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December Holiday Song Contest Winner!  
 

Congratulations to Lisa Avila! Her name was drawn from the pouch and she wins a $25 Amazon gift 
certificate! Lisa asked the SK staff to sing What Child Is This and since itôs one of our favorite songs, we 
were happy to oblige.  
 
You can listen to the SK rendition of What Child Is This by clicking on the link below:  
http://www.swimmingkangaroo.com/child.mp3  
  
And we have a bonus song this year, with thanks to Karen for the suggestion. Karen also wins a $25 gift 
certificate. Click on the link below to hear our bonus song.  If you can tell us the name of the song, you 
will be entered into a drawing for some chocolate kangaroos! Send entries to 
info@swimmingkangaroo.com 
 
http://www.swimmingkangaroo.com/peach.mp3  

 

 
 

Congratulations to SK 
cover artist Laura Diehl!  
Lauraôs beautiful cover for The Fire-
born Chronicles by Mary Andrews 
won the Dirk A. Wolf Honorable 
Mention in EBook Artwork Excel-
lence in the category of Science Fic-
tion! 
 

http://www.swimmingkangaroo.com/child.mp3
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INTERVIEW ROULETTE 

 

The RULES: The interviewee selects 10 numbers between 1 and 57 (or however many possible questions we 
have.) We send the interviewee the questions corresponding with those numbers. Our victims this month are 
Karen Wiesner & Chris Spindler, the authors of the  Falconôs Bend mystery series. 

Karen Wiesner is an accomplished author with 57 books published in the past 10 years, which have been nominated for and/or 
won 75 awards, and 18 more titles under contract. Karenôs books cover such genres as womenôs fiction, romance, mystery/police 
procedural/cozy, suspense, paranormal, futuristic, gothic, inspirational, thriller, horror and action/adventure. She also writes chil-
drenôs books, poetry, and writing reference titles such as her bestseller, First Draft in 30 Days, available from Writerôs Digest 
Books. Karenôs second release from Writerôs Digest Books is From First Draft to Finished Novel {A Writerôs Guide to Cohesive 
Story Building}, available now. Her previous writing reference titles focused on non-subsidy, royalty-paying electronic publishing, 
author promotion, and setting up a promotional group like her own, the award-winning Jewels of the Quill, which she founded in 
2003. The group publishes two award-winning anthologies together per year. 

 
If you would like to receive Karenôs free e-mail newsletter, Karenôs Quill, and become eligible to win her monthly book giveaways, 
visit http://groups.yahoo.com/group/KarensQuill or send a blank e-mail to KarensQuill-subscribe@yahoogroups.com. 

 
If writing wasnôt an option, what would you do to express your creativity? 
 
If wasnôt a writer, I would be an editor, cover art (and promotional item) designer, and/or website designer. 
Actually, lol, I do all of these things, but none as a careerðmore as sidelines to my writing.  
 
I edited Tales from the Treasure Trove, Volume I, the first award-winning anthology my promotional group, Jewels of the Quill 
http://www.JewelsoftheQuill.com, produced. Iôve co-edited each subsequent group anthology.  
 
I design all the Jewels of the Quill book covers, as well of most of my own, including the Falconôs Bend Series covers, and several 
for other authors. You can view my cover designs here: 
http://www.angelfire.com/stars4/kswiesner/KarensCoverDesigns.html. 

I enjoy designing websites and graphics for my pages. Currently, I maintain my own site at http://www.karenwiesner.com, chil-
drenôs author Linda Derkezôs website www.angelfire.com/stars4/kswiesner/linda.html, the Jewels of the Quillôs website, and the 
Falconôs Bend Community http://www.falconsbend.com. 

What do you want to tell with your stories? Any message in your books?  
 
Sometimes I have a specific message and sometimes I just write to tell a great story. In my writing, many things inspire me. Peo-
ple watching. Listening to people talk. Facesðnot necessarily beautiful or perfect. Unusual stories. An alternate idea not explored 
in a novel or movie. Headlines. Inspiration is everywhereðplucking an idea for a story out, refining and ñbrewingò it in my mind for 
a long period of time is the easiest and most incredible part of being an author. But, overall, I want my readers to learn something 
about life or themselves from reading my books. Most of all, I want them to feel everything as though theyôve wholly immersed 
themselves in the characters from the inside out for the time it takes to read the book. 

     
Tell us something that no one else knows about you.  
 
Dreams have been a huge part of my fiction writing. My police procedural novel, Degrees of Separation (Book 1 of the Falconôs 
Bend Series I write with Chris Spindler, coming February 2009 from Swimming Kangaroo Books), started with an amazingly vivid 
dream Iôd hadðyears before Chris and I started thinking about writing together. After I woke up from that dream, I wrote down 
everything I remembered from the dream, and much of it formed the basis for the novel. 
 
ñBlind Revengeò (Falconôs Bend Case Files, Volume I, coming February 2009 from Swimming Kangaroo) began just as I was 
about to drop off to sleep one night. In my mind, I saw a woman walking down a hall. I saw a man ahead of her. The woman kept 
walking past him, then she looked back at the door, and he was looking at her, too. The woman went outside, got in her converti-

continued on the next page  
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 Karen Wiesner & Chris Spindler Interview  

 

ble, and a second later the passenger door opened and the man got in. At that moment, my subconscious mind turned creepy. 
Suddenly this woman was blindly kissing her stranger as if it was the end of the world. I knew that, for her, it was the end of the 
world when she said the witch was coming for her eyes. 
 
ñFixatedò (also in FBCF, Volume I) was based on a dream I had about a woman who was 
being stalked by someone. ñRetributionò (which will be in Falconôs Bend Case Files, Volume 
II, coming Summer 2009 from Swimming Kangaroo) is based on a dream I had about a scan-
tily clad woman temporarily inhabiting a property and lurking in the backyard. When I woke, I 
was in a Falconôs Bend mindset, and quickly worked this dream into the idea that the subdivi-
sion Lieutenants Pete Shasta and Danny Vincent live in becomes home to a very hot young 
mamaéand their wives Lisa and Melody arenôt too happy about all the men in the neighbor-
hood moonlighting as Peeping Toms. But it isnôt until the woman disappears, leaving her two 
children alone, that Lisa realizes crime is firmly afoot. 
 
Anyway, I think using dreams to craft fiction is brilliant. Is it a little...well, disturbing? Some-
times it is, but writers can always make lemonade out of lemons. 
 
Another thing some people may or may not deduce about me is that I wish my first name was 
Amethyst instead of Karen. I think thatôs just a beautiful name. The closest I can come is be-
ing Dame Amethyst in Jewels of the Quill. 
 
If you could meet any of your characters, who would it be and what would you ask/tell, him/her?  
 
Iôd really love to meet the two main characters from the next book I plan to outline in January 2009. The earlier I can start a dia-
logue with them, the more Iôll understand them, where they come from, and what theyôre dealing with when I start writing their 
story. I believe character, plot and setting must be utterly cohesive for a story to live in the readerôs mind. How to do that is the 
basis of From First Draft to Finished Novel {A Writerôs Guide to Cohesive Story Building}. To find out what Iôm working on next, 
visit: http://www.angelfire.com/stars4/kswiesner/WIP.html#2009. 
 
Are you a good cook?  
 
I think Iôm a fairly good cook with my specialties. Iôm a toss-a-little-of-this-and-that together and hope for the best. I rarely follow 
recipes exactly, but almost everything turns out. If youôd like to see some of my recipes, you can find quite a few of them in the 
Jewels of the Quill Thanksgiving and Christmas cookbooks (both are free from  
http://www.angelfire.com/stars4/kswiesner/JOTQnewsletter.html#downloads). 
 
The better question is, lol, whether I like to cook at all. Truthfully, I hate it. Oh, to be rich and able to eat out or order in every 
day!  
 
What question would you add to our list of questions, quirky, funny or otherwise.  
 
If you had to choose one to be, would you prefer to become a vampire or a werewolf? Why? 
 
I like writing about both, but if I had to be one, Iôd probably choose a werewolf, since itôs possible to have a semblance of a nor-
mal life when thereôs no full moon and, with all that fur, they must keep warm. Vampires would be always cold and I couldnôt 
stand that, lol! 
 

http://www.angelfire.com/stars4/kswiesner/WIP.html#2009
http://www.angelfire.com/stars4/kswiesner/JOTQnewsletter.html#downloads
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Chris Spindlerôs Interview 
 
If a movie was being made of your life, which actress/actor would play you? What 
would the name of the movie be?  
 
In a perfect world, the name of the movie would be ñLiving a Dreamñ and I would either be 
played by Sandra Bullock or Angelina Jolie, because they are my husband's favorites ac-
tresses. 
 
On a more realistic note, I think Jodie Foster would be a better choice. She's really great at 
playing haunted characters. And the name of the movie should be ĂWhat the Heck is Going on 
and Who's in Charge Here, Anyway?ñ or something along these lines, because huge parts of 
my life were extremely confusing. 
 
What was your most memorable encounter with a fan?  
 
I write an adventure series for middle graders, called "The Karate Hamster" (only available in 
Germany so far). Recently, during an art exhibition, a lady stared at me for a while, finally 
pointed a long finger and screamed loud enough for all to hear "You are the karate hamster". 
 

What is the motto of your life?  
 
My motto changes every year, depending on all sorts of circumstances. This year's motto was: "Everything's magic". 
 
Are you a diva?  
 
I don't think so. I'm very down-to-earth, laid-back and not glamorous at all. I never wear make up or high heels. I don't dye my 
hair and I don't drink champagne or bathe in it, for that matter. I'm the typical girl next door. 
 
What is the most daring thing you've ever done?  
 
Many things seem daring before you do them, and afterwards you think "Oh, it wasn't that tricky after all". Like giving birth to my 
daughter, giving my first public talk, finally talking back to someone who'd been bullying me for years. Therefore, I think it's going 
to be the next challenge that will be the most daring ... until that one is over and done with, too. 
 
What question (silly or serious) should we ask other authors?  
 
Can you read your cat's mind? 
In my case the answer would be yes. Ask my cat, he'll confirm it. 
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An excerpt from The Fifteenth Letter, Book 3 in the Falconôs Bend Series 
FALCONôS BEND PATROL officer Amber Carfi let out a rich luxurious belch followed by a sigh of relief. She was about to mutter, 
ñYeesh, another boring shift. ôLeast itôs almost over,ò when her partner turned to her, scowling. ñThat was real nice, Carfi. You got a 
man inside there tryinô to get out or what?ò 

Why did he always surprise her when he chose to get on her about her decided lack of manners and feminine sensibilities? She shook 
her head at him. Sitting up in the passengerôs seat of the patrol car, she pushed the bottle of Diet Coke sheôd downed in three long 
gulps into the holder. Warren Jensen could do disgust better than anyone. His face looked specially designed for it. ñYou got a Miss 

Manners in there trying to get out, Jensen?ò she countered. She looked away to pedestrians going about their business. 
The past few shifts had been dead boring. The most action theyôd had was a DUI and a welfare check on old man Curran, and she and 
Jensen had gotten the House Watch cards yesterday. An unexpected dog that guarded the house while the owners were on vacation 

almost chewed up Jensen.  
They were heading back to the station now, and bored or not, Amber always preferred working to taking time off. When she was alone 
she got antsy, especially around the holidays. Like her, Jensen had no family so he usually agreed to fill some hours together doing 

whatever. 
The radio crackled and Dispatch came through, ñOne-Baker-One, copy a 10-90 in progress.ò 
Jensen reached for the radio, but she pushed his hand aside insisting, ñIôm primary, remember?ò Sheôd been hoping for another 

chance to be primary officer, a very new perk after her two years on the force. 
She brought the receiver up to her mouth and spoke into it. ñCopy from Third and Main. Go ahead.ò 
From behind the wheel Jensen grimaced, knowing as well as she did that, technically, they were off-duty as of six minutes ago. ñSilent 

alarm at Falconôs Bend Bank & Trust was called in,ò Tammy in Dispatch told them. ñNo confirmation from employees at this time. No confirmation on the number of 
perps or weapons.ò 

They were obviously in the area of responsibility closest to the bank. ñCopy. Show us en route,ò Amber responded. 

Someone in the bank had tripped the alarm to alert the police without tipping off the robber. Jensen put on the lights without the siren. 
A moment later Dispatch reported, ñOne-Baker-One, Two-Adam-Two, affirm on cover from Sixth.ò 
ñCopy.ò 

ñOne-Baker-One, your CR is 2-4-3-3-3, thatôs twenty-four thousand three-thirty-three, at sixteen-o-six hours.ò 
Amber wrote the case report number as it was given, followed by the time. All the while, she made her plans. Contact and cover procedure was indicated. 
ñYou want me to take primary?ò Jensen asked. 

She snorted at him. ñNo way.ò Sheôd only gotten a taste of the power in the last two weeks. Her first real action didnôt intimidate her. She couldnôt wait to get 
the party started. 

After coordinating by radio with backup officers Rosch and Bradley as to where to set up when they arrived, she got to work securing the perimeter. Then she 

made the call to Dispatch to ascertain if the robbery was currently in progress or had already occurred at the scene, and if the suspect remained inside the bank. 
ñWeôve had confirmation from the bank president. The subject is on foot, fleeing through a back exit on the south side of the bank with an unreported amount 

of money.ò 

ñCopy. Weapon confirmation?ò 
ñA weapon has not been confirmed. Repeatðno weapon confirmed.ò 
Amber growled in frustration. 

Jensen drew to a stop and she slid out of the car. From her crouch beside the open door, she relayed from her handheld where she and Jensen and their 
vehicle were positioned, then gave the team orders concerning their own positions. ñRosch, Jensen and I are coming in from the north on Second Street. You and 
Bradley come in from the south.ò 

Amber heard Jensen behind her as she rose and skirted around the bank, finding cover in thick bushes. When she peeked around the side of the building, 
she saw the perp clear as dayða mask over his face and a plastic shopping bag in his hand. He was running down Second Street, his back to her. Amber shoved 
her gun in the holster, broke cover, and shouted to Jensen that they had a rabbit. 

She took off at a fast sprint. With adrenaline already flowing through her, she had no trouble catching up to the guy. ñPolice! Stop now and give yourself up!ò 
she called from ten feet away. 

The head in the mask swiveled back, giving her ample opportunity to launch herself forward in a football tackle. While they f ell she simultaneously reached 

for handcuffs and confirmed that the perp was definitely male. Knee in his back to hold him down, she grabbed for his arms as he struggled beneath her. A second 
later, she had him cuffed. 

From a behind, she heard the crackle of a handheld radio. Jensen was relating that the rabbit was in custody. She rose at her partnerôs approach, picking up 

the plastic bag. Inside, she saw a short stack of twenties. For a minute she could hardly believe it. The wad couldnôt have amounted to more than a couple hundred 
bucks, if even that. Heôd wasted his time for a single fix é or whatever the hell he needed the money for. 

Rosch and Bradley arrived and hauled the perp to his feet. 

ñDidnôt anybody ever tell you crime doesnôt pay?ò Amber said, reaching up to pull off the guyôs mask. ñEspecially for the few lemon drops you manage to 
steal.ò 

The perp chuckled. ñHow would you know, girly? You ever try it?ò 

Amber gave him a scolding prod in the gut with her nightstick. ñMatter of fact, bank robbery runs in my family, smart-ass. Now move. Youôre under arrest.ò 
 

The Fifteenth Letter  

Available NOW at www.swimingkangaroo.com 

Welcome to Falconôs Bend! 
Announcing the newest releases in the acclaimed Falconôs Bend mystery 

series from Karen Wiesner and Chris Spindler! 
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Another Falconôs Bend Mystery 
Romantic Notions  

by Karen Wiesner and Chris Spindler  
An Excerpt  

KIMBERLYôS ROOMMATE FINALLY left the campus dorm room. Some foreign student, he reminded himself. Heôd timed his visit to coincide with her ab-
sence. When the dark girl descended the stairs, he slid out of his hiding place at the end of the hall. 

Just the two of us now, darling. No more interference. Iôve rescued my eternal princess, and now I can finally accept the rewards of my hard work.  

His shoes made no sound on the worn carpet. Seconds later, he lightly knocked on Kimberlyôs door. Anticipation built in his chest as he waited for the sight 
of her. Blond hair, soulful blue eyes, a blood-red mouthé a mouth that had made him tremble with violent need. 

He frowned as the seconds ticked by, each a lifetime heôd waited through with impatience.  
Soon youôll belong to me, darling. Donôt make me wait even another second. 

Just a little harder he knocked again. He couldnôt risk alerting any of Kimberlyôs neighbors. The tension seemed to jump inside his 
very veins. He clenched his hands, his needs growing with the prolonged wait. This moment had been appointed, destined, for all time to 

happen. That she might refuse to open her door had never occurred to himðnot when heôd arranged it, worked out every last detail. No, 
she wouldnôt spoil it. She couldnôt. 

Soft padding footsteps came close to the other side of the door, and then a voice called, ñWho is it?ò 

The lilt of her voice captured him. Relieved, he smiled though she couldnôt see him. ñKimberlyé please, Iôd like to talk to you.ò 
Uncertainty crept into her tone. ñWho are you?ò 
ñIôm a friend of Vanôs. Pleaseé can we talk?ò 
Darling, Iôm the man youôve waited for. The one who will love you and only you to the exclusion of all else. Youôll see. Throughout 

all time we have been, we will be, soul mates. Just the two of us, darling, I promise.  
No one will ever hurt you again. No one else will ever have you. 

The deadbolt slid back with a heavy thud, but when she opened the door a crack, he saw in frustration that she kept the chain lock 
pulled. For a long minute she stared at him uncertainly. He could see the redness of her eyes and swollen nose. Sheôd been crying. Over 
Van. Over the man whoôd destroyed her, betrayed her time and time again. How could sheé ? 

Bitch! 

Forcefully, he tamped down on his anger. 
ñKimberly, donôt you recognize me?ò Of course you do, my love. Iôm your heart. Open the eyes of your heart and youôll know Iôve always been there and 

always will beðan integral part of you just as you are a part of me. The biggest part. 

Her eyes narrowed. ñIôm not sure. Buté Iôm sorry. Iôm really not in the mood for company.ò 
ñI know. I understand,ò he said too quickly, but tempered his eagerness with soft consolation.  
How dare you pretend you donôt know me? Oh, youôll pay for that.  

ñWeôre both grieving. Van was my friend, too. He often spoke of you.ò 
ñHeé he did?ò 

He recognized the interest in her expression and took a half step toward her. ñIôd like to talk to you, Kimberly. Van wanted me to come to you now. He 
wanted me to tell you whatôs important for you to know.ò 

ñWhat? What did he tell you?ò Instead of intrigue, a hint of suspicion entered her stance. 

ñPlease, could we talk inside, Kimberly? This is a difficult time for both of us.ò 
Taking a shaky breath, she stared at him through the crack with agony in her eyes. She wanted to say no, he realized, but her lingering feelings for Van 

restrained her.  

When he murmured please again, his hands clenched in fists, she reached up and unfastened the chain. Standing back, she opened the door just a little 
wider. Just enough for him to enter. 

She wore barely more than a long T-shirtðlegs, feet, armsé all bare. Sheôd scraped the sides of her waist-length hair back from her pale face, showing her 

grief with starkness. 
ñWhat did you say your name was?ò she asked, arms crossed over her front as soon as she closed the door behind him. 
ñJeffrey,ò he murmured, expecting her to recognize him instantly. 

Once more she disappointed him. Her gaze narrowed. ñI think I remember seeing you with Van. You said you were friends?ò 
His teeth came together ruthlessly at her prolonged confusion. ñThe best of friends,ò he managed. 
She shook her head, brushing wispy bangs back from her forehead. ñWell, come in.ò  With that she started toward another room.  

While her back was turned, he reached behind himself and slid the deadbolt into place as quietly as he could.  
No, she wonôt open the door to anyone else dressed so scantily. From now on, only I will see her beauty. 

The sound of the lock dropping home returned her attention to him. He rushed forward to follow her into the next room saying, ñVan and I shared a dorm 

room.ò 
ñWe didnôt go there often,ò she offered softly.  
He watched her sit, tucking her legs under herself and reaching for the box of tissues. Wadded balls lay strewn around the padded window seat she occu-

pied.  
No more tears, darling. When you remember me, accept me, love me as I love you, as only I can love youé Iôll see to it that youôll never be sad again. 

ñWhat did Van want to tell me?ò 

ñYou shouldnôt grieve so, darling. Van wasnôt worth it.ò 
A tissue halfway to her nose, she jerked her head to look up at him standing over her. ñWhat did you say?ò 
ñI knew him well, Kimberly. We shared a dorm room. I know you would prefer to hear the truth now. Itôs not good for you to harbor illusions that simply arenôt 

true. He was never faithful to you, my love. He hated your constant possessiveness. I know you caught him cheating on you. Why would you want to retain good 
memories of someone who treated you so disgracefully?ò 

Horror filled her expression. ñHeôsé God, heôs dead! How can youð? I forgave him for that. It was only once. I loveé loved him. He loved me; I know he  

(continued from previous page)  
 

continued on the next page  
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did. He was so sorryé ò She wasnôt saying the words heôd expected of her. 

Jeffrey slid onto the window seat beside her. She shrank back from his nearness when he reached toward her. Annoyed, he nevertheless infused his 
tone with tenderness. ñYouôll never have to go through that again, darling. I love you as you deserve. Youôll lack for nothing, I promise you. Youôre the only 
woman I could ever feel this way about. Weôll be together throughout time and space from this moment on.ò 

ñWhat are youð?ò 
She jerked away once more, stumbling to her feet.  
He shook his head at her. ñWe canôt have you dressing like a tramp anymore, darling. I wonôt allow it. Donôt you see? You belong to me now. Only I will 

see your beauty.ò 
ñI want you to leave!ò she barked in terror. ñI donôt want you here anymore. I donôt know who you areé ò 
Standing, he strode sinuously to follow her when she ran toward the front door. Grabbing her by the hair, he yanked her back to him, shoved her 

against the wall, and trapped her with his body.  
ñOf course you know me, darling. Donôt hurt me again by pretending you donôt know of my love. We were meant to be together. I knew you felt the 

same way the night we met. It was meant to be. Nothing can change that now, not even death.ò 

ñI love Van. I donôt even know you. Youôre crazy! Get out!ò 
ñYouôre distressed. I can see that, my love,ò he murmured. 
When he captured her wrists, she fought to be free. He tightened his hold, dragging her toward him. Seeing her open her mouth to scream, he 

smashed his hand over her lovely lips. Soon he would claim them as his ownðwithout resistance. 
ñHeôs dead, darling. The authorities believe he killed himself because you broke up with him, but between us there will be no secrets. We share in love 

always.ò He lowered his mouth to her ear and whispered, ñI did it for you, my love. I did it so we could be together as weôre meant to be, timelessly.ò 

Her eyes widened; her scream muffled when he drew his head back.  He felt the slickness of her blood beneath his palm, and his arousal grew almost 
painful. 

ñTonight, darling, is our wedding night. I have everything we need.ò 

Violently she shook her head, and he felt her coiling to attack him. His anger flared as he caught her leg coming up between his own. He slammed her 
back against the wall again, pinning her there with an unbreakable hold on both of her wrists.  

ñIt doesnôt have to be this way, my love,ò he bit out while she struggled, exciting him. ñJust tell me you love me too. Tell me you understand that what is 

done out of love always takes place beyond good and evil. I will have you as I deserve for the sacrifices Iôve made to be with you.ò   
Her body went limp against his, her eyes staring at him in panic.  
ñYou see, darlingé ò  He stroked her satiny cheek, stained with the first blood of atonement for the sin of her love for another man. ñYouôll always come 

back to me. I will have you, my love, or no one will ever have you againé ò   
 

Romantic Notions  

 
Available NOW at www.swimingkangaroo.com 

Another Falconôs Bend Mystery 

Coming in February 
Swimming Kangaroo Books will Re-Issue the first two books in the Falconôs Bend Series  

and the first Anthology 


