a rise in the road, feeling that if I can reach it then I will be safe, that the way ahead will be clearer. ■
Excerpted from “The Searcher” by Simon Toyne. Copyright 2015. Published by William Morrow. Used by permission of the publisher. Not for
reprint without permission.
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Pam Jenoff
Switches gears with “The Last Summer at Chelsea Beach”
Interview by Amy Lignor for Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit: Dominic Episcopo

W

ith her first title, “The Kommandant’s Girl,”
Pam Jenoff sparked imaginations worldwide,
and has not slowed down yet. From her very
beginnings, Pam has found herself in situations that
touch the past—meeting, aiding, and learning peoples’
incredible stories, taken from times in our history that
were filled with tragedy; times where tales of strength,
courage, and the ability to move on with life, survive.
With her incredible fiction, Pam continues to bring
readers suspense, romance, and emotional turmoil that
surrounds an era that still has so many secrets left to
uncover, and so many wrongs left to “write.”
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): You received your
masters in History. Can you give our readers a little
background as to why that particular path was
interesting to you?
Pam Jenoff (P.J.): First of all, thank you for having
me–I’m delighted to chat! Regarding my graduate studies
in history, I had done my bachelor’s in international
affairs with a minor in history at George Washington
University. When I received a scholarship to study at
Cambridge, history just seemed to make the most sense.
I did a research degree and wrote a thesis that had to do
with WWI and the Paris Peace Conference. I spent two
years hunched over dusty library archives in the Wren
Library and Public Records office at Kew Gardens, which
I think was excellent training for researching novels!

Looking back though, I had always liked historical books, or books set in another time period: “Mary
Poppins” when I was very little, and later works of historical fiction by Herman Wouk, John Jakes, and
others.
S. MAG.: When, exactly, did the interest in writing come about?
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“I don’t really think in terms of
genre; I write the stories that are in
my heart to tell.”
P.J.: I always wanted to be a writer, but I had never quite gotten started. The turning point was 9/11. On that tragic day, I
had been a practicing attorney for exactly one week. I had a life epiphany: while being an attorney was a fine profession, I had
a deeper dream of being a novelist that I had not achieved. And I did not have forever—if I had been one of the 9/11 victims I
never would have realized my dream.
So I took a night course called “Write Your Novel This Year.”(Seriously, that was the course name. They later changed it to “Write
Your Novel This Month,” which sounds too scary to me, but ‘this year’ I could handle.) I started working on the manuscript
that would become “The Kommandant’s Girl.” Of course, I was still an attorney with a lot of student loan debt, so I had to keep
working. I used to write from 5-7 in the morning and then head off to the firm.
It was not a hop, skip and a jump from there to the bookstore. My book was rejected by 39 publishers before one editor decided
to take a chance 11 months after we had submitted it. Now that things have gone well, lots of people in publishing like to act like
they knew it all along. But I’ve got rejection letters from all of them!
S. MAG.: Special Assistant to the Secretary of the Army was a Pentagon post you held. Could you explain a bit more in
regards to what that entailed?
P.J.: I had the good fortune to spend a year as the Special Assistant to the Secretary of the Army. An attorney whom I had
worked for while putting myself through college in D.C. was appointed Secretary of the Army, and he was able to bring me
on board as his politically appointed assistant. I refer to that year as (to borrow
from a Sir Isaac Newtown quote) the year I “saw the world from the shoulders of
giants.” I worked with the Pan Am Flight 103 families to secure their memorial
at Arlington National Cemetery. We were at Oklahoma City observing
recovery efforts three days after the bombing. Perhaps most notably, it was the
50th Anniversary of the end of World War II that year, and I traveled around
the world with my boss to commemorations at Bastogne, Belgium, Corregidor,
The Philippines and elsewhere. These were very formative experiences in my
life.
S. MAG.: Being that your books surround and envelop the lives of people
during WWII, did this particular ‘era’ appeal to you because of your job in
Krakow? Is there a particular story/event that made you want to focus in
on this era for your titles?
P.J.: I was sent to Krakow, Poland, as a diplomat for the State Department in
1996 and I found myself working on many issues, including the Holocaust
that had never been resolved during the Communist era, such as property
restitution and preservation of the concentration camps. I also became
very close to the surviving Jewish community, who were like grandparents
to me. I refer to my books as “love songs” to the people who lived in those
most difficult times.
S. MAG.: “The Kommandant’s Girl,” as you stated above, was an
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extraordinary title nominated for a Quill Award. How did this class you took, or sites you saw, bring this first
story about?
P.J.: I wrote “The Kommandant’s Girl” shortly after I returned to the U.S. from Poland. I was profoundly moved by
my experiences there and wanted to write a story reflecting that. I started with an image of a young girl walking
a child across Krakow’s main market square. Then, as I was writing, the most serendipitous thing happened: on a
train from Washington to Philadelphia, I met two very well-known Holocaust survivors. When I told them about
the book I was working on, the woman said to me, “Surely you know about the Jewish resistance in Krakow?”
Despite having just come back from years of living in Krakow, I’d never heard of a Jewish resistance—largely because
everyone who was a part of it died during the war. I went back to Poland and was amazed to find a rich history of
uprising and resistance on the very streets where I lived and worked.
S. MAG.: Fast-forwarding…your new title, “The Last Summer at Chelsea Beach,” is a bit of a diversion from past novels.
Can you tell readers about the new title?
P.J.: “The Last Summer at Chelsea Beach” is the story of Adelia Montforte, a sixteen-year-old Italian/Jewish girl who emigrates
to Philadelphia in the early years of WWII. Her aunt and uncle take her to vacation at the New Jersey shore, where she falls in
with an Irish Catholic family that has four sons. She develops a crush on the eldest, Charlie, and he finally notices her. But just
as they find happiness, war breaks out and tragedy strikes. Addie flees her pain, first to Washington and then war-torn London.
This novel is a departure for me in many ways. It is my first set on the home front (though ironically it is the one I started writing
when I was living abroad.) It is not new, but comes from a project I started almost two decades ago. And it is a real homecoming
for me, because it incorporates settings of South Philadelphia (where my mom grew up), Atlantic City (where my dad’s family
comes from), D.C. (where I spent my formative college years) and London (one of the places closest to my heart.)
S. MAG.: Do you have any thoughts of writing in another genre at any time in the future?
P.J.: I don’t really think in terms of genre; I write the stories that are in my heart to tell. I have written two modern
novels previously, so I’m never sure what will appear next.
S. MAG.: Are you currently working on a new book?
P.J.: I am so very excited to tell you that my next book, “The Aerialist,” will be out in early 2017. It was inspired by true
stories, and it tells of a young woman who rescues an infant from a Nazi train car full of babies headed east, and finds
shelter with a German circus that is rescuing Jews. Stay tuned!
S. MAG.: With your in-depth background, what do you feel is the reason why the WWII era is still so fascinating to
readers?
P.J.: I think that the proliferation of these books can be attributed to a number of factors. First, when the Communist period ended for many countries in Central and Eastern Europe, archival materials became available to writers that had not
been previously, prompting a number of stories. Second, with the generation of survivors getting up in years, there is a real
impetus to capture and tell tales, either in the form of memoir or fiction, now while we can. Finally, as a novelist, my goal
is to take the reader and put her/him in the shoes of the protagonist, and have that reader say, “What would I have done?”
The war, with its dire circumstances and stark choices, provides fertile ground for doing just that.
S. MAG.: If you could have dinner with one author (past or present) who would it be and why?
P.J.: Tough question. Perhaps Natalie Goldberg, because “Writing Down the Bones” was so formative in kick-starting my
writing career. Her Zen Buddhist approach, whereby you keep your hand moving and don’t stop, really broke me open as a
writer.
For more news, events, and the latest information on Pam Jenoff, head to: www.pamjenoff.com. ■
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JUMPER
By Bill Surdenik

Everything is simple in the beginning.
It had been for Frank Christie.
When he made the decision to become a cop it was
because he wanted to protect people. He could remember
himself at nineteen years old very clearly, making up his
mind. It didn’t have anything to do with his father, with
what he was or wasn’t, what he wanted or didn’t want. He
didn’t want to raid drug dens, shoot it out with bad guys, or
go undercover to infiltrate a mob family. He just wanted to
protect, to have that strength.
Himself, a retired cop, his dad called it rookie simple, and
that meant “stupid.” There was nothing more misleading and
more dangerous, than rookie simplicity, and he discouraged
him more times than Frank could remember. But as green
and wet behind the ears as it is, rookie simplicity has a pigheaded poetry to it. He could steer himself right, make sure
he didn’t wind up like his dad—a widower who opened a
can of Hamm’s before breakfast and spent his pension on
cigarette taxes. He was like a character in a story that he could
write for himself. It was freedom. Things would be different.
He would be different. But what he would learn was that it
takes years, an entire career in fact, of life and dilemmas and
betrayal and temptations for the rookie to become callous to
that simplicity. The veteran hardens and cools like volcanic
rock. The veteran doesn’t feel the world the way a rookie does.
Late Tuesday afternoon, Frank found himself heading
to Pike Tower, almost smack-dab in the center of town,
like a dart just shy of the bull’s eye. These days, Pike Paper
Company did not inhabit even one floor; the company was
now defunct, but the name stuck. The name “Pike” still tagged
the northeast corner in silver letters, but only because no one
had bothered to take them down. The building was a smooth,
sixteen flights of emerald glass that reflected sunlight like a
mirror but went as black as a shadow under the moon.
To Frank, sixteen stories did not a tower make. Where he
came from, towers actually towered. A sixteen story building
was a runt, and the more regular buildings literally earned
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their names by indeed scraping the blue of the sky. Streets
were dark in the middle of the morning, buildings on each
side casting their long, domineering shadows.
In this town, everything was small. The police department
was. Crime was. Even the people and their lives seemed
small. Nobody thought big. Where Frank came from, days
were different from one another. They held surprises; some
pleasant, some not. The very same days in this new little
place were a consistent and continuous loop of sun up, hohum, sun down. It had always been a price to pay. But today
was different. A few crackling words strung together over the
radio erased the ho-hum. There was a jumper on the roof of
Pike Tower.
The townie cops reacted in the predictable way. Unlike
Frank, they were unpracticed at balancing horror with
exhilaration. What a terrible thing. What if he jumps? Would
you watch? Would I? Could I take in what a sixteen story
drop does to a human body? Would I need to see the shrink?
Frank didn’t ask such questions. He didn’t remember any
soul searching the day he successfully handled one of these
guys in the big city. The words had come over his radio
just like today. The guy was up twenty three flights there,
balancing on a ledge of an office building twice the legal limit
of lubrication. How he’d managed to keep his balance for all
the time it took Frank to get there, let alone up to the window
and out on the ledge without pitching down to the pavement,
was anyone’s guess.
The guy talked, rambled, lost his place and started over
again. Just stood and looked ahead, then down, then ahead
again, his eyes closed then opened. He didn’t look at Frank,
didn’t want to talk to him. Not at first. He burped and sniffled
and licked his lips, and Frank thought the guy might throw
up. It almost amused him, but when Frank started talking, he
listened, seeming to have exhausted what life story there was
that might possibly end with him splattering on the sidewalk
next to a busy city street in the financial district, leaving
behind a wife and son. But he didn’t. That guy had needed
protecting just like Janie did. When they reached the ground
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floor, the man turned to him and hugged him before they
walked out the front door together. The man thanked him,
cried on his shoulder. Frank was still proud of that.
He parked on Pike Tower’s circle drive, and as he
climbed out of the car he could see the sky clearing to the
east, the clouds following the sun in the opposite direction.
Uniformed cops were milling around with some by-standers,
all of them looking up, anticipating.
“Hey Christie,” a gruff voice said. Richie Gordon, a
uniformed newbie with a comically orange crew-cut was
jogging toward him.
“Glad you’re here for this,” he said.
Frank looked up. There were just a few lit windows, and
as he yawned he could smell his own coffee breath.
“We know anything about this guy?” he said.
“Webber went up already,” Gordon said, shaking his
head, grinning. “I think he was scared to stay up too long, like
he’d get blamed if the guy did a cannonball or something.”
“So that’s a no.”
“Yeah,” said Gordon, the grin gone from his face in an
instant. “Sorry.”
“Does the guy work in the building?”
“Not sure.”
“Has anyone in the building been questioned?”
“Yeah, we’re working through it now. Most floors are
vacant. Pretty much everyone’s gone home. You know, it’s
almost eight.”
Christie nodded, hung his head.
“Alright,” he said. “Let’s do this.”

#
At the top of a stairwell, the last one from the sixteenth floor
was a doorway with a sign, Authorized Persons Only, and
it was propped open. Frank walked past the blue uniforms
that were all standing needlessly around the enclosure of
the doorway, fifty feet away from the jumper. No one said
anything and he said nothing to them, his shoes crunching
on the gravel.
As he walked toward the east wall, the city in the distance
like a miniature model, he saw the figure of a man, definitely
a man. It stood at the edge as casually as a tourist might
stand at the Grand Canyon. About six feet tall, wide in the
shoulders. A dark jacket hung down to his knees, looked like
leather, and the hair appeared to be cropped and peppered.
Frank felt phlegm in his throat but he didn’t clear it. The
sound of his shoes didn’t turn the man around, didn’t even
make him flinch, and as he stopped about twenty feet away,
the man just continued to stare off into the horizon.
“My name is Frank,” he said. It was how he’d initiated his
talk with the drunk, the guy from the office building. Why
not be consistent? “Do you want to tell me your name?”
The man’s shoulders raised slowly, chest filling up, then
lowered and dropped as the breath evacuated from his lungs.
It seemed there was some relief. As the figure turned, first
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a profile, then a pair of eyes, then a mouth, a nose, a jaw,
a chin—Frank could feel his weight flood into his feet as
though gravity had just started working for the first time.
“Hello Frank,” the man said coolly, even pleasantly. His
face was a leathery shell as a grin almost broke its expression.
“Remember me?”
The two men stood and stared, shoulders square.
“What is this?” Frank said.
“Well, you don’t answer your phone,” the man said. “And
you don’t have an answering machine. Just keeps ringing and
ringing and…” He started to pull his hands out of the pockets
of his zipped coat and Christie’s right hand went to the piece
at his hip.
“Hey!” His hands sprang up, left cradling the right,
pointing his nine millimeter.
“What?” the man said.
“Move your hands slow.”
“Okay, okay.” The man drew his hands up and out to
his sides, flashing them open, his fingers stretched in black
leather gloves. As he dropped them to his sides Frank didn’t
lower his gun.
“Anyway, like I was saying, I didn’t know how else to get
a hold of you.”
“We’ve got nothing to talk about.”
“Actually we do.” The man pressed his palms together
and rubbed, a grin teasing his lips.
Frank turned somewhat toward the uniforms hiding
around the stairway enclosure that felt more distant now,
hopelessly out of touch. “I figured they’d call you in sooner
or later,” the man said, “seeing as how you’ve got on-the-job
experience. So now we can talk.”
“I’m not staying here.” Frank lowered his gun.
“And how will you explain leaving a jumper up on a
ledge?”
“You’re not a jumper.”
“They don’t know that.”
Frank holstered his gun and took quick steps away.
“You wired, Frank?”
Frank didn’t answer.
“You’re not, are you?”
“I’m not playing this game,” Frank said.
“Oh yes, you are,” the man said, talking now to Christie’s
back, his feet crunching again. “The board is set. The clock
is ticking.”
Frank paused.
“You know, Frank, it took me a long time to track you
down. You have no idea. But if it wasn’t for you, I would’ve
never found her.”
Frank turned.
“And now I’ve got both of you.”
“Both of us,” Frank repeated, begging clarification even
though he didn’t need any. The chill up his spine was telling
him all he needed to know.
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“You and Janie,” the man said.
Frank froze. His feet had been nailed to the roof, and
now the man smiled.
“You remember her, don’t you, Frank?” he said.

coverage of what the police were calling a “jumper situation.”
The screen returned to the newsman at the desk in the studio
assuring that they would be returning to live helicopter
coverage in just a few minutes.

#

#

Janie had been in the apartment less than three months.
Nothing fancy or expensive, but to her it was the world. It
was freedom and adulthood. It was a studio; hardwood
floors, white paint on the walls, and barely enough space to
stretch out.
She’d felt like a grownup since she was fourteen years old,
since it became just her, Dad and Tommy, and she took more
care of the three of them than Dad. But now her age had
caught up to her. Dad was dead, Tommy was in college, and
she had her own place with rent and power and water and
appliances that belonged just to her. Now she was huddled
in a corner with duct tape over her mouth, tears and snot
having trailed over it to her chin and jaw. Her ankles were
bound and her wrists pinned behind her back, and it was the
man who shot Davie Lombardo four years ago, the man she
saw do it, who was never brought up on murder charges, who
did this to her.
She hadn’t seen him in over four years, but there was
no forgetting his face. She couldn’t believe it, wouldn’t have
believed it if it weren’t for Frank. He was her knight in shining
armor, the one who’d brought her to this place, put her in this
apartment, hidden her away and told her everything would
be all right. He wouldn’t have done it all if this man wasn’t as
dangerous as she knew he was.
Her breathing had found a steady rhythm, long and slow,
filling her lungs, then exiting. She couldn’t afford to cry, to
fill up her nose and send tears into the back of her throat.
The man in the chair, the fat one that Davie’s killer had
brought with him, held his gun in his lap. His breathing was
strenuous and he filled the space with an Old Spice reek. He
said nothing except to bark regular instruction for her to pay
attention to the TV which was switched to local news. It was
several hours before a breaking story came on, and the man
became more animated. There was a headline: Pike Tower
Emergency.
Janie didn’t understand. She hadn’t understood all
afternoon. She’d done nothing except think and think with
no unraveling. The ball of yarn was wound just as tight as
it had been when they shoved through her door, slapped a
hand over her mouth and pressed a gun to her head. She
didn’t know what they wanted, what they would do to her,
or when.
The newsman on the TV was in the network studio,
speaking directly into the camera, the headline lingering
in the empty space next to his head. Then there was a less
handsome man in a helicopter, speaking into a microphone
while turned toward the bouncy camera. He said he was
approaching the tower, said they would be providing

“Where are we going with this, Joe?” Frank said. Nothing
had been given away yet. All he knew was the history, how
Joe had turned out to be worse than a disappointment, how
things had become horribly tangled and complicated.
When Frank was a rookie, Joe Hoffman was one of those
guys in the department. He’d been a cop for more than twenty
years. He was a veteran, mentor to many, close to becoming
a legend. He was a detective—homicide, then narcotics. He
worked snitches. He built cases. He had his own squad. He
was someone to emulate, unlike what his father had told him
his whole life about police and policing. The TV cops Frank
loved were effortless and capable, solved the case and tied up
all the loose ends by the end of every episode; Joe Hoffman
seemed to be the real life equal. Everyone in the department
either held him in high esteem or pond-sucking contempt.
He was polarizing, proficient, masculine glamour.
Narcotics became Frank’s vocation. He became a Hoffman
disciple, a true believer in the maxim that the criminal who
doesn’t just steal or kill but destroys lives is the worst kind.
They’re the predators that need to be separated from the prey.
And it was a good feeling to be on that team, Hoffman’s team.
Clearing the streets of people who created victims every day
of their lives. But it wasn’t until the deaf mute brother of a
high school sophomore named Janie Lawson walked into the
precinct that Frank learned the truth about his mentor.
Janie had a friend, one of the victims. He was a snitch,
Joe’s snitch. Just seventeen years old and already a foot soldier
in the drug war. His name was Davie Lombardo. He met with
Joe—in his car, in diners, in places nowhere near the high
school where they could talk—but then the day came when
Davie had seen something.
This time they didn’t meet in a public place. There were
no people around. Privacy was necessary. It was dark, late.
The kid was scared, so much so that he asked Janie to come
along to watch, to keep an eye on him and make sure nothing
happened. He couldn’t ask anyone else. None of his friends
wanted to get anywhere near Joe, or any cop for that matter,
so she went. She hid and watched Davie talk to a bulky man
in a black leather jacket. Then the shots came and Davie’s
back hit the ground with a billowing, dusty thud.
She screamed and the man chased her. She’d seen his face.
She knew he was a cop. She was a sitting duck. She didn’t go
to school, holed up in her house for three straight days until
she couldn’t take it anymore. She sent her brother, Tommy,
to the police station. He talked to a cop named Lieutenant
Frank Christie.
“Where it’s going, is I want you to jump,” said Joe. “I want
you to take a nice plunge with all those lovely people down
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there to see it happen.” He glanced to the east, toward the
sound of a helicopter that was still far off but approaching
fast. “And look, the TV news will be able to cover it from the
ground and the air.”
“What makes you think I’ll jump?”
“If you don’t, Janie dies.”
“How do I know she’s still alive?”
“Because I’m saying she is.”
“You don’t have her.”
“Oh, I think you know I do.” Joe grinned again. Frank had
seen it on the job when they made a bust, when Frank was
naïve and thought his mentor was a good guy. “I could give
you the address of the apartment you led me to last week, the
one on the third floor, two blocks from the restaurant where
the two of you had dinner. Celebrating something, weren’t
you?”
Her birthday, Frank thought. He knew the night, the
restaurant. He felt useless. He’d led the wolf right to the lamb,
but he couldn’t have known. Joe may have been sent up, but
it wasn’t for murder, the murder that Janie had witnessed,
but some petty drug charges. Frank had known all along that
it would only be a matter of time before Joe rolled on some
of his snitches, even some cops, to get his sentence cut. He
wouldn’t serve out any meaningful time, wouldn’t get what
he deserved.
It wasn’t even four years later and he was out, up on the
roof of Pike Tower. And Frank had been so careful. He’d
moved hundreds of miles away, to a new town, a new state,
quiet, remote. He never visited her, never called her on the
phone. He just took her out for one lousy birthday dinner,
made just one mistake when no one could’ve been watching.
“I’m not doing this,” he said.
“Fine,” said Joe. “Then she dies.”
“This isn’t about her. Leave her out of it. This is between
us.”
“That’s right. So jump.”
The helicopter was near now. He could see it. He needed
it to get closer. He needed it to flash its spotlight on them.
“Jump,” Joe said.
Frank turned to the copter. The light was on, but still not
near enough. The camera was rolling, but still too far away.
“Hey, we’re on camera,” Joe said, turning toward the
feeble light and the sound that had grown deafening. “Wave
goodbye, Frank.”
It wasn’t a bad idea. Frank could only hope she was
watching. That she was in front of the TV to watch him take
a header off the tallest building in town. But the copter still
needed to be closer. The light needed to be brighter and he
needed the camera to see him.
“Come on, Frank, don’t be a spoilsport. Give Janie a
goodbye wave.”
Frank watched the light, watched it pin shadows against
the flat surfaces of Joe’s face, and even if it wasn’t close…it
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was close enough. He couldn’t wait any longer. He did exactly
what Joe said. Thrust his hand in the air, his hand shaped like a
gun firing upward. He held it there for several seconds before
his hand closed into a fist. He slipped his thumb between his
first and middle fingers and waved his hand from side to side.
“That’s the spirit,” Joe quipped.
Frank repeated, fired his imaginary gun into the air, held
it there, then made a fist with his thumb lodged between his
fingers and waved his hand.
“What the hell are you doing?” Joe said.
Frank repeated.
“Stop it.”
Frank repeated.
“I said stop it!”
Frank stopped.

#
“We’re getting reports from our aerial coverage that one of
the men is making a gesture with his hands that appears to
be directed at the camera.”
As the newsman spoke, the man in the chair leaned
forward and sniggered. Janie didn’t budge, didn’t turn her
eyes from the TV and didn’t blink. The screen filled with
a distant image of Frank in the dark with a light shining
down on him. He was waving his hand. She watched it as
the newsman spoke but she heard none of it. She watched
his hand. And as she watched, the wheels turned, the gears
clicked. She murmured. The man ignored her at first but
soon grew impatient as she persisted.
“What?” he groaned.
She murmured.
He stood and walked to her, gun in hand, and tore one
corner of the tape away so her lips could barely move.
“Bathroom,” she said.
“Hold it.”
“I’ve had to pee for like an hour.”
They argued but the man relented. He stood her up while
keeping the gun on her and walked her to the bathroom door.
He smelled like sweaty oil. “Don’t try anything,” he said. “You
pull anything cute and I’ll have to get mean. You don’t want
that.”
She hopped into the bathroom and the door shut behind
her. The man sat back in front of the TV and hoped the cop
wouldn’t jump while she was in the bathroom. Hoffman had
told him to make sure she saw it.
“Do we have anything on those hand signals?” the
newsman said, the tape of the gestures replaying in slow
motion. The man could see Hoffman on the ledge beside the
cop and started to laugh. Felt suddenly jumpy about letting
the girl out of the room.

#
Janie had taught Tommy to sign when he was in sixth grade,
it had been their mode of communication ever since. When
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Frank Christie first came into her life, her personal nightmare
just beginning, she spoke to Tommy only in sign. They signed
while Frank watched and tried to decipher. It was one of the
few times she could remember laughing through the whole
ordeal, and it was one of the few points of levity in their
relationship, teaching Lieutenant Frank Christie to sign. And
in four years he’d gotten pretty good at it.
She’d taught him the basics; simple words, phrases, and
when he put her in this apartment he told her he’d bought
her something for protection. Had trouble just coming out
and saying the word ‘gun’ but it was clear what he meant. She
wasn’t even old enough to have a drink and he was buying
her weapons for protection, but that was who he was. He was
a boy scout with a sidearm and a ‘take-no-prisoners’ chip on
his shoulder. He told her he’d stashed it somewhere in the
apartment but wouldn’t let her know where until he’d taught
her to use it. He’d take her out to a range and they’d practice,
but there hadn’t been time yet.
Now there were the hand signals in this bizarre situation
on the TV news, the murderer she’d never been given the
opportunity to testify against holding the strings. He’d raised
his hand, cocked his thumb and pointed his first two fingers;
gun. Then closed his hand, squeezed his thumb between his
first two fingers and waved; bathroom. He did it again and
again; gun, bathroom, gun, bathroom. He was talking to her
the only way he could.
She removed the lid from the toilet tank—nothing.
She opened the cabinet doors beneath the sink and dug
through the bottles—nothing. She looked up at the ceiling.
She couldn’t get inside the vent. Even if there was something
there she would never reach it. There was just one other place,
a piece of artwork in a shadow box on the wall, a childlike
needlepoint that Frank said had come with the apartment.
She turned her back to it, doubled over and swung her arms
upward, taped hands reaching, fingers stretching. She swung
her arms again, her fingers hitting nothing but air and wall at
least a foot beneath the frame. It was too high up. She needed
to be taller. She needed to reach.
“We’re receiving word that the hand gestures are, in fact,
sign language,” the newsman said.
The man had sat back down in front of the TV, gun back
in his lap. The newsman went on to explain what the hand
signals meant, that they were the same two words repeated,
puzzling over why the man should sign those two words, and
the man went bolt upright in the chair. He caught his gun
which almost slid out of his lap onto the floor as he stood up.
“Hey!” he yelled, stalking to the bathroom. He twisted
the knob but it was locked. His shoulder lowered and crashed
into the door, and on the second try the door slammed open.
He was inside the room and could see the girl standing
on her garbage can, hands wrapped around the handle of
a gun, a framed picture on the floor, broken glass on the
floor. She was bending, leaning away from him, gun pointed
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at him. Before he could lift his arm a ‘boom’ filled his ears
and immediately he felt as though a shoulder had battered
his sternum, knocking the wind out of him. He sank to the
floor and looked down to see the red on his shirt, his lungs
like cement. He turned his eyes back up to the girl who was
still turned away, still leaning down, her hands taped, still
holding the gun trained on him. It was the last thing he saw.

#
“Did I forget to mention there’s a time limit on this thing?”
Joe said. “If you don’t jump by 9:00, Janie’s a dead girl.”
Frank didn’t wear a watch. He had no idea how much
time had gone by, how long he’d been up on this roof, how
long the helicopter had been circling.
“How much time does that leave?” he said.
Joe pulled back his glove at the wrist and glanced down.
“Ten minutes.”
Frank squinted into the helicopter light, debating
whether or not to signal again. He hoped she’d seen him. That
she could see his hand, that she put two and two together and
it wasn’t too late for her.
“Just do it, Frank. We both know it’s inevitable.”
Frank didn’t answer.
“It’s the price for betrayal, Frank.”
“Betrayal,” Frank shot back. “You’re calling me a traitor?”
“I’m the one who went to prison. I’m the one who was
disgraced and lost my job.”
“Do you know I looked up to you? I idolized you, wanted
to be you. There was a reason I did the job and you sold it all
out. You killed an innocent kid and sent another one on the
run. Now you’re threatening to kill her, too.”
“What can I say, Frank? Life’s unfair.”
They looked at each other and Frank saw none of what
he’d seen years ago, a career ago, a lifetime ago. He saw
nothing good, nothing hopeful or idealistic. There was only
evil with the pretense of good, power crushing desire.
He had less than ten minutes, a desperate plea to the
helicopter camera that she might or might not have seen, and
no way of knowing. He hoped she’d found the gun inside the
shadow box, but he couldn’t know if she had. He couldn’t
even know if she was still alive, and he had no time. All he
had were shreds of that rookie instinct. He had a friend, a girl
who’d become like a daughter, who’d grown into a beautiful,
smart, talented young woman. A girl more than anything he
wanted to protect. But he hadn’t. Maybe he couldn’t. Maybe
his dad had been right. He was rookie simple; stupid.
He turned and looked sixteen stories down and could
see the cars, the lights, and the people—all of them staring
back at him. He could hear the helicopter. He could feel time,
and as it ticked away he felt something inside of him growing
smaller. Maybe there was a chance he’d see Janie after the
impact. Maybe they could be together, even happy.
Maybe it was the only way anyone could every really be
safe. ■
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BLACK DEATH
COLLISION OF CENTURIES

By John J. Le Beau
Press Photo Credit: Provided by Publisher
“The past is never dead. It’s not even past.” The quote is from William Faulkner, who had a magical
facility with words, and who wrote and spoke with clarity. The past is indeed not dead, and an alarming
number of diseases which ravaged the world during past historical epochs are still with us, lurking in the
shadows. Among these diseases are polio, smallpox, and—the plague. All of these diseases at one time
or another were enormously lethal. And all of them went dormant after a time, and their ferociousness
has diminished with the passage of centuries.
But despite these diseases receding in their death toll, and in the subsequent level of publicity that
they have acquired, these diseases did not die and they were not extinguished. A medical student in
Innsbruck told me about the plague, over a beer one night in a local pub. “You know, the plague is still
with us. It’s a real risk to health in Madagascar, and it
still exists in a lot of places throughout the world.” I did not know; I had
thought that the plague had died out hundreds of years ago. A bit of online
research at World Health Organization (WHO) websites demonstrated
that the medical student was right, and I was grossly misinformed. The
theme of the plague breaking out across the developed world today is
central to my new thriller novel, “Collision of Centuries.”
This work of fiction, like its predecessors, “Collision of Evil” and
“Collision of Lies” is a Kommissar Franz Waldbaer thriller and is set
in contemporary Germany. Like the first two books of the series,
“Collision of Centuries” is intended to have the grit of reality about it,
and to underline the follies of men. Those men, in this book, include
the characters Count von Winterloch, sullen owner of a secluded castle,
Karl Ortner, a petty criminal who spreads the plague without knowing
it, and even Franz Waldbaer himself, a grumpy, irritable detective who
discovers that the plague—or more appropriately the Black Death—
has come back with a vengeance to scourge modern Germany, and
the rest of the world.
The plot moves along at an unrelenting, quick pace. In dealing
with the re-emergence of the plague, I have used a medical scientist
schooled in German university as a nemesis in the action. The
scientist has mutated the plague to make it resistant to antibiotics,
which have (in fact) been effective in controlling the plague to date.
The doctor has made sure that standard medical procedures will
be ineffective in countering the disease; his intent is for the bacterial
illness to realize its potential and become the bubonic plague, the
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remorseless killer disease that swept away a quarter of the
European population in the 1330’s. Waldbaer is out to
stop him, with an assist from Robert Hirter, an American
clandestine service officer, and the Central Intelligence
Agency.
“Collision of Centuries,” then, is one step removed from
reality, or at least that is the author’s conviction. After all, a
rogue scientist is the only part of the plot that is missing from
the headlines about a plague outbreak in Madagascar, India,
or California or New Mexico in the United States. Given the
undivided attention of a renegade scientist or two, there is
no reason that the plague could not be ‘weaponized’—made
lethal. A weaponized plague is something in the realm of
fiction…for now.
Of course, not to be forgotten, “Collision of Centuries” is
solidly and entirely a work of fiction. Germany, or Europe in
general have not experienced an outbreak of plague either by
accident or malice. The book is meant as an entertainment,
and the pace, the plot, and the characters are drawn in a
manner to engage the reader. The somber castle (with an
ancient crypt) in the Bavarian forest is the locus of activity,
and that too is intended to capture the reader’s intellect and
emotions, and to draw him into the story.
All three books in the Collision series are novels, but
they form something of a trifecta. All three thrillers reflect
today’s headlines. The first book, “Collision of Evil,” deals
with international terrorism of a jihadist nature, such as Al
Qaeda or the Islamic State. The second novel, “Collision of
Lies,” explores illicit dual-use items, such as the centrifuges
that contribute to weapons of mass destruction. And now
with “Collision of Centuries” the focus is on the plague
in present times, facilitated by a malignant actor. Just as
terrorism and its mass-casualty weapons really exist, so
does Yersinia pestis, the bacterium causing the plague. These
elements—terrorism, weapons of mass destruction, and the
plague—are all present in the Franz Waldbaer book series.
You might say that fiction is populated by fact.
And that might lead us to end this piece as we began,
with another quote, this from William Shakespeare: “Cry
‘Havoc!’ and let slip the dogs of war.” To be sure, no one,
except maybe Kommissar Waldbaer, is talking about a war
against the Black Death. No, not in a thousand years. ■
John J. Le Beau served in the Clandestine Service of the Central
Intelligence Agency (CIA) for twenty-five years, and was active
in countries experiencing insurgency, warfare, and terrorism.
Dr. Le Beau was also Professor of National Security Studies at
the George C. Marshall European Center for Security Studies in
Garmisch, Germany, teaching students from the Middle East,
Europe, and the United States. He is Chairman Emeritus of
the Partnership for Peace Consortium’s ‘Combatting Terrorism
Working Group.’ “Collision of Centuries” is Le Beau’s third novel,
following “Collision of Evil” and “Collision of Lies.” He divides his
time between the United States and Austria.
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FOUR DEAD
T

LAWYERS

here’s an old joke that goes something like this: What do
you call four dead lawyers? A good start.
Jokes, and pretty good impressions, have a habit of
coming into my head while I’m working. It’s caused me more
than a few problems.
Sometimes I laugh, and that’s embarrassing, especially at
a crime scene. I didn’t laugh this time. I was pissed because
I’d gotten the call on a perfect, moonlit Thursday evening, as
I was about to put steaks on the poolside grill. It should’ve
been the last phase in my preparation of what would be the
ultimate seduction meal. My dining guest, and current object
of my intended affections, is bikini model Allegra Bodarelli.
Is that her real name? I don’t know. But who cares.
My smartphone rang at 7:42 P.M. It was the Miami-Dade
County Sheriff ’s Office dispatcher.
No, I’m not a cop. I’m a forensic photographer.
Crime scene photographer, if you prefer. No portraits, no
weddings—just accidents, crime scenes, evidence and stiffs.
But…of all times, what with Ms. Bodarelli ready, willing, and
to all appearances, very able.
With great reluctance, I bid Allegra ci vediamo amore,
grabbed my “packed and ready” camera bag and pointed
my decade-old, but fairly new to me Land Rover, downtown
where there are more lawyers per square foot than aspiring
actresses in all of Los Angeles.
Detective Sergeant Frank Farinella was impatiently
waiting for me in the reception area of the law ﬁrm, Collier,
Wilson, Menendez and Rosenberg, on the thirty-sixth ﬂoor
of the International Commerce Tower. He and I were not
tight.
“Well, if it ain’t Michael Kenner, aspiring shutterbug to
the stars. What on God’s green earth took you so frigging
long to get here?” His voice was high pitched and gravelly.
“A pressing engagement, Sarge. Despite the entreaties of
a most beautiful young woman, I’m here, ready to serve.” I
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By Jim Norman
smiled. He didn’t smile back.
Two men in expensive dark suits stood off to the side.
Farinella walked over to them. “Like I said, nobody goes
in until we’re done. Not even the managing partner. You’re
lawyers, you should know that.”
The younger of the two men responded, “Very well,
Sergeant, but we expect that you will handle everything
by the book, and that includes protecting the rights of the
lawyers in this ﬁrm.”
“Yeah, yeah, yeah. Mr. Brent, you and Mr. Wilson can
rest assured that we’ll handle everything as the Constitution
intended. If it’d make you happy, I could just read both of you
your rights now.”
“That’s not funny,” said Everett Wilson, a tall,
distinguished, almost seventy-year-old man with silverwhite hair. “Your superiors will hear about your attitude.”
He and the man who had been introduced as Jordan Brent
walked away without another word.
Farinella turned to me and gestured with his thumb.
“Jackson’s inside. Ofﬁce about halfway down the corridor to
the left. Four stiff suits.”
That’s when the joke arrived in my consciousness like a
German commuter train. I restrained the urge to share my
lawyer-joke with the humorless cop. I’d save it for his partner,
Jesse James Jackson. Jackson was a former Florida A&M
football star, an offensive tackle that made LeBron James
look like a jockey.
As I entered the crime scene, I asked, “What’ve we got,
J3?” I used his cop nickname.
“Four dead lawyers,” Jackson answered in his basso
profundo. He was kneeling next to one of the bodies. Even
in that position, Jackson seemed taller than my ﬁve feet nine
inches. He didn’t look up.
“You know what they call that?” I asked, ready to ﬁre my
humor missile.
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“A good start,” Jackson replied, deadpan. “You better get
busy and do your thing, man. The crime scene techs have
been and gone and the M.E.’s on the way. These guys won’t
get better with age.”
The room already smelled like a makeshift homeless
encampment. Each of these formerly live lawyers had lost
control of at least one body sphincter. My nostrils stung with
the stench. Death in the movies is clean. In the real world, it
stinks.
I took out my police department issued DSLR camera
and began recording the crime scene. I started with
establishing shots, showing the entire, huge conference room
and the location of each of the four bodies in relation to
each other, the expensive furniture, and a large, solid-brass
statue of Blind Justice on her familiar marble pedestal. Then,
I photographed each body showing the details of its position
in death.
This scene was unusual. Three bodies were in their seats
around a small conference table at the far end of the room.
Each had fallen forward, head down on the table. It looked
like they were napping, except for the pools of blood. One
lawyer had put his left hand up to block the bullet, and I used
a macro lens to photograph the entry and exit wounds to the
hand as well as the hole along the left edge of the victim’s
forehead. One victim had been shot through the eye; the
other through the right cheekbone. The fourth was on the
floor near the door, the apparent murder weapon less than
two inches from his right hand.
I stared down at the star-shaped entry wound and
blackened muzzle imprint on the right temple. I could see
skull fragments, blood and brain matter that had splattered
on the mahogany wall paneling, and the hole in the wall
hiding the fatal bullet.
It struck me that these guys were dressed like they were
all ready to be buried. They were already in expensive, dark
navy suits, white shirts and conservative red or blue striped
ties. All I had to do was look at the scene through a viewfinder
and press the shutter a few times. When I first started doing
this work, I used to get weak-kneed and nauseous. Now, I’m
lucky if I don’t get bored.
“Don’t move anything,” Farinella said. His attitude and
unusual voice did to me what chalk screeching on a blackboard
does to most people. His gloved hands dropped the eightshot magazine from a Sig Sauer P225 nine-millimeter pistol
and took out four unﬁred bullets. He laid them out on the
ﬂoor and pointed to them to make sure I got a shot.
“How come your voice sounds like that?” I asked.
“Somebody hit you in the throat when you were an obnoxious,
stumpy kid?”
“Very funny, Kenner. Why don’t you try comedy as a
career? Do me a favor and don’t fuck up my crime scene.”
“Ease off, Frank,” Jackson interrupted. “Let the guy do
his job. You done shooting?” he asked, looking impatiently
at me.
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“One or two more. Thought I’d do some of the desk,
credenza—that kind of stuff, with the ﬁles on them.”
“You think there’s something special about ﬁles being in
a lawyer’s ofﬁce?” Farinella demanded.
“Could be there’s a clue somewhere in there.”
“Let me worry about that. You stick to snapshots and
leave police work to real cops,” Farinella snapped. I was about
to respond with a few insulting remarks aimed at Farinella,
when Jackson cut me off.
“That’s enough, boys. Frank, let’s give Kenner a couple of
minutes to ﬁnish up before we let the M.E. have at it.”
Farinella left, with Jackson not far behind him. Jackson
looked back and shook his head at me. I took a few more
detail shots and thought about the ﬁles on the table. I’ve
always found conﬁdential stuff irresistible. It took me four
minutes (that’s a minute per dead lawyer) to ﬁnish shooting
the ofﬁce. I was about to pack up and head out when I got an
idea. It wasn’t necessarily a good idea, but an idea nonetheless.
I started looking at the ﬁle folders.
The medical examiner’s people hadn’t arrived yet, so I
ﬁgured I had a little time. Surgical gloves are always in my
camera case. I put them on, trying to minimize the snapping
sound as I pulled them on tight. It’s too easy to ruin latent
ﬁngerprints. I fanned the ﬁles out like a Las Vegas dealer, and
read the ﬁle tabs.
The ﬁles were green, multi-sectioned, and at least an
inch thick. The titles all sounded like client names. One was
a new estate ﬁle, with the name of the deceased and date of
death. Another was a nearly completed estate ﬁle. The date
of death was almost two years ago and the outside of the ﬁle
had “Form 706 ﬁled” stamped in large red letters. Five others
involved new wills, with notes and draft wills and trusts. The
largest ﬁles were three marked “IPO/Reg. Statement.” I knew
IPO meant initial public offering. For the company insiders,
it might mean “imminent proﬁt opportunity.”
There was no doubt in my mind that these ﬁles contained
the kind of inside information that could get anyone who
acted on it “dollars and days,” the polite euphemism for fines
and jail time.
I resisted the temptation to peek inside the ﬁles. The
devil scored a few points when I memorized the names of
the companies on the file tabs. In the interest of keeping both
of us out of jail, I will not share the purloined information. I
remember what happened to Martha Stewart.
The rest of the ﬁles were mostly lawsuits: personal
injury cases, auto accidents, construction defects, medical
malpractice and product liability cases involving medical
devices, and breach of contract cases. None seemed to
involve criminal matters.
I looked through the bottom of the stack at the remaining
ﬁles. All but one had either “purchase” or “sale” in the title.
That meant real estate or business deals. I brieﬂy opened
each of those ﬁles, but saw nothing that seemed germane to
a multiple homicide. The last one was missing a ﬁle tab, and

Suspense Magazine October 2015 / Vol. 067

I really thought I might have something. The ﬁle contained
only a lease. It was the thinnest ﬁle of all.
The sound of a door opening snapped me back to reality.
I felt my pulse pounding and grabbed for the camera hanging
from the wide strap around my neck.
“What’re you doing, time exposures?” demanded
Farinella. “The M.E.’s guys are here.”
“Just ﬁnished, Sarge. Unless there’s something else you
need.”
“Nah, just get out of here so I can do a little police work.”
“That hurts. It really hurts.” I grabbed my camera bag and
made for the door. I was almost past Farinella when, knowing
better, I turned back to him. “Hey, Frank. You might want to
check those ﬁles on that desk over there—”
“You’ve been watching too many TV shows. Stick to your
snapshots, and make sure the images are on my computer in
an hour.” He turned away.
Now I was angry. Maybe I had some good ideas and
maybe I didn’t. But the least the son-of-a-bitch could do was
listen to me. I raced for the elevators, my temper about to
explode. I nearly ran, full stride, into Sergeant Jackson. Lucky
for me I didn’t. After all, I watch every Miami Dolphins game
I can. When a running back collides with a lineman, the
result isn’t good for the running back.
He knew something had gotten to me, and he knew what
it was. He gave me good advice: “Forget about Farinella. He
can’t help it. The guy’s a full-time asshole. Two minutes after
he walks in, he decides it’s a murder-suicide. Two minutes.
He’d have been canned for insubordination long ago, except
the guy is almost always right.”

I
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had real trouble deciding whether to take my sweet time
to process the raw images of the crime scene, or to hit the
gym and work off some of the hostility I was feeling toward
Sergeant Frank Farinella. Since I’m a chicken at heart, I
headed straight for the police digital photo lab and worked
well past the end of my shift. By 11:45 PM, my eyes were
bloodshot from staring at the monitor and making sure the
images were perfect. I desperately wanted to ﬁnd something
different, something that Farinella missed. This was an
obvious murder-suicide, just like Farinella had concluded.
The scene was more crowded with bodies than most.
There had been only one gun, so it was logical that one lawyer
shot the other three and then himself. A scanning electron
microscopy test would identify which hand had trace metal
residue, connect the ammunition to the gun, and identify the
shooter. Four bullets were left in the magazine. It all made
sense. No loose ends.
The eyestrain was getting to me. My headache started
at my sinuses and worked around to the back of my head.
That’s when the Blind Justice sculpture on the pedestal at
the far end of the room caught my eye. I grabbed a more
powerful magnifying loupe and looked at a small section of
the image of the statue. There it was. “Justice got shot in the
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ass!” I hollered.
I called Farinella. He answered immediately. “Sarge,
there’s one extra bullet. It wound up in the sculpture. There’s
another killer. You were wrong about the murder-suicide. It’s
right here on this print, plain as the nose—” I didn’t catch
myself before making the unfortunate reference to Farinella’s
massive proboscis.
“This is what you spoil the ﬁrst decent evening I’ve had
all week to tell me?” He was one click short of screaming. “I
can’t believe you didn’t shoot a close-up of the statue. The
hole is obvious. We took the statue to the lab to check the
bullet, but I’m sure it’s a match.”
“Ah,” I said, feeling like I was Charlie Chan or Columbo
or Inspector Poirot, “but what about the extra bullet? Four
shells were left in the magazine. There should have been only
three—one for each victim, plus one in the statue.”
“You ﬁgure you’re pretty smart,” he said patronizingly,
“outsmarting the goombah detective, and thinking you
should be the chief homicide detective.” This was the cop
interrogating a smart-ass witness. “If you knew anything
about ﬁrearms, you’d know that with these guns, you load
the magazine, rack one into the chamber, then de-cock the
weapon and add a shell in the magazine. Eight shot becomes
nine shot. Capisce? It’s a murder-suicide. Beginning, middle,
and end of story.”
He hung up without letting me apologize. I decided to
quit trying to be a detective and turned my thoughts back
to Allegra Bodarelli. She was a night person, so she might
still like to end our date with breakfast. Before I could call,
another thought occurred to me. Fortunately, it wasn’t a joke,
but something I’d learned in college.
I’d taken a class called, Contemporary American Genre
Fiction. Sounds pretty academic, but we read mysteries in that
class. The one thing the professor drilled into our community
college heads was that, to solve a mystery, you must follow
the money. Where was the money in this case? I had an idea,
but I’d need another look at those ﬁles. I’d have to pay another
visit to Collier, Wilson, Menendez and Rosenberg. Should I
try to get in as the police photographer, or under the false
pretense of a potential new client? Decisions, decisions.
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t this point I must apologize for leaving out the details
of last evening. Suffice to say, because I’m afraid of
doing anything that might cost me my job or my freedom,
that I was successful in reaching Ms. Bodarelli—in a number
of respects.
In lieu of perpetrating a fraud, I began the next day by
calling all of the commercial real estate brokers in town.
Gaining information by trickery isn’t all that far from
committing a fraudulent act, but this case is about lawyers,
after all.
I started by calling one brokerage, asking for the leasing
department, and then asking the next voice I heard for the
broker handling the Adams, Strand, Abbott and Newman
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lease. I used the names of the four dead Collier, Wilson
lawyers in random order. After six replies of something like,
“I’ve never heard of that deal,” I struck pay-dirt. The lucky
seventh call produced the response that convinced me I was
on to something.
“You mean the Newman, Adams, Abbott and Strand
lease in the International Commerce Tower?” the voice
corrected me.
“I always tangle those names up.”
“That’s Tom Hedrick’s deal. He’s out of town until
Thursday. Anything I can help you with?”
“No, that’s OK. I’ll call him on Friday. It’s no rush.”
“Would you like to leave him a message?”
I started to say no, but changed my mind. “Tell him to
read today’s paper. I think his deal is dead.”

M
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y Land Rover zipped through the Friday midmorning trafﬁc. I ignored the dirty looks I got from
other drivers because of the dark exhaust coming from my
vehicle, and into the parking garage for the International
Commerce Tower I went. One elevator took me from the
garage to the lobby, and a second delivered me to the thirtysixth ﬂoor. My camera bag was on my shoulder, and I had
my police identiﬁcation. A badge would’ve been better, but
I’d make do with what I had.
I presented myself to the attractive, young receptionist,
ﬂashed my identification and morphed into my police
detective persona. “I need to see the managing partner—
now,” I demanded.
The police ID card must have done the trick, because in
less than two minutes, Everett Wilson, ever the distinguished
lawyer, was standing next to me.
“Let’s go into a conference room, Ofﬁcer, uh…
Detective—? Sorry, but I was not given your name.”
I debated whether or not to give him my real name,
overlooking the minor detail of impersonating an officer
of the law. “Michael Kenner,” I replied, extending my hand,
which he took and shook.
We walked about halfway down a long corridor. Wilson
gestured me into a small, but elegantly appointed conference
room.
“Please sit down, Detective Kenner.” He indicated a
leather chair on the opposite side of the table and placed my
camera bag next to a chair in the corner. I didn’t correct his
addressing me as ‘Detective.’
He had asserted control and had the upper hand. I’m
supposed to be the sleuth. How do I wrest control back from
a man who’s used to being in charge, and of lawyers, of all
things? While I was struggling with that, Wilson spoke.
“You must understand that we are all profoundly upset at
what happened. While there are nearly two hundred lawyers
in this ﬁrm, losing even one is terrible. Four of our ﬁnest
lawyers murdered, and in our main office, at that.” He shook
his head resignedly.
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He then lowered his head toward his steepled hands. His
forehead almost touched the top of his ﬁngernails, but not
quite. What an actor this guy is! Probably was a great trial
lawyer in his day.
“Do you know of any reason why anyone in this ﬁrm
would want to kill those four lawyers?”
Wilson picked his head up. “I take it that your tests have
not yet identiﬁed the, uh…suicide victim.”
“The tests for the gunshot residue are not back yet. They
may or may not be conclusive in identifying the murderer
among the four victims.”
He stared at me, his eyes narrowed and unblinking, the
lines in his forehead more pronounced. He spoke slowly, the
lawyer demanding attention, “That sounds like you think
someone other than one of the four committed the crime.”
“It’s obvious to me why you’re running this ﬁrm,
counselor. You’re one shrewd guy. Let’s go over some
criminology basics. Opportunity is pretty easy. You’ve got a
captive audience here. It’d be easy for a client or someone
inside the ﬁrm to get to them. A disgruntled outsider could
probably get to them, but there’s no common thread among
the victims except the ﬁrm, though I could be wrong on that.”
“You think someone in this ﬁrm would murder four of
our lawyers?” His indignation was well practiced.
“Let’s just work through this, shall we? Now, inclination,
or motive if you prefer, is a little tougher. Lawyers aren’t
generally ‘get-your-hands-dirty’ types. After all, if they could
stand the sight of blood they’d be doctors, right?”
He didn’t reply, but continued staring at me like a police
K-9 waiting for the attack command.
“Anyway, the only thing that might incline a lawyer to
violence is money. Sex will do it for many people, but not so
often for lawyers. And unless you have a kinky bunch in this
ﬁrm, won’t be a four-pack, if you catch my drift.” I felt beads
of sweat on the back of my neck. My voice was starting to
sound like Peter Falk playing Columbo. I had to cut it out,
but not become Inspector Poirot, accent and all.
“There’s no money issue here,” Wilson said. “This ﬁrm
does exceptionally well, and so do its partners.”
“Yes, but would it do as well if four very productive
partners left?”
“Certainly, it would. There are plenty of us left to continue
our success. Just what are you driving at?”
“I’m not driving at anything, just exploring a few
possibilities.” Uh, oh, Columbo again. “Suppose these four
partners produced way more than they were taking out of
the ﬁrm. Let’s also suppose that they decided to leave because
there was much more money split four ways with four real
producers than there was in supporting a ﬁrm that was, say,
top-heavy with overpaid, under-producing senior partners.”
“Just what aspersions are you casting at our ﬁrm? I won’t
listen to such drivel.”
“Consider another possibility, Mr. Wilson. Four
important partners leave, taking with them valuable ﬁles.”
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Was I channeling Charlie Chan? “These ﬁles hold the key
to a luxurious lifestyle.” I swept my arm grandly, indicating
the plush surroundings. “When ﬁles go, so does income.
As managing partner, you are responsible to the rest of the
ﬁrm to protect partner proﬁts—and your own comfortable
retirement, of course.”
“You are accusing me of murder, Kenner.”
What happened to Detective Kenner?
“Even if what you say about those four lawyers leaving
the ﬁrm is true, and I doubt it, I would never kill my partners
over money.”
“Guys like you care as much for your reputation and
image as your money.” I was me again, sort of. “You’d do
anything to protect the ﬁrm. Isn’t it part of your job as the
managing partner?”
“I’m only the managing partner for another three weeks.
We have mandatory retirement.”
My Columbo hadn’t gotten a confession. Neither had my
Charlie Chan. Like the victim of multiple personality disorder,
I feared yet another character would take over my persona,
but Columbo was back for another try. “Somebody sure put
those four guys into early and permanent retirement.”
Another person had joined us; I’d missed it. Not good for
a would-be detective. Even worse was my failure to see the
gun, complete with silencer.
Wilson didn’t. “Jordan. What are you doing?”
Turning, I saw an armed Jordan Brent.
“Oh, shit,” I said in my own voice.
Brent motioned to a chair in the corner of the room. I
moved quickly to it and sat down.
“I am the new managing partner,” Brent said. “I couldn’t
stand by and let Wilson allow the ﬁrm to be ruined by four
greedy defectors.” He turned to Wilson. “And you criticized
me for my little dalliance with that broker’s secretary. That’s
how I knew that Abbott and the others were leaving the ﬁrm,
if not the building.”
“But Jordan—”
Wilson was interrupted by his successor. “Shut up. You
haven’t understood what goes on in this ﬁrm for ten years.
If it hadn’t been for mandatory retirement, you’d have run us
into the ground. Your day has passed, and the world of law
and business is a much different place today. The practice
of law is like any other business. You play hardball or you’re
history,” Brent said, his voice surprisingly calm. It was his
closing argument to the jury. “Did you really think I’d let ﬁles
worth over five million dollars walk out of this ﬁrm just as I
became managing partner?”
Wilson started to speak, but he stopped as Brent’s gun
moved in his direction.
“There are two details left to dispose of,” Brent said, his
manner matter-of-fact.
I needed to stall for time, to think of some way out.
“Would those be your inaugural speech and the redecorating
of your office?” I asked. I got no response other than the gun
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swinging toward me. It was aimed at my nose and looked like
a cannon. I swallowed hard, knowing I should forget about
being a freelance sleuth and stick to photography. I was out
of ideas, jokes, and my league.
“Anybody know where I can ﬁnd a good lawyer in this
joint?” asked a familiar voice. There was only one guy with a
voice like that: Frank Farinella.
Brent turned to face him, momentarily dropping the gun
to his side, trying to conceal it. When he turned away from
me, I reached into my camera bag, switched on the accessory
strobe and pulled the camera out.
“Frank, gun,” I yelled.
Brent whipped around toward me and Frank dove to
his left, pushing Wilson to the ﬂoor. I clicked the camera’s
shutter, triggering a burst of light from the powerful strobe.
It blinded Brent just as he was aiming the silencer-equipped
gun at me. His gun went off, emitting a loud spitting sound.
The bullet struck the oil portrait of Everett Wilson right
between the eyes. I once again ﬁred the camera, hoping the
strobe had fully recharged so it would momentarily blind
Brent again.
My eardrums felt like they might burst when Frank
Farinella’s .40 Glock pistol ﬁred. With my eyes closed,
I pressed the camera’s shutter one more time—the
photographer’s reflex.
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rank Farinella came to the police digital photo lab. In
all of the confusion after he shot and killed Brent, we
hadn’t spoken. The police department shooting review board
had interviewed us separately.
“You get anything good or just waste space on your
camera’s memory card?” he asked me in his ‘put-you-on-thedefensive’ manner.
“Actually, my last shot may just get you off the hook,
Frank.” I showed him the wide angle shot that showed Brent
trying to aim at me when the ﬂash went off. It also showed
Frank protecting Wilson.
He looked at the image on my iPad for what seemed like
a long time. It was the ﬁrst time I’d ever seen him speechless.
“Kenner, you’re a damned good photographer.”
“How about Detective?”
“Nah. I think I got to mark you down for almost getting
your head blown off—by a lawyer, yet.”
“OK, I’ll just wait for my grade. Let me ask you something,
Frank.”
“Shoot,” he said.
“Why did you come looking for me?”
“Let’s just say it was a hunch. After your friend, Miss
Body-whatever, said she didn’t have any idea where you went,
I ﬁgured you were nuts enough to stick your nose in. What I
didn’t ﬁgure is that you’d have the cojones to save my ass.” He
stuck out his hand. I took it, and we shook like old friends.
I couldn’t resist the opening he’d just given me.
“Hey Frank, what do you call ﬁve dead lawyers?” ■
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KARIN
SLAUGHTER

Not all “Pretty Girls” Have it Easy
Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit: Alison Rosa

International bestselling author Karin Slaughter returns with
her latest book, “Pretty Girls.” One of the most successful
suspense/thriller authors in the world, Karin’s books have been
translated into more than thirty languages and her work can be
found on a number of bestseller lists around the globe.
We could write for days listing her accomplishments in the
field of writing, but there is one thing that’s very close to her
heart, and that is the work she does to help libraries. From her
website:
“Like many authors, I owe my career to the
librarians who gave me great books to read. Nancy
Drew, Encyclopedia Brown and V.C. Andrews were but
a few of the authors the Jonesboro, Georgia, librarians
helped me discover. When I was a child, my mother
would drop us off at the library every Saturday, where,
under threat of death if we got into any trouble, we
would quietly peruse the shelves to our hearts’ content.
Today, I have very fond memories of those times, and
some of my adult interests are firmly rooted in the
displays the librarians did, whether it was great battles
or the Civil War or coin collecting through the ages.
Okay...so, you never outgrow geekiness, but my loyalty
to libraries—and librarians—remains firmly intact.”
We are pleased that Karin took the time to chat, but first let’s take a look at “Pretty Girls.”
More than twenty years ago, Claire and Lydia’s teenaged sister Julia vanished without a trace. The two
women have not spoken since, and now their lives could not be more different. Claire is the glamorous trophy
wife of an Atlanta millionaire. Lydia, a single mother, dates an ex-con and struggles to make ends meet. But
neither has recovered from the horror and heartbreak of their shared loss—a devastating wound that’s cruelly
ripped open when Claire’s husband is killed.
The disappearance of a teenage girl and the murder of a middle-aged man, almost a quarter-century
apart: what could connect them? Forming a wary truce, the surviving sisters look to the past to find the truth,
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“I definitely feel the emotional
beats of the stories—where a
character is scared or hurt or
damaged by something.”
unearthing the secrets that destroyed their family all those years
ago . . . and uncovering the possibility of redemption, and revenge,
where they least expect it.
Powerful, poignant, and utterly gripping, packed with
indelible characters and unforgettable twists, “Pretty Girls”
is a masterful thriller from one of the finest suspense writers
working today.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Can you give us an inside look into “Pretty Girls”?
Karin Slaughter (K.S.): All of my previous books have written about crime from the perspective of the investigators trying to find
the culprit, but “Pretty Girls” is about the other side of the investigation—the family that has to deal with the fallout from the
crime. Claire and Lydia are sisters whose oldest sibling disappeared twenty-four years prior to the start of the story. The entire
family was ripped apart by this one awful event, and the book presented an opportunity for me to focus on how crime changes
people for good and bad, and how one act of violence can reverberate through a community.
S. MAG.: Your books are very emotionally charged. When you sit down to write, are you conscience of making sure that the
reader can feel what you are feeling?
K.S.: I think most writers have a very emotional inner life when they are writing stories. I definitely feel the emotional beats of
the stories—where a character is scared or hurt or damaged by something. I think the trick is to know when to pull back, because
something that affects me a certain way might not bother the reader at all, and the other way around. The most important thing
you learn as a writer is when it’s okay to leave out some of the details. The leaps the readers make in their own minds can have
far more impact on the story.
S. MAG.: Is there one sentence or one scene in the book that you think captures the essence of the story?
K.S.: I love when Lydia is making Claire breakfast even though it’s Claire’s house and her kitchen. I am the youngest in my family,
and whenever I am around my older sister, I sit back and let her do everything. She’ll even cut the crusts off my sandwich bread
if I let her. That’s just how it is with family: you fall back into old patterns without even thinking about it. And it’s always, always
the older sister’s responsibility to take care of the younger one.
S. MAG.: Was there one character in “Pretty Girls” that had a bigger impact in the story than you thought they would when
you started?
K.S.: I always knew that Sam would be the heart of the book, but I was surprised by how moving his letters turned out to be.
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When I’m writing a book, I can’t really get perspective because it’s so fresh in my mind, but as I’ve been
touring, I’ve had readers talk to me about the letters and quote lines, and it’s really surprised me how much heart
and soul is in Sam’s narration.
S. MAG.: What scares Karin Slaughter?
K.S.: Mo Hayder scares the bejeezus out of me. She’s the only author who’s ever been able to do that. Not even Stephen King can
scare me like Mo. I’m also scared during slasher movies—the stupid ones like Scream or Friday the 13th. I won’t watch them
because they give me nightmares.
S. MAG.: Is there a subject that you won’t touch in your stories?
K.S.: I’ll never say never, because I think if you write about it respectfully, and with an understanding of what it is, then I think
you should be able to pull it off. One thing I will never, ever do is write about sexual violence in a sexy way. From my first book,
I made a conscious decision to talk about crime in a realistic manner, and there is nothing sexy about serial killers or criminals.
S. MAG.: “Save the Libraries” is something very close to your heart; what is it and how can people get involved?
K.S.: Charity should always start at the local level. Give money to your local system. They really don’t need books (unless they
have a book sale and ask for donations) and it’s nice to have people who want to put books back on shelves, but money is really
what they desperately need. If your system is well endowed (as it were) then there is surely a town near yours that needs the
money. This is the wisest investment you’ll ever make. Over half of our inmate population is functionally illiterate, and this issue
starts in childhood. As one juvenile court judge told me: I’d rather spend money on helping kids learn to read than incarcerating
them for the rest of their lives.
S. MAG.: With each book do you challenge yourself to explore something new with your writing?
K.S.: I try very hard to do that. I don’t want to get complacent. It’s one of the reasons I stopped writing my Grant County series.
With “Pretty Girls,” I wanted to write a book without cops narrating the story. This was harder than it looks. Cops have all kinds
of reasons to investigate crimes, and they belong at crime scenes and need to talk to witnesses and look at forensics and autopsy
results. When you’re a civilian, you don’t have that access. So, figuring out a way to keep the suspense heightened without the
usual steps (find the body/do the forensics/go talk to suspects, etc.) was a wonderful challenge. I also didn’t want a “two feisty gals
solvin’ a crime!” story. I wanted it to feel believable, and for the choices that Lydia and Claire make to seem reasonable.
S. MAG.: Can you share a funny experience you have had at a book signing?
K.S.: This was actually a great experience for me. I was in Amsterdam for a big interview in front of a ton of people, and the stage
was very high with a lot of metal steps to go up. I was sitting in the audience looking at those steps the whole time they were doing
the introduction and I kept telling myself, “don’t trip on those steps. Don’t trip on those steps.” Well, they called my name, I got up
and walked down the aisle and started up the steps and tripped on the last one. There was a huge gasp and nobody moved, and
I just bounced up like a Pop Tart and held up my hands and said, “I’m all right!” Everybody clapped in relief. That was probably
the best interview I’d ever done to that point because everyone felt so sorry for me, and since then, I have realized that people
don’t mind if you are a human being just like them. Actually, they like it.
S. MAG.: What can fans expect to see from you in the future?
K.S.: I’m working on my next book right now. It’s called the “Kept Woman” and features Will Trent, Sara Linton, and the rest of
the characters from the series. It will be out next year!
We would like to thank Karin for taking the time to speak with us. For more information on all her books and the “Save
the Libraries” foundation, check out her website at: www.karinslaughter.com. ■
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SANDRA BROWN

Takes the Reader to the Edge
Interview by Suspense Magazine
Press Photo Credit: Andrew Eccles

Mega bestselling author Sandra Brown continues to push
the boundaries with her latest release, “Friction.” At the
top of her game, Brown’s edge-of-the-seat pacing keeps
her work on the bestselling lists, and to date, she has had
more than sixty books to hit the New York Times. But to
her readers, Brown’s well known for her depth of character
development regardless of genre.
Brown began her writing career in 1981, and since then
has published over seventy novels, bringing the number
of copies of her books in print worldwide to upwards of
eighty million. Her work has been translated into thirtyfour languages.
In 2009, Brown detoured from thrillers to write
“Rainwater,” a much acclaimed, powerfully moving story
about honor and sacrifice during the Great Depression.
Brown holds an honorary Doctorate of Humane
Letters from Texas Christian University where she and
her husband, Michael Brown, have instituted the ELF,
a scholarship annually awarded to a student pursuing a
fiction writing career. In 2008, she was named Thriller
Master, the top award given by the International Thriller
Writer’s Association.
We are honored that we have this exclusive interview
with Sandra to talk about “Friction” which you can check
out below. But first let’s take a sneak peek inside the book:
Crawford Hunt wants his daughter back.
Following the death of his wife four years ago,
Crawford, a Texas Ranger, fell into a downward
spiral that left him doing deskwork and his five-year-old daughter Georgia in the custody of her grandparents.
But Crawford has cleaned up his act, met all the court imposed requirements, and now the fate of his family lies
with Judge Holly Spencer.
Holly, an ambitious and confident judge, temporarily occupies the bench of her recently deceased mentor.
With an election upcoming, she must prove herself worthy of making her judgeship permanent. Every decision
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is high-stakes. Despite Crawford’s obvious love for his child and his
commitment to being an ideal parent, Holly is wary of his checkered
past. Her opinion of him is radically changed when a masked gunman
barges into the courtroom during the custody hearing. Crawford reacts
instinctually, saving Holly from a bullet.
But his heroism soon takes on the taint of recklessness. The cloud
over him grows even darker after he uncovers a horrifying truth about
the courtroom gunman and realizes that the unknown person behind
the shooting remains at large . . .and a threat.
Catching the real culprit becomes a personal fight for Crawford.
But pursuing the killer in his customary diehard fashion will
jeopardize his chances of gaining custody of his daughter, and further
compromise Judge Holly Spencer, who needs protection not only from
an assassin, but from Crawford himself and the forbidden attraction
between them.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): What prompted you to want to start writing
stories?
Sandra Brown (S.B.): I’ve been a career daydreamer all my life, making up
characters and scenarios, although I never committed them to paper until
at age 29, when I got fired from my job. On a dare from my husband—God
bless him—he said I should stop talking about writing, and actually do it!
Without knowing that I could, without knowing exactly how one goes about writing a novel, I took
up the gauntlet he threw down because I had a fire in my belly for storytelling. From the day I began writing, on a typewriter, on
a card table in a spare room of our house, I haven’t stopped!
S. MAG.: How do you incorporate the proper mix of romance with suspense?
S.B.: I don’t know that there is such a thing as a proper mix, because it all depends on the story. From the get-go, the building
relationship is woven into the worsening situation, and I try to make that merging of elements as seamless as possible. I don’t
ration or count pages to make certain that one doesn’t overshadow the other. However, it’s impractical and unreasonable for two
intelligent people to take a timeout from running for their lives so they can have sex. However, I allow them a period of isolation,
when they’re out of immediate danger, usually following a catastrophic event. Nerves, senses, and emotions having been exposed
and left raw by whatever terrible thing just happened, makes it natural for the heat to rise and the suppression to be unleashed.
S. MAG.: Why have you never written a continuing series?
S.B.: I admire my colleagues who write a series based on a character, and do it so well. I’ve never been interested in following
that path. A few times, when a secondary character compelled me, I’ve given him/her their own story. And I did write a series of
romances based on a family: The Texas! Trilogy. But after having finished a story, I’m ready to start with a fresh cast of characters
and set of circumstances.
S. MAG.: What is more important: Character or story?
S.B.: The character is the story. An ordinary person’s life is suddenly upended by a cataclysmic event, which pits him against
a seemingly insurmountable (in suspense, life-threatening) problem. He’s tossed about by further trials and tribulations, and
then, when all seems lost and defeat certain, he does the extraordinary in order to become victorious, enlightened, and set on a
new path. This is Plotting 101, but it’s been the way of storytelling since Man squatted around a campfire and swapped tales. Of
course, that’s a simplistic way of putting it. It’s not that step-by-step. It’s certainly not as easy as it sounds. In fact, it’s hard as heck.
Because ALL those blanks must be filled, and filled in such a way that causes readers to care, fear, and cheer.
S. MAG.: What inspired your novel, “Rainwater”?
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“I THINK OF MYSELF SIMPLY AS A
STORYTELLER.”
S.B.: Two things. One, my dad, who was an editorial writer for the newspaper, wrote about an incident that occurred when he
was six years old, during the worst year of the Great Depression. His dad, my grandpa, had a dairy farm in central Texas, and
was mandated by the federal government to pour out the surplus raw milk he couldn’t sell to larger dairies for pasteurization
and distribution. Grandpa had been giving that surplus milk to indigent families—of which there were many in the area. Federal
agents came, ordered him to pour the leftover milk into the ditch. He refused. There then ensued an armed standoff between
the agents and my relatives—of which there were also many. They must’ve been either stubborn or fearsome—I prefer to think
fearsome—because after a few days the agents grudgingly gave up and withdrew without shots ever being fired. Or so the story
goes. But Daddy’s account certainly sparked my imagination! While that’s not exactly what happens in “Rainwater,” it’s similar.
Secondly, the characters themselves inspired the book. More accurately, they insisted that I tell their story. Ella and Mr. Rainwater
would NOT leave me alone. I kept explaining to them that I was under contract to write contemporary thrillers, not a historical
set in the Depression era—not a quiet little story. They told me to make time. I did. I really don’t claim to have created this story.
Rather, I believe it was there. All I did was write it down.
S. MAG.: Which do you enjoy writing more: Romance or thrillers?
S.B.: I love writing, period. I don’t distinguish.
S. MAG.: What is the Sandra Brown brand?
S.B.: LOL. That’s a tough one, because publishers, book sellers, and critics have been trying to figure that out for years! Where do
I belong? On what shelf do I fit best? Under what label? In a way, their head-scratching is a supreme compliment. I like thinking
that I’m always a surprise, that each book is hard to pigeonhole. I think of myself simply as a storyteller. If I must be pegged, I
suppose it would be as a writer of romantic suspense, of thrillers with sexual heat. But if a reader of any genre, irrespective of age
or gender, asked another reader, “Who do you go to for a fat, juicy story that’s fast-paced and has twists and turns that would
keep me reading all night?” I hope the answer would be, “Sandra Brown.”
S. MAG.: Do you find it difficult to write strong male characters?
S.B.: Not at all! I love it. It’s an odd question to be asked: “As a woman, how can you possibly write convincingly from the male
point of view?” Really??? Every day stories are written convincingly from the first person POV of serial killers, aliens, dogs, cats,
sharks, vampires, zombies, and ghosts. Makes you wonder about those authors, doesn’t it?!?
S. MAG.: How long does it take you to write a novel from initial concept to final copy?
S.B.: I’m under contract to my publisher for one book a year. Time spent on the actual writing probably adds up to about ten
months. Once the story is basically plotted (I never know, and don’t want to know, everything when I start), I write a first draft—
just getting the story sorted out. The second draft is the crafting draft, where I take apart every scene, rewrite it as many times as
it takes to milk it for all it’s worth. That draft takes the longest amount of time. Months. Then the third draft is to check the pacing
and make certain that all the holes are plugged. A fourth is for polishing. I need a year, because I also have a life to live, and I
love that life. It’s a good pace for me.
S. MAG.: What advice would you give yourself if you had the opportunity to go back in time when you were a teenager?
S.B.: I would advise myself to lighten up and not to be so self-critical. Of course, that’s what I advised myself this morning, too!
We would like to thank Sandra for taking the time to speak with us. For more information about Sandra check out: www.
sandrabrown.net. ■
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Get Organized on Twitter
With Lists
Everything You Wanted to Know About Lists and
Were Afraid to Ask

By Lynne Constantine

You’ve created a Twitter account, written a killer profile, begun following people, and have started
tweeting. Before you find yourself with a disorganized cluster of followers, take a step back and think
strategically about your goals. Using lists is a great way to start.
Your lists will help you to keep a handle on exactly what’s going on in your Twittersphere. To
make a list:
When you follow a new person: Click on gear icon
Choose add or remove from lists

1.

2.

Next, you can create a list or add to one of your existing lists
To create: click CREATE A LIST and Type List Name & description (description is voluntary)

Click Save
To add someone to a list, simply check it
Then when you add new people, either click one of your existing lists, or create a new one. You can add people to more
than one list. Lists will default to public, but if you wish, you can make them private by clicking that box.

3. Now when you go to your news feed you can narrow down what you see. Want to know what

your local peeps are tweeting about? Just want to see your list of film makers or your favorite authors?
Click on your profile
Click Lists
Choose a list
Only folks from that list appear in your newsfeed
Focusing your time on targeted populations can help you to quickly get up to
date on trends and news, as well as allow you to re-tweet, respond, and interact
more efficiently. If you want to drill down to an individual level, you can go to a
profile, choose turn on mobile notifications, and you will receive notices on your
phone when that person has tweeted. Turning on notifications on those accounts
you select will allow you to respond in real time and interact more powerfully
with those individuals.
Using lists will greatly increase your productivity on Twitter and make it
much easier to connect more strategically. ■
Lynne is a coffee drinking, Twitter addicted, fiction writer always working on her next book.
She is the co-author of “Circle Dance,” a family saga written with her sister, as well as two other
novels to be released soon. She is the managing partner of a social media consulting firm and
gives talks on the role of social media in publishing and how to establish a solid author platform. Lynne is a contributing editor to
International Thriller Writer’s online magazine, The Big Thrill.
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The Alien
The ice surrounding the million-year-old alien organism
melted in the Siberian tundra. The organism awoke from its
dream state. Its memories were frozen in the empty spaces
of a hundred thousand yesterdays. The violet void of the
cold universe beckoned to the evil within, as the ancient
longings left bleeding trails of ashes the color of rusted iron
on the snow. Visions of bygone times in its mind appeared,
leading it to an insatiable hunger. It followed circular paths
in its awakening brain, riding inside malevolent nightmares.
It remembered traveling for eons in dark places, continually
searching for that, which departed into dark memories,
never finding those times that once gave it carnal pleasure.
It attached itself to a penguin that came nearby after
a week of immobility. It took over the body of the large
penguin and in time morphed into a new organic system that
no longer resembled anything near the bird’s original form.
In a few weeks, it escaped the confines of the bird creature
and attached itself to a polar bear, which was eventually
captured and taken to a zoo in the United States. A huge boa
constrictor came near the Polar bear cage and the organism
left the beast and attached itself to the snake, which morphed
into a huge, terrifying black creature.
It crawled up the sides of its cage and over the iron fence.
It eventually found a park and crawled into a hole under a
huge sycamore tree. Its hunger grew, and within the space of
a week, it had eaten dogs, and a very small girl. The essence
of the human child caused something inside its core being
to morph back and forth from human to alien creature, and
back again. It stayed in the hole waiting for the opportunity
to begin its new venture.
***
The rain had finally stopped for a breather. Eleanor was in
bed after a long and maddening day. Her thoughts lately, for
some reason, brought darkness into her being. The moon’s
rays shined through her bedroom window like dull yellow
spider webs; they covered her body as she tossed and turned,
half asleep and half awake. Satisfying sleep kept eluding
her; it hid within the discordant caverns of her soul where
crimson whispers lived, where an enigmatic evil mingled
with gloomy visions in the dark hours of the night. In her
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By James G. Piatt

mind, she walked on miseries of splintered glass. A song’s
discordant chords crackled like crystal leaves falling upon a
cobblestone path. While she struggled with the evil visions
and the inability to fall asleep, she failed to notice an evil
silhouette outside her window.
The alien being watched her until she finally fell into a
fretful sleep. The opportunity had finally come.
***
Eleanor awakened from a nightmare in the early morning
with a scream. She had dreamed that something horrible
had gotten into the house and was approaching her bedroom
door. She awoke and sat up straight, she thought she heard
something crawling along the hallway. She heard a board
squeak. She shivered in dread waiting to hear it approach her
bedroom door, but then…everything went quiet. She waited
for a long time, with her breath coming in short gasps, and
then when she no longer heard anything, she peeked out
her door. The hallway was empty. She shook her head and
headed back to her bedroom.
The alien lurking in the shadows of the night nodded as
a plan began forming in its mind.
***
A few weeks after the incident, Eleanor was sleeping
restlessly; dark thoughts kept piercing her half-wakened and
half-sleeping mind like pieces of shattered glass.
As she tossed in her bed something sinister slithered
across the front lawn. It was the ancient organism from an
alien world, and it was heading straight toward Eleanor’s
window.
A noise awoke Eleanor with a start. She looked out the
window with her heart beating rapidly. The moon, partially
covered with dark clouds was high in the sky. A shadowy
limb from the sycamore tree outside her window suddenly
scraped against the roof making an eerie sound; she jumped.
A night bird screamed in the shadows, creating a feeling of
dread in her waking nightmare. The strident murmurings
of the night caused her fears to transform into a malevolent
image. She shivered and went back to sleep.
In a short time, a soft scratching at her window reawakened her. Eleanor anxiously sat up and saw a young
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girl standing outside her bedroom window. Getting up, she
slowly opened the window onto the night.
The stranger was beautiful in an odd way. She had a
dark complexion, very short, raven black hair, black eyes set
deeply in a long thin face, and an elongated torso.
“Who are you? What are you doing outside at this time
of night?”
“I am lost,” the strange girl said as she wiped her face
with a thin hand.
Eleanor paused for a long time as she simply stood and
stared at the forlorn girl, then said, “Go to the front door and
I’ll let you in the house.”
When she opened the door, the girl came in and looked
about the room.
“What are you doing out in the cold?”
The girl shrugged her thin shoulders. “I don’t know.”
“Where did you come from?”
The girl shrugged again. “I don’t know that either.”
“Are you hurt?”
“I don’t think so; I just can’t seem to remember things,
and I am awfully tired.”
“You do look tired. Would you like to stay here for the
night?”
“Oh yes, I would like that, thank you.”
“I’ll get some sheets, a blanket and a pillow, and I’ll be
right back.”
The dark girl looked around the room. She spotted a
picture of Eleanor and Tom on the mantel, and a black, forked
tongue flicked out into the air. Wickedness, like a black snake
coiling around the dark hours of the night, with no purpose
except to cause chaos and death, covered the room like a
shroud. Shapeless shadows in the moonlight shone upon the
young girl’s body…the place where the alien being now lived.
“Who is the man in the picture?” the girl asked when
Eleanor came back into the room.
“Oh, that is Tom, he is my fiancé.”
“Are you getting married soon?”
“No, not for a while. Tom will start a new job in a week.
After four months on the job, we plan to get married. He is in
San Francisco now and will return here in March.”
“That’s good,” Jocelyn commented.
The odd comment did not register in Eleanor’s mind.
That was unfortunate.
The grandfather clock chimed twelve. Eleanor said
goodnight, and headed back to her bedroom.
Jocelyn simply stared at her back and smiled an odd smile
as she flicked out her black, forked tongue into the air. The
room immediately filled with evil, and a malevolent breath
moaned as a dark haze settled on the night. A deep hunger
echoed in the alien’s mind, and the girl continued to smile.
***
When Tom arrived, he lifted Eleanor up in the air, and
laughed. “You are still light as a feather. I am going to have to
fatten you up a bit when we get married.” He looked into the
hallway and saw Jocelyn.
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Surprised, he almost dropped Eleanor.
“Who is that?”
“That is Jocelyn, the girl I told you about. I have had
her stay with me for the time being, until she can start
remembering things. She has lost her memory.”
“Jocelyn, this is my fiancé, Tom.”
Jocelyn smiled and slowly approached Tom, then stared
deep into his eyes. “I’m very glad to meet you, Tom.”
Tom took her cold hand and felt the electricity radiating
from her dark eyes; they mesmerized him.
“Uh…hello, Jocelyn. Eleanor has told me about you.” She
didn’t tell me how extraordinarily beautiful you were though,
he thought.
Jocelyn smiled, still holding on to his gaze.
Eleanor hadn’t noticed the instant electricity between
the two, as passion exploded in Tom’s unbalanced thoughts.
She never did notice things like that.
She did not hear the heartbreaking screaming inside her
own soul; nor did she spot the girl’s piercing hunger mirrored
in the lifeless reflection radiating off the blood-colored
moon. She was like a moth hovering over an evil flame that
she simply could not see.
The alien being inside the young girl grinned.
***
Each time Tom returned to Eleanor’s house, the three of
them would go to the park, walk through the woods near the
house, and eat at Tom’s favorite deli. Eleanor, in her naiveté,
never suspected anything was wrong. She never even noticed
that every time she went shopping for groceries, Jocelyn and
Tom opted to stay home.
One day, when Eleanor came home from shopping
earlier than expected, she saw Tom fondling and kissing
Jocelyn as they lay on the sofa. She made a quick retreat back
to the car, and began to sob. She eventually gathered herself
together and made a noise this time before entering through
the front door. Jocelyn came out of the living room smiling,
and buttoning her blouse.
“You’re back early, Eleanor.”
“Yes, uh…a bit early. I was able to park by the front door
of the grocery and there was no one in front of me at the
checkout stand.”
“Uh…hi, Eleanor, let me help you with the groceries,”
Tom said as he looked away from her hurt-filled eyes.
Tom smelled of Jocelyn when he helped Eleanor put
away the groceries, but she didn’t say that she had just seen
the two kissing.
Perhaps things might have turned out differently if she
had.
***
Eleanor came into the house one evening after work and
overheard Tom and Jocelyn talking.
“Tom, you know I love you.”
“Yes I know, Jocelyn. And I love you, too.”
“Then we have to do something about Eleanor.”
“But what, Jocelyn? I just can’t tell her, it would break her
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heart.”
“If you won’t tell her then I will have to do something. I
might even leave!”
“Oh no, Jocelyn. I love you so much, please don’t leave.
I’ll do anything, just don’t leave me.”
Eleanor listened; her skin turned cold and ashen. Keeping
silent, she went back outside and made a noise, once again, as
she stepped into the house.
***
Saturday, after Tom had left to go downtown and Jocelyn
was away, Eleanor went for a walk in the woods to gather
her thoughts. Jocelyn returned home and found Eleanor
gone. Her forked tongue flicked into the air as she smiled
the familiar, eerie smile, and headed out the door, towards
the woods.
Eleanor was crying as she walked the path. She heard a
rustling in the leaves as she went under the shade of a huge
old sycamore tree. She sensed an evil presence and shivered.
Dark clouds shrouded the area and a strange dimness
covered the sun. When Eleanor looked up, she saw a huge,
black, snake-like creature hanging on a limb above her. She
screamed as the thing fell from the limb directly down on
top of her. It curled around Eleanor and its black eyes stared
malevolently at her.
The eyes were the eyes of Jocelyn.
Eleanor tried to scream again but the air would not get
through her strangled neck. The creature sunk its fangs into
her flesh, tearing her throat open, leaving her for dead. It
then crawled away; its bloodlust fully satisfied.
Jocelyn walked into the house, brushed off dirt and
leaves from her body, smiled, and flicked her forked tongue
in the air.
It was an hour later when a jogger found the bloody body
of a female in the woods, right down the road from Eleanor’s
house. He called 911.
“You came upon the body, when?” The officer asks.
“Just a few minutes before I called 911.”
“Did you see anyone around the area?”
“No sir, there was no one around.”
The coroner looked at the officer. “She has only been
dead for a short time; perhaps an hour. Her death was not
a homicide, though she was bitten in the neck by a snake.
There are many in this particular area for some reason.”
***
It was a month later when Jocelyn and Tom were married.
Tom was astonished at how cold Jocelyn’s body was, but
didn’t give it a second thought when he first made love to her.
He also didn’t see her forked tongue lash out in the air—a
phenomenon that occurred when she was overly excited.
After Tom and Jocelyn had been married six years,
Jocelyn’s memory of her past vanished. She no longer recalled
from where she came, what she had been, or what she had
done in the past. The human portion of her being had taken
over when the alien organism, bored of the form, attached
itself to another being.
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***
It was just one of those normal nights…until something
sinister slithered through the grass. It was from an alien
world, and was heading directly toward Jocelyn’s window.
Something awoke Jocelyn with a start. She looked out the
window; the moon, partially covered with dark clouds, was
still high in the sky. A shadowy limb from the sycamore tree
right outside her window scraped against the roof making an
eerie sound; she jumped. Shivering, she started to go back to
sleep when she heard soft scratching at the window.
Jocelyn anxiously sat up and saw a young girl standing
outside her bedroom window. Getting up, she slowly opened
the window onto the night.
The stranger was beautiful in an odd way. She had a
dark complexion, very short, raven black hair, black eyes set
deeply in a long thin face, and an elongated torso.
“Who are you? What are you doing outside at this time
of night?”
“I am lost,” the strange girl said as she wiped her face
with a thin hand.
Jocelyn paused for a long time as she simply stood and
stared at the forlorn girl, then said, “Go to the front door and
I’ll let you in the house.”
When she opened the door, the girl came in and looked
about the room.
“What are you doing out in the cold?”
The girl shrugged her thin shoulders. “I don’t know.”
“Where did you come from?”
The girl shrugged again. “I don’t know that either.”
“Are you hurt?”
“I don’t think so; I just can’t seem to remember things,
and I am awfully tired.”
“You do look tired. Would you like to stay here for the
night?”
“Oh yes, I would like that, thank you.”
“I’ll get some sheets, a blanket and a pillow, and I’ll be
right back.”
The girl looked around the room. She spotted a picture
of Jocelyn and Tom on the mantel, and a black, forked tongue
flicked out into the air.
“Who is the man in the picture?” the girl asked when
Jocelyn came back into the room.
“Oh, that is Tom, my husband, he is away on business for
a few days.”
“That’s good,” the girl commented.
The odd comment did not register in Jocelyn’s mind.
That was, once again, very unfortunate.
When Jocelyn heard the grandfather clock chime twelve,
something cold and evil passed through her memory. As she
stared at the young girl, she tried to remember something in
the past. But failing to do so, she shook her head and headed
back to her bedroom.
The girl stood and stared at Tom’s picture. Then, smiling
an odd smile, she flicked her forked tongue into the air. ■

79

Subscribe Today!
BENEFITS TO SUBSCRIBING
• Reviews and ratings of new
releases
• Discover new authors
• Short stories
• Author interviews including
many of your favorites
• Much, Much More!

Available at:

AMAZON
BARNES & NOBLE
or Subscribe to the
ELECTRONIC VERSION AT
www.SuspenseMagazine.com
RATES (Electronic): 1 Year: $24.00/ 2 Years: $48.00

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

80

Suspense Magazine October 2015 / Vol. 067

