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What I know is that we are in an age where the writing in the author’s chosen genre
has never been better. It is a great time to be a reader, because your nights or maybe your
days are filled with the joy of discovering a new author.
With the age of technology progressing, and readers with more authors to choose
from than ever, writing has become that much better. Many of The New York Times bestselling authors have had to reach deep down inside them to bring out new and fresh ideas,
while still maintaining their stature in the publishing world. While we have seen many
changes—from Penguin and Random House joining forces, to the news that companies
and authors are buying reviews to put a positive spin on their book and provide negative
feedback on their competition—2013 promises to be exciting. What’s next?
Suspense Magazine is working on some changes for next year, hopefully bringing you
more entertainment news within the genre. Suspense Radio has exploded this year, with
as many as eighty thousand listeners. Each show grows the fan base.
We have an exciting year, with some new shows and different twists and turns. One
thing that I’m going to do personally is dive into some new genres to discover new worlds
and authors that I would have missed otherwise. I invite all of our readers to pick up
something entirely new in a genre that you would not ordinarily read. Yes, many of
our nominees this year are authors on the rise, and we expect to see many of them on
bestsellers lists everywhere.
We encourage all of you to write to us, let us know what you think of the magazine.
Give us your lists of the “Best Of ” and let’s stay in touch in 2013 and beyond. It is because
of all of our readers that we put our blood, sweat, and tears into every issue, wanting to
bring you each month something a little different and a little exciting. We love all your
feedback, good or bad (let’s not go crazy), and know that we listen to each comment and
suggestion we get. We will see you all in 2013. Be safe and have a Happy Holiday and a
great New Year. To steal the tagline from Suspense Radio, “IT’S TIME TO GET YOUR
FICTION ON!”
John Raab
CEO/Publisher
Suspense Magazine 
“Reviews within this magazine are the opinions of the individual reviewers and are provided solely to provide readers assistance
in determining another's thoughts on the book under discussion and shall not be interpreted as professional advice or the opinion of any other than the individual reviewer. The following reviewers who may appear in this magazine are also individual clients of Suspense Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine: Mark P. Sadler, Starr Gardinier Reina, Ashley Dawn (Wintters),
DJ Weaver, CK Webb, Elliott Capon, J.M. LeDuc, Amy Lignor and Terri Ann Armstrong.”
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Special Preview from Donna Fletcher Crow

A Darkly
Hidden Truth
F

elicity and Antony, perplexed by their friend’s failure to
keep his appointment, decide to explore the grounds of
the ruined St. Benet’s Abbey in the remote Norfolk Broads:
An ominous rumble was followed by a single, sharp clap
of thunder and the heavy, dark clouds so close over their
heads simply dumped on them. Felicity shrieked and ran
for shelter in the old brick drainage mill, flattening herself
against the wall where the inward sloping sides gave a minute
semblance of shelter.
Antony followed her closely, likewise hugging the wall
next to her. After a few moments of gasping they both caught
their breath, although Felicity’s heart was still pounding.
She glanced upward at the rain sluicing through the roofless round hole that served as a funnel to pour rain on the
beaten earth floor at their feet. Felicity moved her feet back
fractionally to avoid the mud being splashed up by the downpour, but it was hopeless. She couldn’t really be any wetter or
muddier than she already was.
Or angrier. Where was Neville? What could he possibly
have wanted to show them that could in any way justify all
they had gone through? Was this his idea of a joke? If he
had learned anything about the icon it certainly couldn’t be
around here. Some ruined abbeys might present secret caverns or hidden cubbyholes to hold purloined icons, but St.
Benet’s obviously didn’t.
She turned to Antony and almost yelled over the pounding of the rain. “Try ringing Neville again. Maybe we’ll be in
luck this time.”
The ring was faint, but they both jumped. “What was
that?” Felicity looked around. The round walls of the mill
acted like an echo chamber. It almost sounded like. . . But it
couldn’t have—
And then the deadened ring sounded again. From beneath their feet.
The thing that held them fixed in horror, though, was
not the muffled ring, as if a call from another world, but the
specter that rose at their feet as the pouring rain washed back
the mud to reveal a slim white finger, then hand, then wrist,
the receding soil making it seem in that small circle of light
inside the blackness that the arm itself was rising from the
grave. Reaching upward for light, for air, for them.
Felicity gave another piercing scream and ran for the
doorway.
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“Felicity!” Antony’s one instinct was
to protect her. Whatever horror had risen
at their feet, Felicity
mustn’t be allowed to
dash out into
the gathering
gloom alone.
They were
some distance
beyond
the
mill
before
he caught her
and pulled her into his
arms. She clung to him, gasping and shaking. Only when Felicity calmed did Antony realize the rain had slowed to a faint
drizzle. “It’s all right. We’re safe.” He wasn’t even sure what
that meant, but he had to say something to reassure her; to
reassure himself. “Steady on. You’ll be all right,” he repeated.
He felt the shudder go through her body as she gave a
faint gasp. “It can’t…” Her words were strangled.
“Hold on. I’ll get help.” His hands were shaking so he
could hardly punch the 999 emergency number with a muddy thumb.
“It was Neville, wasn’t it? It must have been. His phone…
His hand…” She buried her face against Antony’s shoulder.
“But it can’t be. We were to meet him. You spoke to him…”
Antony looked around desperately for a place to sit
down. The stone base of the cross seemed miles away across
the field. The foundation of the gatehouse presented no place
to perch. The best he could offer Felicity was the slippery
wooden boards of the stile as he led her back to the fence.
They sat on the narrow step, clinging to one another for
warmth, for comfort. Emergency services had to come all the
way from Norwich. It would be a long, cold wait. But they
wouldn’t have left if they could have. They couldn’t leave their
friend alone in that dark, wet place. 		
“Shouldn’t you say a prayer or something?” Felicity said
at last.
Antony ducked his head in shame. What was he doing,
thinking of his own discomfort? He moved toward the mill.
Felicity took a step forward.
“You don’t have to go back,” he told her.
“I’d rather. I don’t want to stay here alone.” He could feel
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her trembling as she walked close beside him. He longed to
put his arm around her, but her head held high on a stiff neck
warned him to keep his distance. He had been allowed to
soothe her initial panic. Now his indomitable Felicity was
back.
“There can’t possibly be any forensic evidence to protect
after all those Girl Guides and the rain, but you wait here.”
He laid a hand on Felicity’s arm to halt her then hesitantly
moved forward. He held his breath, steeling his courage. He
had to be sure.
The hand was ice cold. No pulse at the wrist. He rubbed
the mud from the ring, placed the hand gently on the ground
and went back to Felicity.
The doorway was narrow, but it was a deeper instinct
that drew them to stand so close together for several long
moments of silence, broken by a short, sharp sniff from Felicity.
Antony wished fervently for his prayer book, and darted
a quick upward plea for the words to come to him. “Go forth,
Christian soul, from this world…” he began, then stopped
abruptly. Wrong prayer. Surely the moment of death was well
past. He racked his brain, praying for the right words.
“Come to the aid of our brother—” Surely it was Neville, but to name him was to abandon hope. He skipped the
name and went on, “Rest eternal grant unto him, O Lord,” he
paused. Would Felicity know the response?
“And let light perpetual shine upon him.” Her choked
voice was barely audible.
He made the sign of the cross over the impromptu grave,
and together they spoke the most comforting of all prayers,
“Our Father, which art in heaven, hallowed be thy name…”
Wordlessly, Felicity folded herself into his arms. He held
her tightly, willing his own body heat to warm her, desiring peace and comfort for her as he felt her heart pounding
against his chest.
It could have been three minutes or thirty minutes later
when they heard a familiar voice calling, “Wooee, hello! Need
a ride after all, do ye?” Henry strode toward them from the
direction of the river. “Sorry to be so long, the rain slowed
me down. Thought I’d just walk up to be sure—” He broke off
and stopped a few feet from them. “What’s the matter? You
both look like you’ve seen a ghost.”
“That’s exactly what’s—”
Antony’s explanation was cut short by a hysterical giggle
from Felicity. “I’m sorry. It’s not funny, but—” And she was
shaking again with laughter. High-pitched and uncontrollable.
“She’s had a shock,” Antony explained.
“Right.” Henry gave a short, sharp nod. “I’ve got blankets
and good hot tea in St Helen.”
“We can’t leave until the police get here.”
“Police?” Henry raised his eyebrows. “We won’t go anyplace then, but might as well wait in comfort—such as it is.”
The two men propelled Felicity to the riverbank and
lifted her into the boat. Her broken giggles changed to sobs
which didn’t subside until she was well wrapped in blankets
and Henry had poured half a mug of hot, sweet tea down her
throat. “Wish I had some brandy to lace that with, but this is
the best I can do,” he said. “Now, tell me.”
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Antony, clinging to his warming mug of tea as if to a lifeline told him in as few words as possible, not really wanting
to talk about it, especially in front of Felicity who had subsided into silence; and yet, in some strange way, finding it a
relief to share the horror verbally.
It was a considerable time later when, to the swirling of
sirens and the flashing of lights, the silence of the countryside was rent by an ambulance and three police cars making
their way as fast as possible down the mud-clogged track behind the abbey grounds.
“You stay here,” Antony told Felicity. “I’ll go put them in
the picture.”
A small, dapper man with a mustache, wearing a tweed
overcoat, was the first over the stile. He introduced himself
as Detective Inspector Marsham. “And this is Sergeant Caister.” He indicated a large, rumpled, redheaded man of about
Antony’s own age. “You’re the one who lodged the call?”
“I am, yes.” He would have to mention Felicity before he
was done, but for the moment she could stay in the relative
comfort of the boat.
Sergeant Caister took notes as Antony told them as
clearly as he could the events of the day, beginning with Neville’s phone call that morning, but omitting any reference to
stolen icons.
“So, what makes you believe this is the body of your
friend, Neville Mortara? How do you spell that?”
Antony spelled the name for the sergeant and explained
again about the appointment, the ringing mobile in its waterproof case and the hand.
“And you didn’t dig any more?”
Antony suppressed a shiver. “I felt for a pulse. That was
enough.”
“What makes you so sure it’s your friend’s hand? Anyone
could have been carrying his mobile.”
“Yes. You’re quite right.” Antony would have liked to
believe it was some stranger. Perhaps Neville lost his phone
and some vagrant picked it up, and… Besides the unlikelihood of that, though, there was something else; something
he saw in that fleeting, horror-filled moment that seemed to
be distinctly Neville. He closed his eyes, willing himself to
see the scene again, but the shock of the moment had wiped
any other detail from his mind.
“Well, never mind. We’ll know soon enough.” The detective inspector waved to two uniformed policemen slogging their way across the field. “Frank, the scene-of-crime
officers should be here any minute. Tell them to get to work
in the mill. Then you and Alan see if you can find anything
on the grounds.” He looked around and shook his head. “Not
a chance after all that rain. And apparently a clutch of Girl
Guides fairly trampled the area. Still—have a look-see.”
“Now,” he turned back to Antony. “I’d appreciate it if
you’d stick around until we get a better picture of things. It’ll
save us some time if you can give us a definite ID here, rather
than meeting in Norwich. Of course, we’ll need an official
word from the next of kin, but you can do a preliminary. I
don’t suppose you know his family?”
“No, but they live somewhere in Norfolk.”
“And there was no one else about when you found the
body?”
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“Yes—er, that is, my—” what was the right word: friend,
student, associate? “My colleague, Miss Felicity Howard.
We’re from the College of the Transfiguration in Kirkthorpe.
In Yorkshire.” Without waiting to be asked, he spelled Transfiguration and Kirkthorpe for Sergeant Caister. After brief
consideration he left him on his own with Yorkshire.
“I’ll want to talk to her, too.” Marsham looked around.
“She’s in the boat.” Antony waved toward the riverbank.
“The man from the visitors’ centre in Ranworth who brought
us here returned to pick us up. Miss Howard is understandably upset.”
“I’ll need you to wait until my team does their thing
in there.” Marsham nodded toward the mill where Antony
could see white-suited figures kneeling just inside the door.
“You all might be more comfortable waiting in my car. I’ll try
not to keep you too long.”
As it turned out, it was the better part of an hour before
Marsham returned to take statements from Henry and Felicity. Plenty of time for Antony to replay the entire train of
events over in his mind several times in detail, and mull over
the unexplained questions jostling for preeminence: Exactly
what had Neville said about his hasty flight to King’s Lynn?
Had it, on second, third and fourth look, really made sense?
What could Neville possibly have wanted help with here?
Was it something worth murdering him for? What did he
want to show them? What could all this have to do with the
missing icons? Or did it have anything to do with them? And
who could have killed Neville, and why?
Antony simply had no answers. And he had another
worry. Would he—worse, he and Felicity—now be suspects?
The alarms and anguish; the doubts and desperation of their
previous investigation flooded back upon him. Most especially, the terror he had felt when Felicity was in danger.
Could he—could they—go through such a thing again?
They had only started out to locate a missing art object.
Correction. He had started out. Felicity had been roped in. By
himself. Last time she had volunteered—pushed, even. This
time it was on his head. Certainly Father Superior wouldn’t
ask him to become involved in another murder investigation.
As soon as the police were through with them, Felicity could
continue on her journey of discernment and he could return
to the safety of his college. The police would find the murderer even if they didn’t find the icon.
But as quickly as he thought it, he knew the answer was
unsatisfactory. And he was amazed at the calm the knowledge brought him. Unlike their earlier investigation, he was
flooded with questions—but not with doubts. He was fearful for Felicity—but not for himself. He had no desire to run
from whatever challenge faced him. This was the first time he
had really taken such inventory of himself since the adventures of a few weeks ago. And what he found filled him with
strength and comfort. If he could only impart some of that
calm assurance to Felicity.
He got out of the car, as did the others, at Detective Inspector Marsham’s approach. Now the cool, moist air felt refreshing. It had become rather muggy in the car.
“Not from these parts, are you?” The detective inspector
said as soon as Felicity stated her name.
“No, I’m from Yorkshire.” She blinked at her own state-
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ment. “Oh, I see what you mean. I’m from America.” And she
explained briefly about her university exchange program, her
year of working in London and her decision to study at the
College of the Transfiguration.
“Passport?”
“Yes, of course. And a student visa.”
Marsham held out his hand.
“Oh. Well, not with me. I left my backpack at the Julian
Centre. I’m meant to be in London tonight. I was just going
to say hi to Neville and then…” Her lip trembled uncontrollably, and she dashed a hand at the tears spilling from her
eyes. “I’m sorry, I…”
“Technically you should have your papers on you at all
times, but we won’t make an issue of it for the moment. I will
need to see them when we all get back to Norwich.”
Felicity nodded and dug in her pocket for a handkerchief. After a moment she was able to answer the detective
inspector’s questions.
The diligent Caister scribbled down her replies, and
Marsham listened with a level gaze that indicated a quick,
detailed mind. “Right. That should do it for now. I’ll need
you both to come into the station tomorrow to sign a written
report.”
Marsham glanced toward the mill where the ambulance
crew was just emerging with a covered stretcher. “If you don’t
mind, Father.” He nodded toward Antony.
“Certainly.” Antony turned toward the somber tableau
with Marsham. As did Felicity.
“No need for you to come, miss. It’s not a pretty sight.”
“Please. I would like to see him. We were friends.”
Perhaps the inspector read more into those words than
they merited, but he gave a sharp nod and the three of them
squished back across the field. The stretcher-bearers paused,
and Marsham pulled down the sheet.
Felicity gasped, and Antony felt the blood drain from his
face. It was just as he expected. He had thought himself prepared. But looking death in the face—the face of a friend, a
young, talented friend who had only started out on this journey because Antony had asked for his help—was far worse
than he could have imagined. He gave a curt nod and made
the sign of the cross over the white, cold form caked with
mud.
They had turned back toward the car when one of the
constables called from the doorway of the mill. “Detective
inspector, sir. You’d better come see this.”
Marsham turned and strode toward the summons.
“They found another one.” 
Donna Fletcher Crow is the author of forty books, mostly novels
dealing with British history. The award-winning “Glastonbury, A
Novel of the Holy Grail,” an Arthurian grail search epic covering
15 centuries of English history, is her best-known work. She is also
the author of The Monastery Murders: “A Very Private Grave”
and “A Darkly Hidden Truth,” as well as the Lord Danvers series
of Victorian true-crime novels and the romantic suspense series
The Elizabeth & Richard Mysteries. Donna and her husband live
in Boise, Idaho. They have 4 adult children and 11 grandchildren.
She is an enthusiastic gardener. To read more about all of Donna’s
books and see pictures from her garden and research trips go to:
www.DonnaFletcherCrow.com.
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America's Favorite
Suspense Authors
On the Rules of Fiction
Richard North Patterson and the Writing Process

By Anthony J. Franze
Photo Credit (Richard North Patterson): Peter Simon

In this series, author Anthony J. Franze interviews other
suspense writers about their views on “the rules” of fiction.
This month, New York Times bestselling author Richard
North Patterson shares his writing process. Next month,
Anthony kicks off the new year with Douglas Preston and
Lincoln Child.
Richard North Patterson is one of the most acclaimed authors in the
country. A legend who’s sold more than twenty million books. A source
of awe and inspiration to writers, particularly fellow lawyers-turnedauthors like me.
But he’s also a hard interview for this series.
This is “America’s favorite suspense authors on the rules
of fiction,” but Patterson doesn’t view himself as a suspense
author, and he rejects the notion of hard-and-fast rules of
suspense. Categorizing novels, Patterson said, diminishes
them in the minds of perspective readers. He explained that
his upcoming novel, “Loss of Innocence”—the prequel to his
stunning “Fall From Grace”—is a coming-of-age story set in
1968. “It’s suspenseful, but I wouldn’t call it a suspense novel or
me a suspense writer. I’m a novelist. Period.”
As for the rules, Patterson said that “after twenty years as a
full-time writer, I never think in terms of devices or rules, I just
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write.” And he gets annoyed with writers who suggest there are “one-size-fits-all rules to writing.” Nevertheless, he agreed
to talk with me about his writing process—how he approaches his work—with the hope that aspiring writers might find
something helpful in the routine and habits of a twenty-two-book veteran. And, indeed, there’s great wisdom in his method:

Don’t wait for inspiration; set a schedule and write.

Patterson sits down at seven a.m., writes in the morning and edits
in the afternoon, five days a week. “To paraphrase Woody Allen, sometimes success is just about showing up. If you want to
be a writer, you need to make a commitment to write regularly on a schedule that fits your life.” If you write just five pages a
week, Patterson said, you’ll have two hundred and sixty pages at the end of the year.
Most important: “Don’t wait to get inspired.” Patterson said that artistic inspiration is illusory. Patterson said he’s not
inspired every time he sits down to write, but he still forces himself to do it. “And some of my best work happens when I feel
like I’m just trudging through. If you wait for inspiration, you’ll likely never finish the book.”

Don’t try and outguess the marketplace. Before putting pen to paper (Patterson writes in longhand) Patterson spends most
of his time preparing to write. “Thinking, researching, and outlining take longer than actually writing the book,” he said.

The first thing he does is think: “I sit in a quiet place and I conceptualize the story. I think through a logical narrative
in which the events could occur, taking into account the personalities and motivations of the characters.” What’s important,
he said, is what he doesn’t think about: “I don’t think about what’s trendy, cool, or what might sell.” When the writer tries
to outguess the market in search of a salable idea, he said, “it gets away from the storytelling and becomes an artificial
calculation that readers will see through.” Write what interests you, what excites you. Write something you’d want to read.
But don’t write with an eye at the perceived market.

Immerse yourself in the world you’re creating. Once the story starts to take shape in his mind, Patterson throws himself

into research. “Authenticity is key. For me, it’s like method acting. Before writers can make a convincing world, they need to
inhabit that world and the characters who live there.”
Patterson’s research has taken him from Washington, D.C. to Nigeria; from Martha’s Vineyard to the West Bank; from
interviewing a president of the United States to a wanted terrorist. He usually conducts more than fifty interviews for a single
novel.
He acknowledged that “most people don’t write full-time for a living, so they need to objectively assess their situation—
write within their circumstances.” He added, “I couldn’t have written ‘Exile’ when I started out because I had a full-time job
as a lawyer and couldn’t just drop everything and travel to Israel. But I could have written ‘Degree of Guilt’ while working
because I knew the subject matter and had access to people who were knowledgeable, like cops and defense lawyers. You have
to work with your circumstances.”

Outline and know how the story ends. After Patterson completes his research, he studiously outlines the story. “Every scene

is in a folder. In the folder is an outline and research notes for that scene. Each folder is for a chapter and they are in order. I’ve
basically pre-written the book.” Patterson said this technique allows things to change as he writes, but the outline provides
structure and security. “It is very much like when I was a lawyer,” he said. “I was a big case litigator and needed to take messy
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facts over years and organize them into an understandable narrative.”
Outlining, he said, prevents him from going on “frolics” when he writes. “Because of the outline, I’ve never had to scrap
large sections of a manuscript.” An important part of his process is knowing how the story ends. Knowing the resolution is
needed for plot consistency and for the behavior of the characters. A tacked-on ending or a character acting in an unbelievable
way can bring down a good story, he said. “It’s great to surprise your reader, but a sin to surprise yourself.”

Writing is rewriting.

Working through his folders and completing the initial draft is just the beginning for Patterson.
“Writing is rewriting,” he said, and Patterson spends much of his time editing. Writers need to deepen characters, tighten
the prose, and intensify the scenes. His best advice to newer writers, he admitted, is not new: “Kill your darlings. Realize that
every sentence is not sacred. Many writers have a first draft that is eighty percent there, but the unwillingness or inability to
change it prevents them from getting published.”
Patterson cautioned that his process works for him, but a writer needs to find his or her own way. And the rules? His
advice is simple: Don’t get too caught up in them. “What gets me up in the morning is writing about something that gets me
excited, characters that I’d be interested to read about, and the goal that when I finish I can be really proud of the book.” 
Anthony J. Franze is a lawyer in the Appellate and Supreme Court practice of a major Washington, D.C. law firm and author of
the debut legal thriller, “The Last Justice.” In addition to his writing and law practice, he is an adjunct professor of law, has been
a commentator for Bloomberg, the National Law Journal and other news outlets, and is a contributing editor for the Big Thrill
magazine. Anthony lives in the D.C. area with his wife and three children.
Montage Press Photo Credit: Robert Dugoni (www.robertdugoni.com), Tess Gerritsen (www.tessgerritsen.com), Steve Berry (Kelly Campbell), John Lescroart (provided
by author), Gayle Lynds (www.gaylelynds.com), Richard North Patterson (Miranda Lewis), Anthony J. Franze (provided by author), Andrew Gross (www.andrewgrossbooks.com), David Baldacci ( John Groo), Catherine Coulter (provided by author), Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child (provided by author), and Brad Meltzer (Herman
Estevez)
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Delving into
Dark Minds
A Conversation with Michael Robotham

By Susan May

H

is readers want him to write faster and he wants
them to read more slowly. In order to churn out a
book a year, the international best-selling thriller
author Michael Robotham is working sweatshop hours.
Back in 2004, while writing his first novel, “The Suspect,”
Robotham’s day would start at nine in the morning with an
hour for lunch, before working through till five and back in the
evening and working again until eleven. Eight years later with
seven more books gracing the best-seller lists and a resume
that includes twice winning the Australian Ned Kelly Award,
short-listings in UK Crime Writers Association Steel Dagger,
ITV3 Thriller Awards, the South Africa’s Boeke Prize and
listings on “International Book of the Month,” making it
the top recommendation to twenty-eight million book club
members in fifteen countries, you would think by now he
could relax and enjoy the success.
“I’m still working long hours, which is a
legacy of doing a book a year,” he admits. With
his books selling in the millions and translated
into twenty-two languages and published in
more than fifty countries, Robotham finds that
the success has brought even greater demands
on his time, “answering correspondence, doing
interviews, maintaining websites and touring.”
During this interview he was between his
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North American and Canadian tours to promote his latest thriller, “Say You’re Sorry,” a dark, psychological crime story
featuring psychologist Joseph O’Loughlin.
In the fourth O’Loughlin novel (“The Suspect,” “Shatter,” “Bleed for Me”) he returns to consult on the brutal murder
of a husband and wife in a farmhouse in the small UK town of Bingham. Coincidentally, it had been the home of teenager
Tash McBain, who along with her friend Piper had gone missing three years prior—neither girl was ever found.
“The seed of the idea for the story was sown ten years ago,” explains Robotham, “when two girls disappeared
from the small village of Soham in Cambridgeshire. There is a very poignant photograph of them wearing matching
Manchester United shirts, which was taken only hours before they went missing.”
“Holly and Jessica were best friends and they died at the hands of a school caretaker called Ian Huntley. In the
weeks before their bodies were found, the entire nation clung to hope and hung on every scrap of information. There
were prayer vigils and messages of support and makeshift monuments of flowers. It was as though these girls didn’t just
belong to their families, they belonged to everyone.”
Robotham wanted to explore the idea of public and private grief behind tragic stories that capture the public
imagination and trigger what psychologists have termed “mourning sickness” but wrap it inside a mystery of the
ultimate fate of the girls. “O’Loughlin has such a wonderful sense of humanity and humor,” he says. “He can lead readers
into dark places and confidently bring them back again.”
Despite Joe O’Loughlin’s popularity with readers, he won’t always be featured in upcoming novels. When he first
appeared in “The Suspect,” it was never Robotham’s intention to write a series. “I wanted to do standalones. At my
publisher’s insistence, I compromised and created a cast of characters who appear in the books. I only went back to
Joe as the narrator when I came up with the idea for ‘Shatter’. It is such a pure psychological thriller that it needed
someone like Joe to tell the story. Joe came back in ‘Bleed for Me’ because my wife insisted I sort out his personal
life. I didn’t manage that—so maybe Joe will keep appearing occasionally.
“He won’t be the star of twenty novels but may appear as a minor character now and then. When readers see
him happy, they may never see him again.”
Robotham was initially excited to tour his new book in mid-August when it first launched in Australia. “Finally
I could leave my ‘pit of despair’ basement office and talk to some real people. I could meet passionate readers and catch
up with other authors.”
But after two months of touring in Australia, the UK and North America, he admits he is “pretty exhausted.” He laments,
“It’s a perversity of the process that I’m deep into a new novel which is the focus of my energy and excitement. So my mind
is in two places. I’m also a long way from my family and missing them desperately.”
Home is Sydney’s northern beaches with his wife, Vivien, and three daughters. Since the dual narrative of “Say You’re
Sorry” is also that of one of the teenage kidnap victims, it begs the question of the emotional toll of writing every parent’s
nightmare.
“Every parent has those moments when they lose sight of their child in a supermarket or on a busy street and for thirty
seconds they feel sheer terror. Or they sit at home on a stormy night, looking at the clock. Someone they love is late home
and not answering their cell phone. That’s when the darkness creeps into our thoughts. As Goya said, ‘The sleep of reason
produces monsters.’”
This is the fear Robotham admits that he taps into when he writes. “All my nightmares revolve around my daughters.
Perhaps I’m subconsciously trying to allay my worst fears, by writing about them. Do I scare myself? Sometimes.”
In “Shatter,” one of the characters did get under the author’s skin. “One of the dual narrators is a man who terrorises
women by breaking their spirit and their minds. Entering his skin and looking at the world through his eyes was particularly
horrible. I remember coming upstairs and having scalding hot showers and curling up in bed trying to get his voice out of
my head.”
So why despite this does he continue to enter these dark minds with the added pressure of producing a book a year
to keep fans and publishers happy? Robotham’s answer: “Stephen King was once asked, ‘Why do you write such dark and
twisted stories?’ and he replied, ‘What makes you think I have a choice?’ 
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By Donald Allen Kirch

Beware…the Bunnyman!
U

rban legends are fascinating and frightening things. Most start
with good intentions, to keep wayward teenagers from leaving
the primrose path of life’s good side. They teach us morals and scare
us all into submission. Like Aesop’s Fables, they teach us the right
and wrong of life. However, some legends and myths rise above the
common chattel and grab at the heart of our primal past. Both silly
and terrifying, they test our limits in the realms of reality, making us
all ask the question, “Do you believe?”
In Fairfax County, Virginia, there exists such a place. The site has
taken on a life of its own and has spread its influence as far as the
Washington, D.C. area. Every Halloween night, brave people venture
to this Mecca, hoping to test the edge of the paranormal envelope.
It is called “The Bunnyman Bridge.”
The genesis of this legend comes from at least two “origin” stories.
Early picture of construction on Both seemed to have happened around 1970. From all accounts, each
what would later be called Bunnyman Bridge
witness to the events was sincere and had nothing to gain from the
story’s telling.
There are many variations of the tale. Most involve a man wearing a rabbit costume who attacks people with an axe.
Like any good ghost, “The Bunnyman” appears at several bridges. His motives seem to change at each site. One thing is
certain, however, the bunny-eared specter wants his respect. He hates people and needs to be left alone. This is unique in the
realms of hauntings—most ghosts thrive for attention and closure.
The Bunnyman’s most-popular haunt is around a spot called Colchester Overpass, a Southern Railway passing through
Colchester Road near Clifton.
Story differences through the years describe the origin of The Bunnyman—names, motives, weapons, victims, description
of the bunny suit or lack thereof, and the possible death and haunting of this poor and sad creature.
The first incident occurred near Burke, Virginia.
A U.S. Air Force Academy cadet and his fiancée were driving home from a football game. Both started to feel romantic
and pulled off the road towards a nice and quiet place so that they could talk and express their love. Embraced in kissing, both
sat in a field, next to the road, with the car’s engine running. As their report stated…they “steamed up” the windows a bit.
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From the corner of their eye there came movement.
The front passenger window shattered amid screams. A
tall figure clad in white stood glaring at the stunned couple. In
his hands he held a bloodied axe—the cause of the window’s
shattering. His eyes never blinked, the witnesses stated. His
purpose to interrupt them and project harm was quite clear.
“You’re on private property and I have your tag number!” the
mysterious intruder stated. His voice was like hard fingernails
scraping down a chalkboard.
The driver did not hesitate!
Flooring the car’s accelerator, another
car window busted out. Yet another scream
from the frightened woman filled the air.
Several miles down the road and safe
within the lit surroundings of a gas station,
the couple discovered the strange man’s axe
lying on the floorboard of the backseat.

The Bunnyman legend
was born.

Top:
Bunnyman Bridge
During Daylight Hours.
Bottom: Bunnyman
Bridge at Night

Curious at hearing the incident, the
local police asked the couple for a brief
description. In the middle of their tale, the
policeman’s pens stopped in midsentence…
“He was wearing a white suit with long
bunny ears,” the cadet insisted.
“No, dear, he had on a white pointed hood, like a Ku Klux Klan man.”
Obviously, the authorities were at a loss for words!
Both witnesses remember seeing the crazed Bunnyman’s face, but could only remember the eyes—neither could state
what race he was. After police labs studied the axe in the backseat of the car, the weapon was returned to the couple. Upon
returning to the Air Force Academy, the cadet was duty-bound to report the incident.
The police determined that the crazed man had indeed been wearing a bunny suit and not a hooded cloak associated
with the Ku Klux Klan.
The second sighting occurred on October 29, 1970, when a lone construction employee spotted a man standing on the
porch of an unfinished house. A new development called Kings Park West was being built and families were due to move in
soon. The construction employee thought he had seen the first resident and wanted to welcome him to the neighborhood.
What he got was something more sinister.
As the construction employee approached the figure on the porch, he noticed that he was a young man about twenty-five
years old. The man was also wearing a gray and white bunny suit.
The bunny-suited man—about five-eight and one hundred and seventy-five pounds—began chopping away upon a
wooden post with an axe. Naturally, the construction employee backed off.
“All you people trespass around here,” the bunny-suited man mumbled, with ears flapping in the wind. “If you don’t get
out of here, I’m going to bust you in the head!”
The construction employee fled as fast as his feet could carry him.
He tried to report the incident to the police, but for lack of evidence and other witnesses, the investigation stopped as
soon as it started.
Where law enforcement failed, folklore took over.
The Bunnyman began to live on as a local boogeyman.
The legend is as follows:

I

n 1904, there had been an asylum near Clifton, Virginia. As the population grew in Fairfax County, not too many
people were happy living next to the institution. So, it was closed by a public vote. A new facility was built further
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away, and the unfortunate inmates were transferred.
But the transport wagon carrying the inmates turned over.
Several inmates fled into the woods. Some crawled away to die. These were easily discovered. Others just raised havoc
and were captured by the local police.

One man…was never found.

As time went by, locals around the town started to see half-eaten carcasses of rabbits littering the woods and hanging
from trees. These were not the natural results of predators. The rabbits had been both cleaned and skinned. Witnesses then
came forward, quite shaken, stating that the “Bunny Man” was seen lurking in the hills. Police put the facts together and
surmised that their Bunny Man had been the missing patient from the closed mental hospital.
A search was organized.
After a few attempts the police soon discovered the mortal remains of Marcus Wallster, who had been discovered hanging
from a tree in the same state and fashion as the unfortunate bunnies. His cleaned and gutted body hung from a bridge
overpass, now referred to by locals in the area as “Bunny Man Bridge.”
Marcus Wallster is listed as the first human victim of The Bunnyman.
Investigators then ran records trying to attach a name to the missing patient, who years ago vanished into the dark hills,
hiding himself within the mysterious woods. One name always seemed to come to light: Douglas J. Grifon. To this day, he is
often referred to as The Bunnyman.
Police were able to discover his whereabouts. In an ironic twist of fate, while trying to avoid capture, Grifon was killed by
an oncoming train almost at the very spot his original transport crashed while on its way to the new mental hospital. Police
officers at the site stated that as the train continued its grinding work on the remains of Douglas J. Grifon, a demonic laughing
could be heard coming from the dead man.
Douglas J. Grifon had been placed in the mental hospital of the area for killing his entire family—on Easter Sunday.
As with all tall tales and local superstitions, there are a few inconsistencies we should try to cover. First, Fairfax County
has no records of an insane asylum there. The one that stands now was not built until after 1910. If patients were to have been
relocated, they would have been under the jurisdiction of the District of Columbia Corrections and not those of Fairfax.
More importantly, there are no records of Marcus Wallster, or patient Douglas J. Grifon.
Still, how can one explain the continued half-eaten bunnies found in the area? Or the deaths that seem to always lead
back to the “Bunny Man Bridge?” At least two hangings have been associated with the small one lane railroad overpass. If
the legend is a make-believe world normally associated with a tourist trap…how does death and horror fill the gaps of a selfmade fraud?
The children of Fairfax have a legend:

O

n Halloween night, when the moon is full, a brave heart can challenge the validity of the legend by walking through
the tunnel of “Bunny Man Bridge.” If they are brave enough, they stop and stand just under the exit where other
hanging victims have been discovered, and softly whisper Bunny Man’s name…three times. It is said he will appear to prove
he is real.
Newspaper tycoon William Randolph Hurst once was heard saying, “When facts start to overshadow a legend…print
the legend!”
Scary stories serve a purpose. Some are morality tales, urging the listener to pay heed to the concerns of not doing a
good deed, or respect. Others search out to simply entertain. The dark universe of The Bunnyman seems to live beyond the
barriers of these two bringing to light a local superstition that rivals “Bloody Mary” and even the classic story of “The Woman
in White.” Unlike the unfortunate woman who can never seem to leave her cursed bridge, ultimately finding her way back
home, The Bunnyman seems to thrive where he haunts.
So, for those willing to take the challenge, go to Fairfax County, Virginia, near Clifton, and venture through the Colchester
Overpass on a full-mooned Halloween night.
Allow the dank and dark universe of the moment to take hold of your heart.
Whisper softly…three times—and wait, “Bunnyman! Bunnyman! Bunnyman!”

And…whatever you do…DON’T open your eyes!



If you are interested in learning more about the author and his work go to: www.donaldallenkirch.com. To learn more about the
“Stranger Than Fiction” radio program go to: www.facebook.com/StrangerThanFictionRadio.
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The

Un-dead
Detective Cal Stoverink heard a rustling from inside the
body bag. He was standing in the morgue, alone, waiting for
the medical examiner to return. The sealed white bag lay on
the stainless steel autopsy table. There was no way a noise
should have come from it.
Motionless, he listened. Maybe his mind was playing
tricks on him. He hadn’t been thinking clearly since his wife’s
death and his own cancer diagnosis. Constant worry about
what would happen to his six-year-old daughter had taken
a toll on everything: concentration, sleep, personal hygiene,
detective skills. His supervisors noticed. Accompanying the
murder victim’s body to the morgue for the autopsy was not
a challenging assignment, but it was all they trusted him with
these days.
The rustling sound came again, as if the corpse in the
bag was stirring, like a restless sleeper. Three hours ago this
victim had caught a fatal shotgun blast to the face during
a liquor store robbery. Now he was on the autopsy table.
Making noises?
Cal heard a dozen little taps, like tiny hailstones hitting
the heavy plastic from inside. When they stopped, Cal
realized he was holding his breath. His hand rested on the
grip of his gun.
He considered calling out for the medical examiner,
but hesitated. What would he say? The guy inside the bag, a
bystander so close to the shotgun that its blast obliterated his
right eye and drove shotgun pellets deep into his brain…is
moving? Cal had seen the victim at the crime scene. He was
so very dead the first responders took one look and called
the coroner.
The bag began writhing. Zippered shut with yellow
evidence tape layered over the clasp of the zipper, it withstood
the force inside it for five or six seconds before a claw-like
hand tore through the plastic and reached into the air.
Cal stumbled backwards, drawing his Beretta from
its holster, and watched as white hands tore at the body
bag, shredding it down the middle, until the corpse sat up,
turning its head slowly toward Cal. The grievous wound Cal
examined only three hours earlier was gone. The right eye
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stared at him—healed. The face was smooth, uninjured, no
longer a macerated, ragged confusion of blood, bone, and
tissue. The skin was pale, perfect as marble, bearing faint
traces of dried blood. The clothing was still blood-soaked,
but the man looking at him was unhurt.
Cal was in a shooter’s stance now, both hands on his gun,
pointing it at the corpse, if that’s what it was.
“Raise your hands!”
The man was handsome, maybe thirty-years-old, with
gray eyes and black hair. Cal tried to remember his name.
Edgar Zaricor, wasn’t it? Innocent bystander killed by an
errant shot fired by the store clerk at the robber. Cal was
supposed to be witnessing the man’s autopsy, not standing
here pointing a gun at him.
“Up in the air! Hands up in the air!”
Zaricor raised an eyebrow, “Why? I am the victim of a
crime, not a criminal, my friend.”
He ripped the remains of the body bag from his legs and
swung around so he was sitting on the autopsy table like
a patient in a doctor’s office. Three bloody shotgun pellets
rolled from the body bag and dropped to the floor.
Pointing his gun with one hand, Cal moved his free hand
under his jacket and felt for his handcuffs.
“Get off the table and turn around! Keep your hands
where I can see them.”
Zaricor’s thin lips smiled. He slid effortlessly off the table
and started backing for the door.
“Stop! I’ll shoot! I mean it!”
“Really? Will you shoot an innocent man simply because
you are sick and confused?”
Cal took a step toward him. The man raised a hand in a
stopping gesture. Cal stopped.
“You’re under arrest,” Cal said.
“For what?”
Cal started to respond, but stopped, confused. Getting
shot wasn’t a crime.
“Good evening,” Zaricor said as he backed through the
door.
***
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Cal saw the skepticism in his lieutenant’s eyes. Paul
Frizzell, big man, former Marine, did not suffer fools gladly.
His dark face glowered. He listened to Cal’s account without
interruption, but the veins in his neck betrayed his disbelief.
“After I went to the door and saw he was gone,” Cal
concluded, “I started shouting for Doc Fitzgerald.”
“That’s it?” Lieutenant Frizzell said. “Nobody snatched
the body? It just got up and walked off?”
“Right.”
“Cal,” Frizzell said, “I know you’ve had it rough the past
month, with your wife and all. Whatever you’ve done, you
can undo right now. It will be forgotten and forgiven. Where’s
the body?”
Cal flushed, “Lieutenant, what motive could I possibly
have for stealing a murder victim’s body? That would be a
career-ending move.”
“Exactly,” Frizzell replied. “Come on, what’s going on?”
“I told you. The guy tore his way out of the bag and
walked out. I’d have had to shoot him to stop him.”
“Cal, he was already shot. Remember?”
“I know. But he healed up.”
Frizzell sighed, “Branscom, fire up that laptop.”
Detective Cheryl Branscom, fresh from obtaining the
convenience store robber’s confession, opened her laptop
computer. Within a minute, they were watching a download
of the surveillance camera’s recording of the liquor store
robbery.
It was sharply focused and in full color. The view was
from just behind the store clerk. The bald spot on the back
of his head glistened as he handed change to a customer
who was soon to become his robber, a black man wearing a
Tennessee Titans ball cap. The robber suddenly backhanded
the store clerk, knocking him out of view, and reached over
the counter and yanked money from the open cash register
with one hand, while waving a pistol with the other, yelling
for the only other customer in the store to join the clerk
behind the counter. Edgar Zaricor, wearing an open-collared
black shirt and black suit, was obeying the instructions when
the end of a shotgun appeared from the bottom of the screen.
The robber’s eyes widened and he dove forward as the blast
missed the robber and struck Zaricor’s face, sending up a red
cloud of blood.
“The shotgun blast hit Edgar Zaricor squarely in the right
eye. He dropped like a sack of potatoes,” Frizzell said. “Dead
before he hit the ground. What did you do with him, Cal?”
“Nothing.”
“You’re suspended. We can’t make a murder case without
a body. The only reason you’re not fired and under arrest for
tampering with evidence, is that I want to know what really
happened to that body more than I want to punish you. I
need that corpse back, Stoverink.”
“I don’t have it, Lieutenant. I told you what happened.”
“You’re taking a polygraph test first thing in the morning,
Detective. In the meantime, get out of here. Go home. Stay
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there until you hear from me.”
Cal felt his cheeks burning. Branscom was the only one
in the room who was looking at him with anything other
than disgust. Her expression of pity hurt almost as much.
***
The babysitter was asleep on the living room couch when
Cal arrived home. The flickering glow from the television
was the only light in the room.
“I’m home,” Cal said.
Molly Bright sat up, rubbing her eyes. The college
student lived with her parents, right down the street. “Hey,
Mr. Stoverink! Sorry. Guess I fell asleep.”
Cal flicked on a lamp, “What time did Gretchen go to
bed?”
“About ten. What time is it now?”
“Just after midnight.”
“I’d better go. Got class tomorrow.”
He paid her. She paused at the door, “You had a late
night. Did you save the world from rampant crime?”
“We worked a liquor store robbery.”
“Anybody hurt?”
“A customer got shot.”
“Oh! Is he dead?”
“Good question.”
***
When Cal awoke the next morning he was lying on his
back on the living room couch, still dressed. Gretchen was
tickling his nose with a feather from a boa that went with her
favorite dance outfit.
“Wake up, sleepy head.”
“Hi, Gretch.”
He sat up. She leapt onto the couch and curled against
him.
“I tried to wait up for you last night,” she said.
“It was real late when I got home.”
“It’s Saturday. Do you have to go to work today?”
“No, honey. Daddy’s taking a few days off.”
He was surprised to see fright in her eyes.
“What’s wrong, Gretchen?”
“You’re sick, aren’t you?”
“I’m okay.”
“I heard Molly talking to her mother on the telephone
last night. She said you’re real sick. You are, aren’t you?”
He stroked her hair. It was the same color as her mother’s.
“I’m a bit under the weather, but I’ll get well soon.”
“Don’t leave me, Daddy,” she said. “Promise you won’t. I
don’t want to be an orphan Annie.”
“I’m not going anywhere, baby doll. Don’t worry about
it.”
He glanced at the family portrait above the fireplace.
Taken last Christmas, it portrayed a happy couple posing
with their only child, everyone all smiles. Christina was
killed by a drunk driver less than nine months later. Four
weeks, two days, and twenty-three hours ago. Not that he was
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counting.

***
Cheryl Branscom dropped by unannounced, bearing
breakfast biscuits.
“Work through the night?” he asked as they sat at the
kitchen table.
“Yep. We searched the house at the address on Zaricor’s
driver’s license. Nothing.”
“You mean you found nothing significant?”
“No, I mean nothing. It was an empty house. We have no
clue where he’s really been living.”
“Does Lieutenant Frizzell know you’re here?”
“Nope.”
“Don’t you think maybe I should be off limits, being
suspended and all?”
“Nobody said those words to me.”
“Why are you here?”
“For one thing, I wanted to make sure you’re okay. I
brought you this.”
She slipped a brochure from her purse and slid it across
the table.
“It’s the Department’s Employee Assistance Program.
Free counseling. One of those things you never think about
until you need it. Look into it.”
“Thanks,” he said, knowing he never would.
***
The polygraph test lasted three hours. The examiner
narrowed the key questions to three: First: Did you take the
body of Edgar Zaricor out of the morgue? Second: Do you
know where the body of Edgar Zaricor is? Third: Did Edgar
Zaricor come alive and walk out of the morgue? Cal could
not read the examiner’s face. He had no idea how he did.
***
Cheryl Branscom was the detective assigned to do the
post-polygraph interview. This was typically the time you tell
the suspect he failed and try to wring a confession out of him.
“You passed. How could you pass that last question, Cal?
About Edgar Zaricor coming alive and walking out of the
morgue?”
“Because that’s what happened.”
Branscom drummed her fingers on the tabletop.
“We’ve identified who Zaricor is.”
“You have?”
“Maybe. For one thing, the guy’s real name is not Zaricor.
The real Edgar Zaricor was the victim of a car-jacking murder
in Memphis three years ago. The Memphis police faxed us his
fingerprints. It’s not the same guy as your corpse.”
“So, who’s the corpse?”
“His name is Roman Caladur. We identified him by his
fingerprints on the wine bottle he was holding when he was
shot. We ran them through AFIS and got a hit.”
“That’s great!”
“No, not so great.”
“Why not?”
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“Caladur has been dead for thirty years.”
***
“Why were Caladur’s fingerprints in the FBI database in
the first place?” Cal asked.
“He was arrested for a rape in Nashville. The Nashville
PD faxed us a copy of their report. Caladur was caught in the
act, apparently. They booked him, but when the victim woke
up she said everything was consensual.”
“Woke up?”
“She was unconscious while he was having sex with her
in the park.”
“Nice.”
“And get this, Cal. Caladur had bitten the woman on the
neck.”
“I suppose that was consensual, too.”
“That’s what she said.”
“So how did he die?”
“Got hit by a bus. Seriously. He walked out of jail a free
man and got hit by a bus right in front of the police station.”
The door to the interview room swung open. Lieutenant
Frizzell entered without knocking.
“I heard you passed the truth box. I don’t know how you
did it.”
“Those things are notoriously unreliable.”
“You’re still suspended. Get out of here.”
***
Claire Sebastian was a handsome woman. With ashblonde hair pulled into a ponytail, tight jeans, tailored
cowboy shirt and red bandana tied around her neck, she
looked a decade younger than her forty-eight years. She sat
facing Cal and Branscom at a table in the bar she owned, the
Cowgirl Blues Saloon.
“It’s quite a coincidence that Roman Caladur raped you
in Nashville thirty years ago, and now both of you are living
here in Missouri,” Cal said.
She didn’t bat an eye.
“Roman Caladur is dead.”
“We think he’s in the area.”
“Impossible. I saw him die. He got hit by a bus.”
Branscom chimed in, “The same night he raped you?”
“It wasn’t rape. I wanted it.”
“He bit you, for God’s sake.”
“Haven’t you ever bitten a lover, detective?”
Cal was surprised to see a blush creep across Branscom’s
face.
“When was the last time you saw him?” Cal asked.
“I told you, he was dead when I last saw him.”
“I don’t doubt it,” Cal said.
***
Cal was bone tired when he got home. Molly fed and
bathed Gretchen, read to her, tucked her in, and turned out
her light—things a parent should be doing, at least now and
then. Cal stood in front of his bathroom sink, hands on the
counter, leaning forward. He was alarmed by his appearance.
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His face was haggard. Dark circles underscored his eyes. His
hair was thinning.
He knew it was the cancer.
The doctor said it was too soon to know if it was terminal.
The worst part was thinking of Gretchen as an orphan. His
sister in Kansas City agreed to raise her, if it came to that. Cal
felt his throat tightening. It hurt too much to think about.
***
Marty Cauffman, a chemist from the crime lab, heard
that Cal was suspended and at first balked at talking to him
about the case, but his long-standing friendship with Cal
trumped his discretion.
“Are you guys playing a practical joke on me?” the
chemist asked.
“What do you mean?”
“The blood from the body bag and shotgun pellets. It’s
funky.”
“In what way?”
“For starters, it tests positive for all four human blood
types. You sure you just have one victim?”
“Go on,” Cal said.
“Microscopically, the blood is bizarre. First, there’s the
size of the white blood cells.”
“What do you mean?”
“They are the King Kongs of white blood cells, a hundred
times bigger than normal. I’ve never seen anything like it.”
“What else?”
“Here’s the crazy part. When I look at the blood using an
optical microscope, I can’t see any white blood cells at all. It’s
like they aren’t there. But when I use the electron microscope,
the white blood cells appear in all their humongous glory. I
can’t figure it out. Why would the monsters show up under
one microscope, but not the other? It can’t be happening, but
it is.”
“Thanks, Marty.”
“Hey, don’t hang up! What’s the deal? What’s going on?”
“Can’t tell you.”
***
Sitting in front of his computer at home, Cal called the
detective division.
“Hey, Branscom,” he said, “did you know a museum in
Doylestown, Pennsylvania, has a nineteenth century vampire
killing kit?”
“What are you doing, Cal?”
“Reading up on vampires. Want to know what comes in
the kit?”
“Wild guess: a wooden stake.”
“Yep. Plus silver bullets, an ivory cross and powdered
flowers of garlic.”
“Do yourself a favor, Cal. Don’t mention any of this to
the lieutenant.”
“Get this,” Cal said. “When Bram Stoker was writing his
first draft of “Dracula,” he made a list of the characteristics
of a vampire: they drink blood, they can’t bear sunlight,
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they sleep in coffins, they put evil thoughts in the minds of
others, they don’t cast shadows, their reflections don’t show
in mirrors, and they can’t appreciate good music.”
“Cal…”
“Can you get Marty from the crime lab on the line for a
conference call?” he asked.
The chemist’s voice sounded petulant when she added
him to the line. “Now what, Cal? You’ll take my information
but won’t tell me anything. Why should I even talk to you?”
“Because you’re curious.”
“Damn right. What do you want?”
“Those two microscopes you used to look at the blood
we sent you, what are the differences between them?”
“Well, one’s an electron microscope and the other is
optical.”
“Does one use mirrors and the other doesn’t?”
“Yeah. The optical has prisms in it to reflect the image.
How did you know?”
Cal wasn’t listening. He was reading about Stoker
again and the most intriguing vampire characteristic of all:
immortality.
***
In his garage workshop, Cal carefully heated the crucible
over the roaring torch. An accomplished re-loader, Cal
always used his custom-loaded bullets at the firing range and
at work, in both guns he carried, the Beretta in the holster on
his belt and the smaller Smith & Wesson in his ankle holster.
This time, though, he wasn’t preparing his standard load.
“I want to help,” Gretchen said. She had been watching
intently, as she often did when he was working in the garage.
“Don’t touch anything,” he said. “The gunpowder is
poisonous and the silver is really hot.”
“What’s this?” she asked, pointing to the wooden stake
he had made from a bed slat.
“Just a piece of wood.”
“I’m going to be a police officer some day,” his daughter
said, as she counted the silver bullets, one by one.
***
Cal was outside the Cowgirl Blues Saloon, just after
midnight, waiting for Claire Sebastian to walk to her car.
He spotted her as she hurried from the bar’s back door and
stepped from the shadows.
She jumped, “You startled me, Detective.”
He saw the mace in her hand.
“Sorry. Thanks for not macing me.”
“Don’t think I won’t. What are you doing here? I don’t
want to talk to the police.”
“I’m not a police officer at the moment. I’m suspended.”
He grabbed her gently by the arm. She tried to pull away,
“Let go of me!”
“Roman Caladur is alive, and you know where he is,” Cal
whispered.
He hooked a finger in the bandanna on her neck and
pulled it down. There, right where he expected to see them,
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were two healing fang marks.
“Let go of me!” she yelled.
She brought up her right hand to mace him, but he
grabbed her wrist and the spray shot harmlessly onto the side
of her Land Rover.
“Take me to him,” Cal said, holding her wrists.
She smiled grimly, “You don’t want that.”
“I do.”
***
Claire Sebastian lived in an old, three-story brick house
on high ground near the riverfront, in an otherwise rundown
part of town. At the door she punched in a security code and
deactivated her alarm system.
“Last chance to back out,” she said.
“Take me to him.”
“He’s in the library. Upstairs.”
In the half-light, he followed her up a beautiful oak
staircase. The woodwork was intricate craftsmanship from
an earlier time.
His hand brushed the grip of his gun. It was hidden by
his sport coat. Could Caladur read minds? Would he be able
to tell what Cal was thinking? Did Cal himself even know
what he was thinking? What would happen to Gretchen if
he didn’t make it home? He banished his daughter from his
mind. The last person he wanted Caladur thinking about was
Gretchen.
The library featured floor-to-ceiling wooden bookcases
with glass shelves. A heavy library table occupied the center
of the room. The only light came from a brass lamp on the
table, its shade made of faceted pieces of stained glass.
Roman Caladur sat at the table. He smiled knowingly as
he rose to his feet. He was clad in a perfectly-fitted dark suit
with a white shirt and red silk tie.
“So, you have come.”
“I’m surprised you’re willing to see me.”
“I know what you want.” Caladur nodded at Claire
Sebastian. “Will you excuse us, my dear?”
“Yes, master.”
“And Claire?”
“Yes?”
“No matter what you hear, don’t come into this room
unless I call for you.”
She left the room, closing the door behind her.
“A lovely woman, don’t you think?” Caladur said, his
eyes studying Cal’s face.
“Very,” Cal said.
“Would you like to make love to her?”
“That’s not why I’m here.”
“I know. Have a seat.”
Cal and his host sat at the library table, directly across
from each other. Caladur’s flesh was as pale as the belly of a
fish.
“You want immortality, I take it?”
“Yes.”
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“What is it worth to you?”
“I don’t have much money.”
“I don’t mean financially. Are you willing to forfeit your
soul?”
“Maybe.”
Caladur eyed him shrewdly, “You have possibilities. It
would be a great help to me to have a police officer, shall we
say, indebted to me.”
“I have cancer.”
“Yes. I can smell it in you.”
Caladur’s nostrils flared. Cal felt a chill.
“Do you understand the price I pay to stay alive?”
Caladur asked.
“No.”
“I must take a human life on the average of once a week.
If I feed every seven days, I am comfortable. If I let it go into
a second week, my hunger grows less and less manageable.
I become reckless, more likely to kill with inadequate
preparation or precautions.”
“Can’t you just drink blood from a blood bank or
something?”
“Unless I take it directly from the donor, it has no more
nourishment for me than water. It is the person’s life force
that feeds me and keeps me alive, not the blood. The blood is
exquisitely splendid, an aphrodisiac, actually; but the death
of my victim is absolutely necessary for my existence.”
“Why are you telling me this?”
“So you will know whether you are willing to pay the
price.”
“What about Ms. Sebastian? Is she paying the price? Is
she a…”
“A vampire? No. She is my servant and my caretaker. She
was not willing to trade the lives of others for her own. She
is indebted to me and I to her. She helps manage my affairs.”
“What’s in it for her?”
He smiled, showing the tips of sharp teeth.
“Financial security. Companionship. Sex. Forgive my
immodesty, but the pleasure a human feels when having sex
with a vampire is indescribable.”
“How old are you?”
Caladur steepled his hands and bowed his head. “I was
born on April 21, 1755 in a place that is now part of Russia.”
“You are more than two-hundred-fifty-years-old?”
“I look rather good for my age, do I not?”
“So you’ve killed a human being every single week for
two hundred fifty years?”
“Give or take.”
“That’s fifty-two weeks per year times two hundred fifty?
That’s thirteen thousand people!”
“Sounds like a lot when you put it that way. Aren’t I
terrible!”
Caladur leaned forward, his eyes bright.
“That’s what you must decide. Is your immortality
worth the lives of dozens, hundreds or even thousands of
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other human beings? Being a vampire is ultimately about
selfishness. Are you sufficiently selfish, Cal Stoverkink?”
“Isn’t there a halfway point? Couldn’t you just give me
a little bite that would cure my cancer? Your bite apparently
has tremendous healing potential.”
“If you were to become a caretaker for me, like Claire,
the fluids we exchanged during intimacy would destroy the
cancer cells within you. My caretakers often live well into
their nineties, disease-free.”
“I’d have to have sex with you?”
“Is that so horrible a proposition?”
“I’m not gay.”
“Nor was I, before my death.”
“Why me?”
“It is difficult to get away with murder even once, much
less once a week, but I have perfected the art. I do my hunting
hundreds of miles from home. I often disguise my victims
as single-car traffic accidents. Drunks leaving bars are easy
prey. Many elderly who die in nursing homes or hospitals are
my handiwork. Death investigations of sick octogenarians
are perfunctory at best. Missing children, drowning victims,
suicides, the homeless and the poor, a large number of these
deaths are my sustenance. Think of the human species as a
pack of elk, and I the pursing wolf. I merely cull the pack, so
to speak, removing the weakest of the species.”
He smiled broadly. His teeth were extraordinarily white
and disturbingly beautiful.
“It would be helpful to have a police officer’s assistance.
Things are so much more difficult these days. You could
point out to me the drug dealers, the child molesters and the
thieves. If I am culling the pack, I might as well weed out the
worst.”
His eyes gleamed.
“You could also be useful in the cover-up phase and in
helping me find alternate identities. I have several already,
but I can always use more. Caladur, for example, is not my
real name. It is an alias that amuses me. Did you figure it out,
Detective?”
“Figure what out?”
“Caladur is a reassembling of the letters from the name
Dracula.” He smiled. His fangs were showing now, like those
of a rattlesnake, but thicker. “One more attempt to entertain
myself as I glide through eternity.”
“What are you offering?”
“Start out as my servant, with a vampire option in your
future, if you choose it. In return, your cancer is cured.
Immortality comes only if you exercise your option.”
Cal put a hand to his brow. His head hurt. He felt
vibrations inside his skull. Caladur was working mind games
on him. He knew it. The offer sounded attractive. Eternal life,
in exchange for the lives of petty criminals and thugs. But
was his life so important in the long run?
“Your thoughts?”
“I was wondering if silver bullets really work.”
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Cal drew his gun, but the vampire was faster. With
inhuman speed, Caladur flew across the table. He knocked
Cal’s gun away as his body hit Cal’s chest and slammed the
chair over backwards. They hit the floor hard, with Caladur
on top.
“Foolish, foolish man,” Caladur hissed. “You could have
been my partner. Now you are merely lunch.”
Powerful fingers gripped Cal’s hair and yanked his head
back. He felt a burning in his neck as the fangs sank in. A
feeling of helplessness engulfed him, and his anger and fright
began giving way to peacefulness and resignation.
Gretchen! What would she do without him?
Fighting to keep his mind alert, Cal contorted his left leg
in an effort to reach the gun in his ankle holster. Weakness
swept down his limbs. Sleep beckoned. But he forced himself
to stretch his leg. Something popped painfully in his knee.
The pain helped him focus. His fingers sought out the handle
of the revolver and grasped it. He pulled it up the side of his
body, careful not to let the feeding vampire feel it.
Holding it level with the vampire’s chest, he pulled the
trigger. Once, twice, three times.
Caladur’s mouth tore from Cal’s neck. He screamed in
pain and rage and rolled off Cal. They rose to their knees,
facing each other. Smoke poured from the wounds in
Caladur’s chest.
Cal raised his gun again as the vampire glared at him. He
fired, this time shooting Roman Caladur between the eyes.
Caladur fell on his back, smoke billowing from the head
wound.
Groaning in pain and fear, Cal crawled to Caladur’s side.
He pressed the gun to the vampire’s chest directly above the
heart and fired the final silver bullet. Caladur’s body jerked,
but his eyes remained open.
Cal tore at his right pants leg. The sharp oak stake was
still fastened to his leg with masking tape. He wrenched it
loose, thrust the sharp end of the stake into the bullet hole
in the vampire’s chest and used the butt of the gun to slam
it deep into Caladur’s chest. He hit it over and over, until the
stake was embedded in the vampire’s heart.
Caladur’s eyes widened in terror. His pupils were vertical
slits, like those of a snake. His head arched back, his mouth
open, fangs fully extended. Cal could see the tiny holes in
their tips.
In a matter of seconds, the image of what he was seeing
began faltering, like a picture shifting out of focus. The
vampire’s face turned to hard marble before crumbling into
dust. Cal found himself clutching the lapels of an empty
Armani suit now filled with soft, white dust as fine as
powdered sugar. He sank back on his heels. Maybe it was
his imagination, but he thought he was feeling a renewed life
force surging through his body, attacking the cancer cells. He
felt invigorated and full of energy. But perhaps it was just an
adrenaline high from killing his first vampire. 
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Black Snow

Featured Artist

Andreea Bianca
Grigore

Believes Ordinary is too Limited

A

ndreea, born in Romania, developed an early interest in art. She drew and
painted, and then later switching to photography. In late 2005, Andreea
discovered Photoshop, the tool which combined photography and drawing, and opened
a new door for her as a self-taught artist.
Andreea kept improving her skills, trying almost every kind of art, from fantasy to
conceptual, and from surreal to dark and different media types like 3D, digital painting,
etc. She decided to stick with fantasy and dark side, finding it easier to express her
feelings with fantasy elements. She does not like realistic photomanipulation, especially
because she sees art as a gate to another world…an imaginary one. That’s the very
reason why her name on DeviantArt has the word “Imaginary” in it. Ordinary has
limits, imaginary doesn’t.
She also enjoys working and putting together different elements to help portray the
image she has in her head that she can then showcase to the world.
Andreea joined DeviantArt, the largest art community in 2005. It was the place in
which she grew and developed as an artist, thanks to the feedback of everyone there. She
got to meet and later work with different artists that she admires and learned different
things from.
She decided to step up and start using art to help less talented people portray their
own imaginary worlds, and have something of their own. Something they can escape
to; something imaginary, they can relate to, when ordinary gets too limited.
Andreea has a lot of talent and we are so honored that we got to share not only her work, but a little bit of her through
our interview. We hope you enjoy our December 2012 artist of the month, Andreea Bianca Grigore.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Your interest in art started when
you were very young. Do you remember what made you realize
it’s what you had to do?
Andreea Bianca Grigore (A.B.G.): I’ve been coloring the walls of
my house since I was little, and I used to draw my favorite cartoon
characters everywhere.
My grandmother was the one who pushed me from behind and
always told me to never give up on my dreams. So when I first
discovered Photoshop and its unlimited ways of expressing my
feelings and thoughts, I knew it was what I wanted to do for
the rest of my life. It was the perfect tool to connect both of my
passions: composition and painting—the perfect canvas for my
imagination.
S. MAG.: Tell us something about Romania that we might not
know.
A.B.G.: Romania is a beautiful country, despite the character
we’re most well known for, Dracula. We have rolling hills, majestic
mountains and valleys, framed by a romantic seaside. It’s a mix
of old-world tradition and modern society. Romanians are warm,
inviting people, unlike our Hollywood portrayal as blood-thirsty
creatures of the night. Although I have been known to sleep during
the day and work through the night!
S. MAG.: What is your definition of art? What makes something
one can call “art?”
A.B.G.: Art is something that will always have a part of the artist
in it. It’s a connection of souls, beyond the words, shapes, colors,
that triggers something inside of you. We all know art these days
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Black Widow

“Art is something that

Frozen Tears

will always have a part
of the artist in it.”

has taken many forms, from graffiti to culinary art. No matter
what form of art we are talking about, as long as the artist adds a
part of him in the work, it will live forever. Both: the creation and
the artist. That is what I call art.
S. MAG.: Who is your favorite artist and why?
A.B.G.: I have many many favorite artists. I grew following artists
like Lara Jade, Natalie Shau, Nina Y (Lady Dementia), Ana Cruz,
Diane Özdamar or Ana Fagarazzi. I tried to learn something from
each, because these were the artists that stood out of the crowd and
I had to figure out the reason why did they so. I grew up with their
arts and I have seen them develop
—but in a parallel way I have
seen myself develop and grow
into “me,” ImaginaryRosse—the
artists that I am today.
I love all the artists mentioned
above because they are different,
unique, original and have their
own trademark. Which I'd like
to achieve myself; not to be just
another artist, but be someone
others will look up to.
S. MAG.: If you could give one
solid piece of advice to any
inspiring artist, what would it be
and why?
A.B.G.: Never give up. I know it
sounds cliché, but I believe it’s the
key. Follow your dreams in the
face of adversity and self-doubt.
Be proud of your gift, and share
what you’ve learned with others.
The best feeling in the world is being able to see the rain clouds disappear, the gray skies turn to blue, and the sun shine down on
your accomplishments. Use that warmth to get you through the next storm in your path. Never give up, and the universe won’t
give up on you.

Butterfl.Eye

Cold Wind Blows

S. MAG.: Have you ever done a piece you just cannot separate yourself from? Maybe even a piece you cannot sell because it
means too much?
A.B.G: Yes, there’s two works very close to my soul...for now.
The first one was created last year, after my grandmother passed away, “Forever.” It’s the work that doesn’t need any other words.
The second one is “Butterfl.Eye,” and the reason why it means so much to me, is because it’s the first time I am using myself as a
model. And I’ve hidden many of my personal preferences in that work. The one that can easily be revealed is my strong love for
butterflies. The rest, is up to my audience to discover.
S. MAG.: What are your long-term aspirations as far as your art goes? Gallery opening? Museum viewing?
A.B.G.: Well, I’d really like to be part of an exhibition. Not necessarily a gallery opening. I’ve had this dream ever since I started
doing digital art. I would also like to publish a book. Probably a collection of tutorials and some of the most popular works
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of mine explained, is something I’d like to see
happening in the near future actually.

Forever

Long-term aspirations could be holding
a few workshops about Photoshop and
photomanipulations, doing book covers and
works to help other less-talented people portray
their own stories.
S. MAG.: You enjoy using different elements to
portray what you see in your mind. Have you
ever had a difficult or even impossible time
trying to find those elements to make your
vision come through? If so, how did you come
to finally make your piece?
A.B.G.: Yes, many, many times. The hardest part
in portraying your vision, is finding the right
stock. And I am sure many digital artists will
agree.
I found myself so many times in the position of
having to alter my idea because I just couldn’t find the right stock. It’s frustrating and sometimes makes me sad, but as an artist
I have to shape my ideas on the stocks I have and get creative with anything.
S. MAG.: Have you ever received feedback on a piece that at first you felt was too rough, but then realized it was what you
needed to hear therefore making you better?
A.B.G.: Yes, and it actually happened.
When I first started doing photomanipulations, I had difficult times in working with the lights and shadows. I was improving my
work in other manners, but lacking at this point. So, after many criticisms, I started to learn and improve my light and shadow
techniques. Today I am asked by so many people about how I do my lights and shadows.

Pride

It felt harsh back then, but I am thankful to every single person that criticized
me. Because I developed a personal style that today is admired by so many
people.
S. MAG.: Where do you see your work in ten years?

Insomnia

A.B.G: On book covers, walls, in
art galleries, magazines…anywhere
people feel the need to have it.
Suspense Magazine was honored
to have had this opportunity to
learn a little more about Andreea
and her work. If you want to learn
more, check out these two pages
and enjoy: http://imaginaryrosse.
deviantart.com/gallery/
and
http://imaginaryrosse.eu/index.php/
biography. 
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“A plunge into New Orleans/Cajun culture.
High society to Zydeco icehouse bars, Lyons covers the gamut.
A Series worth following.” ~SUSPENSE MAGAZINE

“This is an auspicious beginning for a mystery series
featuring one of the most agreeably easy going heroes on this side of the Atlantic.”
~KIRKUS REVIEWS
“A novel with almost clairvoyant timing, a fascinating plot and complex characters.”
~NYT Bestselling Author, Graham Brown

FREE Personalized Digital Book Cover - www.DavidLyonsAuthor.com
I want to thank readers for giving my character Jock Boucher, Cajun renegade
federal judge, such an enthusiastic welcome to the world of thriller fiction.
Jock’s next adventure will be coming soon.
David Lyons

Inside the Pages

The Anatomist's Wife
By Anna Lee Huber

Anna Lee Huber’s
new
mystery,
“The
Anatomist’s Wife,” steps
back in time to the 1830s
and introduces us to a
remarkable character.
Lady Kiera Darby
has retreated to her
brother-in-law’s castle in Scotland
after her husband’s death and the
subsequent scandal that engulfed her.
Her husband, a doctor, was working
on an anatomy textbook—years before
“Gray’s Anatomy” was published—but
he had no skill as an illustrator. Instead,
he married Kiera, a talented portrait
artist of some repute, and forced her to
do his illustrations for him. The thought
of a woman attending dissections, let
alone recording them, was scandalous,
and soon gossipmongers had Kiera
prowling London streets, inviting men
home with her to be murdered and
used as her husband’s subjects.
During a weekend party at the
castle, one of the ladies present is
found dead in the maze on the grounds.
Several of the guests immediately
suspect Kiera, because of her history.
Her brother-in-law, Lord Cromarty,
sends for the authorities to investigate
the crime, but it will be four days before
they can arrive. Rather than do nothing
until then, Lord Cromarty asks one of
the guests—Sebastian Gage—to look
into the matter because he has some
experience as an inquiry agent. Because
of her knowledge of anatomy, Cromarty
asks Kiera to assist Gage.
Gage is a well-known rakehell
whose manner Kiera finds insufferable.
But soon they’re caught up in the
investigation, where Kiera’s knowledge
leads to a gruesome discovery. It is clear
that behind the guests’ façade of culture
and civility there lurks a monster. To
protect her sister’s family and to prove
her innocence, Kiera is determined
to expose the killer, even at the risk of
losing her own life.
Huber recreates the pre-Victorian
world with careful attention to detail,
while keeping the story moving briskly.
Those who love historical mysteries
will be delighted with this book, and
will be waiting anxiously for the next
installment in this new series.
Reviewed by David Ingram for Suspense
Magazine 
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Invisible

By Carla Buckley

It’s unfortunate that to some people, children are invisible and while that
statement does echo one of the plots in this book, it is not the ‘invisible’ subject
Buckley refers to. The invisibility of other things can be fatal, as Buckley shows us.
A powerful tale of the loss of a sister, a loved one who protagonist Dana Carlson
deemed too upsetting to go home to see for many years. Their secret must be kept at
all costs. And it is costly. Then Dana gets a call that her sister Julie is sick. She rushes
home, but it is too late.
Cloaked as invisible, the enemy is a danger to anyone residing in Black Bear. Dana decides
to stay on after the funeral, despite Frank and Peyton’s—Julie’s husband and daughter—wishes.
Dana makes as many enemies as she had friends in that town years ago by asking questions and
threatening the livelihood of many. While battling these obstacles, Dana must figure out what
caused her sister’s illness before it claims another life.
A compelling story that will have you cheering Dana on, while at the same time trying to
overcome your dislike of a woman who ran away from something as precious as life itself.
I definitely recommend this great read.
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina, author of “One Major Mistake” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense Magazine 

Bleeding Through

By Sandra Parshall
A teenager’s body is found in Mason County, Virginia and Deputy Sheriff Tom
Bridger is called in on the case. To his dismay, he discovers that it is a local teen that
has been missing for the last month. Unfortunately, a group of teens are cleaning up
the trash along the highway and are the ones who discover the body. One of the girls
screams, realizing it’s her missing sister.
In the meantime, Rachel Goddard, a local veterinarian and special friend of
Tom’s, has a surprise visit from her sister, Michelle, who insists she is being stalked. Tom has to split
his time between the death of the local teen and Michelle’s stalker. Then to her horror, Michelle
discovers her stalker has followed her to Mason County, and Rachel, too, begins receiving messages
from the stalker. He seems to have penetrated every file and every building where they are.
As Tom and Rachel race to track the stalker, and to find the killer, they put themselves into
extreme danger. Can they stop the stalker before he kills? How can they stop the creepy “gifts” he
keeps leaving for Michelle and Rachel?
Sandra Parshall is a native Southerner and this is the fifth book in her Agatha award-winning
series. I enjoyed this book very much and Parshall has kept the suspense so tense, I couldn’t put
it down. I look forward to the next book in the enjoyable series. Kudos to Sandra Parshall for a
compelling yarn!
Reviewed by Holly Price author of “At Death’s Door” (released soon) for Suspense Magazine 

Killer Librarian

By Mary Lou Kirwin
Minnesota librarian and devoted anglophile Karen Nash, is finally headed to London—
the destination of her dreams—with her mid-life boyfriend, Dave. But her dream trip becomes
a nightmare before she even finishes packing her suitcase when Dave dumps her via a surprise
phone call the day they are scheduled to leave. Karen is stunned by the rejection, but decides to go
to London anyway. At the airport, she gets another nasty surprise when she sees Dave nuzzling a
young sweetie half his age who’s become his…ahem…new traveling companion.
Arriving in London, Karen checks into a B & B run by charming bibliophile Caldwell
Perkins. Perkins takes a shine to her, and invites her to spend the evening with him at a local pub,
where Karen—under the influence of too much English beer and not enough sleep—shares her
heartbreak with a complete stranger named Guy. She confesses that, if she had her way, she’d kill
Dave for causing her such heartache.
The next morning, Karen realizes what she’s done, and also remembers that Guy told her he’d,
‘take care of it for her.’
Karen assumes the worst and tries to find and warn Dave and his new sweetie, and find out
who the mysterious Guy is and call him off.
“Killer Librarian” is a charming debut for Mary Lou Kirwin. I don’t know if this is the first of a
series, but I hope this author has more books coming…and soon.
Reviewed by Susan Santangelo, author of “Marriage Can Be Murder” for Suspense Magazine 
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The 7th Woman
By Frederique Molay

Nico Sirsky is the head of La Crim’, Paris’ criminal investigation division. He is called directly from
a doctor visit to the scene of a brutal murder. The woman murdered hasn’t just been killed but tortured
and mutilated. He and his team take on the task and are determined to solve the case. The investigators
are shaken when they find it is a serial killer with a terrible agenda.
While the investigation continues, Nico has to deal with his personal life as well. This includes
his son who would rather be with him than his ex-wife, a doctor that intrigues him and interrupts his
thoughts more than she should, and family who worries about him. He takes it all in and still has to
keep his focus on his job—stopping a killer.
With little or no clues to go on, Nico and his team are in a race against time to solve the murders
before the killer strikes again. Scrambling to put an end to these horrific deaths, Nico can’t afford to
overlook anything.
Suspense through and through! Twists and turns with tension in each page, you will not be able
to put this book down.
Reviewed by Ashley Dawn, author of “Shadows of Pain” for Suspense Magazine 

The Bone Bed

By Patricia Cornwell
Kay Scarpetta has been entertaining and mystifying us for many, many years and she
celebrates her twentieth novel with not one, not two, but three intriguing cases. Along
with her FBI husband, an eccentric investigator, and a niece with a talent for computer
hacking, Scarpetta matches wits with a twisted killer. If she’s not careful, Kay may find
herself the next target.
A dinosaur bone hunter in Canada disappears and soon after, Cambridge forensic
pathologist Kay Scarpetta receives an enigmatic video file, teasing her and raising the question of the
hunter’s demise. But Kay is also called upon to testify in a case of a wealthy man whose wife disappeared
months before. However, between the time she receives the video and her court appearance, she is
called to Boston harbor and the bay to take charge of recovering a body found floating just under the
surface of the water.
How do these three cases relate…or do they? Is a serial killer at work or are these cases the work
of three people? Kay has to wade through the evidence and the betrayal from one her own staff, all the
while not wishing to deal with relationship problems with her husband and coworkers.
Cornwell delivers up another high intensity mystery. She does such an excellent job of combining
forensics with her ongoing personal problems that Kay never seems to completely solve. Whether it’s
dealing with Marino or Lucy—familiar friends throughout the years for Cornwell fans—you know
what you’re going to get when you pick up one Kay’s latest mysteries. After twenty, she’s still going
strong.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine 

Big Maria

By Johnny Shaw
The point of fiction is to use one’s imagination—not only the author but the reader is required
to imagine situations. So we would ask our current peruser to imagine the following: pretend the late
Donald Westlake sketched out his wildest, craziest, funniest Dortmunder novel, and then instead of
writing it himself, asked gonzo journalist Hunter S. Thompson to actually write it. You would then
have “Big Maria,” one of the funniest, wildest, comic-caper adventures we have stumbled across in a
long time.
We start, as we must, with a disparate group of losers—three main ones, and a handful of assorted
peripherals. We love and feel sorry for these poor shlubs. Shaw has created three Joe Btfsplks (look
it up!) who think they are getting their big and only break, in an otherwise rained-upon life, and
who go through all kinds of comic hell in order to—uh, uh, no spoilers here. This is a wonderfully
plotted and always eagerly enthusiastic adventure as our three non-heroes try to discover a lost gold
mine. But there’s more than that—there’s pathos, good will, laugh-out-loudities, and a thoroughly
entertaining, don’t-want-it-to-end roller-coaster ride as our three shlubs shlubbily go about trying to
make themselves (and the world) a better place.
On the cooking competition show CHOPPED, even when a chef prepares a perfect dish, the
judges are compelled to find something to complain about. So here we go: yes, it’s 2012, we think, and in
a post-Sopranos and ex-Deadwood world, people spout obscenities the way they spout carbon dioxide.
Your reviewer was not bothered by the frequent blueness of the language, but fans who never got past
Agatha Christie might be put off by the very frequent scatological references and good old four-letter
words. Still, they are all introduced well within the context of the plot; because, to be honest, we would
say the same things under the same circumstances!
In short, “Big Maria” is a delightful, cheerful way to spend a couple of hours, rooting for these
three poor lovable schmucks as they try to achieve the impossible. Do they? We don’t remember—
read the book.
Reviewed by Elliott Capon, author of “Prince of Horror” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine 
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Manna From Hades
By Carola Dunn

When thinking
about the perfect
English mystery, this
is the one to imagine.
Set in Cornwall, this
is the first in a new
‘cozy’ series titled
Cornish
Mysteries
that will have readers
hooked from the start. It also helps
that this new series comes from
the same amazing author of the
beloved Daisy Dalrymple Mysteries.
Eleanor Trewynn is a recent
widow who comes home to Port
Mabyn. By her husband’s side,
Eleanor traveled extensively and
worked overseas for many years.
But when she is left alone, she
wants nothing more than to see
her cozy village once again. Soon
Eleanor allows a secondhand
charity shop to be opened on the
bottom floor of her home that she
will help run. But this busy retiree
gets far more excitement than she
bargains for when she and her dog
find a dead body in her store room.
Thinking the person is a tramp,
she calls Detective Inspector
Scumble to investigate. Eleanor’s
niece, Megan Pencarrow, is also
on the case, having been recently
promoted to the rank of Detective
Sergeant at the local station.
Much like Jessica Fletcher,
Eleanor gets involved, much to the
dismay of the Detective Inspector
who’s not happy with her ways. To
top it all off, some donated jewelry
they thought was paste turns out to
be very expensive pieces that were
stolen in a London robbery. Are
the cases related? Well…it’s fun
finding out.
The characters in this story
are extremely witty and very
memorable, and the author
certainly paints a perfect picture of
an English village that many would
want to live in. Agatha Christie
may have been the master at these
English whodunits, but this is one
author who has certainly shown
readers repeatedly that she is a
definite contender for the prize.
With the very strong characters
of Eleanor and Megan—and their
‘take no prisoners’ attitude—
it will be extremely fun to see
what happens next in the Cornish
Mystery series!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “Tallent & Lowery - 13”
published by Suspense Publishing,
an imprint of Suspense Magazine
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Died with
a Bow
By Grace Carroll

Rita
Jewel
is a successful
stylist and sales
professional,
who works in one of the
most stylish boutiques in San
Francisco, Dolce’s. Life is good,
if expensive. Then Dolce, her
boss, hires a new sales girl who
is young, aggressive, pushy, and
entitled. Before Rita can turn
around, the new girl, Vienna,
has convinced Dolce to put
Rita back in the stock room,
while she makes all the sales. As
Rita steams, Dolce announces
that she has tickets to a charity
bachelor auction and all three
of them are going to attend.
Rita and Dolce wear
something simple and elegant,
while Vienna chooses a
dramatic black dress with hot
pink satin accents, with a large
pink bow on the back. Vienna
makes a splash at the charity
event, and Rita goes home
depressed. Early the next day,
when she enters the shop,
she stumbles over Vienna’s
body. Rita’s fingerprints are
everywhere and it is known
that she resented Vienna taking
over the shop and her usual
duties. How can she convince
the police that she was nowhere
near the shop when Vienna was
killed?
In order to save herself,
Rita begins investigating on
her own, and soon, she realizes
that she is in a maelstrom of
emotional reactions from
those with whom Vienna had
relationships. Rita works hard
to clear herself, and finds that
she might just be the next
victim!
Grace Carroll has written a
clever and entertaining mystery
with a lovable protagonist and
there are fun tips for those
who are well dressed, or those
who wish to be. This is the
second book in the Accessories
Mysteries, and I look forward
to reading the others! Cheers
to Grace Carroll for a cute and
clever read!
Reviewed by Holly Price
author of “At Death’s Door”
(released soon) for Suspense
Magazine 
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Luther: The Calling

By Neil Cross
DCI John Luther is a tough cop. Sure, it takes toughness and courage and grit to be as
successful as Detective Chief Inspector Luther is in solving London’s murders, but could
he possibly be…too tough? Could his solve rate be a result of tactics that don’t bear close
scrutiny?
These questions dog at Luther’s heels as a gruesome murder suddenly changes to a
search for an infant stolen in a horrific manner. All of London is searching for the baby that
may or may not be alive when the killer calls into a local radio show and blames the police for everything
that is about to go wrong.
The ensuing tragedies weigh heavy on Luther. He pushes himself to his limits, working even longer
and more punishing hours. This strains his relationship with his wife of twenty years to what might be
the breaking point. “We made all these promises to each other,” she tells him. “So how come none of it
happened?”
Meanwhile, the killer is still at large and still calling the radio show, only now he’s tipped over into
threats that terrify and sicken, even hardened police officers. Luther believes the threats are real and knows
that soon, in an effort to save an eleven-year-old girl, he’ll be rushing across lines that no one else dares to
come near.
The brutality in “The Calling” is frequent, shocking, and stunningly real. Author Neil Cross’ choice
to write in the present tense (“The morning is damp and chilly; he feels it in his knees”) gives a pounding
sense of urgency to a clock that’s already ticking fast. A prequel to the BBC TV series, “The Calling” is a fast
ride from start to finish, taut with tension and blistering-hot with intensity.
Reviewed by Laura Alden, author of “Foul Play at the PTA” for Suspense Magazine 

The Hiding Place

By David Bell
Twenty-five years ago, Janet Manning’s four-year-old brother disappeared. His body was
found some weeks later in the woods not far from the family home. Now, all these years later,
a mysterious man has appeared on Janet’s doorstep in the night, claiming to know the truth
about her brother’s death. The man disappears and Janet tries to put it out of her mind, but
her teenage daughter has overheard the conversation and begins an investigation of her own.
The memories of that day in the past, when Janet’s family was forever changed, begin to
emerge little by little. Janet had been only seven-years-old at the time, but still blamed herself because she
was charged with watching her little brother that day. But as time goes on, she learns that she was not the
only family member who has lived with guilt and secrets for twenty-five years.
I found the title of the book to be particularly appropriate in that it can refer to the way family members
often hide the truth from one another, as well as the location where a little boy was buried. The story is
about a terrible crime, and also about the “crimes” that human beings can commit against the people they
are closest to.
David Bell does a masterful job of crafting a crime story, with the guilty and innocent existing next to
each other, whether they realize it or not. He has also created a tense drama of emotions and relationships.
It is a riveting book with surprising but believable twists on every page.
Reviewed by Kathleen Heady, author of “Lydia’s Story” for Suspense Magazine 

Collared

By L.A. Kornetsky

Subtitled A Gin and Tonic Mystery, this Seattle mystery marks the debut of an unlikely
pair. Gin is Ginny Mallard, a personal concierge. Tonic is Teddy Tonica, a bartender who
could be much more, Ginny thinks. Their initial connection is through the Tuesday Trivia
games at Mary’s, the bar where Tonica works. The two are on rival teams (tied for second
place at the moment) and, as fierce competitors, don’t think they like each other much.
Ginny is approached at the bar where Tonica can overhear the transaction, by a man
who wants to hire her for something outside her area of expertise. He wants her to locate his missing
uncle, Joseph Jacobs, and gives her a hard and fast deadline. She knows she should turn him down, but he’s
offering a lot of money. And he’s a member of one of the trivia teams.
When Ginny becomes desperate (she should never have taken this job—she’s not a P.I.), Tonica steps
in to help her out. She excels at research, but he has the people skills she lacks.
Two other characters deserve a mention: Mistress Penny-Drops, a small gray tabby cat that considers
Tonica her human, although he doesn’t consider himself her owner. She roams in and out of the bar at will
and keeps track of things. She’s best friends with Georgie, Ginny’s adorable Shar-Pei. Georgie is usually
tethered somewhere, unable to get out like Penny can, but the two of them keep tabs on their humans and
assist where needed.
The sexual tension builds amid witty banter as the job turns out to be not at all what they thought.
They’re in way over their heads, but events transpire to keep them on the trail of information as the missing
person case threatens to turn deadly.
Reviewed by Kaye George, author of “Broke” for Suspense Magazine 
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The Wrath of Angels
By John Connolly

When readers and reviewers use the word ‘memorable,’ it is never a surprise when they are speaking
about a John Connolly thriller. This is the eleventh tale featuring Charlie Parker, and it takes the reader
on a path they truly won’t believe, offering diehard evil from the first to the last page.
The journey begins with the impending death of Harlan Vetters, a man who has spent his life living
in the isolation of Northern Maine where he raised his family and led a happy life. On his deathbed,
Harlan tells his children about a hunting trip that he once went on with a friend, where they discovered
an airplane that crashed. There wasn’t any sign of human habitation at the time, but they found
$200,000 in the downed plane, along with an odd list of ‘public figures’ who were not very well liked.
Neither man ever told anyone about the find, but Harlan wants his daughter, Marielle, to meet
Private Investigator Charlie Parker in Portland and tell him about what he once discovered.
Charlie enters and finds himself very interested, as he has been told that the man who murdered his
wife and son in the past also looked for this particular plane. The man’s name had been Brightwell…
and he was a serial killer. Soon Charlie learns about another list that Brightwell was privy to that had
his very own name on it; a list of people who ‘belonged to the devil.’
Truly convincing characters are discovered, including an avenger, a collector, and a beautiful
young woman, who are all a part of blending the occult with the normal everyday lives of the people in
this out-of-the-way locale. There is good evidence that someone or something survived the plane crash
that was never talked about before, and that entity is just waiting to see what the next move needs to
be. Could it be the Devil himself?
Connolly has once again delivered an all-out thrill ride!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine 

Damage Control

By John Gilstrap
A very short first chapter to light the fuse, then Blam! It’s a blast right into the action
in the latest thriller by one who knows thrillers. “Damage Control” takes you full-force
right away and doesn’t let go until the very last page. This one has enough full-bore action
to take your breath away and barely giving you time to inhale.
A bus full of missionaries in Mexico is hijacked. Enter Jonathan Grave and his
security solutions team to coordinate the ransom and release of the hostages. However,
everything goes bad and Jonathan and his buddy Boxer are left to make it to the border
with a seventeen-year-old boy in tow. The entire hostage situation was an attempt to kill Grave and
Boxers. Now they’re fighting for their lives and up against betrayal and corruption that include a power
hungry CIA agent, a drug dealer, and even to a well known minister of a mega-church. However, the
trio isn’t without resources and know-how. It’s a wild and bullet-ridden race to the finish line.
This book doesn’t hold back. Blood, torture, and violence are depicted. The action is pretty well
nonstop throughout. Gilstrap knows his technology and weaponry. There is enough focus on the
characters to keep the story from dropping into a complete shoot ‘em up. I kept looking forward to
the next chapter to see how the bad guys were going to try to outwit Grave and his team, and Grave’s
countermeasures. “Damage Control” will blow you away.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine 

Switch Bitch

By Roald Dahl
“Expect the Unexpected.” This is certainly a phrase that fits when speaking about the writer who
created unique children’s tales. But Dahl’s far more adult side also brought tales of confusion as well as
seduction wrapped in a creepy factor that many readers could never forget. With this small book, four
tales are offered by Dahl that deal with everything from Uncle Oswald (a famous character) to a pair of
stories that delve into the very dark side of pleasure.
The book begins and ends with Uncle Oswald, when a man receives his Uncle’s belongings after he
has faded into that goodnight. Uncle Oswald was rich beyond compare, but at his death the only thing
he was able to pass on to his nephew was a stack of books that showed various journeys in his life. The
first story offers up a tale of what can happen when you are lost in the desert with a broken fan belt on
your fancy car, and are offered help and a place to stay by a man with a castle, a daughter, a wife, and a
secret that may just have Uncle Oswald carry away with him far more than just a new friendship. And
the book ends with Uncle Oswald stumbling across an aromatic invention that will be all the rage when
it opens up the animal instincts that lie in the depths of someone’s soul.
In between Uncle Oswald, like bread inside of the meat (because the Oswald stories are more
interesting), are two tales that delve into a ‘switching’ game between neighbors which have interesting
consequences, and a tale of a woman who is lost in darkness and heartbreak.
Now, for anyone who knows Dahl’s work, they will know that these stories encompass the
‘hedonistic,’ showing that pleasure is the only emotion that’s important in life. And let’s just say that
this master of the art form who died in 1990 made “Fifty Shades of Grey” look like a children’s book.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine 
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Placebo

By Steven James

From the author
who brought readers
“The Bowers Files,”
this new series
literally runs the
spectrum of genres. In fact, the
recipe for this one will be to take the
darkness of Poe and the creativity
of The Matrix, mix in science, and
add a dash of faith/religion. Seeing
as this particular series is referred
to as the ‘Jevin Banks Experience,’
that’s exactly what readers should
expect—an experience.
Jevin Banks is an illusionist
who gives shows across the
country. Readers first meet up with
Jevin as he’s standing with the local
authorities on the edge of Heron
Bay in New Jersey. It seems that his
wife, Rachel, has just driven their
car—with their twin sons inside—
into the Bay. Fast forward a year
later…
Jevin has given up his
illusionist shows and is now using
his skills to uncover fake psychics
and those ‘friendly’ televangelists,
and then exposing them as fakes on
his television show. While utilizing
his gifts, Jevin and his helpers—
Charlene and Xavier—end up
looking into a large pharmaceutical
company and their research into
communications and therapies that
would actually extend lives. The trio
soon runs up against a conspiracy
that will pit big drug companies
against the government. While
looking into these charlatans, Jevin
is still haunted by his past: he’s
still endlessly trying to figure out
why his family suffered and if he
was actually responsible for their
deaths.
Although many mystery/
fiction books are full of gruesome
scenes (i.e., Stephen King), there
are those who are able to make
the reader better understand
the plotlines and goals of the
character, which then allow the
reader to endure the really ‘bad
stuff ’ and keep reading. This is one
book that’s filled with scientific
research that will ‘wow’ some,
while puzzling others. The plot is
interesting, and even though the
characters sometimes look directly
into the face of evil, I wouldn’t
recommend backing away.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “Tallent & Lowery - 13”
published by Suspense Publishing,
an imprint of Suspense Magazine
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A Deadly Grind
By Victoria Hamilton

A mystery couldn’t be
better than this. Victoria
Hamilton grabs the reader’s
attention at the first page and
takes them on a harrowing
who-dun-it to rival Miss
Marple. Filled with humor and
dangerous strangers, “A Deadly
Grind” is a cozy book that is a
great way to end an evening
after a long day at work. I
definitely recommend the read.
Recently jilted, Jaymie
Leighton spends the last six
months licking her wounds.
Trying to work through the pain
of heartbreak, she spends her
time writing a cookbook with
the discovered recipes from a
bygone era. Also an aficionado
for vintage cooking utensils,
Pyrex in particular, Jaymie
attends as many auctions as
she can, which quite frankly,
depends on how much money
she has in her bank account.
After falling in love with a
Hoosier cabinet, Jaymie battles
with other bidders finally
winning her prize, landing her
smack dab in the middle of a
murderous situation.
Finding a murdered man
beside her coveted Hoosier
cabinet on the busiest tourist
weekend of the year, has the
local police searching for the
killer from a growing list of
suspects. With more bodies
piling up and an attempt on
Jaymie’s life, the race is on to
find out what the killer wants
from the Hoosier cabinet
before another body is found.
The first book in the
Vintage Kitchen Mystery Series,
“A Deadly Grind” is purely
entertaining. Victoria Hamilton
has created a protagonist you
can’t help but love, with her
quirks and the all-out wacky
situations she finds herself
in. With a slightly damaged
dog, a cat with attitude, and
sinister characters to round out
her storyline, Hamilton adds
another feather to her cap.
Bottom line, “A Deadly
Grind” is a solid five star read
lovers of the mystery will
thoroughly enjoy.
Reviewed by Jodi Ann Hanson,
(chaptersandchats.com)
for
Suspense Magazine 
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The Operative

By Andrew Britton
Americans thought the events on September 11, 2011 were the worst things they’d ever
experienced. Britton’s latest thriller proves them wrong. To make it worse, those responsible
aren’t foreign fanatics—they’re homegrown. This one keeps you biting your nails on the
edge of your seat and will take you to the brink of destruction…and beyond.
Government agents, Reed Bishop and Jessica Muloni are in Canada to oversee the
transfer of a foreign assassin. Unbeknownst to them, the transfer goes sideways and the
prisoner is kidnapped to be used for nefarious purposes. Back in Baltimore, the Convention Center is host
to a gala featuring several important guests. Attending are Bishop and his ten-year-old daughter as well as
psychotherapist Allison Dearborn and foreign intelligence officer Ryan Kealey.
As guests enjoy food and drinks, disaster strikes, killing scores. The explosion and subsequent murders
are only the prelude to a bigger scheme. Soon Bishop finds himself partnered with Kealey tracking down
an assassin in New York. They soon discover they are being played and the game is bigger than anyone ever
imagined.
I enjoyed the technology and complexities involved in this novel. Britton doles out the plan in bits and
pieces and you don’t understand the full scope of it until you’re well hooked.
This novel hardly stops to allow anyone to catch his breath. “The Operative” is a fast-moving, thrilla-minute story with all too scary possibilities. It’s high impact with high stakes and Britton delivers them
with a heavy punch.
Reviewed by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine 

Whispers Under Ground

By Ben Aaronovitch
Sherlock Holmes is the first image that comes to mind when this great novel begins, when a dead body
is discovered at the end of the Baker Street tube station. But even without the great Holmes and his ‘doctor’
sidekick, this story is one that will not soon be forgotten.
The victim is an American exchange student, James Gallagher. And being that he’s the son of a U.S.
Senator, American FBI agents head in. However, it soon turns out that for the boy’s family to actually get
the answers they so desperately seek, a far more unique investigator must take on the case.
Peter Grant is a London Constable and also a Sorcerer’s apprentice. His superior is Inspector
Nightingale, the last registered wizard in all of England. Peter and his boss have already worked on a very
cool case involving a rogue magician called, “The Faceless Man,” and it soon becomes Peter’s job to look
into the most haunted subway system in the world. Not to be outdone, the FBI provides their own agent:
a young woman who gets on the wrong side of Peter almost immediately. A born-again Christian, she is
most definitely not into magic.
This is a great mystery full of fun and can be read as a ‘stand alone’ novel. However, once it’s been
enjoyed, readers will most definitely want the first two books in this series titled, “Midnight Riot” and
“Moon Over Soho”—the world of magic literally takes over the mind. Characters, setting, plot—where
all things are present and accounted for by the author, and anyone loving the paranormal will enjoy the
combination of thrills, chills, and meeting up with a group that only deals with the ‘other side.’ A really
great story for all readers to enjoy!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine 

Life, Death, Prizes

By Stephen May
“Life, Death, Prizes” went to the bottom of my ‘to read’ list—not really my cup of tea. It’s a great gig
reviewing books, but the downside is that many times you receive books that are just not to your taste. The
books that rock my world involve thrills, spills, psychopaths, and if you have a spare monster or ghost, I
will take those as well.
Now the upside of being a book reviewer—besides the lovely, free unreleased books—is the same
as the downside. And, sometimes, I am pleasantly surprised. On occasions, I am absolutely blown away.
So, where does “Life, Death, Prizes” fall? If my voice sounds like an echo it’s because I’ve been blown
away to Kansas by this book. It proves a book—well-written—no matter what, is a good book.
Billy is a nineteen-year-old dealing with the emotions of, well, being a nineteen-year-old, and all the
associated grottiness and self-consciousness. His mother has died pointlessly in a recent bungled street
robbery leaving him to parent his little brother Oscar. There are plenty of pedestrian books on kids whose
mothers have died, but author Stephen May has voiced Billy with uncommon clarity.
The two brothers’ home lives become a blend of unscheduled lives, unsuitable film watching, and
uneaten healthy food stacked in the freezer whilst they dine on takeaway. When well-meaning relatives,
teachers, and Government bodies question Billy’s ability to care for his little brother, he must add “fighting
the establishment” to his list of duties.
There is the smouldering mystery of the missing killer’s life, as Billy’s paranoia of his whereabouts
grows, and we are offered a glimpse into what makes a criminal. Events are not neat or expected and an
extraordinary ending will literally take your breath away.
Whilst the tag for the book claims it is funny, bittersweet, unforgettable; a story of grief, resilience, and
brotherly love, that is not the whole story. It is probably the most intriguing book I’ve read in a long time.
Put it at the very top of your ‘to read’ list.
Reviewed by Susan May http://anadventureinreading.blogspot.com.au/ for Suspense Magazine 
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The Facility
By Simon Lelic

Every once in a great while a book comes along that is both subtle and direct with
its message. In the great novels that play this dangerous balancing act, the reader is left
wondering not so much ‘what it all means’ but rather ‘what does it all mean for who I am?’
In “The Facility,” you’ll be left angry, heartbroken, and asking yourself just how far you
would be willing to go for life and country.
To say it is set in a ‘dystopian future’ separates the reader from the truth. It is set
in England in what could easily be viewed as a possible tomorrow, or perhaps a later this afternoon.
Terrorism has given rise to new sweeping laws to protect the citizens and those laws are abused almost
right away.
The story begins with Arthur Priestley, a dentist who has been rounded up for what appears to be
his hidden sexual identity. Fans of stories like “V for Vendetta” may glaze over here, thinking ‘heard this
before.’ That’s a fair assumption to make at the start of the book, but not one to keep.
Soon we meet Henry Graves, supervisor of the titular facility where Arthur is transported and
where our third protagonist, investigative journalist Tom Clarke, focuses his attention. The three men
are on a collision course that none of them understand because, like the reader, it seems that no one has
the whole picture of the situation.
There is no villain per se, no great evil to focus your anger on in the story. There are certainly
characters that do horrible things, but each person’s motivations are cloudy and thanks to the inclusive
writing of Lelic, almost understandable.
What is most upsetting, and what will keep the reader awake after finishing, is that while one
would like to think of the story as being impossible in any democratized country like the United
Kingdom, the way Lelic progresses the events is so believable that by the end one will feel like they’ve
read tomorrow’s newspaper a day early.
Then, after finishing, they’ll be left with one question: How far, is too far?
Reviewed by Lukas Holmes for Suspense Magazine 

Pago Pago Tango

By John Enright
This mystery is set in American Samoa, partly in Pago Pago, the capital, and partly
on other parts of the island, including Tafuna Plain. This last place, a dense rain forest
shunned by the natives, is where most of the Americans (called palangi) working in the
South Pacific paradise live on bulldozed, flattened land in Western-style houses.
Detective Sergeant Apelu Soifua straddles the two worlds of the natives and the
Westerners adroitly maintaining the law by standing somewhere between the cultures in morals and
methods. He’s worked in San Francisco for several years, but has now returned to his homeland.
A few disconnected threads get the reader started: a theft of a VCR machine and some videotapes
from a Western house, Apelu’s problems with his family life (sons and wife), a death in a national park
which is discovered by Apelu, and a prisoner who is not supposed to be out of prison. Gordon Trurich,
executive at SeaKing Tuna, doesn’t seem as concerned about the tapes stolen from his house as his
vague, drunken wife does. But Apelu smells a rat. He’s also concerned for their teenaged daughter.
I loved this vicarious trip to another culture. The funeral customs of Pago Pago figure into the
picture, as do Apelu’s buddies who work on recreating native sailing vessels, and a local fence who
Apelu knows quite well.
Reviewed by Kaye George, author of “Broke” for Suspense Magazine 

No Sale

By Patrick Conrad

“There’s no business like show business.” The same holds true for the murder
business. In his award winning novel, Conrad brings the dark emotion of jealousy and
the love of movies to light. A serial killer is on the loose and a man is driven to the brink
of insanity. “No Sale” is a made for Hollywood must read.
Film buff professor Victor Cox sees similarities to movies in almost every situation.
Living in Antwerp, he has collected memorabilia from nearly every time period in Hollywood’s history.
His obsession is about to get the better of him. Cox’s alcoholic wife is killed and he is the prime suspect.
However, there is no concrete evidence and the police have their third unsolved murder in three years.
Time passes and Cox falls for a student who resembles actress Louise Brooks. As the months go by,
they develop a relationship…or do they? A fourth and fifth woman are murdered and Cox’s dream girl
disappears. Later, he sees the connection between the murders and the pictures he so loves. However,
he also begins to lose focus on his mental faculties and wonders if he is the killer everybody is seeking.
From Hitchcock to Fatty Arbuckle, from Chaplin to Eastwood, this book covers the spectrum
of moviedom. Every chapter, nearly every scene, is referenced to something from Hollywood. I enjoy
books that urge me to do a little research into actual people or events and this one was no exception.
Having the book set in Belgium added an interesting flavor to the plot as well as the slightly surreal
characters. Conrad’s “No Sale” gets added to my collection.
Review by Stephen L. Brayton, author of “Beta” for Suspense Magazine 
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Hot Rocks
By Randy Rawls

Elizabeth Angeline Bowman
is a private investigator originally
from Dallas who came to South
Florida to open her business.
Newly single, she decided that the
Lone Star State wasn’t big enough
for both her and her ex, so the
sunny beaches beckoned.
Doing well in Florida
collecting
evidence
against
cheating husbands, Beth takes on
a new job tailing a man who her
client—the wife, Mrs. Garcia—
says is cheating on her. As it turns
out, cheating is not what this guy
is up to.
Beth follows Hector Garcia
to a motel where she hears a
particularly nasty fight going on
through the door. Entering to help,
Beth is blindsided, and when she
wakes up, she’s hugging the floor
with the corpse of the ‘cheating
Hector’ lying beside her. Beth calls
the police, but they all but accuse
her of the murder. This is not a
surprise, seeing as Hector was shot
with Beth’s gun they find sitting on
the floor.
Beth calls her lawyer and soon
discovers the evidence Garcia’s
wife had given her—a photograph
and proof that she met the woman
who her husband was cheating
with—is gone from Beth’s purse,
and the dead man is not Hector
Garcia.
This whole thing turns out to
be a set-up, but Beth is trapped. As
motive is unveiled regarding ‘Hot
Rocks,’ (jewels that were hijacked
from a crime boss named “Mr.
T”) a can of worms is opened that
Beth must find a way to figure out.
Adding in a neurologist, Dr. David
Rasmussen, who is smitten with
Beth, and some homeless folks
who want to help, this mystery
soon becomes infused with
romance and excitement!
Readers will be reminded
of the older Robert B. Parker
detective novels where the P.I.s
were wise beyond their years,
dressed like ‘dandy’s, and were
good with their fists when reading
this novel. Why? Because the
author has done a fine job of
putting the fun and humor back
into the very cool mystery genre!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “Tallent & Lowery - 13”
published by Suspense Publishing,
an imprint of Suspense Magazine
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Uncommon
Assassins

Edited by Weldon Burge

In this creepy anthology,
readers will find all kinds of
murder and mayhem delivered at
the hands of paid assassins. Not
just any assassins, mind you; the
authors who have contributed
to this book have wrapped their
stories around everything from
hit men to vigilantes to some
truly violent executioners. In
other words, the title doesn’t lie.
These are the most unusual and
uncommon killers readers will
most likely ever see.
The locations are odd, the
plots are unusual and, in essence,
every suspense/horror subgenre is covered. From political
to historical to supernatural and
science fiction, every type of
‘strange’ incident is captured.
All total, there are twentythree tales of murder in this
anthology. And although the
general theme weaving through
each story challenges the reader,
some of the tales may be a bit ‘way’
over the top for most readers.
One of the most memorable
is a story called Everybody Wins.
This was certainly an eye-opener,
and readers will find it hard to
believe at times that anybody
wins. And in “Fat Larry’s Night
with the Alligators,” some readers
will actually begin to feel sorry
for the gators in that they had to
spend any time at all in Fat Larry‘s
company.
Challenging stories, each and
every one, there are a great deal of
twists and turns in this book that’s
filled with very twisted characters.
Some stories have been likened to
Stephen King, and although Mr.
King is the ‘Master of Horror’
and has written some really
bloody scenes over the years,
they were stories that went on
to take their place in the history
of ‘great literature.’ Although
there are a few golden nuggets
in this particular anthology that
will meet the needs of millions
of readers who love horror tales,
there are many who will definitely
not see this to be anywhere near
the brilliance of King.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor,
author of “Tallent & Lowery
- 13” published by Suspense
Publishing, an imprint of Suspense
Magazine 
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Powdered in Peril

By Jessica Beck
The Donut Shop Mysteries are back, and not only do readers receive a great ‘whodunit’
but they’re also gifted with some seriously delicious donut recipes.
Suzanne Hart is the owner of Donut Hearts located in April Springs, North Carolina.
Suzanne has a best friend named Grace. Unfortunately, she has never been fond of Grace’s
boyfriend, Peter Morgan. He just reminds her way too much of her own charming,
cheating ex-husband. So when Grace shows up at Suzanne’s house one night in tears,
Suzanne learns that she was ‘spot on’ in her instincts. Apparently, Peter made the ridiculous mistake of
losing his cell phone in Grace’s couch when he came over for a visit. When it rang unexpectedly and the
caller was another woman, Grace basically threw him out of her house and her life.
What most people in town know is that Peter left and went to a bar in order to drown his sorrows,
but when he gets really obnoxious and the bar owner kicks him out, he decides to vandalize Donut
Hearts to get even. When Suzanne shows up the next morning and finds yellow paint all over her front
window, she calls the Chief of Police and is informed that Peter is dead. He was beaten to death just a
few blocks from the shop.
Immediately Suzanne and Grace are suspects, but the Chief knows them too well. He rules them
out, but he also warns them not to stick their noses into his case. This, of course, is like throwing a
steak at a hungry lion and expecting him to ignore it. There are many suspects to look into, including
Peter’s brother, business partner, landlady, and several women found on his cell phone records. Which
means…the hunt is on!
Some characters arrive who have appeared in previous books by this author, but this is definitely a
‘stand alone’ mystery. Another great read for cozy mystery lovers with ‘to-die-for’ recipes!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine 

The First Prophet

By Kay Hooper
This book is the first novel in The Bishop Files series. It is an extension of the Bishop/
SCU series and Hooper once again regales readers with another well-written tale.
Noah Bishop begins and ends the book. The link between the opening and the
conclusion is a harrowing chase involving those wishing to either kill or capture psychics
and those who wish to stop the ‘other side’ from doing so. Psychic Sarah Gallagher and
novelist Tucker Mackenzie are slammed smack dab into the middle of it all.
Sarah and Tucker run from city to city not knowing where they’re going, only that
they need to. What’s more, they don’t know who they can trust, even other psychics. And there’s one
place Sarah psychically understands they must culminate their journey, if they don’t end up dead. Sarah
pushes herself to the limits and finds out more about herself in a week than she knew in a lifetime. Things
she didn’t even know she could do must be done if they are to stay alive. When she realizes just how
strong she is, she still has to accept her new way of living.
An excellent book I absolutely recommend. Even if you’ve never picked up a Hooper tale before,
you’ll understand everything that happens within these pages.
Reviewed by Starr Gardinier Reina, author of “One Major Mistake” published by Suspense Publishing,
an imprint of Suspense Magazine 

Sonora Crossing

By Darrell James
This is a fascinating mystery featuring one of suspense fans’ beloved characters, Del
Shannon. Del is a very clever investigator with Desert Sands Covert in Tucson, AZ, which
is a company that specializes in finding and recovering missing persons.
After the death of Del’s former lover—police officer, Ed Jeski—Del is a little doubtful
about taking on a missing persons case. But whether she likes it or not, there is one such
case on the horizon.
A Mexican drug lord who’s making deals across the border, Santos De La Cal, believes his niece,
Aurea, is a prophet who can tell the future even though she is only six-years-old. Santos is sure that she
can help him find safe passage for his cartel from Mexico. So he kidnaps Aurea and takes her back to his
compound in Mexico to use her powers to help him.
In the meantime, Randall Willingham, Del’s boss, is concerned about his employee who is still
depressed by the murder of her former lover, and wants to keep her out of harm’s way. But when Aurea’s
relatives come to the agency and beg Del to recover their niece, neither she nor Randall understand why
they want her services in particular until…they see Aurea’s work.
Aurea has collected newspaper pictures of Del and her late boyfriend, and when Del sees the pictures,
she wants to take the case. She’s desperate to find answers to his murder, so she goes into Mexico and
lands in enemy territory. She enlists the help of Francisco Estrada, the leader of the resistance, and his
band of followers. Unfortunately, the captain of the Federal Police is a pawn of Santos, so Del will need
all the help she can get to recover the child.
This is a truly exciting plot which makes for a great read. Del is a very strong and competent
main character that lovers of suspense, western, and mystery books will absolutely enjoy!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine 
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Target Lancer

By Max Allan Collins
For anyone interested in political or historical thrillers, this is the book for you! This
newest Max Allan Collins’ thriller revolves around the JFK assassination, and is a very
fascinating read. Especially considering the fact that it involves Nathan Heller, owner of the
A-1 Detective Agency of Chicago, who has come up through the ranks of favorite characters
with a swiftness that surprised many avid mystery readers.
This tale opens in Chicago, where Heller is asked by the Chicago branch of the secret
service to help with security during President Kennedy’s visit to the city. It is during the fall of 1963, when
Kennedy’s entourage has just started to organize his re-election campaign by having him visit several large
cities, including Tampa, Chicago, and Dallas. With only a year remaining in Kennedy’s first term, they
believe it’s time to start barnstorming again.
Heller agrees to help the S.S. and is sent to see a Chicago detective who has encountered an exmarine; a man who definitely seems to be a threat to the President. Through their meeting, Heller and his
partner—secret service agent Eben Boldt—find out about a hit squad consisting of two Americans and
two Cuban refugees who were seen casing the route the President’s motorcade would travel.
Using his puzzle-solving powers, Heller realizes that this is a military operation covering up a plan
to assassinate the President. And as the conspiracy unwinds, Mafia figures and corrupt agents of the
government try—and eventually succeed—at eliminating Lancer, the President’s secret code name.
As the story progresses, plans are uncovered that were made in other cities using identical hit squads
that led up to November 22, 1963…a day that no American will ever forget.
This book is a must read. Not only because the story is thrilling and exciting but because the in-depth
research done by Mr. Collins is absolutely amazing. This is a great novel written by a master storyteller!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine 

The Cleaner

By Paul Cleave
Cleave has become my new favorite author. I love the rough-hewn characters and in-your-face style
he presents his readers with. I have devoured all his novels featuring Detective Theodore Tate and so was
a little disappointed that “The Cleaner” is a stand-alone novel not featuring Tate. The disappointment
lasted all of three chapters and by page forty six, I was so overcome by the pure evil of Joe the killer, the
Christchurch Carver, I was tempted to look at the last page to be sure he is finally caught. Luckily I didn’t
and found myself spending the whole day entranced in this enthralling story.
Originally released in Cleave’s native New Zealand in 2006, “The Cleaner” was just released in the
States. Having orchestrated himself into the police department as simple and slow Joe the janitor, he is
able to watch closely over the hunt for what the media have christened The Christchurch Carver. He
knows the cops are nowhere close to discovering that he is responsible for the six bodies lying on a slab
in the morgue. It is when a seventh is added, a copycat killing, that Joe wanders off course, becoming
determined to discover who the killer is.
Between dealing with a busybody of a mother, the infringement of the interest from Sally—a fellow
employee at the department who is determined to watch out for Joe as he reminds her of the retarded
brother she lost—and a mystery lady who is besotted with police officers, Joe is finally undone by one of
the women in his life who accidently stumbles over a simple clue and rats him out. If only he stayed the
course and not forgotten he was just simple Joe, he would have become a classic cold case file destined to
never be solved, but best laid plans are often overturned by someone else’s interference.
Another gritty storyline exposing the dark city life of Christchurch ensuring all the cities inhabitants
stay locked behind closed doors at night, or like me, be kept up all night reading Paul Cleave.
Reviewed by Mark Sadler, author of “Blood on his Hands” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine 

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

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

“ONCE HE STRETCHED
OUT HIS HAND AND
EUROPE TREMBLED.”
A U-boat Captain is ordered
to transport Hitler to a secret
military base in Norway
during the closing days of
World War II. While on this
mission, he discovers that
there is more to Germany’s
“Supreme Warlord” than
“S
meets the eye. To his horror,
the Captain discovers the
ird Reich’s darkest secret:

HITLER WAS A
VAMPIRE!

WWW.DONALDALLENKIRCH.COM

The Dark Hour

By Robin Burcell
The action never stops in this thriller by Robin Burcell. CIA agent Zach Griffin escapes across the rooftops of Amsterdam’s
red light district, and special FBI agent Sydney Fitzpatrick narrowly escapes death when a vital witness is murdered. But with
her skill as a forensic artist, Fitzpatrick has created a sketch that proves to be more important than she realized when the
woman in the sketch proves to be someone who supposedly died two years previously, and the wife of Zach Griffin.
Then a U.S. Senator is murdered as he is about to give a public speech. A mentally deranged suspect is soon arrested, but
he conveniently commits suicide while in custody. Somehow the Senator’s murder is connected to a deadly virus that could kill
thousands, and agents risk their lives to infiltrate a remote Network compound in the Brazilian jungle. Agents Fitzpatrick and Griffin both
work against time to find the virus before it can be used.
“The Dark Hour” contains a dizzying cast of characters that somehow manage to connect in a satisfying and unexpected conclusion.
The characters are renegades and extreme risk-takers, but in the world of espionage, what else would they be? Along the way, the agents even
have time to think of romance, which, not surprisingly, never seems to work out.
Agents from the FBI, CIA, MI6, and ATLAS (a U.S. intelligence agency that works clandestinely outside and inside the country) all
fight against the evil of “the Network.” And with the layers of intelligence agencies involved, as well as double agents and suspected double
agents, it is often difficult to identify the bad guys, until they are dead.
“The Dark Hour” is a wonderful, breath-taking novel of escape. No one could do what agents Fitzpatrick and Griffin do, or could they?
This book was highly entertaining and takes the reader into the world of “maybe it could happen.”
Reviewed by Kathleen Heady, author of “Lydia's Story” for Suspense Magazine 
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Tag Man
By Archer Mayor

The twenty-second book
in the Joe Gunther series is yet
another riveting tale that takes
place in Brattleboro, Vermont
featuring the head of the Vermont
Bureau of Investigation.
Vermont is seen by most to
be a lovely state where not much
happens beyond herds of leafpeepers arriving in the fall and
hordes of skiers in the winter.
But this story will change all that.
There is a criminal by the name of
“Tag Man” who visits homes in the
night. Although he doesn’t steal or
create any havoc, he does eat a little
bit of food to let the owners know
he was there. Also, he leaves a postit note in a prominent place that
reads simply, “TAG!”
At this point, Brattleboro’s
wealthy community is suffering
right along with everyone else in
the rough economy, and the “Tag
Man” is the last thing they need.
While stealing a piece of cake
or gnawing on a bit of caviar on
a cracker and leaving his calling
cards behind may only seem like
innocent fun, when the “Tag Man”
stumbles across proof of a violent
crime he flees, and someone far
more sinister soon takes out a
contract to have the mystery man
killed.
Enter Joe Gunther and his very
familiar VBI team: Willie Kunkle,
Sammie Martens, and Lester
Spinney, joined by Brattleboro
Police Detective Ron Klesczewski.
Very quickly they must find a way
to identify the “Tag Man,” and then
go about protecting him against
the angry forces that are creeping
up behind.
As with all the Joe Gunther
books, this is a unique and
thrilling tale. With Gunther still
on the downside, dealing with a
harsh period in his life, the depth
of emotion in this particular
story makes for a very good read.
Not to mention the fact that the
‘criminal’ is extremely likeable and
memorable, one that readers will
find themselves rooting for. This
may be the twenty-second book,
but this series and character are
still going strong.
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author
of “Tallent & Lowery - 13”
published by Suspense publishing,
an imprint of Suspense Magazine
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The Sauvignon Secret

By Ellen Crosby
This is the sixth tale in the intriguing, Wine Country Mystery series, and readers will
have an absolute ball with it!
Fans will find Lucie Montgomery, wine grower, hip-deep in yet another murder
investigation, and this time the victim is a wine merchant who Lucie was not fond of,
Paul Noble. It’s when Lucie goes to visit him to talk about getting a better price for her
wine, that she finds Paul hanging from a rafter in his barn. Under the body sits a bottle
of Lucie’s very own sauvignon. At first, it’s thought to be a suicide by the authorities, but not for long.
While having dinner at the home of Charles—a friend—a conversation begins regarding an
investigation into Charles’ past which includes Cold War research on humans. How does this affect the
wine merchant’s death? Well, it seems that a small group known as the Mandrake Society, of which Paul
was a member, is dying off one by one. And Charles asks Lucie to see if she can find out if the former
owner of Rose Hill Vineyard was once a Mandrake member now using an alias.
Lucie, who’s going to California anyway to visit Rose Hill, reluctantly agrees to check up on the
owner. But Quinn Santori—her sometime lover—is also there, and treats her to a romantic whirlwind
tour of the area while they join forces to investigate a very interesting situation. Soon, it comes to light
that Paul’s death was not the only mysterious one connected to this strange society, but it just may hold
the key to a cover-up, a murder, and a determined killer.
Anyone interested in the city of San Francisco and the wine country will absolutely love the
descriptions and the history of winemaking in this novel. Readers will also love the romantic
entanglement and the titillating mystery as they sit back, open up a bottle of wine, and enjoy this very
fun story!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine 

The Stolen Chalice

By Kitty Pilgrim
Archaeologist John Sinclair and his partner, oceanographer Cordelia Stapleton have flown to
New York for the Metropolitan Museum of Art’s gala. The event has attracted a wide variety of people
including some very unsavory characters. The night is nearly ruined when a terrorist attack is thwarted
by gala security.
While the theft at the event is stopped, there are several other art thefts throughout the city. One of
the pieces stolen is the Sardonyx Cup, which is legend to have powers. John Sinclair is to retrieve it and
he sets off to figure out exactly what is going on. Over Cordelia’s objections, John asks an Egyptologist
and ex-girlfriend, Holly Graham to help in the search.
Along the way, John and Cordelia’s relationship is tested. They find out the thefts are more than
they realized and they have to figure it all out before disaster strikes.
A unique and thrilling world tour through the art world that keeps you intrigued from start to
finish.
Reviewed by Ashley Dawn, author of “Shadows of Pain” published by Suspense Publishing, an imprint
of Suspense Magazine 

The Neighbors

By Ania Ahlborn
Andrew Morrison and Mickey Fitch were boyhood pals in the small town of
Creekside, Kansas, but it’s been many years since they last saw each other. In fact, it was
the day that Mickey’s father ‘went away’ that the boys said their goodbyes. During this
time, Andrew’s father left and Andrew was faced with taking care of his alcoholic mother.
He gave up much of his life to do so, but the moment he decides he’s had enough, he
crosses paths with Mickey again.
Mickey offers him a room in his house on Magnolia Lane until he can get things straightened out.
Taking him up on his offer, Drew heads to Mickey’s and sees that it’s a catastrophic wreck. Offering
to fix the place up during the short time he’s there, Drew soon notices that Mickey is nothing like he
was when they were kids, all he ever does is sit and watch TV. The one thing that makes Drew envious
however, is the house that sits right next door. In this ‘Norman Rockwell’ paradise live two extremely
happy people—Red and Harlow Ward.
Now Drew knows that he won’t be staying with Mickey that long because he wants nothing more
than to leave Creekside and never return. But the Wards make him feel loved. They are very friendly
and seem to take an immediate liking to Drew. Of course, what Drew doesn’t know is that behind the
Ward’s sweet, kind smiles lurks more danger and ‘creepiness’ than he ever imagined. And in the end,
Drew may not only be stuck in Creekside…he may just die there.
There is so much to tell about this novel, but no review should unveil the ‘things that go bump
in the night.’ Let’s just say this is a great horror thriller, and is one novel that’s tailor-made for readers
who get completely excited about the creepy-crawly ‘Stephen King-y’ world. And…just between us…
if you’re still afraid of ‘Nightmare on Elm Street’ after all these years, wait till you get a load of the evil
on Magnolia Lane!
Reviewed by Amy Lignor, author of “Tallent & Lowery - 13” published by Suspense Publishing, an
imprint of Suspense Magazine 
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For readers of our magazine, December is always a very special issue. For those who haven’t
read the magazine, shame on you! Let me explain why December is very special. This is the time of the year that we
announce our “Best of the Year” book awards and this year we have done something even more special.
Before I let the cat out of the bag—it’s a figure of speech PETA—I have to thank a very special person for giving us a
very special idea. While in Anaheim, CA at the RWA convention we met up with our friend author Allison Leotta, author
of “Law of Attraction” and “Discretion” www.allisonleotta.com. She mentioned to us that we needed to give our awards
something a little extra and brought up the idea of a seal. It was then that the wheels were set in motion. We always thought
of naming the award, but didn’t really give any thought to creating a seal for the winners. Well, if you haven’t guessed it
by now, let’s get that cat out of the bag: we have a seal for all the winners to use as they wish on their site, books, bumper
stickers, tattoos, etc. We have also come up with a name for the Best Book of the Year: the “Crimson Scribe” award. There
is only one winner of the “Crimson Scribe” award and that winner is on page…wait! I’m not telling everything to you right
here.
We had a great selection of books to choose from because there is some really great writing going on today, unlike this
letter. Like last year we asked all the winners a few quick questions, and most of the authors were able to get back to us.
Some of you might already know a few of the winners since we told them not to hold back, and spread the happy news to
all their fans.
We have split up the genres into twelve different categories with the winners announced in each category in no
particular order. We would also like to thank John Gilstrap for carrying the torch through 2011 with his Best Book of
the Year in “Threat Warning.” For one more final thank you—and then you can get on with the magazine—I would like
to thank the entire staff of the magazine for putting in another amazing year. They work so hard putting together the
magazine each and every month for you the fans that this year for Christmas I will let them have the day off, but no half
day off on Christmas Eve, I can’t go crazy! But all kidding aside, the staff at Suspense Magazine is the best team in the
world and none of this would be possible without them. It is time for me to exit stage left and raise the curtain so you can
jump into the December 2012 issue with the year’s “Best Of ” lurking just around the corner. Enjoy, and we will see you all
next month in Suspense Magazine and next year and on Suspense Radio, www.blogtalkradio.com/suspensemagazine. The
waiting is over...I happily present the “Best Of ” 2012 list.
John Raab
CEO/Publisher
Suspense Magazine 
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“The Witness” by Nora Roberts (Penguin

Group USA: April 2012): Daughter of a controlling
mother, Elizabeth finally let loose one night,
drinking at a nightclub and allowing a strange
man’s seductive Russian accent lure her to a house
on Lake Shore Drive. The events that followed
changed her life forever.

“Dead Case in Deadwood” by Ann Charles
(Corvallis Press: March 2012): “Nothing good ever happens
at the butt-crack of dawn. No doubt, the headless corpse on
the autopsy table in front of me would agree.”-Violet Parker

Real estate agent, Violet “Spooky” Parker stumbles upon a
body-part theft ring at the local funeral parlor and suspects
her caustic coworker has a hand in it-or maybe a foot. Can
Twelve years later, the woman known as Abigail Lowery lives Violet discover what's in the crates the crooks are sneaking
on the outskirts of a small town in the Ozarks. A freelance out of the mortuary in the dark of night? Or will she end up
programmer, she designs sophisticated security systems— in one of them herself...in pieces?
and supplements her own security with a fierce dog and an
assortment of firearms. She keeps to herself, saying little, Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Out of the characters you
revealing nothing. But Abigail’s reserve only intrigues police write, who is most like you?
chief Brooks Gleason. Her logical mind, her secretive nature,
and her unromantic viewpoints leave him fascinated but Ann Charles (A.C.): It would have to be a tie between Violet
frustrated. He suspects that Abigail needs protection from Parker, the heroine in my Deadwood series, and Claire
something—and that her elaborate defenses hide a story that Morgan, the heroine in my Jackrabbit series. Both share a
liking for some of my favorite foods and my favorite books
must be revealed.
and movies. All three of us use humor to make it through life’s
“Darker After Midnight” by Lara Adrian struggles, battle with a love for junk food, and refuse to give
(Random House Publishing Group: January 2012): up even when life is kicking us in the teeth.
In the dark of night, a blood war escalates within
the hidden world of the Breed. After existing in S. MAG.: Remembering back, is there one book that is still
secret for many long centuries, maintaining a stuck in your head that you just can’t let go of?
fragile peace with the humans who walk beside
them unaware, a single act of retaliation has put the A.C.: I have this story I’ve wanted to write since 2005 that
entire vampire nation at risk of discovery. It falls is a blend of horror, mystery, humor, and romance. It’s fully
to the Order—a cadre of Breed warriors pledged plotted, and I even have the first page written. I’ve held off
to protect their own and humankind alike—to stop Dragos, writing the rest of it for all of these years because not only
the power-mad vampire at the center of the conflict, before his have I been crazy-busy building my Deadwood and Jackrabbit
series, but also because I write late at night and I think telling
push for domination can explode into catastrophe.
the story is going to turn me into a huge chicken. One of these
At the center of the Order's quest is Sterling Chase, once a days, I’m going to turn on all of the lights in my house for four
morally rigid enforcer of Breed law, now a warrior fallen from months straight and get the first book in the series written.
grace, whose biggest battle is the one he wages against his own Then it’s my editor’s turn to be scared of the dark (insert evil
savage nature. With addiction beckoning him toward eternal laughter here).
darkness, Chase's path to redemption has never seemed more
out of reach--until he finds himself drawn to a beautiful young S. MAG.: If you had a choice, what writer would you most
woman who may be something much more than she seems like to have dinner with
...
(dead or alive)? And what
is the one question you
“Death in the Floating City” by
would like them to answer
Tasha Alexander (St. Martin's Press: October
regarding their life and/or
2012): Years ago, Emily’s childhood nemesis,
career?
Emma Callum, scandalized polite society when
she eloped to Venice with an Italian count. But now
A.C.: I’d like to share a meal
her father-in-law lies murdered, and her husband
with Stephen King, during
has vanished. There’s no one Emma can turn to
which I’d beg him to write
for help but Emily, who leaves at once with her
husband, the dashing Colin Hargreaves, for Venice. There, her another book similar in
investigations take her from opulent palazzi to slums, libraries, genre to “Desperation,”
and bordellos. Emily soon realizes that to solve the present day which is one of my
crime, she must first unravel a centuries old puzzle. But the favorite scary books
past does not give up its secrets easily, especially when these (along with “Salem’s
revelations might threaten the interests of some very powerful Lot”). When it comes
down to it, I’m a fan
people.
always on the lookout
A message from Tasha: “…this is fantastic news!!! Thank you!!! for another great story
What an honor!!!” 
to read. 
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“Bonfire of The Vanities” by Carolyn Haines (St. Martin’s Press: June 2012): Despite

the wishes of her overprotective fiancé, Sarah Booth Delaney can’t give up her detective work, no
matter how dangerous it becomes. It’s too much a part of her. On this case, avoiding danger might
be impossible—she’s on the trail of a porn-star-turned-psychic operating from a haunted estate
on the edge of town. Medium Sherry Cameron promises to reunite grieving family members with
their dearly departed, but it seems vaguely suspicious that Sherry will only accept emotionally
vulnerable and tremendously wealthy clients. Aging billionaire Marjorie Littlefield fits the profile
perfectly—her daughter died in a tragic accident as a young girl, she’s been estranged from her
son for decades, and she’s planning to leave her considerable inheritance to her cat.
Convinced she’s uncovered a scheme to separate a lonely woman from her fortune, Sarah
Booth talks her way onto the estate as a maid, where she finds Marjorie and several
other wealthy eccentrics ready to commune with the dead. Between chores, Sarah Booth
explores the estate, mingles with the other staff…and finds a few dead bodies. But which
guest or staff member might be the killer? Even Jitty, Sarah Booth’s personal haint, won’t
tell until Sarah Booth has uncovered all of Sherry’s well-kept secrets.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Do you have a novel (your own) you would like to see
made into a movie? Who would you like to see play your protagonist?

Carolyn Haines (C.H.): I have two, actually: “Touched,” which is a Southern gothic mystery,
was optioned by a British film company, Dog Star, “back in the day,” but the movie was never
made. This is a story set in a repressive Mississippi town in 1926 and deals with the struggle Johanna
McVay confronts to be independent when women were legally viewed as little more than chattel.
There’s a murder, and a mystery, and long-awaited revenge. I’d like Lena Headey to play Johanna McVay.
Photo Credit: John
Adams Adams Imaging

“Penumbra” is set in 1952 Mississippi. It’s a crime novel about the consequences of loving the wrong person. As the title suggests,
the book deals with racial issues, shades of morality, how one bad decision dominoes into tragedy. I’d love to see Halle Berry play
Jade Dupree. Pulling out all stops, George Clooney as Frank.
S. MAG.: Who’s your favorite author?
C.H.: I have a lot of favorite authors. If I have to pick one, it’s James Lee Burke. His writing is powerful and evocative and
passionate. I think it’s his passion that attracts me. Dave Robicheaux is a flawed man, yet his desire to do well is so believable.
Add the atmosphere of South Louisiana and Burke’s incredible writing style, and I can’t wait each summer for his next book. He
is a master storyteller.
S. MAG.: Do you have a memorable fan experience you can share?
C.H.: Three years ago I decided to hold a party for some of my readers/fans. We decided to call it ‘Daddy’s Girl Weekend’ in
honor of a Sarah Booth Delaney mystery series character, Tinkie Bellcase Richmond, the ultimate “Daddy’s Girl” of all time.
Because I believe in having fun and making mischief at all costs, I decided that we would have a “peignoir night” in which all
of the participants in the gathering would appear in those crazy, frilly 1950s nightgowns that have a million layers of fluff. And
everyone did it! They came floating across the golf course (we were at a resort in Ocean Springs, Mississippi) and came into the
Carlisle House, which we’d rented for the party. We had three wonderful candidates vying for the title of Big Daddy. The entire
evening was perfection. Everyone had a blast—all in the spirit of one of my characters. It is humbling to think that my characters,
who are so close to me, are also friends to readers. The gathering was such a success that we now do it annually. 
“The Azalea Assault” by Alyse Carlson (Berkley: June 2012): Roanoke, Virginia, is home to some
of the country’s most exquisite gardens, and it’s Camellia Harris’ job to promote them. But when an out of
towner turns up dead, she discovers there’s no good way to spin murder…
Camellia Harris has achieved a coup in the PR world. The premier national magazine for garden lovers has
agreed to feature one of Roanoke’s most spectacular gardens in its pages—and world-famous photographer
Jean-Jacques Georges is going to shoot the spread. But at the welcoming party, Jean-Jacques insults several
guests, complains that flowers are boring, and gooses almost every woman in the room. When a body is
found the next morning, sprawled across the azaleas, it’s almost no surprise that the victim is Jean-Jacques.
With Cam’s brother-in-law blamed for the crime—and her reporter boyfriend, Rob, wanting the scoop—
Cam decides to use her skills to solve the murder. Luckily a PR pro like Cam knows how to be nosy… 
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“Last Wool and Testament” by Molly MacRae (Penguin Group USA: September
2012): Kath Rutledge is about to learn the true meaning of TGIF—Thank Goodness It’s Fiber.…

That’s the name of the spunky group of fiber and needlework artists founded by Ivy McClellan,
Kath’s beloved grandmother. Though Ivy has recently passed on, the members still meet regularly
at her fiber and fabric shop, The Weaver’s Cat, which Kath has now inherited. But that’s only the
first in a series of surprises when Kath returns to the small town of Blue Plum, Tennessee, to settle
her grandmother’s affairs.
There’s been a murder, and it turns out her grandmother was the prime suspect. Before she can
begin to clear Ivy’s name, Kath encounters a looming presence in the form of a gloomy ghost. It
turns out the specter has just as much interest in solving the murder as Kath. So, with a little help
from the members of TGIF—and a stubborn spirit from beyond—she sets out to unravel
the clues and hook the real killer.…
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Hollywood pitches are often very brief. How would you
pitch your book to the movies in ten words or less?
Molly MacRae (M.M.): It’s the book that puts the woo-woo in wool.
S. MAG.: Is there an interview question you were never asked and would like to answer?
M.M.: No one’s ever asked if I always wanted to be a writer. Pretty early on I had vague ideas of being a writer, but first I wanted
to be a large white rabbit and then I wanted to be a Royal Canadian Mountie.
S. MAG.: What sentence or scene in one of your books do you look back at and say “I can’t believe I wrote that?” Can be good
or bad.
M.M.: Maybe the scene toward the end of “Lawn Order” when Margaret withdraws into her books. When I reread it I feel as
though I need to be quiet so I don’t disturb her or the cat keeping her company. It’s not that I can’t believe I wrote it, it’s more that
I can’t believe I still feel Margaret’s bleakness so strongly. 

“Marriage Can Be Murder” by Susan Santangelo (Baby Boomer Mysteries Press: July 2012): Every wife has a
story. Empty-nester Carol Andrews is thrilled when daughter Jenny announces her engagement. She’s dreamed of planning
her daughter’s wedding since Jenny was born. But with only two months to pull together a destination wedding on Nantucket,
Jenny insists on hiring Cinderella Weddings to organize the event. Father-of-the-bride Jim objects to the cost, and Carol
objects to having her opinion ignored. When Carol finds the wedding planner dead at the bottom of a creepy staircase at a
Nantucket inn, and the husband of Carol’s BFF Nancy is accused of her death, Carol has more to worry about than getting
to the church on time!
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): If you had a choice, what writer would you most like to have dinner with (dead or alive)? And
what is the one question you would like them to answer regarding their life and/or career?
Susan Santangelo (S.S.): I’d love to have dinner with the late Mildred A. Wirt Benson. I bet her name isn’t a familiar one. She’s
probably better known by her more prolific pen name—Carolyn Keene. Mildred was the primary ghostwriter for the Nancy
Drew series. She wrote twenty-three out of the first thirty in the series for the Stratemeyer Syndicate. According to the terms of
her contract, she was never to reveal that she had written the books. Another of the ghostwriters revealed his authorship in a
magazine interview and was promptly fired. I’d like to ask Mildred how she felt about writing one of the most loved mystery series
in history, yet not be able to reveal publicly that she was the author. I couldn’t keep a secret like that to save my job, nor would
I want to. For me, part of the fun of being a published author is having people recognize my
name. All right, just a few people may recognize my name so far, but I’m hopeful the numbers
are increasing!
S. MAG.: Is there an interview question you were never asked and would like to answer?
S.S.: The question I’m never asked but would love to answer is whether I wrote something in
one of my books that I wish I could change. And the answer is...yes! In Book 1, “Retirement
Can Be Murder,” I used a real-life situation and didn’t disguise it well enough. I suspect that
I inadvertently offended someone, and for that, I most humbly apologize. All writers, I think,
use real-life situations as springboards/inspirations for their plots. But no one is as naive as I
was, thinking no one would figure out who I was talking about. I’ve learned my lesson.
S. MAG.: Do you have an old manuscript you never did anything with that you’re now
considering dusting off and giving another shot?
S.S.: I don’t have an old manuscript that I’d like to revisit and polish up. But what I
do have is the plot for still another book spinning in my head, which, unfortunately,
is not the one I’m working on at the moment. And I’m having a devil of a time
concentrating on what I’m supposed to be writing. Sometimes, my characters take
a different turn. I gotta keep reminding them that I’m (supposedly) in charge! 
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“This Dark Earth” by John Hornor Jacobs (Gallery Books: July 2012): The land
is contaminated, electronics are defunct, the ravenous undead remain, and life has
fallen into a nasty and brutish state of nature.
Welcome to Bridge City, in what was once Arkansas: part medieval fortress, part
Western outpost, and the precarious last stand for civilization. A ten-year-old prodigy
when the world ended, Gus is now a battle-hardened young man. He designed Bridge
City to protect the living few from the shamblers eternally at the gates. Now he’s being
groomed by his physician mother, Lucy, and the gentle giant Knock-Out to become the
next leader of men. But an army of slavers is on its way, and the war they’ll wage for the
city’s resources could mean the end of mankind as we know it.
Can Gus become humanity’s savior? And if so, will it mean becoming a dictator, a
martyr . . . or maybe something far worse than even the zombies that plague the land?
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Is there an interview question you were never asked and
would like to answer?
John Hornor Jacobs (J.H.J.): There is. “What character in “This Dark Earth” do you most
identify with? Which character is your favorite?” Okay, technically, two questions. Here
come the answers…I really loved and identified with Keb Motiel. In some ways, he was
my Sam Gamgee to Gus’ Frodo. I liked his innate contradictions and humor and, as his
creator, he’s a direct reflection of my own contradictions. As for favorite character, that would be Tessa. I’ve always loved a good
agent of vengeance. And something about her plight touched me, she kept her humanity even while pursuing revenge.
S. MAG.: Do you have an old manuscript you never did anything with that you’re now considering dusting off and giving
another shot?
J.H.J.: I have been both blessed and cursed to have contracts for every novel I’ve ever written. I am a relatively new novelist; my
first book, “Southern Gods,” began in November 2007 during the National Novel Writing Month and I’ve written five since then,
all slated to be published. So, in some ways there’s regret that my early stabs at novel writing, my journeyman pieces, my learning
processes, are on display to the world. But it’s better than the alternative.
S. MAG.: Is there a genre—other than the one you write in now—that you’ve considered dabbling in?
J.H.J.: I am doing more than dabbling in other genres, I’m pursuing them. In February 2013, my first young adult novel, ”The
Twelve-Fingered Boy,” will be released by Lerner Book’s Carolrhoda Labs, to be followed by two more in the coming years. It’s a
dark thriller about teens with uncontrollable superpowers. After that, I have an epic fantasy series started, and I have news on
that front but can’t yet divulge details. You’ll have to wait and watch my website at http://johnhornorjacobs.com. After those,
I’ve got a few more books planned: a massive historical fiction, a teen coming-of-age novel, and a crime novel. Maybe a return to
straight horror some day, but not real soon. The writing of those books will carry me past 2020, if not beyond. I’ll figure out what
other literary mountains to climb after that. 
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“White Horse” by Alex Adams (Atria/Emily Bestler Books: April 2012): THE
WORLD HAS ENDED, BUT HER JOURNEY HAS JUST BEGUN.

Thirty-year-old Zoe leads an ordinary life until the end of the world arrives. She is
cleaning cages and floors at Pope Pharmaceuticals when the president of the United
States announces that human beings are no longer a viable species. When Zoe
realizes that everyone she loves is disappearing, she starts running. Scared and alone
in a shockingly changed world, she embarks on a remarkable journey of survival and
redemption. Along the way, Zoe comes to see that humans are defined not by their
genetic code, but rather by their actions and choices.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Hollywood pitches are often very brief. How would you
pitch your book to the movies in ten words or less?
Alex Adams (A.A.): Distant cousin to “The Road,” but with
breasts and hope.
S. MAG.: If you somehow lost the use of the hand you use the
most, would you learn to use the opposite just to write or would
you call it quits?
A.A.: I love storytelling too much, so I’d definitely push onwards. I
do half of my typing with the other hand, anyway.
S. MAG.: If you were to write a book featuring an animal as the
protagonist, what animal would you choose and why?
A.A.: A gorilla or chimpanzee. I find it fascinating how they’re almost us, yet still so…not. Or maybe they’re us in our rawest
form. It would definitely be interesting to explore from the angle of fiction. 

“The Broken Ones” by Stephen M. Irwin (Knopf Doubleday Publishing Group: August

2012): Without warning, a boy in the middle of a city intersection sends Detective Oscar Mariani’s
car careening into a busy sidewalk. The scene is bedlam as every person becomes visited by
something no one else can see. We are all haunted. Usually, the apparition is someone known: a
lost relative, a lover, an enemy. But not always. For Oscar Mariani, the only secret that matters is
the unknown ghost who now shares his every waking moment . . . and why.
The worldwide aftershock of what becomes known as “Gray Wednesday”
is immediate and catastrophic, leaving governments barely functioning
and economies devastated . . . but some things don’t change. When
Detective Mariani discovers the grisly remains of an anonymous murder
victim in the city sewage system, his investigation will pit him against a
corrupt police department and a murky cabal conspiring for power in
the new world order. 

“Odd Apocalypse” by Dean Koontz
(Random House Publishing Group: July 2012): Once presided over by a flamboyant Hollywood
mogul during the Roaring ’20s, the magnificent West Coast property known as Roseland is now
home to a reclusive billionaire financier and his faithful servants. And, at least for the moment, it’s
also a port in the storm for Odd Thomas and his traveling companion, the inscrutably charming
Annamaria, the Lady of the Bell. In the wake of Odd’s most recent clash with lethal adversaries, the
opulent manor’s comforts should be welcome. But there’s far more to Roseland than meets even
the extraordinary eye of Odd, who soon suspects it may be more hell than haven.
A harrowing taste of Roseland’s terrors convinces Odd that it’s time to hit the road again. Still, the
prescient Annamaria insists that they’ve been led there for a reason, and he’s promised to do his
best for the ghost on horseback. Just how deep and dreadful are the mysteries Roseland and her
masters have kept for nearly a century? And what consequences await whoever is brave, or mad,
enough to confront the most profound breed of evil? Odd only knows. Like his acclaimed creator,
the irresistible Odd Thomas is in top-notch form—as he takes on what may well be the most
terrifying challenge yet in his curious career. 
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“Thirteen” by Kelley Armstrong (Penguin Group USA: July 2012): A war is brewing—the

first battle has been waged and Savannah Levine is left standing, albeit battered and bruised. She
has rescued her half brother from supernatural medical testing, but he’s fighting to stay alive. The
Supernatural Liberation Movement took him hostage, and they have a maniacal plan to expose the
supernatural world to the unknowing.
Savannah has called upon her inner energy to summon spells with frightening strength, a strength
she never knew she had, as she fights to keep her world from shattering. But it’s more than a matter
of supernaturals against one another—both heaven and hell have entered the war; hellhounds,
genetically modified werewolves, and all forces of good and evil have joined the fray. 

“Fourth Grave Beneath my Feet” by Darynda Jones (Penguin Group USA: July 2012): Welcome to the world
of grim reaper extraordinaire, Charley Davidson. Try as she might, there’s no avoiding her destiny.
Sometimes being the grim reaper really is, well, grim. And since Charley’s last case went so awry, she has taken a couple of
months off to wallow in the wonders of self-pity. But when a woman shows up on her doorstep convinced someone is trying
to kill her, Charley has to force herself to rise above . . . or at least get dressed. It becomes clear something is amiss when
everyone the woman knows swears she’s insane. But the more they refute the woman’s story, the more Charley believes it.
In the meantime, the sexy, sultry son of Satan, Reyes Farrow, is out of prison and
out of Charley’s life, as per her wishes and several perfectly timed death threats. But
his absence has put a serious crimp in her sex life. While there are other things to
consider, like the fact that the city of Albuquerque has been taken hostage by an
arsonist, Charley is having a difficult time staying away. Especially when it looks
like Reyes may be involved.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): What is the first name that comes to mind you would
use to fit this description of a protagonist? Short, kind of pudgy, white girl but tan
year-round, loudmouth and crass, afraid of only fear itself, sensitive to criticism,
has one of the best smiles you’ve ever seen, and is an orphan.
Darynda Jones (D.J.): Samaria Caridad Pratt
S. MAG.: Using the above character, what genre would you write her in?
D.J.: Paranormal YA. I can totally see her as the BFF of a girl who has just
discovered she has the power to see the exact moment when others are
slated to die. How would someone crass and loud-mouthed who lost her
parents handle a power like that? Could she keep it a secret?
S. MAG.: Out of the characters you write, who is most like you?
D.J.: I am probably most like Charley Davidson in that we both have
ADD. That's pretty much our only connection, but still... 
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“Ashes of Honor” by Seanan McGuire (Penguin Group USA: September 2012):

It’s been almost a year since October “Toby” Daye averted a war, gave up a county, and
suffered personal losses that have left her wishing for a good day’s sleep. She’s tried to
focus on her responsibilities—training Quentin, upholding her position as Sylvester’s
knight, and paying the bills—but she can’t help feeling like her world is crumbling
around her, and her increasingly reckless behavior is beginning to worry even her
staunchest supporters.
To make matters worse, Toby’s just been asked to find another missing child…only this
time it’s the changeling daughter of her fellow knight, Etienne, who didn’t even know
he was a father until the girl went missing. Her name is Chelsea. She’s a teleporter, like
her father. She’s also the kind of changeling the old stories warn about, the ones with
all the strength and none of the control. She’s opening doors that were never meant
to be opened, releasing dangers that were sealed away centuries before—and there’s a
good chance she could destroy Faerie if she isn’t stopped.
Now Toby must find Chelsea before time runs out, racing against an unknown
deadline and through unknown worlds as she and her allies try to avert disaster. But
danger is also stirring in the Court of Cats, and Tybalt may need Toby’s help with the
biggest challenge he’s ever faced.
Toby thought the last year was bad. She has no idea.

Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Do you have a novel (your own) you would like to see made into a movie? Who would you
like to see play your protagonist?
Seanan McGuire (S.M.): I’d love to see “Feed,” which I wrote under the name Mira Grant, come to theaters. My ideal choice to
play Georgia Mason, my hard-boiled reporter and focal character, would be Allison Scagliotti, who plays Claudia on Warehouse
13. She’s got the right look, and her range is amazing.
S. MAG.: Who’s your favorite author?
S.M.: Stephen King, without a doubt. Since I was nine years old.
S. MAG.: Do you have a memorable fan experience you can share?
S.M.: In 2010, I went to Australia for the World Science Fiction Convention, where I had been nominated for the John W.
Campbell Award for Best New Writer. It comes with a tiara. I was terrified of losing. So a bunch of my friends and a bunch of my
fans got together and sent literally a dozen tiaras to Australia for me, so that no matter what, I would come home with a tiara. In
their eyes, I had already won. It was magical. Like, Disney-Princess-magical, doesn’t-reallyhappen, only-it-did. I am forever grateful. 

“Dark Currents” by Jacqueline Carey (Penguin Group USA: October 2012):
The Midwestern resort town of Pemkowet boasts a diverse population: eccentric locals,
wealthy summer people, and tourists by the busload; not to mention fairies, sprites,
vampires, naiads, ogres, and a whole host of eldritch folk, presided over by Hel, a
reclusive Norse goddess.
To Daisy Johanssen, fathered by an incubus and raised by a single mother, it’s home.
And as Hel’s enforcer and the designated liaison to the Pemkowet Police Department,
it’s up to her to ensure relations between the mundane and eldritch communities run
smoothly.
But when a young man from a nearby college drowns—and signs point to eldritch
involvement—the town’s booming paranormal tourism trade is at stake. Teamed up
with her childhood crush, Officer Cody Fairfax, a sexy werewolf on the down-low,
Daisy must solve the crime—and keep a tight rein on the darker side of her nature.
For if she’s ever tempted to invoke her demonic birthright, it could accidentally
unleash nothing less than Armageddon. 
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“Artifact” by Gigi Pandian (Gargoyle Girl Productions: August 2012): When historian

Jaya Jones receives a mysterious package containing a jewel-encrusted artifact from India,
sent by her ex-lover the same day he died in a supposed accident in the Highlands of Scotland,
she discovers the secrets of a lost Indian treasure may be hidden in a Scottish legend from the
days of the British Raj. But she’s not the only one on the trail…
From San Francisco to London to the Highlands of Scotland, Jaya must evade a shadowy
stalker as she follows hints from the hastily scrawled note of her dead lover to a remote
archaeological dig. Helping her decipher the cryptic clues are her magician best friend, a
devastatingly handsome art historian with something to hide, and a charming archaeologist
running for his life. When a member of the dig’s crew is murdered, Jaya must figure out
which of the scholars vying for her affections might be the love of her life—and which one
is a killer.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): How would you pitch “Artifact” to the movies?
Gigi Pandian (G.P.): Jaya is an Indian-American Indiana Jones in high heels.
S. MAG.: If you somehow lost the use of the hand you write with, would you learn to
use the opposite hand to write or would you call it quits?
G.P.: I wrote a novel while undergoing chemotherapy cancer treatments, so I don’t think anything can stop me from writing!
S. MAG.: If you were to write a book featuring an animal as the protagonist, what animal would you choose and why?
G.P.: I’m experimenting with one such book right now…if you count a gargoyle as an animal. I’ve always been intrigued by
gargoyles that bring some mystery to architecture. And I’m working on a paranormal mystery about a magician who accidentally
brings a gargoyle automation from his magic act to life when he reads an incantation from an ancient alchemy book that he
never imagined was real. 

“GOTU” by Mike McNeff (Libertary Co.: January 2012): On a hot summer night, Arizona Department of Public Safety

Sgt. Robin Marlette and his men launch out of Sky Harbor Airport in Phoenix in a UH 60 Blackhawk helicopter and chase
an aircraft to Rainbow Valley southeast of Phoenix, where they do an air assault on drug smugglers.
During the take down, Ramon Rodriquez-Lara is shot and killed by Robin, igniting the demonic fury
of Ramon’s brother, Miguel, the leader of the largest drug cartel in Mexico.
The investigation that follows uncovers a massive scheme of corruption being orchestrated by Carl
Walton, a prominent and politically powerful Phoenix lawyer. As the investigation builds, so does
Miguel’s rage. In a series of pulse raising gun battles, Robin and his men fight to save his family from
the vengeance of Ramon’s vicious brother and rescue Robin’s eldest daughter, who is being held in
Mexico by Miguel.
The rescue is successful, but for a hard price. All but two men are seriously wounded and the team and
their families have to go into hiding. Many of the men would have died, but for intervention by the
CIA…and because the team entered Mexico illegally, the CIA now owns them. 
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“Mr. Churchill’s Secretary” by Susan Elia MacNeal (Random House Publishing

Group: April 2012): London, 1940. Winston Churchill has just been sworn in, war rages
across the Channel, and the threat of a Blitz looms larger by the day. But none of this deters
Maggie Hope. She graduated at the top of her college class and possesses all the skills of the
finest minds in British intelligence, but her gender qualifies her only to be the newest typist
at No. 10 Downing Street. Her indefatigable spirit and remarkable gifts for codebreaking,
though, rival those of even the highest men in government, and Maggie finds that working
for the prime minister affords her a level of clearance she could never have imagined—and
opportunities she will not let pass. In troubled, deadly times, with air-raid sirens sending
multitudes underground, access to the War Rooms also exposes Maggie to the machinations
of a menacing faction determined to do whatever it takes to change the course of history.
Ensnared in a web of spies, murder, and intrigue, Maggie must work quickly to balance her
duty to King and Country with her chances for survival. And when she unravels a
mystery that points toward her own family’s hidden secrets, she’ll discover that her
quick wits are all that stand between an assassin’s murderous plan and Churchill
himself.
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Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Is there an interview question you were never asked
and would like to answer?

Susan Elia MacNeal (S.E.M.): I think people are much too nice to ask how I finance all
my research trips. The truth is that I owe a huge debt of gratitude to Sesame Street. Yes, Sesame Street. My husband is a puppeteer,
and has done a lot of work on Sesame’s international co-productions. He’s traveled to audition and train puppeteers in South
Africa, Nigeria, Palestine, Pakistan, India, Mexico, and Japan. That’s a lot of frequent flyer miles and hotel points! So, the Maggie
Hope series owes a debt of gratitude to Big Bird and Cookie Monster.
S. MAG.: Do you have an old manuscript you never did anything with that you’re now considering dusting off and giving
another shot?
S.E.M.: A long time ago, I wrote a novel about a young girl who joins New York City Ballet in the 1950s. There was so much
happening in New York then: choreographers George Balanchine and Jerome Robbins, of course, ballerinas Maria Tallchief
and Tanaquil LeClerq, composer Igor Stravinsky, scultptor Isamu Naguchi, not to mention the cold war, civil rights, and the
McCarthy hearings. Maybe when I have a free moment, I’ll take another look.
S. MAG.: Is there a genre—other than the one you write in now—that you’ve considered dabbling in?

S.E.M.: I’ve always wanted to write a novel with a supernatural element—maybe witches will be the next vampires? 
“The Age of Miracles” by Karen Thompson Walker (Random House Publishing Group: June 2012): On a seemingly
ordinary Saturday in a California suburb, Julia and her family awake to discover, along with the rest of the world, that
the rotation of the earth has suddenly begun to slow. The days and nights grow longer and longer, gravity is affected, the
environment is thrown into disarray. Yet as she struggles to navigate an ever-shifting landscape, Julia is also coping with the
normal disasters of everyday life—the fissures in her parents’ marriage, the loss of old friends, the hopeful anguish of first
love, the bizarre behavior of her grandfather who, convinced of a government conspiracy,
spends his days obsessively cataloging his possessions. As Julia adjusts to the new normal,
the slowing inexorably continues.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): What is the first name that comes to mind you would use to
fit this description of a protagonist? Short, kind of pudgy, white girl but tan year round, loud
mouth and crass, afraid of only fear itself, sensitive to criticism, has one of the best smiles
you’ve ever seen and is an orphan.
Karen Thompson Walker (K.T.W.): What a fun idea. Let’s see, the first name that comes to
mind is, Krista.
S. MAG.: Using the above character, what genre would you write her in?
K.T.W.: I try not to think too much about genre when I write, but I’d be likely to put her into
some sort of extreme situation. In general, I like to write about ordinary characters facing
extraordinary circumstances.
S. MAG.: Out of the characters you write, who is most like you?
K.T.W.: The character most like me is definitely Julia, the main character in “The Age of
Miracles.” Like her, I’m an only child who was a bit shy at her age. 
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“Born to Bite” by Hannah Howell, Erica Ridley, Diana Cosby (Kensington
Publishing Corporation: August 2012): Darkly handsome and dangerously sexy, these
voracious vampires are out for blood—and bound for eternal love. . .
Dark Secret by Hannah Howell
Alone in the world, Murdina Dunbar sets out in search of the only family she has left—
and finds an ally in the mysterious Sir Gillanders Baldwin. Something about her sexy
protector stirs her blood. Soon, not even the whispers that he's a dangerous demon can
keep her from his bed....
Never Been Bitten by Erica Ridley
Rumored to be a vampire, the rakish Mr. Macane is ravishing all the ladies of the ton!
Yet, Miss Elspeth Ramsay cannot bring herself to tremble in his presence. But once
Ellie feels the touch of his teeth at her throat, she finds herself biting him back! Surely
this sudden bloodlust can only mean danger for her family—and her heart....
Highland Vampire by Diana Cosby
As King of the Highland Coven, vampire Aedan
MacGregor knows that falling for the fey Rowan
Campbell could destroy her. But one taste of her
healing blood and he craves her like no other. Dare he claim her as his own,
knowing he might lose her forever? 

“THE MAMMOTH BOOK OF BEST NEW HORROR 23” Edited by Stephen
Jones (Running Press Book Publishers: October
2012): This new anthology represents the most
outstanding new short stories and novellas by
both contemporary masters of horror and exciting
newcomers. The award-winning series offers a
chilling overview of this year in horror.

talents.

“Vengeance” by Mystery Writers of
America, Edited by Lee Child (Mulholland
Books: April 2012): When a different kind
of justice is needed—swift, effective, and
personal—a new type of avenger must take
action. “Vengeance” features new stories by
bestselling crime writers including Lee Child,
Michael Connelly, Dennis Lehane, and Karin
Slaughter, as well as some of today's brightest rising

The heroes in these stories include a cop who's seen too much, a woman who has
been pushed too far, or just an ordinary person doing what the law will not. Some
call them vigilantes, others claim they are just another brand of criminal.
Edited and with an introduction by Lee Child, these stories reveal the shocking
consequences when men and women take the law into their own hands. 
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“SoWest: Desert Justice” by twenty authors of the Sisters in Crime Desert Sleuths Chapter (DS Publishing: July

2012): Evil abounds…Frustrations mount…Calls for revenge cry out! In this volume, Desert Sleuths Sisters in Crime offer
twenty tales you won’t forget. Victims fight back, police pursue bad guys, scores are evened…but when all else fails, get a taste
for how the desert claims its own!
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): What is the first name that comes to mind you would use to fit this description of a protagonist?
Short, kind of pudgy, white girl but tan year round, loud mouth and crass, afraid of only fear itself, sensitive to criticism, has
one of the best smiles you’ve ever seen and is an orphan.
Shannon Baker (S.B.): Cass
Laurie Fagan (L.F.): Angelica
Deborah J. Ledford (D.J.L.): Beth
Merle McCann (M.M.): Lisa, Jennifer, Cynthia
Nancy Hart Newcomer (N.H.N.): Rachel
Toni Niesen (T.N.): Becca Shue
Virginia Nosky (V.N.): Charley
Cathy Ann Rogers (C.A.R.): Seedy
Amy Schuster (A.S.): Becky
Judith Starkston (J.S.): Betsy
S. MAG.: Using the above character, what genre would you write her in?
S.B.: Medium boil
L.F.: Humorous Mystery
D.J.L.: Suspense Thriller
M.M.: Mystery or Macabre
N.H.N.: Young Adult
T.N.: Mystery
V.N.: Suspense or Thriller
C.A.R.: Noir
A.S.: Mystery, Literary Fiction or Humorous
J.S.: Mystery
S. MAG.: Out of the characters you write, who is most like you?
S.B.: I'd be the gorgeous, brilliant, self-made, wildly successful, hilariously witty heroine I haven't made up yet. Oh yeah, and
she's totally kick-ass, too.
L.F.: Lisa Powers. She is the lead character in my novel in progress and the short story, Dead Air.
D.J.L.: Sylvie Salvo from my suspense novel “Snare” (Second Wind Publishing).
M.M.: Molly Raines, the detective in my “SoWest: Desert Justice” story, Murder in the Ninth.
N.H.N.: The friend of the detective in my first published mystery story “Coyote Bones.”
T.N.: Beri Gatewood from my work-in-progress.
V.N.: Christina Cross in “The Fall From Paradise Valley.”
C.A.R.: Plastic surgeon, Marsdon Tate, from my work-in-progress.
A.S.: None. As a writer of fiction I stay as far away from myself as I can. My characters are all make believe.
J.S.: Briseis from my work-in-progress. 
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“Betrayal” by Jon Land and Robert Fitzpatrick (Forge Books: January 2012): The
Jack Nicholson film The Departed didn’t tell half of their story. A poor kid from the
slums, Robert Fitzpatrick grew up to become a stellar FBI agent and challenge the
country’s deadliest gangsters. Relentless in his desire to catch, prosecute, and convict
Whitey Bulger, Fitzpatrick fought the nation’s most determined cop-gangster battle
since Melvin Purvis hunted, confronted, and killed John Dillinger.
In his crusade to bring Bulger to justice, Fitzpatrick faced not only Whitey but
also corrupt FBI agents, along with political cronies and enablers from Boston to
Washington who, in one way or another, blocked his efforts at every step. Even when
Fitzpatrick discovered the very organization to which he had sworn allegiance was his
biggest obstacle, the agent continued to pursue Whitey and his gang...
knowing that they were prepared to murder anyone who got in their way.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Hollywood pitches are often very brief.
How would you pitch your book to the movies in ten words or less?
Jon Land (J.L.): Celebrated FBI agent pursues a notorious gangster at all
costs.
S. MAG.: If you somehow lost the use of the hand you use the most, would
you learn to use the opposite just to write or would you call it quits?
J.L.: As “Betrayal” reveals, there’s no quit here! Adapting to challenge, overcoming
adversity, and dealing with tragedy is what life and growth is all about.
S. MAG.: If you were to write a book featuring an animal as the protagonist, what animal would you choose and why?
J.L.: No doubt about it: a dog. Dogs are smart, loyal, and never back down from a fight. Sounds like a true FBI agent, doesn’t it?


“One Last Kiss: The True Story of a Minister’s Bodyguard, His Beautiful Mistress,
and a Brutal Triple Homicide” by Michael Cuneo (St. Martin's Press: July 2012): FROM ADULTERY…
Ex-Marine and bodyguard Chris Coleman was a family man with a secret: he wanted to leave his
wife for another woman, Tara Lintz. But as head of security for the world-famous Joyce Meyer
Ministries—an evangelical organization that frowns on divorce—Coleman had to make other
plans.
TO MURDER…
On May 5, 2009, Illinois police received a call from Coleman, who claimed he was unable to
contact his family. When investigators arrived at his home, they found Coleman’s wife and two
sons strangled in bed. Across the walls, spray-painted in red, were various obscenities—the word
punished among them.
TO LIFE—OR DEATH.
Who could have done something so sinister? As Coleman played the part of a grieving husband,
forensic evidence at the crime scene told a different story. Key testimony from Lintz afforded
yet more evidence of Coleman’s guilt—and soon a jury would find him guilty of three counts of
murder in the first degree. 
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“Through the Glass” by Shannon Moroney (Gallery Books: October 2012): When
Shannon Moroney got married in October 2005, she had no idea that her happy life as a newlywed
was about to come crashing down around her. One month after her wedding, a police
officer arrived at her door to tell her that her husband, Jason, had been arrested and
charged in the brutal assault and kidnapping of two women. In the aftermath of
these crimes, Shannon dealt with a heavy burden of grief, the stress and publicity
of a major criminal investigation, and the painful stigma of guilt by association, all
while attempting to understand what had made Jason turn to such violence.
In this intimate and gripping journey into prisons, courtrooms, and the human heart,
Shannon reveals the far-reaching impact of Jason’s crimes and the agonizing choices faced by
the loved ones of offenders. In so doing, she addresses the implicit dangers of a correctional
system and a society that prioritize punishment over rehabilitation and victimhood over
recovery.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): What do you think are your three best qualities? Worst?
Shannon Moroney (S.M.): BEST: Resilient, compassionate, and self-aware. WORST: Over-sensitive,
self-critical, and poor multi-tasker.
S. MAG.: What can fans expect to see from you in 2013?
S.M.: As the mother of 6-month old twins, I won’t be writing, but I will be continuing my work as a public speaker and advocate
of restorative justice as time allows.
S. MAG.: What sentence or scene in one of your books do you look back at and say, “I can't believe I wrote that?” Can be
good or bad.
S.M.: I haven’t read my book since it went to the printers, and I don’t think I will for a long time. I don’t even think of myself as a
“real” author. I just wrote my book with the hope that something good could come out of a terrible experience, believing that if I
shared my story maybe it would help others coping with trauma, victimization, or a journey through the criminal justice system.
I do feel proud of how I was able to tell my story and it’s wonderful to be complimented on my writing, but I’ve never thought, “I
can’t believe I wrote that.” Instead, I often think, I can’t believe I lived through that. 

“Murder, New England: A Historical Collection of Killer True-Crime Tales” by M.
William Phelps (The Lyons Press: August 2012): Think New England is all bucolic landscapes and Robert Frost poems?
Think again. In Murder, New England, Phelps explores different motives, themes, and community reactions to horrific
crimes, including: The killing of Rebecca Cornwall, a 73-year-old widow who in 1673 was burned to death in front of her
bedroom fireplace on an island in Rhode Island’s Narragansett Bay. The 1879 case of Holyoke, Massachusetts, millworker
John Kemmler, who lost his job and then killed his daughters because he feared they’d be forced into prostitution. Boston,
1931, and the New England Mafia’s murderous coming of age. The 2001 case of teenage slackers in Norton, Massachusetts,
whose murder of a grandmother was blamed on TV, youth, drugs, sex, money, and rock-n-roll. And the 2008 murder of a
young woman out for a jog in Woodstock, Connecticut, attacked by the groundskeeper of an
estate owned by the puppeteer who played Big Bird and Oscar the Grouch.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Is there a genre—other than the one you write in now—that
you’ve considered dabbling in?
M. William Phelps (M.W.P.): Yes, religious history. I’m fascinated by all of it. Especially the lives
of the saints. And if you look close enough, you might just find something by me out there already,
just not under my name!
S. MAG.: What do you think are your three best qualities? Worst?
M.W.P.: I can say that integrity to my sources is what I value most. I don’t know if I
have “best qualities”—I don’t think that way. I leave it up to other people to decide
who I am in public. I know who I am personally.
S. MAG.: What can fans expect to see from you in 2013?
M.W.P.: Season Two of the Investigation Discovery series I created and star in, Dark
Minds, returns in March with eight new episodes. Then there’s the book “Kiss of the
She-Devil” (March); and another book, “Bad Girls” (September) that explores a
first for me: my belief in the innocence of a convicted killer, Bobbi Jo Smith, and my
argument that proves it. I am also hoping to begin researching a book about the Seattle case involving
Velma Ogden-Whitehead and the murder of Boeing employee and father Ron Whitehead. 
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“Embrace” by Jessica Shirvington (Sourcebooks, Incorporated: September 2012): It starts with a
whisper: “It’s time for you to know who you are...”
On her 17th birthday, everything will change for Violet Eden. The boy she loves will betray her. Her
enemy will save her. She will have to decide just how much she’s willing to sacrifice.
A centuries old war between fallen angels and the protectors of humanity chooses a new fighter. It’s
a battle Violet doesn’t want, but she lives her life by two rules: don’t run and don’t quit. If angels seek
vengeance and humans are the warriors, you could do a lot worse than betting on Violet Eden.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Hollywood pitches are often very brief. How would you pitch your
book to the movies in ten words or less?
Jessica Shirvington (J.S.): A world where angels seek vengeance and humans are warriors!
S. MAG.: If you somehow lost the use of the hand you use the most, would you learn to use the opposite just to write or would
you call it quits?
J.S.: I'd never call it quits. I'd most definitely learn to write with my left hand and to take my time and type with what I had to
work with.
S. MAG.: If you were to write a book featuring an animal as the protagonist, what animal would you choose and why?
J.S.: A bird could be really interesting, to try to see the world from a birds-eye-view. 

“The Unwanteds: Island of Silence” by Lisa McMann (Aladdin: September 2012):
Following the life-altering events at the conclusion of The Unwanteds, the stark world of Quill and the
magical haven of Artimé are now home to whoever wants to live there, whether they are Wanteds,
Unwanteds, or Necessaries.
In Artimé, Alex Stowe and his friends continue to hone their artistic magical spells while welcoming
newcomers, wondering how long this peace between Quill and Artimé will last. Alex is stunned
when Mr. Today comes to him with a very special request—one Alex questions his readiness for,
until circumstances offer a dramatic answer.
And back in Quill, Aaron Stowe, Alex’s twin, faces a very different path. Devastated by his loss
of status after Justine’s defeat and seething with rage toward Alex, Aaron is stealthily planning
his revenge and return to power.
Alex and Aaron’s separate stories proceed with suspenseful pacing, colliding in a stunning
climax that elevates sibling rivalry to epic proportions and leaves the fate of both worlds hanging
in the balance.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Hollywood pitches are often very brief. How would you pitch
your book to the movies in ten words or less?
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Lisa McMann (L.M.): Creative kids sent to die discover a secret magical world.
S. MAG.: If you somehow lost the use of the hand you use the most, would you learn to use the opposite just to write or would
you call it quits?
L.M.: Nope. I’d get a voice recognition program for my computer and try that first. Or maybe I’d just type one-handed. Signing
books would present a problem, I’d probably at least learn to sign my name right-handed (I’m a lefty).
S. MAG.: If you were to write a book featuring an animal as the protagonist, what animal would you choose and why?
L.M.: In fact I am doing this right now, working on a picture book idea with an illustrator friend. I chose a giraffe so it would
match my carry-on luggage. Is that the shallowest reason ever or what? Now, if I were writing a novel with an animal protagonist,
I’d probably pick one in the middle of the food chain. One that hunts and is hunted, so there’s a lot of action and dimension built
in. And an animal with environmental struggles as well. Like maybe an arctic fox. Yeah. 
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“Pure” by Julianna Baggott (Grand Central Publishing:
September 2012): We know you are here, our brothers and
sisters...

“Velveteen”

by
Daniel
Marks (Delacorte Books for Young
Readers: October 2012): Velveteen
Monroe is dead. At 16, she was
kidnapped and murdered by a
madman named Bonesaw. But
that’s not the problem.

Pressia barely remembers the Detonations or much about life
during the Before. In her sleeping cabinet behind the rubble
of an old barbershop where she lives with her grandfather,
she thinks about what is lost-how the world went from
amusement parks, movie theaters, birthday parties, fathers
and mothers . . . to ash and dust, scars, permanent burns, and
fused, damaged bodies. And now, at an age when everyone
is required to turn themselves over to the militia to either be
trained as a soldier or, if they are too damaged and weak, to
be used as live targets, Pressia can no longer pretend to be
small. Pressia is on the run.
Burn a Pure and Breathe the Ash...
There are those who escaped the apocalypse unmarked. Pures.
They are tucked safely inside the Dome that protects their
healthy, superior bodies. Yet Partridge, whose father is one
of the most influential men in the Dome, feels isolated and
lonely. Different. He thinks about loss-maybe just because
his family is broken; his father is emotionally distant; his
brother killed himself; and his mother never made it inside
their shelter. Or maybe it's his claustrophobia: his feeling that
this Dome has become a swaddling of intensely rigid order.
So when a slipped phrase suggests his mother might still be
alive, Partridge risks his life to leave the Dome to find her.

mind. Bonesaw.

The problem is she landed in
purgatory. And while it’s not a fiery
inferno, it’s certainly no heaven. It’s
gray, ashen, and crumbling more
and more by the day, and everyone
has a job to do. Which doesn’t
leave Velveteen much time to do
anything about what’s really on her

Velveteen aches to deliver the bloody punishment her killer
deserves. And she’s figured out just how to do it. She’ll haunt
him for the rest of his days. It’ll be brutal . . . and awesome.
But crossing the divide between the living and the dead has
devastating consequences. Velveteen’s obsessive haunting
cracks the foundations of purgatory and jeopardizes her
very soul. A risk she’s willing to take—except fate has just
given her reason to stick around: an unreasonably hot and
completely off-limits coworker.

When Pressia meets Partridge, their worlds shatter all over Velveteen can’t help herself when it comes to breaking rules...
or getting revenge. And she just might be angry enough to
again.
take everyone down with her.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Is there an interview question
you were never asked and would like to answer?
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Out of the characters you
write, who is most like you?
Julianna Baggott (J.B.): It’s rare that someone asks me about my
greatest failures, regrets, and deepest fears. When someone asks Daniel Marks (D.M.): They all are, to some extent. Velvet, my
me about success—and they do ask about success—I usually protagonist’s dialogue and inner monologue is probably most
turn it into a discussion of failure, regret, and fear. I believe similar to the way I talk and react. I have a very dark aesthetic
there’s more to be learned from those than the generalities and and am probably more gloomy than I am happy at any point
particularities of success—maybe especially as a writer, but in time. You couldn’t tell it from my public persona, but I think
also as a human being.
that comes from being a writer and spending so much time in
S. MAG.: Do you have an old manuscript you never did a solitary space—not to mention the grim atmosphere of the
anything with that you’re now considering dusting off and Pacific Northwest.
giving another shot?
S. MAG.: Remembering back, is there one book that is still
J.B.: Unfortunately, it often takes me about one hundred sixty- stuck in your head that you just can’t let go of?
five pages before I realize that a novel doesn’t have the legs to D.M.: Stephen King’s “The Stand” was a huge favorite from my
continue to prop itself up. I have a
youth. There are moments that stick with me from that book.
lot of manuscripts that are about
The scene where they must make their way through the corpseone hundred sixty-five pages long.
filled tunnel was pretty genius. The whole gruesome spectacle
I do eye them. They eye me back.
of his viral apocalypse enthralled me. Clive Barker’s “Books of
But the stare-offs don’t usually
Blood” was definitely a close second and definitely inspired the
result in much except an eventual
horror/fantasy mash up going on in my brain.
exasperation and huffy skulking off.
S. MAG.: Is there a genre—other
than the one you write
in now—that you’ve
considered dabbling in?

S. MAG.: If you had a choice, what writer would you most
like to have dinner with (dead or alive)? And what is the one
question you would like them to answer regarding their life
and/or career?

J.B.: If there’s a gate
cordoning off some genre
or another, I have the
innate desire to storm it.


D.M.: Man, that’s one of those questions that, depending on the
day, you can get a completely different response. Today, though,
I’m going with Gillian Flynn (“Sharp Objects,” “Gone Girl”).
She recently signed with my editor at Delacorte to write YA and
I’m fascinated with what factors played into that decision. 
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“Suzy’s Case” by Andy Siegel (Scribner: July 2012): Introducing Tug Wyler, a dogged
and irreverent New York City personal injury and medical malpractice attorney. He is
as at home on the streets as he is in the courtroom, and larger than life in both places.
Once you’ve met him, you won’t ever forget him.
When Henry Benson, a high-profile criminal lawyer known for his unsavory clients,
recruits Tug to take over a long-pending multimillion-dollar lawsuit representing a
tragically brain-damaged child, his instructions are clear: get us out of it; there is
no case. Yet the moment Tug meets the disabled but gallant little Suzy Williams and
June, her beautiful, resourceful mother, all bets are off.
With an offbeat, self-mocking style, Tug Wyler’s a far cry from your ordinary
lawyer. Unswerving in his dedication to his mostly disadvantaged clients, he
understands only too well how badly they need him with the system stacked
against them. Tug is honest about his own shortcomings, many of them of the
profoundly politically incorrect variety, and his personal catchphrase, handy in
all situations, is “At least I admit it.”
When his passionate commitment to Suzy’s case thrusts him into a surreal, often violent
sideshow, the ensuing danger only sharpens his obsession with learning what really
happened to Suzy. Blending razor-sharp intuition, intellectual toughness, and endlessly creative legal brinkmanship, Tug
determinedly works his way through a maze of well-kept secrets—encountering a cast of memorably eccentric characters
along the way—to get to the truth.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Do you have an old manuscript you never did anything with that you’re now considering
dusting off and giving another shot?
Andy Siegel (A.S.): The thing is, I don’t have “old manuscripts.” I’m the new kid on the block. However, although “Suzy’s Case”
is my debut novel, it’s the second Tug Wyler adventure I wrote in a series of crazy cases Tug finds himself entangled in, involving
his colleague Henry Benson’s shady clients, otherwise known as HICs (Henry’s Injured Criminals).
S. MAG.: Is there a genre—other than the one you write in now—that you’ve considered dabbling in?
A.S.: The answer is no. That’s because, to my knowledge, there’s never before been a mystery series with a hero practicing medical
malpractice and personal injury law. “Suzy’s Case”—and all the other Tug Wyler novels I hope to write—offers a veteran insider’s
perspective on this often high-stakes specialty. And when I say “high stakes,” I don’t mean just those dollar awards that frequently
make headlines but also the eye-opening truths of severely compromised human lives. Having practiced for over two decades in
New York City, believe me, I’ve seen it all. And felt it. So the characters and the atmosphere you get in “Suzy’s Case” are based on
the real deal. And it’s this authenticity, combined with my sometimes outrageous imagination (at least I admit it), that gives my
writing the distinctive flavor its fans have been responding to. I’m having fun escaping into this “alternate” version of my own
everyday world and what’s been great is that readers are, too.
S. MAG.: What do you think are your three best qualities? Worst?
A.S.: Best: Loyalty, persistence, kindheartedness. Worst: Excitability, impulsiveness, over-reacting. 

54

Suspense Magazine December 2012 / Vol. 041

“The Inquisitor’s Key” by Jefferson Bass (HarperCollins
Publishers: May 2012): Miranda Lovelady, Dr. Bill Brockton's protégé,
is spending the summer helping excavate a newly discovered chamber
beneath the spectacular Palace of the Popes in Avignon, France. There she
discovers a stone chest inscribed with a stunning
claim: inside lie the bones of none other than Jesus
of Nazareth. Faced with a case of unimaginable
proportions, Miranda summons Brockton for
help. Both scientists are skeptical—after all, fake
relics abounded during the Middle Ages—but
evidence for authenticity looks strong initially,
and soon grows stronger.
Brockton and Miranda link the bones to the
haunting image on the Shroud of Turin, revered
by millions as the burial cloth of Christ, and then a
laboratory test finds the bones to be 2,000 years old. The finding triggers
a deadly tug-of-war between the anthropologists, the Vatican, and a
deadly zealot who hopes to use the bones to bring about the Second
Coming—and trigger the end of time.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Do you have a novel (your own) you
would like to see made into a movie? Who would you like to see play
your protagonist?
Jefferson Bass (J.B.): We’d love to see a film adaptation that combines the
first three novels in the series—“Carved in Bone,” “Flesh and Bone,” and
“The Devil’s Bones”—into one super-intense narrative arc, starring William L. Petersen or Harrison Ford as Dr. Bill Brockton.
S. MAG.: Who’s your favorite author?
J.B.: Dr. Bill Bass’s favorite: historian Stephen Ambrose. Jon Jefferson’s favorite: Cormac McCarthy or James Lee Burke, depending
on my mood.
S. MAG.: Do you have a memorable fan experience you can share?
J.B.: At a book signing a few years ago, a woman asked us to sign her copy of the book, and then she asked us to be the two legal
witnesses on her body-donation form, so she can send her body to the Body Farm. Now THAT’S a hardcore fan! 

“A Partial History of Lost Causes” by Jennifer duBois (Random House
Publishing Group: August 2012): In St. Petersburg, Russia, world chess champion Aleksandr
Bezetov begins a quixotic quest. With his renowned Cold War–era tournaments behind
him, Aleksandr has turned to politics, launching a dissident presidential campaign against
Vladimir Putin. He knows he will not win—and that he is risking his life in the process—
but a deeper conviction propels him forward. And in the same way that he cannot abandon
his aims, he cannot erase the memory of a mysterious woman he loved in his youth.
In Cambridge, Massachusetts, thirty-year-old English lecturer Irina Ellison is on an
improbable quest of her own. Certain she has inherited Huntington’s disease—the same
cruel illness that ended her father’s life—she struggles with a sense of purpose. When Irina
finds an old, photocopied letter her father had written to the young Aleksandr Bezetov,
she makes a fateful decision. Her father had asked the Soviet chess prodigy a profound
question—How does one proceed against a lost cause?—but never received an adequate
reply. Leaving everything behind, Irina travels to Russia to find Bezetov and get an answer
for her father, and for herself.
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“Kill Zone” by CJ Lyons (Legacy Books: November 2012): Lucy’s back! In a story
ripped from the headlines, the violence is the worst she’s ever seen, the stakes are
higher than ever, and then…things get personal.

It’s a vicious, horrific crime: the brutal killing of a teenaged girl. When Pittsburgh
detectives call FBI Supervisory Special Agent Lucy Guardino to the scene, their
focus is on who and why?
Was it the girl’s Afghan father striving to regain his honor after she became too
Westernized? Her Jewish boyfriend? Someone from Afghanistan settling an old
grudge? Or one of the many drug cartels the father helped the DEA bring down
seeking revenge?
Former Marine Sergeant Andre Stone has been home a month, but he has yet to leave the
safe haven of his grandmother’s house—other than to go to his appointments at the VA’s
burn clinic. Andre’s disfiguring physical scars are the least of his worries. The emotional
wounds of seeing his men massacred in a DEA raid gone horribly wrong have left him a
walking dead man, numb to anything.
All he can think about is revenge. On Rashid Raziq, the man behind the raid. When
Andre is offered a chance at vengeance, the only question left is: How far will he go to get it?
The answers seem clear when Pittsburgh becomes engulfed in flames as a violent narcoterrorist turns the city into a kill
zone…But in the dark of night, surrounded by men intent on destroying the truth, Lucy and Andre both learn that secrets
hide in shadows.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Is there a genre—other than the one you write in now—that you’ve considered dabbling in?
CJ Lyons (C.J.L.): With my background of practicing pediatrics and pediatric emergency medicine for seventeen years, I really
want to try my hand at YA thrillers. I read tons of YA and love how it pushes the limits beyond any other genre out there. The
folks at Sourcebooks have taken on my first YA thriller, “Broken,”
and I’m currently at work on the second.
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S. MAG.: What do you think are your three best qualities?
Worst?
C.J.L.: My best three qualities are: stubborn, stubborn, stubborn.
If I have a clear vision of what I want or when I know something
is wrong and someone must fix it, I’m going to find a way to
make it happen.
My three worst qualities? See above, lol!
S. MAG.: What can fans expect to see from you in 2013?
C.J.L.: 2013 is looking like a very busy year! I have two
mainstream FBI thrillers coming from St. Martin’s Press (“Black
Sheep” in February 2013 and “Hollow Bones” in October 2013)
and my first ever YA thriller, “Broken,” coming from Sourcebooks
in November 2013.
Plus, my fans are demanding a fourth book in each of the Hart
and Drake medical suspense series and the Lucy Guardino FBI
Thriller series, so I’m toying with the idea of a crossover novel.
And I have speaking engagements booked all over the U.S. and in
the U.K. I’m also hoping to take my first vacation in seven years!
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“The Forever Girl” by Rebecca Hamilton (Immortal Ink Publishing, LLC: April 2012): “Whatever you do, fight.”
Sophia’s family has skeletons, but they aren’t in their graves.
At twenty-two, practicing Wiccan Sophia Parsons is scratching out a living waiting tables in her Rocky Mountain hometown,
a pariah after a string of unsolved murders with only one thing in common: her.
Sophia can imagine lots of ways to improve her life, but she’d settle for just getting rid of the buzzing noise in her head.
When the spell she casts goes wrong, the static turns into voices. Her personal demons get company, and the newcomers are
dangerous.
One of them is a man named Charles, who Sophia falls for despite her better judgment. He has connections that might help
her unveil the mystery surrounding her ancestor’s hanging, but she gets more than she bargains for when she finally decides
to trust him.
Survival in his world, she learns, means not asking questions and staying out of the immortal council’s way. It’s a line she
crossed long ago. If Sophia wants to survive the council and save the people she loves, she must accept who she is, perform
dark magic, and fight to the death for her freedom.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Is there an interview question you were never asked and would like to answer?
Rebecca Hamilton (R.H.): Who has made the biggest impact on your life so far, and why?
And the answer would be, my Dad. Technically, he’s my stepdad, but he’s really much more than that. First of all, he wanted to be
my dad. You know, people have kids and they love them because that is their flesh and blood. But my dad loves me LIKE I am his
flesh and blood, without literally being so. I never knew my biological father growing up, because he didn’t want to know me, but
because my REAL dad (my “step” dad) chose to be my dad, I received a much bigger gift. I think everyone wants to feel wanted by
someone, but when you live the first decade of your life feeling like the one person who should have wanted you doesn’t, that can
be rough. So to have someone who DOESN’T have to be responsible for you show
that they love you and want to be responsible for you, well, that’s HUGE. He didn’t
have to become my dad. He became my dad because he wanted to. I don’t think
words can really do justice to what an amazing thing that is.
S. MAG.: Do you have an old manuscript you never did anything with that you’re
now considering dusting off and giving another shot?
R.H.: I have one I started working on but never finished. I feel like it’s too dark and
vulgar/inappropriate (for every possible audience) to be marketable. I’ve considered
finishing it a few times, though, because it’s the only book of mine that my beta readers still
ask me to finish.
S. MAG.: Is there a genre—other than the one you write in now—that you’ve considered
dabbling in?
R.H.: Well, I write in Paranormal Fantasy, Horror, and Literary Fiction, but I’ve only
published Paranormal Fantasy so far. I really do want to finish my projects in other genres
though. Those books deserve to be finished. 
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“Dark Days” by C.A. Kunz (C.A. Kunz: January 2012): Surviving tenth
grade is the least of Cat Colvin’s worries.

Cat Colvin wants more than anything to just be an “average” teenager and
blend in, but having found out the secret of her adoption has Cat questioning
her entire life. Unfortunately, there are much deeper and darker secrets being
withheld from her that may prove to threaten her very existence. Cat will be
forced to make a choice: stay in Astoria and possibly endanger all that she
loves, or flee and hide amongst her kind.
Friendships will be tested, family bonds will be tried, and even Cat herself
will be pushed to her limits both emotionally and physically; all while trying
to maintain a somewhat normal relationship with her boyfriend Ryan. What
is actually going on in the quaint port town of Astoria, and are Cat and her
loved ones prepared for the dark days that loom ahead?
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): What do you think are your three best
qualities? Worst?
Carol Kunz (C.K.): Best: I’m patient, kind, and have never met a stranger.
Worst: I procrastinate, I can talk too much, and I don’t act my age.
Adam Kunz (A.K.): Best: I’m personable, a perfectionist, and creative. Worst:
I’m a perfectionist, I’m overly analytical, and can be a tad stubborn.
S. MAG.: What can fans expect to see from you in 2013?
C.K. & A.K.: We have several projects in the works with plans of hopefully finishing all them by the end of 2013. We’re working
on book three and four in The Childe series, the second book in our dystopian trilogy, a stand-alone Young Adult contemporary
novel, and a stand-alone Young Adult Thriller/Mystery novel.
S. MAG.: What sentence or scene in one of your books do you look back at and say, “I can’t believe I wrote that?” Can be
good or bad.
C.K.: Mine would have to be the scene in “Dark Days” in which Cat finds out what Dr. Bane really is.
A.K.: I’d have to say the scene in “The Modified” when the main character, Kenley Grayson, faces her final assessment at the
Magnus Academy. 

“Olive Branches Don’t Grow on Trees” by Grace Mattioli (CreateSpace Independent Publishing Platform:
September 2012): Imagine you are asked to plan a gathering for a feuding family of six that has not been gathered together in
over six years. Add to this the fact that the parents of this family are newly separated and that your own life is falling apart.
This is the challenge that befalls 23 year old Silvia Greco when she is drafted into helping her mother plan a party for her
younger brother’s high school graduation. She takes it on, and in doing so, must negotiate with each member of her family,
appealing to their individual needs and interests, in order to get them to go. Through this process, she learns that peace is
not something that is easily achieved or freely existing. It is something that needs to be created, cultivated and nurtured. In
other words, she learns that “olive branches don’t grow on trees.”
The father, Frank, works as a judge in a local courthouse, and spends his spare time drinking,
cooking food that no one eats and maintaining the most perfectly manicured yard in town.
The mother, Donna, is a college professor, and is giving single life a go after spending almost all
of her adult life with Frank. Angie, the eldest child, married rich and devastated her father by
moving from south Jersey to north Jersey, which as far as Frank is concerned, might as well be
another planet. Silvia’s older brother, Cosmo, is brilliant and great at everything he does, but
is also a classic underachiever. Her younger brother, Vince, is bursting with energy and is on
his way to save the world.
And then there is Silvia: Energetic, idealistic, and young, striving to bring her family together,
while also struggling to settle down and find a career in which she may utilize her artistic
talents. She is extremely independent as she can drive across the country and move from place
to place alone. She is highly adaptable and does whatever she has to do to get by, whether that
be working as a nude model for art schools or a candy store manager at a mall. Last but not
least is Grandma Tucci, who Silvia loves fiercely. She has passed away years ago, but remains
with Silvia in spirit, almost as if guiding her through her adventures in the lessons of life, love,
and peace. 
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“Pig” by SBR Martin (The Artists' Orchard, LLC: August 2012): A troubled
woman sits alone on a couch in a crowded funeral home, in wake of her husband’s
“accident.” In her right hand, she holds a scrap of paper she refuses to reveal, and, in
her heart, she holds a lot of secrets, including a big one she’s keeping from herself.
As the familiar faces of funeral home patrons stir in her a lifetime of memories, her
story and her secrets unravel in a narrative of domestic abuse, sexuality, reflection,
and loss.
What does it take for a troubled woman to finally let go? How did her husband get
in that box? And what is she holding in her hand? Step into Lily’s past to answer
the present questions. But don’t expect to be pleased with everything you learn.
Some stories just aren’t meant to have happy endings.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): If you had a choice, what writer would you most
like to have dinner with (dead or alive)? And what is the one question you would
like them to answer regarding their life and/or career?
SBR Martin (S.B.R.M.): Tough question. There are so many authors
who’ve made it big, who I’d love to ask for the secret to success. But I’ll be a
little more grounded with this one. I share a hometown (Pittsburgh) and
a love of all things rock n’ roll with author Susan Helene Gottfried, who
has three published books about the trials and tribulations of a fictitious
rock band and its members: “ShapeShifter: The Demo Tapes – Year 1”;
“ShapeShifter: The Demo Tapes – Year 2”; and “Trevor’s Song.” Susan
and I have bonded online and become e-friends. She sent me a copy of
Press Photo: PicChick Photography by Lizzy Bittner
“Trevor’s Song,” which she inscribed with the message “Come hang with a
rock star.” Though I’m sure the “rock star” she referenced was the title character of the book, her work is so compelling, real, and
personal that I’ve concluded that it’s actually Susan who is the true rock star—and it’s her I’d like to hang out with and, to answer
your question, have dinner with. And, seeing as how she’s local and we’re connected, dinner is a very real possibility, which we’ve
already discussed. When we do have dinner, there are tons of questions I’ll pose, including the one I’m absolutely aching to ask:
Where did Trevor Wolff come from?
S. MAG.: Is there an interview question you were never asked and would like to answer?
S.B.R.M.: While there’s no particular question that I’ve wanted to be asked, there is a particular answer I’ve wanted to give, though
I don’t know what question it’d answer. I guess it’d pertain to my writing background, or to the message I’d like to transmit to
other aspiring artists. Believe it or not, I nearly failed freshman English in high school. My first paper was returned to me without
a grade on it, with nothing more than “See me” scrawled across the top of the first page. The paper was so poorly written that
my teacher wouldn’t grade it, for fear of stunting my academic development. After that disaster, I took it as my personal mission
to educate myself on the finer points of writing. The next time I received an ungraded paper from a teacher was six years later,
again with nothing more than “See me” scrawled across the top of the first page. That time, the paper was so well-written that my
teacher wouldn’t grade it, because my writing so exceeded undergraduate expectations that she suspected me of plagiarism. I had
to meet with the head of the department, with writing samples in tow, before the case against me was dismissed and the instructor
was directed to proffer her apology. So the moral of the story is this: I’ve come a long way from shaky foundations, mostly on my
own, and maybe my success in the face of failure can be an inspiration to others. Never let one disappointment bring you so far
down that you simply stop trying. If anything, try even harder.
S. MAG.: Do you have an old manuscript you never did anything with that you’re now considering dusting off and giving
another shot?
S.B.R.M.: No old manuscripts here! I’ve only ever written two manuscripts, both of which were published. But I do have an old
short story, which I recently decided to dust off. The Green Chair is the first piece I ever wrote to completion, the first yarn spun
in my own unique style, employing many of the literary devices, vacillating structural elements, and character choices which
hallmark my in-print fiction. And, as the storyline itself isn’t so far removed from that of either of my books, it’s kind of the piece
that inspired and started it all. Why have I dusted it off? I’ll let you in on a little secret…I want to submit it for publication in a
cool magazine that caters to those with an interest in suspense. 
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“The Uninvited” by Heather Graham (Harlequin: August 2012): 1777: In

the throes of the Revolutionary War, Landon Mansion is commandeered by British
Lord “Butcher” Bedford. He stabs Lucy Tarleton—who spurned his king and his
love—leaving her to die in her father’s arms.
Now: After the day’s final tour, docent Allison Leigh makes her rounds while
locking up…and finds a colleague slumped over Bedford’s desk, impaled on his
own replica bayonet.
Resident ghosts may be the stock-in-trade of stately Philadelphia homes, but
Allison—a noted historian—is indignant at the prospect of “ghost hunters”
investigating this apparent murder.
Agent Tyler Montague knows his hauntings and his history. But while Allison is
skeptical of the newcomer, a second mysterious murder occurs. Has “Butcher”
Bedford resurfaced? Or is there another malevolent force at work in Landon
Mansion? Wary, yet deeply attracted, Allison has to trust in Tyler and work with
him to discover just what uninvited guest—dead or alive—has taken over the
house. Or their lives could become history!
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Hollywood pitches are often very brief. How would
you pitch your book to the movies in ten words or less?

Heather Graham (H.G.): Criminal Minds meets Medium; real murders, real suspects, supernatural help.
S. MAG.: If you somehow lost the use of the hand you use the most, would you learn to use the opposite just to write or would
you call it quits?
H.G.: I would never quit writing. Writing is in the mind, and we’re always writing in our minds!
S. MAG.: If you were to write a book featuring an animal as the protagonist, what animal would you choose and why?
H.G.: I’m an animal advocate, a true lover of so many. I think, however, I would choose a dog—dogs are man’s best friend, they
can manipulate more easily than a horse, and though I love my cats, too, they are, beyond a doubt, a little more about themselves
than those around them. Yes, a dog. Maybe a massive wolfhound of some kind…or maybe a crime-fighting poodle having to deal
with the humiliation of his haircut while he tries to cut through to the chase! 

“Agent 6” by Tom Rob Smith (Grand Central Publishing: January 2012): THREE DECADES. TWO MURDERS. ONE
CONSPIRACY. WHO IS AGENT 6?
Leo Demidov is no longer a member of Moscow’s secret police. But when his wife, Raisa, and daughters
Zoya and Elena are invited on a “Peace Tour” to New York City, he is immediately suspicious.
Forbidden to travel with his family and trapped on the other side of the world, Leo watches helplessly
as events in New York unfold and those closest to his heart are pulled into a web of political conspiracy
and betrayal-one that will end in tragedy.
In the horrible aftermath, Leo demands only one thing: to investigate the killer who destroyed his
family. His request is summarily denied. Crippled by grief and haunted by the need to find out
exactly what happened on that night in New York, Leo takes matters into his own hands. It is a quest
that will span decades, and take Leo around the world—from Moscow, to the mountains of Sovietcontrolled Afghanistan, to the backstreets of New York—in pursuit of the one man who knows the
truth: Agent 6. 
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“City of Women” by David R. Gillham (Amy Einhorn Books/Putnam: August
2012): Whom do you trust, whom do you love, and who can be saved?
It is 1943—the height of the Second World War—and Berlin has essentially become a city
of women.
Sigrid Schröder is, for all intents and purposes, the model German soldier’s wife: She goes
to work every day, does as much with her rations as she can, and dutifully cares for her
meddling mother-in-law, all the while ignoring the horrific immoralities of the regime.
But behind this façade is an entirely different Sigrid, a woman who dreams of her former
lover, now lost in the chaos of the war. Her lover is a Jew.
But Sigrid is not the only one with secrets.
A high ranking SS officer and his family move down the hall and Sigrid finds herself
pulled into their orbit. A young woman doing her duty-year is out of excuses before
Sigrid can even ask her any questions. And then there’s the blind man selling pencils
on the corner, whose eyes Sigrid can feel following her from behind the darkness of
his goggles.
Soon Sigrid is embroiled in a world she knew nothing about, and as her eyes open
to the reality around her, the carefully constructed fortress of solitude she has built over the years begins to
collapse. She must choose to act on what is right and what is wrong, and what falls somewhere in the shadows between the
two. 
“A Lesson in Secrets” by Jacqueline Winspear (HarperCollins Publishers:
March 2012): In the summer of 1932, the career of psychologist and investigator
Maisie Dobbs takes an exciting new turn when she accepts an undercover
assignment from the British Secret Service. Sent to pose as a junior lecturer at a
private college in Cambridge, she will monitor any activities “not in the interests of
His Majesty’s government.”
When the college’s controversial pacifist founder, Greville Liddicote, is murdered,
however, Maisie is directed to stand back as her colleagues in Scotland Yard
spearhead the investigation. But she soon discovers that the circumstances of
Liddicote’s death appear inextricably linked to the suspicious comings and goings
of faculty members and students under her surveillance. To unravel this web, the
investigator must overcome a reluctant Secret Service, discover shameful hidden
truths about Britain’s conduct during the Great War, and face off against the rising
power of the Nationalsozialistische Deutsche Arbeiterpartei—the Nazi
Party—as the storm clouds of World War II gather on the horizon.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): What is the first name that comes to
mind you would use to fit this description of a protagonist? Short,
kind of pudgy, white girl but tan year-round, loudmouth and crass,
afraid of only fear itself, sensitive to criticism, has one of the best
smiles you’ve ever seen and is an orphan.
Jacqueline Winspear (J.W.): I think I would be running from that
particular protagonist with such speed I wouldn’t have time to form a
name for her. It’s a bit like the dog with a torn ear, one eye and no teeth
who answers to the name of “Lucky.” So, let’s call her Lucy. How about
Lucy Smiley? Thank heavens I won’t ever have to write about her.
in?

S. MAG.: Using the above character, what genre would you write her

J.W.: If I had to, I would start writing and see where the story goes. It wouldn’t take long for the road to open up in a given
direction, which would probably veer towards a tragicomedy.
S. MAG.: Out of the characters you write, who is most like you?
J.W.: None of them are much like me. I have to spend a lot of time with my characters, and it would be very tedious indeed if any
were like me. Having said that, didn’t someone say that there’s something of the author in every character? 
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“The Laughterhouse” by Paul Cleave (Atria Books: August 2012): Theodore Tate

never forgot his first crime scene—ten-year-old Jessica found dead in “the Laughterhouse,”
an old abandoned slaughterhouse with the S painted over. The killer was found and arrested.
Justice was served. Or was it?
Fifteen years later, a new killer arrives in Christchurch, and he has a list of people
who were involved in Jessica’s murder case, one of whom is the unfortunate Dr.
Stanton, a man with three young girls. If Tate is going to help them, he has to
find the connection between the killer, the Laughterhouse, and the city’s suddenly
growing murder rate. And he needs to figure it out fast, because Stanton and
his daughters have been kidnapped, and the doctor is being forced to make an
impossible decision: which one of his daughters is to die first.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): What is the first name that comes to mind that you
would use to fit this description of a protagonist? Short, kind of pudgy, white girl
but tan year-round, loud mouth and crass, afraid of only fear itself, sensitive to
criticism, has one of the best smiles you’ve ever seen and is an orphan.
Paul Cleave (P.C.): Fluffy Leighton. That’s actually my porn-star name, and for
some reason the description here made me think of that. Maybe
because if I were a porn star, it’s how I’d be—short, pudgy, sensitive
to criticism.
S. MAG.: Using the above character, what genre would you write
her in?
P.C.: She’d have to go into a crime novel. A woman like Fluffy
Leighton—well, to me, she sounds like the kind of gal who might
just want to try and hire a private investigator.
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S. MAG.: Out of the characters
you write, who is most like you?

P.C.: Fluffy Leighton. No—just kidding. I guess Theodore Tate is the most like me. Or, more
accurately, I think Theodore Tate is the kind of guy I’d like to be like. I’d like to be able to
make the same decisions in life he’s making if the same bad things were happening. 

“The Bone Bed” by Patricia Cornwell (Penguin Group USA: October 2012): A
woman has vanished while digging a dinosaur bone bed in the remote wilderness of
Canada. Somehow, the only evidence has made its way to the inbox of Chief Medical
Examiner Kay Scarpetta, over two thousand miles away in Boston. She has no idea
why. But as events unfold with alarming speed, Scarpetta begins to suspect that the
paleontologist’s disappearance is connected to a series of crimes much closer to home:
a gruesome murder, inexplicable tortures, and trace evidence from the last living
creatures of the dinosaur age.

When she turns to those around her, Scarpetta finds that the danger and suspicion
have penetrated even her closest circles. Her niece Lucy speaks in riddles. Her lead
investigator, Pete Marino, and FBI forensic psychologist and husband, Benton Wesley,
have secrets of their own. Feeling alone and betrayed, Scarpetta is tempted by someone
from her past as she tracks a killer both cunning and cruel. 
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“Blood Line” by James Rollins (HarperCollins Publishers: June 2012): Immortality is
not just within our reach—it is already here.

Galilee, 1025. A Templar knight uncovers a holy treasure, a priceless icon that holds a
mysterious and terrifying power that promises to change humankind forever.
A millennium later, Somali pirates hijack a yacht, kidnapping a young pregnant American
woman. Commander Gray Pierce is enlisted for a covert rescue mission. Suspicious that
the kidnapping masks a more nefarious plot, Gray must confront a shadowy cabal that
has manipulated events throughout history.
And the danger is only beginning . . .
Halfway around the world, a firebombing at a fertility clinic in South Carolina exposes
a diabolical conspiracy that goes back centuries . . . a scheme that lies within our genetic
code. With time against them, SIGMA must race to save an innocent
unborn baby whose very existence raises questions about the nature of
mankind: Could you live forever? Would you live forever?
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Remembering back, is there one book
that is still stuck in your head that you just can’t let go of?
James Rollins (J.R.): While I certainly have a long list of favorites across a
gamut of genres (“Jurassic Park,” “Vampire Lestat,” “Brotherhood of the Rose,” “Dune,” “Salem’s Lot,” and on and on). One book
that has nagged at me and haunts me to this day is a lesser-known masterpiece of magical realism titled, “The Land of Laughs”
by Jonathan Carroll. I read this back in 1995, before I was ever published. The novel is equal parts terror and exhilaration, and
it exposes and explores the secret desire of all writers: to have one’s written word come to life in the real world. It’s underlying
message: be careful what you wish for.
S. MAG.: If you had a choice, what writer would you most like to have dinner with (dead or alive)? And what is the one
question you would like them to answer regarding their life and/or career?
J.R.: For me that would be Mark Twain. First, how entertaining would such a dinner guest be? Second, I’ve revered this man’s wit
and words since junior high when I read “Huckleberry Finn.” And what, I only get to ask him ONE question? Okay, that would
be: “After traveling the world, writing about all manners of lives and times, what one bit of wisdom have you learned that you
believe everyone should know?”
S. MAG.: Is there an interview question you were never asked and would like to answer?
J.R.: That would be: after traveling the world, writing about all manners of lives and times, what one bit of wisdom have you
learned that you believe everyone should know? My answer: floss regularly and always carry sunscreen. 

“Heartbroken” by Lisa Unger (Crown Publishing Group: June 2012): Long after anyone expected Kate to do anything

with her life, she did. Using the journals left behind by her aunt and grandmother, she wrote a novel based on a very real
generation-old love story that ended in tragedy. On the other side of town, Emily is about to set fire to her life. She’s in a
dead-end job and is involved with the wrong man; she can feel herself being drawn into darkness, with horrific consequences.
With nowhere to go, she finds herself on the run. Without knowing each other, and with lives that couldn't be more different,
Kate and Emily head to the same point on the map: Heart Island, an idyllic place in the middle of a lake in the Adirondacks,
owned for generations by Birdie Burke's family. The harsh and unyielding Birdie is at one with
this island, which has a terrifying history all its own. She, too, has consequences to face.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): What is the first name that comes to mind you would use to
fit this description of a protagonist? Short, kind of pudgy, white girl but tan year round, loud
mouth and crass, afraid of only fear itself, sensitive to criticism, has one of the best smiles you’ve
ever seen and is an orphan.
Lisa Unger (L.U.): Charity Quinn.
S. MAG.: Using the above character, what genre would you write her in?
L.U.: Erotic suspense. She seems like the kind of girl who would have lots of interesting
adventures.
S. MAG.: Out of the characters you write, who is most like you?
L.U.: I am not sure any of the characters I write are exactly like me. But if pressed, I'd have
to say I'm some weird hybrid of Ridley Jones and Jones Cooper. Which is odd, because they
are very different people, with lives that couldn't be farther apart. But I relate to both of
them on a very deep level. 
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“Opening Moves” by Steven James (Penguin
Group USA: September 2012): In The Bowers Files
novels, FBI Special Agent Patrick Bowers has stopped
some of the most vicious serial killers ever imagined.
Now, in the fifth exciting installment, author Steven
James takes readers back to Bowers’s terrifying
beginning.
Milwaukee, 1997. In a city reeling from the crimes of
Jeffrey Dahmer, a series of gruesome kidnappings and
mutilations draw authorities into a case like nothing
they’ve ever seen. Cops think a Dahmer copycat is on
the loose.
But Patrick Bowers, working as a homicide detective,
suspects this is more than an ode to the infamous
cannibal. When he discovers that the shocking acts
reference some of the most notorious and macabre
killers in our nation’s history, the investigation spirals
into a nightmare of manipulation, brutality, and terror.

“The
Book
of
Lost
Fragrances” by M. J. Rose
(Atria Books: March 2012): A Secret
Worth Dying For …

Jac L’Etoile has always been haunted
by visions of the past, her earliest
memories infused with the exotic
scents that she grew up with as the
heir to a storied French
perfume
company.
These worsened after
her mother’s suicide
until she finally found a
doctor who helped her,
teaching her to explore
the
mythological
symbolism in her
visions and thus lessen their painful impact. This ability led Jac to
a wildly successful career as a mythologist, television personality,
and author.

Wielding groundbreaking investigative techniques,
Bowers must now face off with a killer who will stop at When her brother, Robbie—who’s taken over the House of L’Etoile
from their father—contacts Jac about a remarkable discovery in
nothing to get his message out to the world.
the family archives, she’s skeptical. But when Robbie goes missing
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Do you have a novel before he can share the secret—leaving a dead body in his wake—
(your own) you would like to see made into a movie? Jac is plunged into a world she thought she’d left behind.
Who would you like to see play your protagonist?
Traveling back to Paris to investigate Robbie’s disappearance,
Steven James (S.J.): Well, I think “Opening Moves” would Jac discovers that the secret is a mysterious scent developed in
make a great, gritty thriller, but since it’s a prequel, Cleopatra’s time. Could the rumors swirling be true? Can this
Patrick Bowers is a bit younger and I’m not sure who the ancient perfume hold the power to unlock the ability to remember
best actor would be. Other than that, I’d love to see Colin past lives and conclusively prove reincarnation? If this possession
Farrell play Bowers in “The Queen.” He’d be perfect. I has the power to change the world, then it’s not only worth living
for . . . it’s worth killing for, too.
think it would rock.
S. MAG.: Who’s your favorite author?
S.J.: That’s a tough one. It’s like choosing which of my three
daughters my favorite is. I love Mark Greaney’s action
novels, Gillian Flynn’s dark crime novels, and Thomas H.
Cook’s boiled-down, moving prose. I could keep going, but
we’ll stop with those three.

Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): What do you think are your three
best qualities? Worst?
M. J. Rose (M.J.R): Three best are determination, curiosity,
and optimism. Three worst are stubbornness, nervousness, and
stubbornness.
S. MAG.: What can fans expect to see from you in 2013?

S. MAG.: Do you have a M.J.R.: “Seduction” is coming out in May. It’s my first ghost story and
memorable fan experience I’m very excited.
you can share?
While exiled on the Isle of Jersey in 1853, Victor Hugo began having
S.J.: One time a woman séances in an effort to contact his deceased daughter. Using his
came up to me and said, explorations into another dimension as a starting point, I’ve written
“You are my biggest fan!” I a gothic novel that goes back and forth in time. From the past to
didn’t know how to reply to the present where Jac L’Etoile, a mythologist, trying to escape her
that and when I hesitated, own troubled past, goes to Jersey to search of a Celtic ruin and in
she said, “No, you are. You the process finds Hugo’s long lost letters about his encounters with
are my biggest fan!” someone he called, The Shadow of the Sepulcher.
Finally, I just said,
“Well then, I’m S. MAG.: What sentence or scene in one of your books do you look
glad to finally meet back at and say, “I can’t believe I wrote that?” Can be good or bad.
you.” I’ve always
wondered if she ever M.J.R.: Every one of them! I write my first drafts in a semirealized what she unconscious state and when I go back and start my second draft I
don’t believe I wrote anything I’m reading. Not good…or bad, just
actually said. 
“where did that come from?” 
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“Secondworld” by Jeremy Robinson (St. Martin's Press: May 2012): Lincoln
Miller, an ex-Navy SEAL turned NCIS Special Agent is sent to Aquarius, the world’s only
sub-oceanic research facility located off the Florida Keys, to investigate reports of ocean
dumping. A week into his stay, strange red flakes descend from the surface. Scores of fish
are dead and dying, poisoned by the debris that turns to powder in Miller’s fingers and
tastes like blood.
Miller heads for the surface, ready to fight whoever is polluting on his watch. But he finds
nothing. No ships. No polluters. No oxygen.
Instead, he finds a cloudless sky full of red particles dropping like snow and coating the
ocean with a thick film that stretches to the horizon. When a dead blue whale collides
with Aquarius, Miller begins a harrowing race to escape the affected area. Cut off from
the rest of the world and surrounded by death, Miller makes his way to Miami where he
discovers just one survivor, and the awful truth: the strange phenomenon that robbed the
air of its life giving oxygen was an attack by an enemy reborn from the ashes of World
War II. And they’re just getting started. Miami, Tel Aviv, and Tokyo have all been
destroyed. Millions are dead.
And if Miller can’t track down and stop those responsible in seven days, the rest of
the world is next.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Do you have an old manuscript you never did
anything with that you’re now considering dusting off and giving another shot?
Jeremy Robinson (J.R.): Nope. Any book of mine that hasn’t been published by a
publisher has already been released by my imprint, Breakneck Media. Despite working with several publishers, I write enough in
a year (five to six novels) that multiple publishers can’t keep up, so I’m always releasing books—over twenty to date, all with great
success. I DO have thirteen screenplays laying around that I’ve considered releasing as e-books, but they’d require more polishing
than I have time for right now. Those five to six novels keep me plenty busy!
S. MAG.: Is there a genre—other than the one you write in now—that you’ve considered dabbling in?
J.R.: Because I write so much, and under multiple names, I’ve been able to write horror, sci-fi, action-adventure, suspense,
thrillers, historical, creature feature, YA, fantasy, and even humor, so there aren’t many genres I haven’t touched on. The genres
that remain—romance, mystery, western, and crime—hold little interest for me on their own, though it could be argued that all
four have appeared in my novels already.
S. MAG.: What do you think are your three best qualities? Worst?
J.R.: Three best qualities: 1) Imagination: This gets mentioned in most of my book reviews. 2) Artistic ability: I was an illustrator
long before I was a writer. It’s what I went to school for. Because of that, my stories are very visual, but I’ve also had the pleasure of
designing 80% of my book covers. 3) Discipline: It’s kind of a funny antithesis to imagination, but they work well together, which
is necessary to keep up with my ambition, which leads to my worst qualities.
Three worst qualities: 1) Ambition: I’ve probably got a little too much of it. Every achievement is enjoyed for a very short period
and then I’m looking toward doing bigger and better again. 2) Work-a-holic: This stems from my ambition, and while I’m not one
of those movie work-a-holics that neglects his family (I keep normal business hours) I don’t take breaks, or vacations, like ever,
which can lead to serious burnout. 3) Insomnia: I tend to write about subjects that are sleep-prohibitive. I need to write about
fluffy bunnies or something. Of course, if I did, it would end up being like “Watership Down with
Apache helicopters.” Hmmm. 

“Bloodman” by Robert Pobi (Thomas & Mercer: May 2012): FBI independent contractor
Jake Cole deciphers the language of murderers by reconstructing three-dimensional crime
scene models in his head—a grim gift that has left his nerves frayed and his psyche fragile.
When his father, an important American painter, is almost killed in an Alzheimer’s-fueled
accident, Jake is forced to come home and confront a past he spent a quarter of a century trying
to forget. Once there, a brutal double homicide teaches Jake that even though he has forgotten
about the past, it has not yet forgotten about him.
As Jake tries to make sense of his father’s unhinged existence, he discovers thousands of seemingly
meaningless canvases stacked in the studio—a bizarre trail of dust-covered breadcrumbs that
Jake believes lead to a killer called the Bloodman. All of his work seems to come apart just as
another malevolent beast descends on the town—a Category 5 hurricane that is as unstoppable
as the murderer. Pinned between the two forces of nature, Jake realizes that old ghosts are on
the move. 
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“The Other Woman” by Hank Phillippi Ryan (Forge Books: September 2012): Jane
Ryland was a rising star in television news…until she refused to reveal a source and lost
everything. Now a disgraced newspaper reporter, Jane isn’t content to work on her assigned puff
pieces, and finds herself tracking down a candidate’s secret mistress just days before a pivotal
Senate election.
Detective Jake Brogan is investigating a possible serial killer. Twice, bodies of unidentified
women have been found by a bridge, and Jake is plagued by a media swarm beginning to buzz
about a “bridge killer” hunting the young women of Boston.
As the body count rises and election looms closer, it becomes clear to Jane and Jake that
their cases are connected…and that they may be facing a ruthless killer who will stop at
nothing to silence a scandal.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Hollywood pitches are often very brief. How would you
pitch your book to the movies in ten words or less?
Hank Phillippi Ryan (H.P.R.): “The Other Woman” is The Good Wife meets Law & Order!
Or—Seduction, Betrayal, and Murder—it’ll take more than votes to win this election!
(I would say that fast so it would sound like fewer than ten words.)
S. MAG.: If you somehow lost the use of the hand you use the most, would you learn to use the opposite just to write or would
you call it quits?
H.P.R.: Oh, dear, that’s almost too distressing to contemplate. “Writing” is more about the “thinking” part than the physical
writing part, so I’m sure I’d figure out something. And now, I’m not going to think about that any more.
S. MAG.: If you were to write a book featuring an animal as the protagonist, what animal would you choose and why?
H.P.R.: A man. The political animal. Okay, fine. I’ll play. A squirrel. Because they’re fast and decisive—but with the flaw of being
easily distracted? A hawk? Because they’re predatory and powerful—but they have the benefit of being able to see the big picture
without any boundaries. Or a fish. Because that would be kind of fun. Hmmm. 

“Huntress Moon” by Alexandra Sokoloff (Amazon Digital Services, Inc.: June 2012): FBI
Special Agent Matthew Roarke is closing in on a bust of a major criminal organization in San
Francisco when he witnesses an undercover member of his team killed right in front of him on a
busy street, an accident Roarke can’t believe is coincidental. His suspicions put him on the trail of
a mysterious young woman who appears to have been present at each scene of a years-long string
of “accidents” and murders, and who may well be that most rare of killers: a female serial.
Roarke’s hunt for her takes him across three states...while in a small coastal town, a young father and
his five-year old son, both wounded from a recent divorce, encounter a lost and compelling
young woman on the beach and strike up an unlikely friendship without realizing how
deadly she may be.
As Roarke uncovers the shocking truth of her background, he realizes she is on a mission
of her own, and must race to capture her before more blood is shed.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): Out of the characters you write, who is most like you?
Alexandra Sokoloff (A.S.): I think I'm most like my youngest characters, partly because
when you write a teenage or college-age character the POV is so much more subjective and
immediate, you have to use yourself. For instance, in “The Harrowing” I feel like I split my own
personality precisely into two opposing characters, Robin and Lisa. When I’m writing I’m an obsessive, introspective Goth (all
right, emo) girl like Robin, but put me in a room full of people and I’m an extroverted party girl like Lisa.
Of course men always want to think I’m like my adult female characters. As if that would be a good thing in real life! Yes, I’m a
physically and emotionally scarred mass murderess. But, you know, hot.
S. MAG.: Is there one book that is still stuck in your head that you just can’t let go of?
A.S.: One that I wrote and can’t let go of? Or one that I haven’t written and can’t let go of? Because that would be every book
I’ve ever thought of that I haven’t written yet. They’re all in there, teeming. And I know I’ll never get to them all. It’s tragic, really.
S. MAG.: If you had a choice, what writer would you most like to have dinner with (dead or alive)? And what is the one
question you would like them to answer regarding their life and/or career?
A.S.: No contest: Shakespeare. But I don't think there's one particular question I would want to ask; I would want to listen to him
talk and see how he moved, his physical presence, and hear the accent and timbre of his voice, and whatever the hell in the world
he would say, and get some sense of who this man could possibly have been. 
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“Last to Die” by Tess Gerritsen (Random House Publishing Group: August 2012): For the second time in his short
life, Teddy Clock has survived a massacre. Two years ago, he barely escaped when his entire family was slaughtered. Now, at
fourteen, in a hideous echo of the past, Teddy is the lone survivor of his foster family’s mass murder. Orphaned once more,
the traumatized teenager has nowhere to turn—until the Boston PD puts detective Jane Rizzoli on the case. Determined to
protect this young man, Jane discovers that what seemed like a coincidence is instead just one horrifying part of a relentless
killer’s merciless mission.
Jane spirits Teddy to the exclusive Evensong boarding school, a sanctuary where young victims of violent crime learn the
secrets and skills of survival in a dangerous world. But even behind locked gates, and surrounded by acres of sheltering
Maine wilderness, Jane fears that Evensong’s mysterious benefactors aren’t the only ones watching. When strange bloodsplattered dolls are found dangling from a tree, Jane knows that her instincts are dead on. And when she meets Will Yablonski
and Claire Ward, students whose tragic pasts bear a shocking
resemblance to Teddy’s, it becomes chillingly clear that a
circling predator has more than one victim in mind.
Joining forces with her trusted partner, medical examiner
Maura Isles, Jane is determined to keep these orphans safe
from harm. But an unspeakable secret dooms the children’s
fate—unless Jane and Maura can finally put an end to an
obsessed killer’s twisted quest.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): If you were to write a book
featuring an animal as the protagonist, what animal would
you choose and why?
Tess Gerritsen (T.G.): Cats and dogs have been done to death
as fictional protagonists, for good reason: they are humans’
constant companions and they know us more intimately than
any other animal. But to be new and different, I think I might
try a book from the point of view of a crow or raven. They have
always struck me as keenly intelligent, they have the capacity
to mimic human speech, and I’ve
watched them at their “conferences”
in the trees, where dozens of them
gather to communicate some
important message, and then fly off
in different directions again. I like
to imagine they see and know more
about us than we think.
S. MAG.: What is the first name that
comes to mind you would use to fit
this description of a protagonist?
Short, kind of pudgy, white girl
but tan year-round, loudmouth
and crass, afraid of only fear itself,
sensitive to criticism, has one of the
best smiles you’ve ever seen and is
an orphan.
T.G.: Karla.
S. MAG.: Using the above character, what genre would
you write her in?
T.G.: YA thriller. I can definitely see her as a kick-ass
heroine. 
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By Susan May

http://anadventureinfilm.blogspot.com.au/

The year of the good, the bad, and the finales is the best way to describe cinema for 2012.
Whilst film reviewing is somewhat subjective, it should always be judged on how close it comes
to achieving entertainment nirvana for its intended audience.
There is one film this year that hit—no, smashed—the mark in achieving that. It won’t
win the Oscar, but certainly Marvel’s The Avengers delivered not only box-office gold (with a
box-office worldwide gross of nearly one and half billion) but it won hands down as the most
anticipated film of the year. In the capable hands of director and screenwriter Joss Whedon, it
was a fun, wild ride.
Then we had the Finales. The final to Director Chris Nolan’s The Dark Night series, The
Dark Knight Rises, was a roller-coaster ride in pacing, but arguably a very fine film and a fitting
conclusion to the series—though the door does seem ever so slightly ajar for a follow-on film.
What will we do now that the Twilight Saga series is finally done
with Bella and Edward and daughter Renesmee, living happily ever
after ‘Forever’—their words not mine? Perhaps the studio will
resurrect the franchise with Renesmee starring in her own sequel. Why walk away
when there are so many Twi-hard fans still eager to hand over their money?
We are also bidding goodbye to the Men in Black series in fitting style with all questions
answered in a zippy, fun film that, thanks to its belated finale, ten years after number two and
fifteen since the original, meant that we could take our kids and share our original love for K and
J and all the letters that we have come to treasure.
Just as we mourn the endings, we can also celebrate a very positive
beginning of another popular young adult crossover film adaption
with The Hunger Games. This film delivered thanks mostly to the
enormous talent of Jennifer Lawrence as Katniss Everdeen.
For those who were missing their local Spidey super-hero,
Sony Pictures kindly rebooted that franchise with well-chosen
leads in Andrew Garfield and Emma Stone in The Amazing Spider-Man. Apparently, there was
an untold story they missed in the other three. But that only took up the first thirty minutes.
The rest was same ol’. But a same ol’ Spiderman is better than most. And this film was far
more enjoyable than the gritty and violent Dredd 3D, a rehash of 1995 Stallone’s Judge Dredd.
The original 1990 Schwarzenegger Total Recall was just too good for this year’s remake to
replace our memories of Arnie shooting Sharon Stone as his wife and uttering, “Consider that
a divorce.”
Film studios are not ones for quitting when something is still working. We saw the next
installments of popular franchises with Ice Age 4, Paranormal Activity 4, Madagascar 3, Taken
2, and the twenty-third Bond film, the thrilling Skyfall.
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We all know 3D doesn’t make a huge difference except to
your pocket, but it became a great excuse for studios to drag out a
few oldies and give them another twirl. Some cinema patrons may see it
as a cynical cash-grab, but perhaps think of it as an opportunity to again enjoy
real classics on the big screen. Titanic 3D was every bit as epic as its first voyage. Star
Wars Episode 1 3D was really showing its age, but Disney gave us wonderful treats with
Beauty and the Beast 3D and Finding Nemo 3D with Monsters Inc 3D scheduled for the end of
this year to welcome in the new prequel Monsters University.
Finally, for your viewing pleasure we present our Suspense Best of 2012, in no particular
order.

Skyfall—nobody does it better than Bond. Possibly the best Bond yet.
Chronicle—another found footage teenage alien film, but brilliantly executed.
Argo—Ben Affleck directed action film that had our stomachs churning with the tension.
John Carter 3D—box-office disaster, but a great film that suffered from the worst marketing ever.
21 Jump Street—same address, but a hilarious renovation on the hit TV series.
Woman in Black—Hammer Films old-fashioned haunting horror, just how we love it.
Frankenweenie—Tim Burton’s stop-motion homage to the horror film. Critics loved it.
The Avengers—the most fun you can have at the cinema. Number 2 not until 2015.
The Sessions—a small, poignant film, but one that will have you choking back the tears.
Seven Psychopaths—a crazy, black comedy that left us worshipping Christopher Walken. 
Skyfall
2012

Genre – Action/Crime (R)

My poor husband suffered terribly after watching Skyfall. He doesn’t normally eat
popcorn as his stomach is not a fan, but a kindly friend gave us a huge bucket. So by the time
the initial chase sequence was over and the iconic opening credits montage had begun, he’d
scoffed half the bucket. Supposedly, he was so engrossed and heady from the action he didn’t
know what he was doing.
A small price to pay one would say in the viewing of what may—according to the fans, or
may not be, according to some critics—be the greatest Bond film yet. Pulling in $60 million
in seven days in the UK, it has beaten out the previous record-holder, Harry Potter and the
Deathly Hallows: Part 2. This year being the 50th anniversary of the Bond films, and Skyfall
the twenty-third in the series, the makers wanted to bring all the key Bond elements together
to make the longest-running film franchise in history just as exciting today.
After the opening chase where things go terribly wrong, Bond (Daniel Craig) is presumed
dead. Even worse, he and fellow agent Eve (Naomie Harris) have allowed key information to
fall into enemy hands. She is relegated to a desk job and James takes a secret break. When an unknown terrorist wreaks havoc
by bombing MI6, releasing secret agents identities on the internet, and targets M (Judi Dench) with threatening messages,
Bond returns. M’s career is also in danger from Gareth Mallory (Ralph Fiennes) who is sent in to retire her.
Bond tracks the terrorist to Shanghai where the action is paused for an interlude with the stunning Sévérine (Bérénice
Marlohe), girlfriend of Silva (Javier Bardem), the mastermind behind the attacks and a techno savvy villain out to seek
revenge.
The humor and wit is back, as well as an iconic car. If there was ever a movie to see in the cinema it is Skyfall. You don’t
hit fifty looking this good by resting on your laurels. Buckle up, put the popcorn under the seat until you feel it’s safe—you’ll
know when—and join the world in their love affair with this iconic character who still has what it takes to kill and thrill.
Reviewed by Susan May http://anadventureinfilm.blogspot.com.au/ for Suspense Magazine 
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Everything is
Suspect
An Interview with Richard Belzer
Interview By Suspense Magazine

Richard Jay Belzer is an American standup comedian, author, and actor born in Bridgeport,
Connecticut, who has many feathers in his proverbial cap. After high school, he worked as a reporter for the Bridgeport
Post. His career advanced over many genres: he was the audience warm-up comedian for Saturday Night Live in its premiere
season and made three guest appearances on the show in 1976 and 1978. He also opened for musician Warren Zevon during
his tour supporting the release of his album Excitable Boy. In the late 1970s and early ’80s, Belzer became an occasional film
actor. He is noted for his small roles in Fame, Night Shift, and Scarface and has also appeared in music videos with Mike &
The Mechanics, Pat Benatar, and the Kansas video Can’t Cry Anymore.
He was also featured player on the National Lampoon Radio Hour. In the late 1970s, he co-hosted Brink & Belzer on
660AM WNBC radio in New York City. He has also been a frequent guest on The Howard Stern Show.
In the 1990s, Belzer appeared often on television. He was a regular on The Flash, Lois and Clark: The New Adventures of
Superman, Homicide: Life on the Street (1993–99), and Law & Order: Special Victims Unit (1999–current).
But Belzer’s legendary career in no way stops there. With the same zeal he’s given all of his work, he’s penned four
novels. “How to be a Standup Comic,” co-written with Larry Charles—“Borat” director and writer—and Rick Newman—
owner of Catch a Rising Star, was published in 1988. “UFOs,
JFK and Elvis: Conspiracies you Don’t Have to be Crazy to
Believe” released in 2000. “I’m not a Cop,” published in 2008
and its 2009 sequel “I’m not a Psychic,” were co-written with
Michael Black and actually feature Belzer as the protagonist
who—you guessed it—solves the mysteries.
His authorial skills bring us now to his most recent
doings. “Dead Wrong”—his latest novel—is a study of the
scientific and forensic facts of the assassinations of President
John F. Kennedy, Senator Robert F. Kennedy, Dr. Martin
Luther King, Jr., Black Panther leader Fred Hampton, and
more. It is also the analysis of new evidence implicating
murder, not suicide, as the reasons for the untimely deaths
of Marilyn Monroe, White House Counsel Vincent Foster,
U.N. Weapons Inspector Dr. David C. Kelly, and bioweapons
expert Frank Olson. In “Dead Wrong,” Belzer also scrutinizes
the cases of two murders directly linked to Lyndon B.
Johnson, the 36th President of the United States.
Now, sit back and enjoy our exclusive, first-time interview
with Richard Belzer.
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): When did you first come
to realize that historically what we’ve been told in certain
situations was truly false or at the least a heavily modified
version?
Richard Belzer (R.B.): I have to say that since my early
childhood I always, for some reason reflexively, was suspicious
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of and questioned adults, authority, and teachers. I don’t know
why. That’s my DNA, I guess. And then, as I got older, the
president was murdered, Malcolm X was murdered, then the
Vietnam debacle, Martin Luther King was murdered, Bobby
Kennedy…. I used to be a newspaper reporter, so these cases
always intrigued me, but I never really did any deep analysis
of them and then when Watergate happened, I saw that some
of the same people involved in Watergate were also involved
in the Bay of Pigs and I began to realize that as Bill Moyers
says, there’s a shadow government. There’s a national security
state that really does run everything and I got really interested
in that and started doing some research and felt compelled to
talk about stuff in my act and then I started writing books.
Basically, if I wasn’t an actor, I’d be a reporter.
S. MAG.: Was there a certain event that compelled you to put
pen to paper?
R.B.: I think it was a cumulative thing of seeing the same
names pop up over and over again. Iran-Contra, Watergate,
Vietnam, JFK, Dr. King, Robert Kennedy, the same players
seem to pop up in various ways and that’s chilling stuff right
out of a George Orwell science fiction. But it is in fact what is.
It’s not as evil as some people think and it’s not as benign as
others think. Presidents are part-time workers. They come in
there and they’re there for four to eight years. Meanwhile there’s
a permanent government and that’s heavy stuff. There are
things that go on that the public isn’t generally aware of and I
think many people, through no fault of their own, don’t want to
know what’s going on to a degree, because they have their own
lives. They have to live and eat and pay the bills. They want
to believe that the government wouldn’t commit these heinous
crimes, and then cover them up. I know the government isn’t
an institution necessarily, but elements within the government,
occasionally, are capable of doing some pretty horrific things.
So it’s complicated, but it’s also very, very real and my book,
“Dead Wrong” is a history book, not a conspiracy book. What
we found is that you don’t have to make anything up because
the reality is—if you’re a diligent enough researcher—you can
find startling information that isn’t generally known but is true.
S. MAG.: You’ve partially answered this, but in the afterword,
Jesse Ventura speaks about the ability of the American public
to handle the truth. How do you think people would

react?
R.B.: They don’t want to know, but I think they can handle
it—but who wants to hear that their father is beating up the
gardener? The government is a really parental kind of thing and
there’s been so much trust over the years and I think starting
with Nixon particularly, respect and trust in the presidency
and the government started going down and then clearly Bush
and Reagan…just, forget about it.
S. MAG.: I was born in 1970, so I missed a lot of civil rights
movement, but I very much remember the Reagan era with
Reagan battling John Anderson and Jimmy Carter. I’ve
always been intrigued with the thought that there’s always
more to the story than you always hear.
R.B.: What’s scary is that even when the government is telling
the truth, people say, “Well, I’m not sure.” That’s when you’re in
trouble. It’s when the truth is suspect and everything is suspect
now. The public may be ill-informed, but they’re not stupid.
Ignorance is not stupidity. Ignorance means lack of knowledge
of something, not stupid. I think especially today, the average
American is very distrustful of the government and the press
and science. It’s very strange. Arabs say—as a curse actually—
may you live in interesting times.
S. MAG.: Which one section in the book would you say was
the most startling when you began to investigate?
R.B.: That’s a good one. Well, let’s see. The Vince Foster stuff
my partner uncovered is some pretty startling information and
that case is very interesting. Fred Hampton’s murder is really
clearly delineated, and we conclusively prove, I think, finally,
that Marilyn Monroe was murdered. It wasn’t a suicide. James
Earl Ray did not shoot Dr. King. Sirhan Sirhan did not kill
Bobby Kennedy. This is all highly provable stuff that when you
see it all in one place, it’s pretty chilling.
S. MAG.: The one thing that intrigued me was when you
laid all the facts out like Marilyn Monroe and Kennedy and
Marshall—the suicide by five shots, which was ridiculous.
R.B.: Yes, with the bolt-action rifle.
S. MAG.: When the facts are all laid out this
way, how can someone just basically say,
“Oh, well you’re all wrong, and I’m just
going to believe this side”? It’s almost as if
they’re just choosing not to believe.
R.B.: Yeah, I can’t really school every person,
that’s why I write books and go on television,
but no, you’re right. For some people it could be
right in front of them and they’d deny it—which
to me is a very curious human trait that I’ve
run across for many years in my research and
when I come across subjects that are a little
hard to swallow about the government

72

Suspense Magazine December 2012 / Vol. 041

and about our history. It’s fascinating what people want to hold
on to—almost desperately—and not have their reality shaken.
I believe people are ready for it. The government has a very
patronizing view of people and they want to protect them and
all that. Not protect them, but control the information.
S. MAG.: Moving on to your co-author, how did you and
David Wayne hook up?
R.B.: David asked his publisher, SkyHorse Publishing, if they
could contact me because he very much would like to team up
with me on this book. I was very flattered and so we went to
work. Our writing styles are very similar and our passion is the
same—virtually everything. So he makes the dream partner
for me. Having started as a reporter, it’s always great to have a
great historian researcher to work with you.

out in your book, doesn’t that silence speak volumes?
R.B.: Like I say, it’s not even worth commenting on. They can be
very dismissive and rarely do people who write shocking things
about the government or whatever, hear from the powers that
be. It does happen, but not as often as people might think.
S. MAG.: On to the lighter side, what does an average day in
your life look like?

S. MAG.: Have you had any issues with government agencies
or anybody else since the book released?

R.B.: See, I wish I had an average day. I’m not complaining, but
every day is different. I don’t film every day, I have meetings
and I’m always writing something. There’s always something
going on. That’s why I have a house in France and I go there
a few months a year and just decompress. Doing what I do is
stressful—not in a bad way—but it takes its toll because my
call time is always different and I sleep different hours. What
I really like to do is lay in bed with my dog and watch old
movies. I wish I could do that.

R.B.: This book? No. Not yet. I’m an actor so they can poohpooh me. They’re aware of what I’m doing, but I don’t think
they’ll do anything.

S. MAG.: John Munch is well known for coloring “outside
the lines” and speaking his mind—how much influence have
you had in the development of your character over the years?

S. MAG.: I did some research before our chat of interviews
that you’ve already done and it didn’t really look like there
was anything, but I didn’t know if there was any conflict
behind the scenes. We’ve interviewed Brad Thor and Vince
Flynn and many other political-thriller authors and they
always say that the CIA or FBI take a look at their books and
say, “No, you can’t put that in there. We know it’s true, but
you have to fictionalize it more because we don’t want people
to know that’s true.”

R.B.: I just feel that as time went on with Homicide and Law &
Order, the writers as they got to know me realized that this is
a natural fit to make Belzer’s real life interests somehow woven
into the character of Munch. If I were a cop, I’d kind of be like
Munch. Munch was a hippie and he’s a dissident cop. He’s an
interesting character for me to play because he’s not typical. But
he’s a good cop and he’s proud of it and he believes in law and
order, but not fascism and oppression and Big Brother, so he’s
in a unique position. He’s fun for me to play.

R.B.: Well, the problem is that a lot of times people will write
things that are partially true, but then the whole book can be
refuted because there are things in there that aren’t true. The
government’s really good at leaking, or having dupes or people
knowingly writing books and articles because they have an “in”
with certain elements of our government—they get scoops and
stuff—but those people are controlled and can be refuted. I’m
sure many of them aren’t even sure themselves what is real and
what isn’t, but they print it anyway because they feel they’re
working with the government and how cool is that, and boys
like secrets, you know.

S. MAG.: Stand-up, acting, writing…what’s next? Is there a
medium that you haven’t tackled yet?

S. MAG.: What kind of fan reaction, positive or negative,
have you received so far?
R.B.: The book has been on the New York Times bestsellers list
and everywhere I go for signings and talks have been packed.
And all the interviews I’ve done, no one is refuting anything.
It’s been actually quite amazing from my perspective. I thought
I’d bump up against a lot of resistance, but clearly there’s a
hunger for this knowledge, especially when it’s presented in an
un-crazy, factual way as we did.
S. MAG.: Since nothing has come out to refute the facts laid
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R.B.: Well, I can give you a scoop. We’re going to do a TV show
based on my book, “Dead Wrong.”
S. MAG.: We were wondering if you were going to do
something like that. Will you be chronicling the chapters in
“Dead Wrong” and expanding on them?
R.B.: Actually, we’re going to do reenactments of the crimes
with voiceover and archival footage and actors playing the
roles of some of the people involved in these cases.
S. MAG.: So, we’ll be looking for that in 2013?
R.B.: Hopefully it will be on early next year.
We here at Suspense Magazine hope you enjoyed this
time getting to know Richard Belzer a bit better. This is a man
with many talents and lots of oars in the water. It’s no wonder
France is a great place for him to go on his downtime. We
thank Richard for giving us his time and allowing us to get to
know him more. 
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By CK Webb

Hex: a magic spell, usually with malevolent
purposes, such as a curse.
It’s hard to believe we have reached the end of 2012 and the end of our Hollywood Hexes series. What a long, strange trip
it has been, BUT, sadly, this part of our journey is almost over. How could I make this article really stand out and give 2012
one last kick in the backside?
My answer...
I saved the very best for last!! Hang on to your seats…it’s going to be one hell of a ride!
Welcome to:

POLTERGEIST, THE EXORCIST, & THE OMEN
In the early 1990s, a blonde-haired little girl with a sweet face and a fresh name burst
onto the Hollywood scene. She sat in front of a static laden television set, placed her hands
on the screen, turned toward the camera and with just a couple words, made her place in
history.
“They’re here” became a household phrase and one that is still used today. Poltergeist
will easily go down in history as one of the most lucrative and recognizable horror/sci-fi/
paranormal movies ever. That’s pretty sweet for a six-year-old little girl who was discovered
while having lunch with her mom—and offered the job on the spot, beating out an already
seasoned actress, Drew Barrymore.
Maybe some movies should never see the light of day…
There are a million different stories about The Poltergeist Curse, but the only one we
know for sure is that four actors who worked on the Poltergeist project, would inevitably
meet an untimely fate. The causes of death for two of the actors were natural, but for two
of the actors, death would not come quietly.
In 1982, just after filming for the first Poltergeist movie, Dominique Dunne met and
later moved in with John Thomas Sweeney, a chef living in the LA area. The relationship between the two was tumultuous
and violent, and it wasn’t long before Dominique severed ties with Sweeney. Dominique was scheduled in a new television
mini-series titled V with actor David Peck. While in the midst of rehearsals, Sweeney confronted Dunne in the driveway
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of her home. He hoped to make his pleas for reconciliation with the woman he loved, but it did not go well. When Dunn
refused to consider the reconciliation, Sweeney dragged her into the backyard of the home next door and strangled her until
she was unconscious. Later reports revealed that Sweeney confessed to strangling Dominique for four to six minutes as best
he could remember. Dominique Dunne was declared brain-dead, and slipped into a deep coma where she remained for five
days before being removed from life support on November 4, 1982. She was just twenty-two years old.
Ironically, her last TV appearance which aired after her death was an episode of Hill Street Blues titled “Requiem for a
Hairbag.” In it, she played a teenage mother who was a victim of parental abuse. Some of the bruise marks on her body for
the scenes were actual bruises inflicted by Sweeney the night before filming. The producers dedicated that episode in her
memory.
Dominique would be the first whose tale would start the whispers, but it would be JoBeth Williams’ statements about
“paranormal/unexplainable” activity in her trailer during filming that would send the Hollywood community reeling. Then
the curse would be even more validated when the beautiful little girl known as Carol Ann met an untimely and mysterious
death.
Heather O’Rourke was born December 27, 1975, and was just six years old when she was cast for the Poltergeist film.
Heather would be the feature player and star in all three Poltergeist movies. She would not however, make the premiere for
the final film.
O’Rourke became extremely ill in 1987 and was misdiagnosed by Kaiser Permanente Hospital as having Crohn’s disease.
She was prescribed medicine to treat the disease, but on January 31, 1988, O’Rourke became ill again. The next morning,
Heather collapsed while preparing to leave for the hospital. Her stepfather then called emergency services. O’Rourke suffered
a cardiac arrest en route to the hospital. She was revived and then was airlifted to Children’s Hospital and Health Center in
San Diego, where she died later that day.
Hospital spokesman Vincent Bond announced Heather’s death. She died during surgery to repair an acute bowel
obstruction which later caused septic shock and ultimately poisoned her system beyond repair. Later reports changed the
cause of death to cardiac arrest caused by septic shock brought on by the intestinal stenosis.
O’Rourke was interred at Westwood Village Memorial Park Cemetery on February 5, 1988.
Heather’s final resting place is now a popular stop on the “Haunted Hollywood” tour.
Considered one of the scariest movie of all time, The Exorcist was released in theaters
in 1973 and won two Academy Awards, one for Best Adapted Screenplay, and one for
Best Sound. Written by William Peter Blatty, The Exorcist opened to scathing reviews, but
horrified viewers and generated more excitement than had been seen in the film world in
quite some time. No one had ever seen a movie like this before. Rumors swirled around
the production about a young girl who was invaded and taken over by demons. In the
fifteen-month filming period, there were numerous unexplained fires, set crashes, injuries,
and even a rumored “breakdown” of lead actress Linda Blair. Jack McGowen had wrapped
up filming his small part for the film when he died of a heart attack. In one of the more
famous scenes from the film, Regan—Blair’s character—says to a group of adults, “You’re
gonna die up there.” She would be right. One of the actors from the small group later died
of unexplained causes.
There were other deaths, and with them came more whispers of curses and tragedy.
Max Von Sydow lost his brother and Linda Blair lost her grandfather during filming. A
night watchman for the set, a crew member that refrigerated the bedroom for the exorcism
scenes, and a cameraman’s newborn baby were also victims of the alleged curse. Many
people gave their opinion on the film, including evangelical preacher Billy Graham who was quoted as saying, “There is an
evil attached to the film, in the very fabric of the film itself!”
There were also things happening at screenings that were just too creepy to overlook. From people vomiting, fainting,
or having full-on nervous breakdowns, The Exorcist has evoked some of the strangest audience reactions ever documented.
Adding to the mystery and fear, the death tolls began to rise after the movie was released in the area surrounding Georgetown,
where The Exorcist was filmed. Add to all this, a lightning strike in Italy during the premiere of the film which destroyed
a four hundred-year-old cross, and what you are left with is a film with a stigma attached to it. Although there were no
accidents or deaths on the film’s sequels, the original director for the prequel, Exorcist: The Beginning, died before filming ever
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THE SECOND NOVEL IN
THE 911 ABDUCTON SERIES

“A harrowing, edge of your seat thriller, the frightening premise sucks you in, while the twists and
turns will keep you guessing to the last breathtaking word.”
—Richard Doetsch, bestselling author of HALF-PAST DAWN
)JHIXBZUSBWFMDBOCFMPOFMZBOEUSFBDIFSPVT#SPLFOEPXOWFIJDMFTMJĨFSUIF
&NFSHFODZ-BOFMJLFDPSQTFTPOBCBĨMFėFME8IBUJGZPVXFSFBMPOFXJUIOP
POFUPDBMMXIFOZPVGPVOEZPVSTFMGTUSBOEFE :PVSPOMZDPNQBOJPOZPVSTNBMM
DIJMETMFFQJOHJOUIFCBDLTFBU8IBUXPVMEZPVEP

0O*JO-PVJTJBOBUIFBOTXFSJTTJNQMFwZPVVTFUIF&NFSHFODZ$BMM#PY#VU
XIJMFZPVTJHIBCSFBUIPGSFMJFGJOUIFLOPXMFEHFUIBUIFMQJTPOJUTXBZ BNVDI
NPSFTJOJTUFSMJTUFOFSIBTIFBSEZPVSDBMM
$BMMTGPSIFMQBSFDPNJOHJOGSPN&NFSHFODZ$BMM#PYFTBMPOH*JO-PVJTJBOB
#VU XIFOUIF4UBUF5SPPQFSPSXSFDLFSTFSWJDFBSSJWFTUPBTTJTU UIFSFJTOPTJHO
PGUIFWFIJDMF%BZTMBUFS UIFESJWFSJTGPVOETBWBHFMZNVSEFSFEXJUIOPUSBDFPG
UIFJSUJOZQBTTFOHFSJOTJHIU
8 IFOBQPMJDFPđDFS GPSNFSMZPGUIF"CFSEFFO1PMJDF%FQBSUNFOUTFFTBUXJTUFE
QBĨFSOPGNVSEFSBOEDIJMEBCEVDUJPOBSJTJOHGSPNDBMMT IFDPOUBDUT4MPBOOF
,FMMZ OPXLOPXOGPSIFSXPSLXJUIDIJMEBCEVDUJPODBTFT5PHFUIFS 4MPBOOF 
4IBXO5ZMFSBOE.BD.BDLFO[JF XJUIUIFIFMQPGSFQPSUFS#JSOFZ4VMMJWBO HPPO
UIFIVOUGPSBLJMMFSBOEUIFJOOPDFOUDIJMESFOIFJTDPMMFDUJOH

)Ĉ15)&*//0$&/548&&#-:$0.

Available Where
E-books Are Sold

began…yet another supposed victim of The Exorcist Curse.
The Omen
Richard Donner’s 1976 satanic chiller, The Omen, opened in movie theaters with a
bang. The film starred Gregory Peck, who played a U.S. ambassador who learns that his
son is…the Antichrist.
During filming, Peck and the film’s screenwriter, David Seltzer, took separate flights to
England. Each plane was struck by lightning. The hotel where Richard Donner stayed was
bombed by Irish Republican Army forces. The plane which had been originally chartered
for the crew crashed, killing everyone on board.
Fortunately, there were no serious injuries associated with the making of The Omen.
Too bad the curse didn’t intervene in time to halt production on the sequel…surely we
could have lived without that one!
So, that does it! Have you changed your mind on curses? Well I certainly have not!
What did we ultimately learn from the ‘Hollywood Hexes’ series?
1. We learned that fast cars and sometimes fast women, can be the death of you.
2. Even Superman has a few bad days.
3. And the most important thing we learned from this series…
No matter what you do or who you are, when you make movies about beautiful children being possessed and destroyed
by the Devil himself…bad shit will almost always happen! 

76

Suspense Magazine December 2012 / Vol. 041

Simon
Tolkien
Blazing his own Trail

Interview By Suspense Magazine

S

imon Tolkien was born in England in 1959 and grew up in a small village near Oxford. His grandfather is the
author of “The Lord of the Rings” trilogy, J.R.R. Tolkien.
Simon studied Modern History at Trinity College, Oxford and then went on to become a barrister specializing
in criminal justice where—according to British custom—he appeared on behalf of both the prosecution and the defense.
Simon’s first novel, titled “Final Witness” in America, was published by Random House in 2002 and has been translated
into eight languages. His second novel, “The Inheritance,” was published by Minotaur Books. Although he has always
admired his grandfather’s books, Simon’s own writing draws more heavily from his experiences as a trial lawyer and his
abiding interest in modern European history, the legal and social politics of 20th-century British society.
His latest book, “Orders From Berlin” (December 11, 2012), sounds like it’ll be the next Tolkien bestseller.
Simon now lives with his wife and two children in Southern California. Suspense Magazine is thrilled to bring you
our exclusive interview with Simon Tolkien. Enjoy!
Suspense Magazine (S. MAG.): “Orders From Berlin” is your current
book; can you give us a little-behind-the-scenes look?
Simon Tolkien (S.T.): It’s September 1940. Britain is under threat of
invasion and London is being bombed day and night. The police are
called to what appears to be a run-of-the-mill murder. An old man
has been pushed over the banister at his apartment building. Detective
Trave suspects that he has stumbled on a plot by a mole inside the
British Secret Service to assassinate Winston Churchill but no one
believes him except the old man’s daughter. Time is running out for
Trave to unravel the conspiracy before the assassin receives his final
orders from Berlin.
S. MAG.: What one scene from “Orders From Berlin” do
you feel captures the true essence of the book?
S.T.: Trave searches the dead man’s apartment and finds
a photograph of Reinhard Heydrich, the head of the SS.
He believes that Heydrich is the man behind the plot to
kill Churchill. Later Trave travels north, searching for
evidence. From the windows of the train he sees troops
preparing for the invasion, digging anti-tank ditches and
putting up concrete pillboxes. But then as the train enters a
tunnel he remembers Heydrich’s pale, implacable face and
realizes that nothing will stop the Nazi war machine once
it has landed. He knows that he has to foil Heydrich’s plot before it is
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too late but he has no idea how he is going to be able to do so. The scene
captures Trave’s isolation and shows the overwhelming odds that are
stacked against him.
S. MAG.: This is Detective Trave’s third book. How has he changed as
the series continues?
S.T.: Trave is twenty years younger in “Orders From Berlin” than he
was in my previous two books. It was an interesting challenge to try to
portray him as he would have been before the world-weariness set in!
He has less authority and more energy in the new book but his hallmark
characteristics are already in evidence—his dogged stubbornness; his
willingness, almost desire to take the hard way regardless of dangers and
obstacles; his fearlessness in doing what he thinks is right even if no one
agrees with him. I think he was born a loner!
S. MAG.: What is your favorite word and your least favorite and why?
S.T.: I love the sound of words and their etymology; perhaps this is
something I inherit from my grandfather. I love old words that have
almost disappeared: “wyrd,” for instance, which the Anglo-Saxons used
for “fate,” a concept of inescapable doom that was central to their world.
All we have left of the word now is the word “weird” which is little more
than a synonym for “unusual.” I love the sound of the names of the
American states, especially California where I live. I don’t dislike words;
language is what defines us as human beings.
S. MAG.: The beginning or the end of a book—which do you feel
is more impactful on a reader, but which is harder to write for the
author?
S.T.: The beginning is essential for reader and writer. In the era of e-book
samples, readers have become less patient with books. Writers have to
hook their readers by the end of chapter three or they will wriggle away
and try someone else. Personally I welcome this challenge. I aim to write
books that capture the attention of my audience from the outset. I like it
when readers tell me that I kept them up into the small hours, turning
the pages. The end of a novel has to feel right and I almost always know
what is going to happen at the end long before I finish the book. Long
before I began writing “The King of Diamonds,” I already had the vision
of Trave and the old bereaved Jewish lady saying Kaddish in front of the
barracks from where the Belgian Jews had been deported to Auschwitz,
which is the final scene of the novel.

Orders from Berlin

By Simon Tolkien
Simon Tolkien goes back to World War II for his third
novel featuring detective William Trave, delivering an
intriguing blend of espionage and mystery set during the
London Blitz. The story opens with Reinhard Heydrich,
head of the Gestapo, meeting with Hitler to discuss a
double agent they have in MI6, British intelligence. Then, in
England, two men from MI6, Alec Thorn and his over-eager
young assistant, Charles Seaforth, meet with Churchill.
After Thorn contacts his mentor, Albert Morrison, the
former head of MI6, about an intercepted message from
Germany to a spy in England, Morrison is murdered. Thus
enters Trave, who, in 1940, is an assistant to an overbearing
deputy chief inspector, John Quaid. Quaid quickly focuses
on Morrison’s son-in-law as the prime suspect, but Trave
isn’t so sure. As Trave digs for the truth, with help from
Morrison’s daughter, he crosses paths with the traitor agent
and an audacious plot to assassinate Churchill.
Tolkien (a grandson of J.R.R.) has an engaging slowburn style. He carefully sets up the intertwining stories of
spies and detectives, developing the characters against the
backdrop of Germany’s relentless bombing of England.
They are complex characters, each with their own realistic
flaws and motivations. The historic backdrop is evocatively
captured: nightly bombings, blackout conditions, people
sheltering in crowded underground stations, the morning
clean up of rubble, the smoke hanging in the air, the planes
roaring overhead. As the British try to “keep calm and carry
on,” MI6 struggles to gather intelligence. Even as bombs
fall from the sky, detectives have to try to catch common
criminals. Or, in this case, not so common, as the police and
intelligence agents are looking for one and the same man.
This is not a whodunit; the reader is soon let in on who
the agent is. Instead, the suspense builds while the reader
wonders if Trave and others will put the pieces together
in time. It’s a mark of the success of the novel that the
reader worries that Churchill actually will get killed by a
foreign agent. Recommended for readers of espionage and
mysteries, especially if you are interested in the time period.
Reviewed by Scott Pearson, author of “Star Trek: Honor in
the Night,” for Suspense Magazine 

S. MAG.: Detective Inspector Trave is sitting on front of you. What would you like to ask him?
S.T.: I would apologize to him for all I’ve put him through: the loss of his only child, the separation from his wife who took up
with his enemy, and the lack of promotion in his career. I hope he would understand that success and happiness are rarely the
ingredients for good stories.
S. MAG.: When authors write a series they have a lot of pressure making the next book in the series “fresh.” Did you feel that
pressure when writing “Orders From Berlin?”
S.T.: You’re right, the continuation of the same character from book to book can certainly become boring, but I was able to escape
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this problem in “Orders From Berlin” by taking Trave back twenty years to when he
was just starting out as a police officer. He’s not giving orders but obeying or rebelling
against them. It also helped that the setting was entirely different. My previous two
novels were set in and around Oxford but this one takes place in London during
the Blitz. “Orders…” is more a work of historical fiction than its predecessors and
I have tried in it to give my readers a sense of what it was like to live through the
first saturation bombing of a capital city in history. And I have also taken the new
novel in directions that I have never been before: Hitler and Churchill appear as real
characters and there is an important espionage dimension. I have tried to portray the
British Secret Service as it might have been twenty years before Le Carré.
S, MAG.: Since your books are set in England, do you see a difference in what is
important to readers from the U.K. and the United States?
S.T.: I have always written for an American audience even when I was living in
England. I was determined to disprove the conventional wisdom that British writers
have to make it in their home country before they can have a shot across the Atlantic.
I wanted to do it the other way round! My first two books were courtroom dramas
and it was a challenge to make everything understandable without losing the flow of
the stories. Overall, I think that Americans seem more prepared to look at my writing
in its own right independent of the fact that I am the grandson of J.R.R.Tolkien,
whereas the British are more hung up on the connection.
S. MAG.: What is on your bucket list?
S.T.: I would like to take my ten-year-old daughter to Europe and ride in a gondola
through the Venetian canals. I would like to see more of my son’s movies in the
cinema. I would like to write a book about the First World War. I would like to own
a cat but fear that I will never be able to because the coyotes prey on cats in the area
where I live. I would like to break ninety on a golf course, and I would like to go on a
second honeymoon with my wife, maybe to Hawaii.
S. MAG.: In looking ahead, what can fans and readers expect to see from you in
the future?
S.T.: With my novels I seem to be going back in time. “Final Witness” was set in the
present day. “The Inheritance” and “The King of Diamonds” take place in 1959 but
their mysteries are explained by events that occurred during the Second World War.
“Orders From Berlin” is set in 1940 but has a backstory in the First World War, when
the shell-shocked brother of one of the main characters was executed for desertion.
And I think I want my next book to be about the First World War, taking place partly
on the Western Front and partly in England. It’s a period that has always fascinated
me. The long years of peace came to a shattering end. A whole generation lost their
lives; massive technological change in the air and on the roads and on the battlefield
changed Europe forever. I have enjoyed doing the research for my current book and
I look forward to the challenge of trying to bring the world of the First World War to
life. It seems strange to be typing these words on Armistice Day when the Great War
came to an end on the eleventh hour of the eleventh day of the eleventh month of
1918. I hope it is a good omen.
Thank you, Simon. We had a great time getting to know you a bit better. If you
would like to learn more about this amazing author and his work, check out his
website at, http://www.simontolkien.com/autor.html. 
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Meet Jock Boucher

The Renegade Cajun Federal Judge in “Ice Fire,” A Thriller
By David Lyons

Only in New Orleans.

Let’s face it. Certain locations are known for the idiosyncratic behavior of their
locals. And if one were to compose a list of cities where unique personalities abound,
The Big Easy would be near the top. Why? Certainly the rich mixture of its cultures
and cuisine, its history and traditions are formative elements of character, in the
sense of personal standards and moral fiber, and characters, in the sense of true
individualists who march to the beat of their own drummer.
Federal Judge Jock Boucher is a renegade because he does not limit the search
for justice to his courtroom. In “Ice Fire,” he gets to the bottom of things in the most
literal sense, going almost five miles down to the bottom of the ocean in a three-man
submarine to confirm facts to his own satisfaction—and almost loses his life in the
process.
He’s a renegade because though a judge, when he’s threatened he
meets force with equal force, dispensing justice with his bare hands
when necessary—and not hesitant in the least to enforce the death
penalty. And bad guys who make the mistake of threatening Jock’s life
while trespassing on his property? His beloved antebellum home in the
French Quarter? You can be sure there will be no mercy for these guys
from his court.
To confess, there’s an element of vengeance in his judgments—
especially when someone he cares for is in danger. He’ll singlehandedly
take on a gang of gorillas outside a Zydeco roadside bar to protect his lady, and when innocent women who have trusted him
end up killed by villains, his retribution knows no bounds. He’ll get them; even if it means he has to set himself up as bait.
Fear is not a factor with Jock Boucher.
Fearless renegade though he may be, he is not a rock. He can be brought down by his girlfriend’s failure to call him on
the phone. A woman’s harsh word can hurt him more than a crashing fist—or a well-aimed bullet.
He’s a man’s man, a former competitive boxer who stays fit and whose best friend is a New Orleans detective. Their
conversations involve mostly blood and bullets. But his passion is collecting antique furniture for his historic French Quarter
home. Huh? What’s that about?
He’s a ladies’ man because he’s attractive, successful, intelligent, and thoughtful. But he’s conflicted. He’s torn between
commitment to a relationship, and commitment to doing in dirtbags. And the latter seems to be a full-time occupation.
OK, so maybe such a character can be found in many places. But the manager of perhaps the finest hotel in New Orleans
told me that Jock Boucher reminded him of many of his clients.
That’s good enough for me. 
David Lyons was born in London, England and educated in the U.S., the Far East, and Europe. No doubt his peripatetic childhood
influenced his first career choice. He became a lawyer, specializing in international law, globe-trotting and earning frequent flyer
miles in great quantities. His first career flowed into the second rather naturally. Spending so much time on international flights
and in quiet hotel rooms in foreign countries, David did a lot of reading. Then to pass the time, he tried writing. After years,
David’s avocation became his vocation. His journey has been—and is with each new day—fascinating. Learn more at: http://
www.davidlyonsauthor.com.
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TusCon 39
Sci Fi, Fantasy and Horror Convention

By Mark P. Sadler

As a first-time novelist, I have always looked
upon writers’ conventions and retreats with
awe. I knew the cost to travel to such exotic locales, plus having to
take time off the regular job, was too exorbitant for me. It made me a
little indignant and wistful at the same time. When I discovered that my
adopted hometown of Tucson had its own convention in November, I
could barely contain my glee. After checking out their website, http://
tusconscificon.com, I decided to take all of you along with me.
Housed in a small boutique hotel on the outskirts of downtown,
the three-day convention, known locally as “TusCon,” opened its
doors for their thirty-ninth time this past weekend. Starting in 1974
as a sci-fi convention, the group has grown to encompass all things
fantasy and horror too. It is planned to be a “place where fans of all kinds of science fiction, fantasy, and horror-based fiction
could gather and personally meet some of their favorite authors, filmmakers, artists…”
Along with a room full of art depicting the genres represented to the “all-apocalyptic” film program featuring over thirty
genre-related movies, there was something to fit fans’ taste. After a couple of panel discussion groups discussing steampunk
and how it relates to literature, I found myself relaxing in balmy temperatures on the hotel’s back veranda. I took in the
atmosphere and youngsters dressed in their favorite “Hunger Games” tribute gear to the adults wandering around in full
steampunk costumes.
After a few solitary moments, I was joined by Eric Schumacher, production manager for Picture Arizona LLC and horror
author J.E. Gurley. We had a lively discussion on reality in fiction (both Gurley and I have used Tucson recently in novels;
his “Judgment Day Part II” and mine in a work in progress) and how to harness the emotions we feel in creating a character.
Gurley, known for zombie offerings such as “Hell Rig” and “Ice Station Zombie,” is quickly becoming a favorite horror
writer of mine. And since I coincidentally just finished reading his latest novel “Shadow Walker,” I wanted to take a moment
to share that review with you as well.
Also, check out his website http://www.jamesgurley.com for more information on his new YA series.

Shadow Walker

By J.E. Gurley
When Lucifer and the fallen angels warred, creating chaos on the face of the earth, the world’s surface changed
beyond recognition. Deep within the earth’s core, hidden in the shadows, what God had created as the perfect
transition from death to a spiritual life, what we humans refer to as Purgatory, became filled with demons
and their followers, unfortunate souls who became Minions to the Overseers and the road to forever life
became a path toward Hell. Hidden deep in the tunnels that traversed the Shadow Realm, the arch-angel
Gabriel lay trapped, a tortured soul prisoner until humans would rescue him to let Christ’s second-coming
commence.
The Catholic church hired Shadow Walkers, a handful of the chosen, men who found not just the
calling in the church but exhibited one other trait that the rest of us mere humans would never know. They had the ability to walk in the
shadows, through the doors into the darkness on the other side to converse with those souls waiting to transition to a better life, to take and
bring messages and hope to those back home, and to find a way to take advantage of and discover the secrets to releasing Gabriel.
And then there was Tanner… A whiskey guzzling smuggler of whatever needed to be taken or bought from the Purgs, a whoring despot
of a man who could be counted on to turn a blind-eye. He was also well armed and loved to hunt down the minions and blow them away. He
had no faith in anything but his own ability to save himself, and yes he’d take money from the Church occasionally. He wasn’t picky as long
as it was green and spent well. When he is sent on a mission to rescue the brother of a young Oriental woman, his whole perspective on life,
death, Hell, and faith are tested over and over again. When the minions cross over into his earthly life and attack his loved ones, he hits them
where it hurts. He follows the dreams he has been having to a new higher calling. Can he get to the world beyond Shadow Realm and bring
down Satan and his demons? In a well written, street-tough guide to the netherworld, Gurley holds your attention from page one, as you too
will convert in this religiously glorified tale of horror. 
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Head t
o Love

By Kazimierz Kyrcz Jr. and Lukasz Smigiel
Translated by Anna Dyba

“I’ve been looking so long at these
pictures of you
that I almost believe that they’re real.
I’ve been living so long with my pictures
of you
that I almost believe that the pictures are
all I can feel...”
THE CURE “PICTURES OF YOU”

M

atthew fell in love with a face
on the wall.
One morning, on his way to the
store, he chose a different path. Instead
of taking a shortcut through the gate, he
continued straight along the sidewalk.
It wasn’t a deliberate choice, he simply
walked ahead lost in his own thoughts.
Suddenly, his attention drew to a large
and colorful spot on a block wall.
Intrigued, he stopped to look toward
it with a sensational curiosity. Between
the stairwell entrance and the firstfloor apartment window, someone
had painted a large picture of a young
woman’s face. Her sapphire blue eyes
were fixed on Matthew, staring at
him with unusual intensity. He felt
warmth in his stomach and weak at the
knees. He was always fond of women
provocatively done up.
He fell madly in love with her.
In order to celebrate his newly
found affection, he took a one year
sabbatical from the university (thank
God it was possible), and from morning
to night he occupied a nearby bench
gazing at his beloved’s face. He was
looking at her, or rather devouring her
with his eyes, making sure that no local
hooligan would paint her over, or no
mongrel would desecrate her pictorial
majesty.
One summer day, at the end of July

and the beginning of August, some
bonehead approached the picture of
Matthew’s beloved, reached into a bag
hanging over his shoulder, and took out
a can of spray. Matthew immediately
leapt to his feet, and breaking his record
in the 10-meter dash, confronted the
tagger.
“No!” he screamed with a piercing
shrill, grabbing the vandal by his elbow.
The lad, more or less a head taller
than Matthew, was totally astonished but
carried on with his barbaric intention.
“Get lost, you ninny!” he snapped,
freeing his arm with one pull.
“I’m begging you. Don’t do it!”
Matthew yelped. “I can pay you,” he
added quickly, having noticed that
begging may not be enough.
The tagger took a few seconds to
consider the offer.
“You’ll really pay?” he asked finally.

T

hat day the bonehead swindled
enough for two beers. He would
show up every few days, raking a fiver
each time. With time, his visits were no
longer of purely economical character.
In short, Matthew and the bonehead,
whose name was simply Paul, soon
became friends. What bonded them? It’s
difficult to state with complete certainty.
Maybe their melancholic disposition?
Or maybe something entirely different.
It was almost mid September.
“Look at that chestnut tree,” Paul
said, pointing at the tree growing by
the neighboring block. “Its fruit isn’t
falling down even though it‘s ripe. And
it’s blossoming again. Beauty being a
result of an illness,” nodding his head as
if agreeing with someone invisible.
Matthew didn’t answer. In his case it

was the other way around - beauty was
making him gravely ill.
He came back to his apartment late
at night devoid of vitality as if after a
date with a vampire. He didn’t even feel
like eating. He took a Red Bull out of the
fridge, flopped down on the sofa, opened
the can and started a conversation.
More specifically, he began a monolog.
He picked up his phone and spent
an hour looking at the picture of his
beloved, talking about his extraordinary
love for her, his longing that was driving
him mad, and the lonely nights far away
from her.

B

undled up in a down-jacket,
Matthew loafed around the
bench wondering when he would
finally catch pneumonia. The fact that
he managed to avoid catching a cold
so far was almost a miracle. He wiped
his fogged glasses with a tissue. When
he put them back on he noticed a
bulky figure looming out of the quickly
deepening darkness—Paul.
“I can see that you’re not wasting
your time,” the tagger started. “And
time is money. What of it, then?
Path-treading on the grass must be a
profitable pursuit.”
“If you want cash, sorry, I don’t
have any.” Matthew bent down, scooped
up some snow and skillfully shaped it
into a ball. He threw the snowball in
the direction of the planted sign reading
“Keep off Grass.”
He missed.
“You’re not over her yet?” Paul was
looking at Matthew sadly, trying to find
some indication his buddy‘s obsession
was vanishing.
“It’s not chickenpox or measles to be

2012 Short Story Contest Submission
82

Suspense Magazine December 2012 / Vol. 041

over.”
Before Paul could reply, headlights
of an approaching car illuminated the
bench. A vintage, pitch-black BMW
parked near a shackled garbage can
and two men got out, both dressed
in dark woolen overcoats. The driver
opened the trunk, took out some cases
and placed them on the footpath. The
passenger picked up a leather briefcase
from among the packages and, waving
it casually, directed his steps at the wall
where the picture of Matthew’s beloved
stood.
Paul patted his buddy on the
shoulder and they both rushed at the
gentleman with the briefcase. But the
man already managed to take out a
brush and a can of paint. Matthew’s
teeth clenched in anger. Whoever the
stranger was, he was clearly going to do
something to the beautiful girl’s face.
He wouldn’t let him! Rage welled inside,
but it was Paul who spoke first.
“Hey, you!” he shouted. “What the
hell are you doing?”
The man dipped the brush, turning
his head to them. He was tall and wellbuilt. His bald head, shining in the light
of the nearby street lamp, might have
made him look older than he in fact was.
His narrow lips were pursed, forming a
daunted grimace.
“Yeah! Leave her alone!” Matthew
chimed in.
The
stranger
shrugged
his
shoulders, and without saying a word,
brought the brush to the wall. Matthew
let out a scream of terror. Paul grabbed
the man’s hand. He answered with a
mocking glare as if spotting an annoying
cockroach.
“Hands off!” he snapped. “What do
you want? I won’t give you any money!
Get out of here or my chauffeur will
break your bones!”
“I don’t give a damn about your
money!” Matthew hissed defiantly.
“Don’t touch her face!”
Hastily, the chauffeur stepped in.
His fists were covered in black leather
gloves. The bald man motioned him
back.
“And who said I wanted to deface
her?” he asked, clearly astonished. “I’ve
painted her and I still like her. However,
dampness doesn’t do her any good, so I
was going to retouch a few details. She
deserves to retain her perfection.” He
turned his eyes onto his masterpiece.
Paul and Matthew were dumbstruck.
The driver relaxed as if he knew the
further course of things and reached for

SuspenseMagazine.com

a pack of Marlboros in his pocket.

“

Friends call me Mino,” the
painter continued, holding out
his hand. “This face…it’s particularly
close to me. I painted it at the request of
my daughter. I didn’t expect it to stir up
such emotions. It’s only a part of a larger
project.”
“Are you a professional artist?” Paul
asked, not quite cleverly.
“I’m trying to be,” the man replied
and laughed mockingly. “But it’s difficult
to be an artist in this country if you don’t
live in the capital.”
Matthew just couldn’t keep from
asking the question that was bothering
him from the beginning.
“Do you know her?”
Mino wrinkled his forehead.
Snowflakes on his bald patch were
turning into water trickling down his
cheeks.
“You mean the model?” he looked
attentively at Matthew who was blushing
like a schoolgirl. “I painted her from
memory here. But I certainly know her.
I use her services exclusively.”

T

he following day at four p.m.
Paul and Matthew waited at
the agreed spot. Mino said they might
not know one another well, but he
could see their sensitivity to beauty.
Therefore, he would not only introduce
them to the model, but also show them
the project he’d been working on under
one condition: they’d have to pose. He
jokingly emphasized that his daughter
had final approval of the models.
Obviously, they both agreed to that
condition. Paul, mainly on Matthew’s
behest, as he didn’t want to leave him
all alone in that unusual situation.
Anyway, he had never considered
himself particularly handsome, so the
probability of being accepted by Mino’s
daughter was quite slim.
Matthew
paced
nervously,
muttering the model’s name under his
breath, which Mino had kindly revealed:
Izabela. Every now and then he would
wipe his glasses, which began to get on
Paul’s nerves. Fortunately, a moment
after he kicked a lump of dirty snow for
the umpteenth time, the familiar black
BMW came around the corner.
During the ride Paul and Matthew
didn’t talk much, and the driver behind
the tinted glass didn’t utter a single word.
They were fighting their way through
the jammed streets, eventually leaving
behind the cluster of gray high-risers,

moving toward the outskirts of town.
The roadside was graced with snow
covered birches and lindens stripped of
their leaves. Every now and then, the car
would sway slightly on the bumpy road.
Gradually, more and more detached
houses started to appear in the area,
and somewhere on the left they finally
noticed the entrance to Mino’s residence,
illuminated with stylish lanterns. The
house was surrounded with tall poplars
and a wrought steel fence with brick
pillars. Paul quickly calculated the cost
of such an investment. Seemingly, it was
far beyond the average everyday man’s
means.
They got out of the car, and the
chauffeur took them along the cobbled
pathway. They passed by several
buildings, one of which was an indoor
swimming pool. Inside a few people
were working strenuously, painting a
blue sky on the ceiling.
In the two-story building where they
were heading, almost all the lights were
on. A footman welcomed them by the
doorsill. After a while, Mino appeared,
dressed in a checkered sweater and gray
flannel pants.
“Welcome,” he said cheerfully. “I
didn’t want to tell you I live in such
luxury, as you’d take me for a bored
richie who only plays at arts. Please
proceed to the library. It used to be my
wife’s favorite room. After her death, I
forbade changing anything there. I want
it to remind me of her.”
Paul glanced at Matthew, who
kept looking goggle-eyed at the items
they were passing: mirrors, vases, and
tastefully antiquated furniture. They
didn’t expect someone who painted
human faces on average block walls to
be so wealthy.
“We’re sorry about your wife,”
Matthew mumbled.
Mino folded his hands as if in prayer.
It was only then that they noticed paint
stains on his sleeves.
The man led them into a spacious
room where crammed bookcases
reached the ceiling. In the fireplace,
behind a heatproof glass, wood crackled
quietly. The library was lit only by the
hearth’s flames and a few candles. In the
middle of the room, a black-haired girl
was seated behind the table, her fingers
clenching a glass full of red liquid. A
bent straw stuck out of the glass.
“Meet my daughter,” Mino said,
closing the door. “Gentlemen, this is my
darling Klara. Klara, please say hello to
the gentlemen.”
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The girl raised her eyes to them.
Matthew and Paul stopped abruptly
with a lump in their throats. Klara’s
eyes were empty like a picture frame
deprived of its painting.
Mino approached his daughter,
and offering his hand, raised her from
behind the table.
“I’m sorry about this ghastly
lighting,” he said. “My Klara’s been
blind almost from birth, and she’s very
sensitive to light. Right, honey?”
He bent down and kissed her on the
forehead.
“Daddy! Stop it!” the girl said with
amusement.
The corners of her mouth were
stained with something resembling
tomato juice. Mino noticed it and
lovingly wiped her mouth with a napkin.
“A lot better now. Come on closer,”
he turned to his guests. “I’ll pour you
some wine, and in the meantime Klara
will…well…look at you.”
Matthew took his glasses off. The
girl’s hands wandered toward his face.
They were very delicate and cold. Her
tiny fingers tickled his nose, moving
lower and lower. They brushed his
cheeks, carefully examining the dimple
in his chin and a small scar under his
left eye. Matthew held his breath. A
moment earlier Klara announced that
Paul was suitable. Matthew hoped the
painter’s daughter would also accept
his candidacy. The situation seemed
somewhat absurd, but upon closing
his eyes, Izabela’s face appeared. He
was ready to do anything to meet her.
After all, having a glass of wine at
some eccentric rich widower’s abode
and making blind Klara’s acquaintance
wasn’t a high price for love. His heart
beat faster and faster.
The girl finished her examination,
and Matthew opened his eyes. Paul,
standing next to him, wrinkled his
forehead and sipped more wine.
“Yes!” Klara shouted. “Daddy!
Please, please take this gentleman too!”
Pensive Mino was standing in front
of the drinks cabinet. After a moment
of hesitation, he poured himself a glass
of cordial.
“Well,” he replied finally. “If you
want it, sweetie.”

T

hey left the girl in the library.
Climbing the stairs to the
atelier in the attic, Paul wondered how
his friend imagined the rest of that
story. Apparently, Izabela was already
in the atelier, waiting. They’d meet her
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soon. And what next? Matthew will ask
her for a phone number? Amuse her
with a joke? He knew from experience
that women of that kind (if she really
resembled the one in Mino’s portrait)
don’t have problems finding admirers.
Finally, they got to the heavy
carved doors. Mino pushed them open,
muttering it was high time to oil the
hinges. The room lit up, unveiling a
space filled with paintings, canvas, rolls
of paper, stretchers, and easels. The
atelier was divided with a white sheet
hanging on a line. Mino kicked a tube
of paint lying by the doors, and pointed
at the provisional partition.
“Go ahead. Go to the other part of
the atelier. I need to look for my tools.
You’ll have some time to meet Izabela.
The project is also on the other side, as
I don’t want anyone unauthorized to see
it before it’s finished.”
Encouraged, they moved ahead,
passing the curtained windows.
Matthew was so overwhelmed he could
feel a twinge of fear and a knot in his
stomach. Some more wine would do
now.
The room smelt of something
strange. It wasn’t just the smell of paint
or paint thinner but something…
repulsive. Paul moved ahead, crossing
the white barrier first. The sheet waved.
As Matthew touched the fabric, he
could hear a thud. With a sudden move,
he swept the sheet aside and stopped
short. The knot in his stomach was
getting tighter and tighter, but the sight
he presently witnessed made him forget
about such trifles.
Right in front of him, on the floor,
lay Paul’s contorted body. Still alive, he
was clenching his left hand as if trying
to grip something. But those faces
were much more horrible. A dozen
or so human heads hung on a wobbly
metal frame, glazed heads with eyes
wide open, purple tongues sticking
out of ajar mouths. Matthew wanted
to scream, but intense stomach cramps
brought him to his knees. He was
choking and could hardly gasp for the
musty air. And then he saw Izabela.
Her beautiful face was at the center of
the hideous installation, surrounded by
other heads. Her disheveled blond hair
cascaded down her cheeks, passing over
a thin wire fixed through her ears. The
last thing Matthew saw, before he lost
consciousness, was her smile.
When he opened his eyes—having
no idea how much time passed—he saw
Mino hunched over him. The painter

was holding an axe in his right hand,
wiping its blade with a white cloth.
“When my wife died, Klara came to
me and complained she was sad she’d
never be able to stroke her mommy’s
face again.” He nudged Matthew with
his leg, but he felt nothing.
“She was afraid she’d forget her,”
Mino continued, “and asked me to do
something in order to avoid that. Klara
likes to touch faces. A photograph or
even a painting wouldn’t do, naturally.”
He grasped Paul’s numb body and
dragged it to a nearby chopping block.
“I love my wife, and now, thanks to me,
not only will she remain in our memory
forever, but she’ll always be with us.
And you also, my dear friends, will have
a chance to get to know her better.” He
smiled kindly. “My wife always wanted
to be surrounded by people who
were sensitive to beauty. You should
understand I’m doing my best to ensure
her with suitable company.”
He placed Paul’s head on the
chopping block and raised the axe.

A

n annoying ray of light forced
its way in through the curtains.
Anna could feel it on her cheek and
encouraged her eyes to open. She
should be at work in an hour. Counting
to five she dragged herself out of bed
with a moan.
A few minutes later, the aroma of
hot coffee, toast, and scrambled eggs
filled her apartment. She decided to
save her yoghurt for lunch this time.
Anna clumsily hopped on one leg as
she tried to squeeze her foot in a newly
unyielding slipper. She passed by the
window and suddenly froze. Something
colorful had appeared on the gray wall
of the nearby block. At first glance
she thought it was simple graffiti, but
the artist’s attention to detail could be
noticed from a distance. Intrigued, she
removed a pair of binoculars from the
drawer of her desk, occasionally used
to watch pigeons gathering on the
rooftops, and adjusted the focus. The
painting illustrated two male faces. Anna
whistled quietly through her teeth. Her
attention turned to the face of a blackhaired man in glasses. She always found
the intellectual type appealing.
Anna had no idea why someone
would paint something so beautiful
on just any block. She decided to step
outside and get a better look at the
wondrous picture before having her
morning coffee. 
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