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Dear reader,  
Thank You for taking the time to read these 
preview passages.  I hope you enjoy them. 

All the Best, 

Jack McDermott 

NOTE : At this section in the story, a couple is 
being stalked at their remote cabin rendezvous 
outside of Sedona Az. 
______ ________ __________ ________ __________ ______ ________ 

………..“Well, come on Grann. Get over to the window and see 
who's out there. You don’t expect me to do it do ya? I swear I saw a 
man’s silhouette. It’s way too creepy Gideon. Chase him the hell out 
of here!” she commanded. 
 Archie meanwhile had gone up to the window on his left to 
resume his position. He looked in but couldn't see either of them. He 
felt cold, and struggled with his gloved hands to button up his jacket. 
The wind was howling and he couldn't hear his own voice, let alone 
theirs inside. Distracted, he hadn’t noticed that Marie’s suspicions 
had been aroused. 
  “What the hell do you want me to do?” Gideon said.  
  “You’re the man for Christ’s sake, you figure it out. Grab 
that poker next to the fireplace,” she pointed to the small hearth to 
the left of the bed. 
 He moaned his disapproval, but slipped on his pants, and in 
his bare feet hurried over to the fireplace. He picked up the iron 
weapon, while Marlie retreated toward the bathroom door.  
 The two of them were so silent that for the first time Gideon 
was scared. It was now official, he’d gone limp, even with the dose 
of Cialis swimming through his veins. 
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 Gideon looked at both windows that were four feet apart and 
decided to approach the one on his left. He looked over his shoulder 
seeking Marlie’s encouragement, but she was annoyed with this 
display of weakness, and waved the back of her hands to shoo the 
little man into action. 
 Gideon edged along the wall up to the window, and took a 
deep breath. With the poker in his right hand raised above his 
shoulder, with his left hand he took hold of the white lace curtain. He 
looked back at Marlie, again he sought her approval as he lip-
synced, “Ready?” 
 His heart pounded as he counted to three in his head, and 
then yanked the curtain open with one swift motion. No one there. 
Thank God! Except for his own reflection. Relief.

Gideon smiled and swaggered over to the next window. He 
was much more calm and confident, certain that what Marlie thought 
she saw was just a figment of her imagination. He mimicked a 
matador with his bull-teasing red cape as he took hold of the curtain, 
bowed to Marlie, and snatched it open. 
 To his immediate horror, and to Archie’s as well, for a split 
second they both stood frozen, face to face. It was a surreal moment 
for the inebriated Gideon when he saw the bizarre collage of the 
peeper's vague outline; his own image; the room's behind him as 
well, and the movement of the bent trees, all intertwined in a single 
reflection. Gideon‘s knee-jerk reaction was to drop the iron poker 
onto the floor and throw a halfhearted punch at the baseball capped 
peeper on the other side of the glass. His fist rebounded off the triple 
paned window, and Marlie screamed. 
 Meanwhile, Archie panicked and flung his large knife into 
the wood pile. He bent down and lifted the heavy object that he had 
put on the ground next their station wagon, and as he attempted to 
flee the scene, he tripped over a gasoline can which splashed fuel 
onto his right pant leg. He ran as fast as he could into the dense 
woods, back to where he hoped he’d parked his truck. “Wimp!” he 
berated himself. 
 Inside the cabin Gideon rushed to get his shirt and shoes on, 
and picked up the poker off of the floor before he went outside to 



have a look around. He told Marlie to lock the door behind him and 
to not let anyone in until he returned. He told her to call 9-1-1, but 
they agreed it was a bad idea, because it could blow their cover. 
Besides, Marlie reminded him that neither of them had cell reception 
up there in the woods anyway.. AT&T.   
 She tossed him the thin metal flashlight that stood tall on the 
fireplace mantle, and he flipped on the outside flood light, and left 
out the front door. She was alone.  
Unnerved, Marlie rushed through the cabin and closed all the 
curtains and tested all the windows and doors, to make sure they too 
were secure. Then she went back into the bedroom, and after she had 
put on her clothes, she returned to the great room. She snatched an 
iron shovel from its fireplace holder, held it with both hands in front 
of her chest and stood rigid on the hearth. Her eyes darted back and 
forth across the room as she looked at all the possible entry points 
for any sign of the intruder. 
 A few minutes later, when Gideon banged on the front door, 
it put her in a momentary shock. She remained still until she could 
discern that it was in fact him. She unlatched the door. 
 “Well?” Marlie asked. 
 “Nada,” Gideon answered. “ I checked around with this piece 
of shit flashlight, didn’t see squat.” 
 “Let’s get packed and get the hell out of here Grann. They all 
return to the scene of the crime and I don’t plan on stickin’ around 
for act two,” Marlie demanded. 
 Gideon set the poker and flashlight down on the hearth and 
said, “Don’t worry Mar, I scared him off. Whomever it was is miles 
from here by now. Anyway, we’ll be much safer staying put here 
than driving around on dark mountain roads with all those wild 
drunken teenagers out and about.”

Marlie disagreed. “There's no way in hell that I'll take a 
chance with some stoned out teenager wandering around on some 
crazy initiation dare. Get packed and take me home.” 
  “You can’t go home, what will you tell your husband? You’re 
supposed to be with your aunt in Tucson until Monday, remember? 
Even he’ll be suspicious if you come home at one in the morning on 
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the same night that you left. We have to come up with a better plan. 
Besides, my ball and chain thinks I’m in Utah,” Gideon reminded 
her. 
 “Whatever. But let’s get in your car and figure it out. I won’t 
stay here another damn minute, I swear,” Marlie said. 
 It took them a few minutes to gather their stuff, put out the 
fire, and lock up. Gideon snatched the flashlight and they scurried 
outside. 
The crisp November air was at its’ coldest, so Marlie hurried to get 
inside the car, and Gideon went around to the back of the station 
wagon, opened the rear door and threw in their suitcases. 
 When he sat behind the wheel Gideon propositioned, “How 
about if we drive up to Flag and find a motel, or a nice quiet pull off, 
where we can finish what we started?” 
 “Let’s just go dammit,” she said. 
 He turned the key in the ignition but the engine didn't start.  
 “Shit! Now what? Let’s get the hell out of here Gideon,” 
Marlie said, frustrated that the Volvo wouldn’t start, and afraid that 
they were easy targets, that someone was watching them. 
 He had pumped the gas pedal and turned the key on and off 
enough times to realize that they were in a load of trouble. The only 
sound they heard was the clicking of the starter. The battery was 
dead. He reached down, grabbed the release and popped open the 
hood. He got out of the car and went around to the front to have a 
look. 
          Marlie wasn't too optimistic that he’d be able to get the engine 
to turn over, because she knew Gideon didn’t have a Mr. Fixit bone 
in his body. When it came to repairs, his idea was to call in his 
brother-in-law, provide the cold beers, and stay out of the way.

Gideon lifted the hood and shone the flashlight to the where 
the battery was housed. But the damn battery was gone! In its place a 
ripped eight by eleven piece of yellow lined paper was attached to 
the connectors. He yanked the paper from its moorings and held it up 
to the dim flashlight. He trembled when he read the capitalized 
letters that were printed in bold red lipstick, “MARLIE IS A VERY 
BAD GIRL.”  



 “Shit, Shit, Shit!” he yelled as he kicked the front bumper, 
and slammed the hood with such force that the sound reverberated 
throughout the night for a few eerie seconds. He crumpled up the 
note and wasn’t sure what to do with it at first, but then threw it in a 
nearby topless metal garbage can. Gideon ran around to Marlie’s 
side of the vehicle. 
 The power windows didn’t work so he waited for her to open 
the door. 
“The battery's been removed. It’s not there,” Gideon told her.  
 “What? Why didn’t you lock the car you dipshit?”she said.       
 “Who the hell thinks your battery is gonna get pinched? We 
have to call the cops,” he answered. 
 “No cell signal up here remember?What’ll we do?” she asked 
. Tense, he said, “Be quiet for a minute will ya. Let me think 
this through.” 
 He felt it best to protect her and not share the note, as they 
both were already awash in fear and he didn’t need to compound 
their anxiety. He thought, “What's this game and who's behind it. 
Must be her husband. But how in the hell does Archie know?” 
 “Well then give me the damn cabin key and let’s get back 
inside. We’ll be much safer in there than sitting like ducks in this 
Swedish shooting gallery,” Marlie said. 
 Gideon handed her the key and went around to the rear of the 
Volvo to retrieve their bags. Marlie held the cabin door open for him 
and stood on her tip toes looking behind him for any sinister signs, 
while he carried their luggage into the cabin. 
            They remained silent for a long while. 
 “So what’s your plan Clouseau? I’m not feeling all that safe 
with your silence ya know,” she said. 
 “I can’t figure it out Mar. Peep in on us is one thing, but take 
the battery? I should have another look around to see if maybe he 
tossed it nearby?” 
 “What time is it Gideon?” Marlie asked, as she put a log in 
the fireplace. 
 He looked at his watch and said, “Almost one twenty.” 
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 “You won’t be able to see shit out there with that pathetic 
flashlight. Besides, it’d be too dangerous for you. You don’t have a 
clue about this area. There’s a deep creek and muddy banks. It’ll be 
light out around six thirty, so let’s hunker down here until then. It’s 
two against one if the asshole should return,” she reasoned, as she 
placed a wad of paper under the logs and lit a long stick match. 
  He thought, “I sure as hell hope there’s no one else with him. 
She thinks it’s some kid on a prank, maybe I should tell her about the 
note.” 
Marlie was a lot more calm than he, and said, “You know, when I 
was a drunken, know-it-all teen, we used to pull some awful stunts 
on people too.I remember at dawn one time I opened up a neighbor’s 
car, put the shift in neutral and my friend and I pushed it down the 
steep hill. We watched all excited as it careened off of a bunch of 
parked cars and crashed into a telephone pole near the intersection. 
Total destruction! 
 “Why’s vandalism such a turn on to young ones? Why’s it 
such a rush to damage someone else’s property or cause a terrible 
inconvenience , just for kicks?” Marlie asked. 
 He didn’t answer Marlie, he was too preoccupied calculating 
whether her husband was still out there, and if he intended to scare 
the shit out of them, or worse? He knew Archie Moon somewhat, but 
Archie knew him like a book. Gideon had been Archie’s patient for 
over two years, and it was at Archie’s office where he was first 
introduced to Marlie. That’s where she met most of her lovers it 
turned out. They had an immediate connection,but didn’t act on their 
sexual attraction until a few months ago. 
 He thought,“There’s no way that the oblivious Archimedes 
Moon could know that we're together. No way. He’s far too busy 
with all his Sedona crazies, he hasn’t time or energy for anyone else, 
even for Marlie, the fool. No wonder she cheats on him. 
 “No, the more I think about it, the more certain I am that it 
couldn’t be Archie out there tonight. He’s in bed by nine o’clock for 
Christ’s sake. Besides he’s a man of the mind. If he were on to us 
he’d challenge us right on the spot, he’s not shy. It’s his business to 
confront people all day long. Pranking isn't in his DNA. 



 “Then who the fuck knows that Marlie’s here? Another boy 
toy? Shit I don’t know what gives. Why’d I ever get involved with 
her?” 
 “Well?" Marlie asked, still awaiting his response. 
 “Oh. Um.Yeah vandalism is senseless.You’re right Mar,” he 
answered.  
 “Look, I agree that it’s best that we wait ‘til sunup, then I can 
walk down to the road and hitch a ride back into town and get a new 
battery. Or maybe I could have a service guy come back with me to 
see what else might need attention,” Gideon said. 
 “Good luck on a Sunday in bustling Sedona,” she said. 
 “Shit you’re right. Don’t fret, I’ll figure something out. In the 
meantime, why don’t you try to get a little sleep. I’ll stand watch,” 
Gideon told her. 
 “If you’re the one headed into town in the morning you’ll 
need some zzz’s, not me. I’m way too keyed up,” Marlie said. 
 Gideon went silent. He knew there was no way he’d be able 
to nod off. The stalker had scared the sleep from his eyes. 
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