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STOP A MURDER – WHERE
This is unlike any mystery or thriller book you’ve ever read before. You play the sleuth, and try to follow the clues and solve the puzzles to prevent a murder from happening.
In this five-book series, you’ll be tasked with decoding the mind and motivations of a nefarious killer who is plotting to commit an unspeakable crime.
Each book contains an epistolary collection of emails, texts, and letters, sent to bestselling author J.A. Konrath, by a serial killer. This psychopath is leaving detailed, cryptic hints about who will be murdered, why, when, where, and how.
Some of the hints are easy to figure out. Others are much more devious.
Do you like solving mysteries? Do you enjoy puzzles or escape-the-room games? Are you good at spotting clues?
Only you can stop a murder.
Are you smart enough?
Are you brave enough?
Let the games begin…
#1 STOP A MURDER – HOW: Puzzles 1–12
#2 STOP A MURDER – WHERE: Puzzles 13–24
#3 STOP A MURDER – WHY: Puzzles 25–36
#4 STOP A MURDER – WHO: Puzzles 37–48
#5 STOP A MURDER – WHEN: Puzzles 49–60



IMPORTANT MESSAGE
The creators of this series strive to blur the lines between reality and fantasy, but they assure you that this is 100% fiction.
Nothing in this narrative should be taken as fact.
It’s fake, folks. Don’t call the cops.



PREFACE BY JOE KONRATH
I get a lot of emails, sometimes from fans of my thriller books, sometimes from other writers seeking advice.
But this was easily the most intriguing, and disturbing, email I’ve ever received. Here’s how it began:







From: Unknown Sender
To: JA Konrath
Subject: An Introduction
Dear Mr. Konrath—
This isn’t fiction.
This is real.
I’m going to kill someone. I’m going to let you know how, where, why, who, and when.
But I’m not going to come right out and tell you.
I’m going to make you figure it out.
Are you smart enough?
Are you brave enough?
Do you think you can stop me?
Let’s play.
Sincerely,
Unknown Sender



I never responded to that first email. But Unknown Sender didn’t give up. More emails followed. Each had a puzzle. Each had clues and hints. And each linked to a website, taunting me to figure out HOW, WHERE, WHY, WHO, and WHEN.
I’ve been able to figure out some of the puzzles, but I haven’t been able to get them all. I’ve also shared these emails with the authorities—the local police and FBI—and they’ve written this off as a prank or joke.
The more I’ve delved into this, the more I’m convinced it isn’t a prank.
As the Unknown Sender wrote, this is real.
So, in order to prevent a murder, I’ve decided to publish these email puzzles, and my responses, as a series of five ebooks, in the hopes that a reader or readers will be able to figure out what I’ve been unable to.
You’re going to need Internet access. A notepad is also helpful.
I also encourage you to get together with friends to share questions, theories, and answers.
Feel free to use the Facebook page I’ve set up, at:
https://www.facebook.com/KonrathPuzzleSeries
Help one another. But if you’re going to post puzzle answers, make sure you label them as SPOILER ALERT so you don’t ruin it for other readers.
Don’t read this as fiction. Don’t read this as a collection of games. Don’t read this as a puzzle book.
Read this as a crime in progress.
Together, I hope we can stop it.
Are you smart enough?
Are you brave enough?
Can you help me?
—Joe Konrath



NOTE FROM JOE
This was the thirteenth puzzle email that Unknown Sender sent to me. I compiled the previous twelve in the HOW collection. I encourage you, the reader, to figure these puzzles out on your own. Unknown Sender sometimes puts hints, which are preceded by the words SPOILER ALERT, in our correspondence.
There are also some hints on the website, www.StopAMurder.com. More on that later, but if you’re reading this on an e-ink ereader, you’re not going to be able to access Unknown Sender’s website within the ebook, or watch the videos that appear when each section is solved. You’re going to have to use a second device (cell phone, computer, tablet) to visit that site to continue the story and validate your guesses.
The puzzles Unknown Sender has been sending me are a mix of brain teasers, pictures, general knowledge, logic, deduction, and some basic math. You’ll sometimes need to do Internet research to figure them out. Some rely on word tricks or deception, so read carefully, and use hints as needed.
Unfortunately, I can’t offer any help via my blog or email. If you’re stumped, I encourage you to join forces with other readers to share information, theories, and answers.
https://www.facebook.com/KonrathPuzzleSeries
Good luck to you. You’re going to need it.
We’re both going to need it.







From: Unknown Sender
To: JA Konrath
Subject: Where I’ll Do It–13
Hi Joe—
After sending you twelve puzzles in previous emails, you’re acutely aware that I adore games.
Sadly, I didn’t get a chance to play many when I was a child.
But when I got older, I made up for lost time. I went to thrift shops and got all the classic board games, like Clue and Aggravation and Stratego and so on.
I played with my best friend in high school, Nicky. Other kids my age were drinking, smoking weed, having sex. But Nicky and I were just peachy hanging out in his room, competing in a four-hour session of Risk.
Have you ever played Risk? The goal is to take over the world by killing all of your enemies.
Anyone that plays with you is an enemy.
Ever feel that way? That the whole world is against you?
Probably not. You live a life of privilege. You don’t have to work for a living. You sit on your fat ass and make things up. While the rest of us contend with a 9 to 5 and struggle to try and get the tiniest of breaks, you write your crummy little stories, churning out crap faster than a herd of dairy cows.
But you’re trying to get me off tangent, aren’t you? Get me off the topic of games, so you can talk more about your stupid books.
I’m onto your tricks. And I won’t be baited.
Back to the point.
I send you puzzles. You solve them. If you solve them all, maybe you can stop a murder.
Previously, you tried to figure out HOW I’m going to do the deed.
With these next twelve puzzles, your job is to figure out WHERE the murder will take place.
Are you ready for this?
Do you think you can withstand the weight of my genius?
In memory of dear Nicky, here’s the next puzzle.
PUZZLE #13
Add the number of points in SCRABBLE,
To a deck of Uno cards plus two,
To the number of hits to sink a sub,
To the number of weapons in Clue.
Go to www.stopamurder.com, find the WHERE link, and enter the correct number into the text box under Puzzle #13.
Simple, right?
In case you forgot, the password is QWERTY.
Usually, I’d give you some hints, and warn you with the heading SPOILER ALERT! But this one is so easy, you don’t need any hints.
Or do you?
Really?
You do?
Okay, here’s a clue:
SPOILER ALERT!
You don’t have to add up the point value of every single tile in a Scrabble game. But you do need to pay attention to tile values.
There’s your hint.
Aren’t modern times wonderful? No one needs to learn anything. Experience doesn’t matter. The Internet has taken the place of schools, teachers, books, and even human interaction.
Maybe you’ve never played the games Battleship or Scrabble. But you don’t have to even have to know what they are. You can look them up online and find out everything about them.
If this were twenty years ago, and I was corresponding with you via the US Mail, the only way for you to figure out this puzzle would be to actually buy the games.
But the tactile pleasures of board games are quaint in this day and age of virtual reality and MMORPGs and social media apps where you can trade coins with your idiot followers. Why sit down with friends and family and play some ancient dice game that takes up closet space when you can play a computer opponent on your cell phone?
Am I the only one who thinks things are getting worse?
Then again, I am sending you emails, and you’re inputting answers on a webpage, so I’m feeding into the technological chasm.
But still, I long for the old days.
Nicky and I had a special game that we used to play when no one else was home. We called it “Knife Clues”. It was based on a Kafka story. Do you like Kafka?
That guy could write.
Knife Clues was played with a sharp knife, and a bare back. The concept was simple. Nicky would think of a word, then trace the letters across my back with the knife.
If I didn’t guess it right away, he’d trace a little deeper.
And deeper…
And deeper…
It was a tough game, Joe! I still have the word SILLY scarred into my back, because it took me ten tries to realize the last letter was a Y and not a V.
Good times.
The human body is such a wonderful canvas. So much can be done to alter it. Tattoos. Piercings. Branding. Scarification. Dermal implants.
Do you have any tattoos?
I have one.
It says Nicky.
I put it on my arm. But Daddy saw it, and went insane. He thought it was okay to leave marks on me, but claimed it was a sin if I did it to myself.
So Daddy took a straight razor, and cut the tattoo off.
You think getting a tattoo hurts?
Having it sliced off hurts worse.
Are you calling me a liar, Joe?
I wasn’t lying when I told you I have a tattoo.
I do have a tattoo.
It just isn’t on my body anymore.
After Daddy cut it off, I kept it in a keepsake box.
With all my other little mementos.
Maybe, if you’re really lucky, I won’t tell you about them.
Your BFF,
Unknown Senner







From: Joe Konrath
To: Unknown Sender
US—
I didn’t ask for you to contact me. I don’t want to solve your puzzles, or hear your stories.
We aren’t BFFs.
Any relationship you believe you have with me is a delusion in your diseased mind.
You think you’re so intelligent, so special.
You’re not.
You’re a sad, deranged loner, aged 18 to 45, Caucasian. You live alone, have no close friends (including your made-up buddy, Nicky), are probably a virgin, and have created this fantasy world because living in the real one is too painful.
You’re not a genius. You’re a loser.
And your puzzles suck.
J







From: Unknown Sender
To: JA Konrath
Subject: Where I’ll Do It–14
Joseph—
Didn’t I warn you about being mean?
I’m giving you the opportunity to stop a murder. But if you keep up this negative attitude, I’m going to kill more than one person.
I have a neighbor who just went on maternity leave. She’s home alone while her husband works. Just her and her newborn baby, Bella.
She’s a good person. A trusting person. The kind who doesn’t lock her patio door during the day because she likes to feel the breeze come in.
If you keep acting like a jerk, the breeze won’t be the only thing coming into my neighbor’s house.
That’s my last warning. Be civil.
So, now that we’ve gotten that mandatory lecture out of the way, you probably want to know more about me. Like what happened in my past, and why I picked you to send email puzzles to, and how all of this adds up.
I could spill it all for you right now. But what’s the fun in that?
You probably notice that you do the same thing in your books.
Rather than take a big infodump on the page, laying it all out for the reader, you tease it out over the length of the novel.
I figure that when I’m done sending you emails, plus all the writing I did on the website, it’ll be close to novel-length.
So I’m just going to dribble facts down your throat. A little backstory. A little modus operandi. A bit of exaggeration for dramatic effect.
Let me tell you about the time that I made Nicky some cookies and put needles in them.
I didn’t have any particular reason to do it. Nicky was my best friend. We were together all the time. He helped me through some really dark episodes.
So why the needles?
In retrospect, I think I was testing to see how much he’d take before calling our friendship quits.
But hindsight is 20/20. At the time, I did it because I thought it was funny.
You’re the one who gave me the idea, Joe.
In your book, Whiskey Sour. The Halloween candy scene.
I followed the directions, and pushed six needles into a homemade cookie, then gave it to Nicky and waited for the funny reaction.
I find it funny when people bleed and scream.
Maybe it’s a character defect. I prefer to think of it as a whimsical quirk.
So Nicky takes a big bite—I’m talking half the cookie in his mouth—and I’m waiting for him to cry out, opening his mouth wide to show me the damage, maybe reaching in to tug needles from his gums or tongue.
But that doesn’t happen. Instead of yelling, Nicky swallows.
I was really surprised.
And then I got excited.
Seeing a needle or two poking out of his lips would have been really funny. But seeing one poke out of his stomach? Or his intestines?
That would have been epic.
Even a needle jutting out of his throat, wiggling as he choked, would have been one heck of a sight.
But what happened in real life was scary. So scary that it haunts me to this day.
Nicky swallowed—
—and then ate the other half of the cookie.
There was no bleeding. No screaming. No choking or tears or threats.
He ate the whole damn thing, gave me a smile, and thanked me.
Do you know how much that messed with my head?
How could he have swallowed six needles, without even getting poked once?
I was so upset, that I made myself a cookie. I put six needles into it, the same way I did for Nicky.
I ate half.
And two needles came out of my cheeks.
The third got stuck under my tongue. Stuck deep, you know? I had to get a pair of pliers to pull it out.
I never ate the other half of the cookie.
And I never found out how Nicky ate the whole thing without any problems at all.
Hey, are you into meteorology?
How about pop culture?
How about both?
See if you can figure this puzzle out.
PUZZLE #14
I like the rock band Simply Fuchsia
I like the movie A Clockwork Gray
I like the soda Mellow Purple
The book The Brown Mile is okay
Pink Man Group is my favorite show
And Cyan Girls songs make my day
These colors are wrong. When you correct them, you’ll know there is a color that’s missing from this list. Take the missing color, rearrange the letters, and come up with two words that describe how I feel about murder.
Do you like anagrams, Joe?
I love them. Vomit heel. Meth olive. Hovel time. I love them.
So when you figure out the answer to the puzzle, you need to make an anagram of it.
Anagram. Agar man.
Did I forget my meds?
Or take too much?
Did I write the puzzle yet?
Oh, yeah. Here’s a hint.
SPOILER ALERT!
Like light through a prism.
But you knew that already, right, Joe?
Is this Joe?
Who’s reading this?
What gives you the right to read my private correspondence? This isn’t prison. You aren’t the Warden, censoring my mail.
Can you read my mind, too?
Do you know what I’m thinking right now?
Are you as scared as I am?
You should be.
Yours cruelly,
Unknown Seonder







From: Unknown Sender
To: JA Konrath
Subject: Where I’ll Do It–15
Hey Joe—
Did I hurt your precious little feelings, scolding you in that last email?
I know I was firm. But you needed a firm talking to.
Stop being so sensitive. Just because you didn’t like the lecture doesn’t mean you’re allowed to ignore me.
Remember our deal? I email you, and you email me back.
If you don’t email me back, I can’t be responsible for what happens to sweet, innocent, Baby Bella.
I hope you get the message. Reply, or live with the consequences.
Life is consequences, Joe. It’s all about living with decisions.
Even if the decisions are forced.
Sometimes others can force us to do things. Sometimes we force ourselves to do things that we don’t want to do.
Do you understand urges? Compulsions?
Are you on any prescription medication?
I am. A bunch.
It’s nothing to be ashamed of. A mental illness is a physical thing. Like a burst appendix. Or a broken leg that Daddy keeps breaking over and over again, because you’re naughty.
Gotta say, though, it’s tough to take a lot of pills every day. Sometimes multiple times a day.
I don’t like how they make me feel.
I don’t like how much they cost.
And sometimes I forget to take them.
Which is bad. Because when I forget, bad things happen.
My brain gets all mixed up. Sort of like I’m dreaming, but at the same time I’m hyper alert and paying attention to every detail. I mean like EVERY detail. Like I can stare at someone and see the blood flowing under their skin, even the tiniest veins and capillaries. Like squiggly red snakes. And I can hear it pump. Not soft, like a snake moves, but loud like big elephant stomps.
Sometimes the blood talks to me.
I know, that sounds crazy, right?
But it says it wants to be free.
Think about that. About being blood, trapped inside a body, going around and around over and over.
Wouldn’t you want to escape?
Shouldn’t I help the blood escape?
Where are my meds? Did I forget to pick them up at the pharmacy again?
My parole officer is gonna be real mad…
PUZZLE #15
Watt instead of what
Plane instead of plain
Flew instead of flue
Rain instead of rein
Boar instead of bore
Seed instead of cede
Berry instead of bury
The difference is what you need.
Like it or not, poetry is dead.
There is still a need for it. At least there is musically. A lyricist is a kind of poet.
But the days of unadorned ee cummings, of fog on cat’s feet and mermaids singing each to each and raging against the dying of the light and starving hysterical naked best minds destroyed—those days are over.
But I find comfort in my puzzle poems. Brain teasing nursery rhymes with hidden meanings.
The sad truth is, poems don’t matter to anyone but the poet.
You die with them.
That said, let’s get back to the puzzle.
SPOILER ALERT!
The answer has a salinity of about 3.5%.
Think you’ve figured it out?
If not, don’t you pout.
Because you can still get it.
Even though you’ll regret it…
Yours in eternal rhyme,
Unknowwn Sender







From: Joe Konrath
To: Unknown Sender
Dear US—
I see your points.
But if you really want to be BFFs, it’s a two-way street.
Threatening to hurt someone, especially a child, isn’t something friends do.
From your emails, I get the idea that you’ve been on the receiving end of an abusive relationship with your father.
My advice is for you to be careful you don’t do the same things that your father did.
I’m impressed by the creativity and thought that goes into your puzzles. And as far as your writing goes, you certainly have talent.
Your buddy,
Joe







From: Unknown Sender
To: JA Konrath
Subject: Where I’ll Do It–16
Dear my buddy Joe—
So you realized vinegar wasn’t working, and decided to try honey?
Do you actually think you can pretend to like me and I’ll be so impressed that the bestselling self-pubbed asshole is making an effort that I give up my wicked ways and accept Jesus as my lord and savior?
Eat shit, Konrath.
For our entire relationship, you’ve been trying to manipulate me. First, by being a jerk. Now, by playing nice.
You still haven’t learned how this works.
I send you puzzles. You try to get the few brains cells you have to work hard enough to solve them.
I send you email. You do me the courtesy of responding.
I call you an asshole. You reply with, “Thank you, sir, may I have another?”
You can’t play me. You can’t figure me out. And you certainly can’t change me with your pathetic appeals to friendship.
Do you understand the rules yet? Or am I going to visit my neighbor with a roll of cling wrap, and shut that wailing baby up for good?
Now stay on point and answer the following question.
Is a picture worth a thousand words?
More than a thousand?
Less?
When I was in school, and had to write an essay that was a thousand words, it seemed like it would take me the rest of my life.
Remember the days before computers? Before a word processing program could instantly tell you how many words you’ve written, and you had to count by hand?
Not that I’m bad at counting. One time, when I poured boiling hot grease in a nest of baby birds, Daddy made me count all the grains of rice in a one-pound box.
There were 30,194.
Sometimes I count things just for fun. Like my games.
I have 2563 games. Board games, card games, puzzles, video games, and so on.
I don’t play many of them anymore. Since Nicky went away.
I miss Nicky.
My living room has wood floors, and there are 648 slats.
I have 58 utensils in my utensil drawer.
I have 6 knives in the knife rack. The rack holds 7 knives, but I had to get rid of one.
I have 3 televisions, 2 laptops, 0 telephones, 16 hammers (I like hammers), 4 pairs of shoes, and 2 bodies in my attic.
They used to drip. But I put some plastic down.
Do you like to count, Joe?
Would you like to try a counting puzzle?
Take a good look at this picture.

PUZZLE #16
Add up all the dice.
Simple, right?
Well, maybe not simple.
The trick to counting is to be able to know what you’ve already counted, so you don’t count it twice.
What are you reading this on? Your computer? A tablet? Your phone?
I suggest you take a black marker, and cross out the numbers you’ve counted by writing on the screen.
If you do that, post a picture on your website. That would be funny.
Do I even need to give a hint for this one?
Okay. Here’s a hint for you.
Are you ready?
Here it comes…
SPOILER ALERT!
Have you tried counting?
I’m laughing right now, Joe. Maybe it’s a medication thing. Maybe it’s insanity. But I think that’s pretty funny.
Yes, I did say insanity.
Did you think that insane people don’t know they’re insane?
Here’s an analogy maybe you’ll understand. You’re going on vacation to some island resort, which you probably do all the time with all that fat ebook money you’re pulling in, and when you get to the hotel you realize you don’t have a swimsuit.
That’s what being crazy feels like. You know something is missing. You know it is important. And you blame yourself for not having it.
So the only thing you can do is run on the beach, stark naked, cutting everyone you see with that seventh knife you brought from the knife rack. Then you bury it in the sand so the sand crabs eat the DNA.
Maybe I should put some sand crabs in my attic.
Besties,
Unknowm Sender







From: Joe Konrath
To: Unknown Sender
US—
Your puzzle tricked me, until I figured out exactly what you were asking for.
Good one.
I hope you tell me more about Nicky. He seems fascinating.
Also, you mentioned Timmy in one of your earlier emails. Is he real? I’d like to hear more about him and his earaches.
Best,
Joe







From: Unknown Sender
To: JA Konrath
Subject: Where I’ll Do It–17
Dear Nicky—
I miss you so much and I’m so so sorry for what I did and I hope you forgive me because we had something special you were like a brother to me and now you’re gone and it’s all my fault.
PUZZLE #17
ASPARAGUS
BITTERSWEET
CANARY
DANDELION
DENIM
EGGPLANT
MANATEE
SALMON
TIMBERWOLF
TUMBLEWEED
You love puzzles right Nicky so tell me how the above are all related tell me what they are and then you’ll solve it and if you need a hint I’ll give you a hint right here.
SPOILER ALERT!
You’re looking for a seven-letter word, ending in s.

 
Sorry sorry sorry Nicky I’m so sorry sorry sorry.
Sorry,
Unknown Sendey







From: Joe Konrath
To: Unknown Sender
Hey US—
You okay? That last email, you addressed it to Nicky.
It was an extremely clever puzzle, and I needed Google to figure out what all the words had in common. Even then I still needed the hints on your website.
Well done, sir.
Hope you’re doing well.
All best,
Joe







From: Unknown Sender
To: JA Konrath
Subject: Where I’ll Do It–18
Joe—
Did you ever accidentally hit send on an email before you were finished editing it?
That’s what I did.
I was trying to be funny, to make a joke, and then I sent it before I could fix it.
I’m fine. Really.
Don’t bring it up again.
Besides, you’ve got enough to worry about.
I have a question for a hotshot writer such as yourself. How do you deal with all of the negative reviews of your work?
I mean, you’ve literally had THOUSANDS of bad reviews.
How do you deal? Do you get depressed? Maybe drink too much? Eat too much?
Are you taking medication for it?
I wouldn’t blame you if you did. Here’s an online review that a fan did of one of your books. It was so blunt that I just had to share it and turn it into a puzzle.
“This book was awful, and so disgusting that Konrath should be put in jail. The guy don’t have a thimble full of talent. I got real mad that I wasted my time reading this dumb book. It takes place in Indiana, and is full of stupid characters, graphic violence, a dumb plot, and real bad writing. I’m sorry I took a chance on it. If I had to sum up the book in one short line, it would be ‘this sucks’.”
I know what you’re thinking, Joe. That I wrote the review. And that maybe you can trace it to me.
I encourage you to stop thinking. You’re good at not thinking.
Worry less about who wrote it, and more about what it is trying to say.
PUZZLE #18
There are six sentences in the above paragraph, and each sentence contains one reference. Once you figure out what it is referring to, take the first letter of each of those seven words, put them in reverse alphabetical order, and that’s your answer.
So there’s a deeper meaning here, other than your book is lousy. Stop thinking about yourself for two seconds, okay?
Focus on the puzzle.
Did you forget why you’re doing this?
I’m going to murder someone. If you don’t stop me, their death will be on your head.
Need a clue?
SPOILER ALERT!
Of course it’s a game. Haven’t you figured that out yet?
Nicky would have really enjoyed this.
Wait… did I ever tell you what happened to Nicky?
I don’t think I have.
And I don’t think I’m ready yet.
But I will. Soon.
You work on the puzzle. I’ll work on summoning up my nerve.
Wistfully,
Unnknown Sender







From: Joe Konrath
To: Unknown Sender
US—
Since you asked, I don’t read my reviews. All opinions are valid, and I’m grateful to be reviewed by anyone, even if it is negative. If a reader didn’t like one of my books, that’s my fault for failing them. But there isn’t much I can do at that point. It’s like closing the barn door after the cow has already left.
All I can do is keep trying my best and try to be a good person.
It’s all any of us can do, right?
Hope you’re okay.
Best,
Joe







From: Unknown Sender
To: JA Konrath
Subject: Where I’ll Do It–19
Joe—
I liked you better when you were being a dick.
How are those kid gloves you’re wearing? So tight they are cutting off circulation to your tiny brain?
I want you to be you when you write me. Not walking on tippy-toes, in constant fear you’ll incur my wrath.
I lived like that. Trust me, you wouldn’t like it.
So instead of trying to warm fuzzy me to death with your saccharin concern and empty platitudes, just man up and be real.
And, I gotta say, constantly having to correct you on your tone is becoming weary. We have a game to play.
So let’s play it.
Do you enjoy the holidays, Joe? That wonderful time of year where everyone beats each other up over giving and getting gifts?
You could probably guess that I didn’t like the holidays much when I was a kid. But one of my fondest memories was when Nicky and I went to a nursing home for Thanksgiving to visit a few of the elderly who didn’t have families.
That was my first time.
I’m not talking about sex, Joe. Either with Nicky, or with any of the old folks.
I’m talking about gently taking out an IV, softly pinching an oxygen tube, and watching, with eyes bright and wide, as some ancient hag went from barely living to entirely dead.
It was my gift to her. And my gift to myself.
Speaking of gifts, there are sure a lot of gifts given in the famous song “The Twelve Days of Christmas”.
Do you know how many gifts are actually given? Let’s call that number “Z”.
PUZZLE #19
Now solve this equation:
Z + Maids a Milking x Golden Rings (Ladies Dancing ÷ French Hens)3 =
I’m guessing, by your liberal arts career, that you weren’t big on STEM. By that, of course, I mean science, technology, engineering, and math.
So you’re probably struggling with the above equation. Here’s a hint.
SPOILER ALERT!
Remember your PEMDAS!
You’ll no doubt have to look that up.
People like you are the reason the US is falling behind to the rest of the world when it comes to innovation. Other countries are curing diseases and solving the problems of humanity, and morons like you are writing schlocky stories that bring down the collective IQ.
Maybe you should add some puzzles to your books, Joe. Give your readers a little bit of mental stimulation to go along with the well-worn plots and drawn-out clichés and uninspired character tropes.
But wait… what is this I see on www.jakonrath.com/stop-murder.php?
It looks like you actually have started releasing books with puzzles.
My puzzles.
I see you’re selling our correspondences as ebooks.
How industrious of you.
I should demand half the profits. Hell, I should demand all the profits. This is my work, not yours.
You’re very lucky I don’t care about money or recognition.
Very, very lucky.
I have to wonder, though. What sort of reader would spend money on this sort of thing?
All readers, is my hope.
You’ve been drawn into this game. And watching my website hits, you certainly aren’t the only one.
Why not make a few bucks?
It’s the American way. If people like something, monetize it.
Personally, I’d charge a lot more than you’re charging. Some of these puzzles took me a very long time to create. Plus the website, and the videos…
When I think of everything I put into this endeavor, I wonder why I didn’t just write a book instead.
Yours in capitalism,
Anknown Sender







From: Joe Konrath
To: Unknown Sender
US—
I’d be happy to split the book profits with you. Just give me your name and address and I’ll write you a check and mail it today.
Joe







From: Unknown Sender
To: JA Konrath
Subject: where i’ll do it–20
joe—
cute. sure, i’ll send you my paypal, and then wait for the fbi to show up at my door.
i’d insist you give all the proceeds to charity, but i don’t give a shit about any sort of charitable organizations. here’s the truth; i hope you make a huge amount of money off this. make all you can, and spend it on fun things, and maybe that will take your mind off the nightmares.
you’re not sleeping well, are you joe?
nicky used to have sleeping problems, too. he tried all sorts of folk remedies to get some shut eye. white noise. herbal tea. warm milk. hot baths.
but nothing worked. until i came along.
it’s well-known that repeated blows to the head can induce unconsciousness. ask any boxer. so whenever he had trouble i’d take daddy’s rubber mallet, and i would hit him, hard as i could.
there was bruising.
sometimes there would be bleeding.
but it did the trick.
maybe i can help you get to sleep too, joe…
now let’s get to the puzzle.
puzzle #20
once you figure out what’s odd about the
state
of this email, take a look at the 47th. after you do, take the original 1823 count of the elf’s rangifer tarandus, multiply by the appropriate atomic number, and there is your answer. oh, and make sure to be
shifty
when you type the answer. portable devices these days—kindles and tablets and smart phones—lack the same features as a good old computer keyboard.
i know, i know; this one seems pretty complicated. but it really isn’t, if you break it down into parts.
do you need some hints? how about a poem!
spoiler alert!
this email is missing something,
the underlined words are a clue,
get the answer to the 47th,
then cut that city in two,
the first word points to tarandus,
so penned by moore whom i trust
the second word points to a symbol,
on a table that is prone to rust.
what do you think, joe? do i have what it takes to be a writer? does my prose impress you?
now go forth and google the terms you don’t know (probably a lot, for you aren’t very well-read, are you?) wikipedia might help, too. and it’s okay to get a little ansi.
your periodic friend,
Umknown Sender







From: Joe Konrath
To: Unknown Sender
US—
This one really had me stumped, until I realized I was inputting the answer on my cell phone. Once I used a keyboard, it worked.
Shifty, indeed.
Did you ever work for a games magazine? You’re good at this.
I’m not trying to stroke your ego here. Just calling it like I see it.
best,
Joe







From: Unknown Sender
To: JA Konrath
Subject: Where I’ll Do It–21
Josef—
For the moment, I’ll try and forget you’re just brown-nosing to try to prevent me from killing someone, and I’ll graciously take the compliment.
No, I never have worked for a games magazine. But once upon a time, I was one of those office drones. Had the cubicle. Had the inspirational teamwork and potential and success posters hanging up on my three walls. Fake pictures of a fake family on my desk so people thought I was normal.
I’m bringing this up because I did the office newsletter. It was mostly bullshit. Who got promoted. Who had a birthday that month. Whose kid was graduating. Average nauseating everyday nonsense that made me want to claw my eyes out with a salad fork.
I did a good job. As you can tell, my writing skills are above average. Eager employees who thought they were happy would come to my desk with news of a wedding or bar mitzvah or soccer team win and glow like what they said wasn’t the most mundane, pathetic, boring thing to ever happen, but I’d write it up and make it sound exciting.
My favorite part of the newsletter, which is why I’m bringing this up, was the crossword puzzle. Once a month I’d create one, using employees’ names and buzzwords like synergy and hyperlocal and sustainability.
For three years, I put on my skin mask and pretended to be a human being, smiling when people smiled at me, doing the shit work I was told to do, dreaming every night of burning the whole place to the ground with everyone in it.
I got let go when the asshats in management illegally viewed my browsing history. This was before I knew about Tor and the darkweb and VPNs and surfing incognito, so they saw some things that offended their dainty little snowflake sensibilities, and rather than fight it in court I took a severance and never worked in an office again, good riddance.
But I miss the puzzles. That’s the primary reason I’m using puzzles now.
There were many ways I could have baited you. Manipulation through extortion is pretty straight-forward.
For example, I could have kidnapped your son, Talon. Then you’d do whatever I wanted you to do. Right?
But that’s extreme. There are even easier ways to make people do what you want them to.
I could have snuck into your house, taken pictures of you in the bathroom, and threatened to post them online if you didn’t reply to me.
I could have started an Internet hate campaign about you, flooding social media with lies about you, leading shaming mobs to troll and harass you. No need to take a real picture of you shitting when I can Photoshop you marching in a Nazi parade.
I could have been even subtler. Catfishing you until I found the things that got you all revved up, becoming your best online friend, trading texts into the wee hours of the night.
Instead, I lured you in with brain teasers. I made you a possible solution. Thanks to me, you’ve gone from midlist scribbler to white knight, galloping in to save some stranger from death using only the power of your mind and your fierce determination.
You’re welcome.
So let’s get on with it, shall we?
PUZZLE #21
A room without windows,
Ceiling, or floors,
Commonly found
On the ground, outdoors.
You like this one? I was really channeling my inner Tolkien.
Do you see all I’m doing for you, Joe? Rather than getting you to play along by ruining your life, I’m being a nice guy and playing games with you.
But remember; I’m not that nice. At the end of our game, someone is going to die.
Unless you stop me, of course.
You won’t stop me. But it’s fun watching you try.
Need a hint?
SPOILER ALERT!
This room does have walls. Well, a type of walls…
And no, it isn’t a cubicle I’m talking about.
You know, recounting that long buried memory, I really do have an urge to go back to that place and set it on fire.
But you put me in a box, Joe. Burning down an office building would no doubt make national news. I wouldn’t want to give you any clues at all to where I used to work.
You should congratulate yourself. Because of our correspondence, you may have just saved the lives of several hundred people.
Now let’s see if you can save one more…
Doubtfully,
Unknewn Sender







From: Joe Konrath
To: Unknown Sender
US—
I really liked that puzzle. It was clever, and you really do have a gift for verse.
I’d say more, but you’ve pretty much taken away my ability to be honest. If I’m critical, you threaten me. If I’m complimentary, you say I’m brown-nosing.
Tough to be real with someone who neuters you like that.
Joe







From: Unknown Sender
To: JA Konrath
Subject: you lose
Neutered?
You have no fucking idea what it’s like to be neutered, you asshole.
We’re done. You didn’t stop any murders.
You lose.
When I do the deed I’m going to be yelling your name.







From: Joe Konrath
To: Unknown Sender
US—
I didn’t mean to hit a sore spot there, whatever it was.
Hope you’re not doing anything stupid.
Best,
Joe







From: Joe Konrath
To: Unknown Sender
US—
It’s been five days. You haven’t responded.
Against my better judgment, I’ve been following the news. Haven’t seen any office fires. Or baby abductions. Or any sort of deaths related to puzzles.
Are you still angry? I still don’t even know what I did. I’m telling you that you’re making it hard for me to communicate with you, and then you go dark and make it impossible.
Are we really done?
Are you finished with the game?
Best,
Joe







From: Unknown Sender
To: JA Konrath
Subject: Where I’ll Do It–22
Joe—
We’re not finished.
We’re the opposite of finished.
I just needed to get a few things done.
So sweet of you to check in, emailing me twice to ask after my well-being.
See? We do have a friendship. Of sorts.
Forget about the neutered comment. It’s meaningless.
Rereading my email, I can see you might be getting the wrong idea that I’m overly sensitive to castration.
Daddy and I actually used to talk about this.
He told me he wished he’d been castrated when he was younger. Then he would have never had me.
He also threatened to cut my balls off, so my genes couldn’t be passed on. Even made me fetch the tin snips once.
But trust me, that didn’t make me squeamish about the topic. Daddy also threatened to kill me, dozens of times, and I have no problems discussing murder.
Tell me, honestly, would you be more into our game if it was called Stop A Castration?
Maybe you would.
Picture this. Your doorbell rings. It’s the mailman. You think you’re getting that down comforter you ordered on Amazon, but instead he gives you a small box. You don’t recognize the return address, and why would you? It’s fake. You give the box a shake, and hear a dull thump inside.
You dig your finger into the corner of the box, and touch something warm and moist, and that’s when the smell hits you. Rotten meat.
You’re anxious to get your finger back, and the wet cardboard rips and you drop the box, repulsed, and watch in horror as something unrecognizable yet grotesquely familiar slops out of the open end.
Sounds like one of your dumb books, doesn’t it?
Of course, you know what it was, right?
Junk mail.
Ha!
Talk about getting a package!
I’m telling you, Joe, if you need some help with your never-ending slew of bad puns and gross-out horror, I’m your guy.
But let’s get back to business.
You mentioned you liked my last rhyme? I appreciate that. Poetry takes a long time to write. You have so few words to make the point, so it takes a long time to choose them.
How about another poem puzzle? This one will be easier to solve than the last. I promise.
PUZZLE #22
It weighs almost nothing,
For there isn’t much in it,
But most cannot hold it,
For more than a minute.
I know, it’s an oldie. But a goodie. And the poem part is mine, if not the puzzle itself.
Call it upcycling. Making old things new and fresh.
Wait… you don’t remember this one?
Need a clue?
SPOILER ALERT!
Save it. Don’t waste it.
I have a question for you, Joe.
I know our relationship is based on threats and coercion. I don’t pretend otherwise. You’re just as manipulative. If you met me at some book signing somewhere, you’d pretend to be nice to me for as long as it took to get your signature on your overpriced dead tree, and then you’d forget my name three seconds after you misspelled it on the title page.
But that’s not the question. My question is; I know you’re enjoying the puzzles, but are you also enjoying the discourse?
Since losing the office job, I don’t get to talk to people very much. There’s Daddy, but his responses are limited.
I approached you not actually believing that anything would come of it. One of many who no doubt reach out to you for one thing or another, simply because they’ve read something you’ve written.
But now we’re two dozen emails into this budding relationship, and I’m curious if you’re getting anything out if it.
Do you get a little excited when your inbox chirps at you?
Do you read my words again and again, trying to absorb the deeper meaning?
Do you like me?
Wondering,
Unknown&Sender







From: Joe Konrath
To: Unknown Sender
Dear US—
Good poem, good puzzle.
Do I like you? What do you want me to say?
If I say no, you threaten to burn down a building.
If I say yes, you’ll accuse me of Stockholm Syndrome.
We both know why you keep emailing me. You’re lonely, and have mental problems (by your own admission), and you’ve forced me to be your audience.
No, I don’t wait expectantly for your next email. And when I do see one has arrived, I get sick inside.
I don’t like the puzzles. Once upon a time, I was crazy about brain teasers. But you’ve taken something I enjoyed and perverted it so it’s impossible to ever enjoy again. Like biting into a taco and getting a mouthful of maggots.
Do I like hearing your long, rambling, pointless stories about your past? How do I even know that anything you tell me is the truth? You give me no proof, no evidence, and you yourself admit to “embellishing” your tales.
As far as I know, you’re just some lonely old man, who had a boring, average life, and never killed anything larger than a fly, who finally discovered this Internet thing and decided to bug a semi-famous writer in between bingeing on splosh porn.
Here’s how I want this to end. I don’t want to stop a murder. I want you to choke to death on a tuna sandwich and never bother me, or the rest of the world, ever again.
Since you asked.
Joe







From: Unknown Sender
To: JA Konrath
Subject: Where I’ll Do It–23
Joe—
What was that last reply? Tough love?
If you were aiming to hurt me, you didn’t.
You don’t know what it’s like to be hurt.
Your little diatribe reeked of trying too hard.
Splosh porn? Really? Am I supposed to be outraged by that?
Please.
Actually, your rant reminded me a lot of how Nicky and I used to bust each other’s balls.
Among men, abuse = affection. So I take your insults in the spirit of which they were intended. You do like me.
But let’s sideline the bromance and move on to the puzzle.
PUZZLE #23
 
	What five-letter word does every graduate of MIT, Yale and Harvard pronounce wrong?
	There is a seven-letter word in the English language that has the following properties: the first two letters relate to a male, the first three to a female, the first four to a male, and the entire word to a female. What is this enigmatic word?
	This six-letter disease begins and ends in a vowel, and has four consonants in between.
	In the US you can drink this the day you turn 21, because then you’re barley legal.
	What is the only number that, when written out, its letters are in alphabetical order.

Now take the first letter for 1, the last letter for 2, the first letter for 3, the last letter for 4, and the last letter for 5, and tell me what that spells, and how you probably feel right now.

Too hard? Too complicated? Too many steps?
Do you think I’m punishing you for being a dick in your last email?
Maybe I am. But in the name of fair play, I’ll provide some hints.
SPOILER ALERT!
 
	The answer is in the question.
	Wonder Woman is my favorite.
	Feeling a little wheezy?
	That’s not a typo. It’s a pun.
	The number is under a hundred.

That should be enough.
If not, well… I never really did have much faith in you. If you fizzle out, you’ll just be fulfilling expectations.
I’ll be sure to tell my victim that you’re the reason for their painful death.
But before that happens, there’s something else I need to get off my chest.
We’re coming toward the end of WHERE questions, Joe. And I promised to tell you what happened to Nicky.
So here it goes…
Nicky and I were the best of friends, all through high school. He was there for me, whenever Daddy got mean. Which was all the time. We played games together and talked about everything and Nicky even protected me from bullies.
There was this kid our senior year named Scott. Football player type, brain about as large as the steroid zits on his back, the kind of guy who actually thought it was funny to stuff people in lockers.
Scott got really mad at me one day, because I wouldn’t let him cheat off me in algebra class, and he told me that he was going to beat the shit out of me after school. I told Nicky about it, and he attacked Scott in the cafeteria. Gouged out one of his eyes with a plastic fork.
Nicky went to jail for me. Two years hard time. He was sentenced to five, but got iced on the inside just before he was up for parole.
He died. For me.
Who do you have that would die for you, Joe?
Do you have friends like that?
I don’t think so. I think you’re a pathetic, friendless, lonely man who gets his rocks off being a medium sized fish in the ultra-small self-publishing pond, and if you didn’t have your stupid blog or your Twitter feed you’d fall apart.
Am I hitting too close to home?
What Nicky and I had was beyond love. We were brothers.
You’ll never understand that.
You want to see me choke to death on a tuna sandwich?
I’ll see you choke on your own words, when I send you a recording of the murder I’m going to commit, in your name.
So sling your hate. Study your pirated DSM-V ebook and try to figure me out.
You’re going to lose this game.
And when you do, you’re going to lose everything.
Later bro,
Unlown Sender







From: Joe Konrath
To: Unknown Sender
I get it now.
Nicky is your imaginary friend.
You’ve never had a best friend.
You’ve probably never had any friends.
All the things you did with Nicky are things you either wished you did, or did by yourself.
I’m sorry about that. I really am.
But forcing me to do puzzles isn’t the way to make friends.
The Internet is full of simple-to-join groups of like-minded folks. It’s easier than ever to meet people with similar interests.
You need to live in this world. Not in a fantasy world.
This needs to stop, man.
No good can come of it.
Don’t let your past and your illness define you. Be better than that.
Best,
Joe







From: Unknown Sender
To: JA Konrath
Subject: Where I’ll Do It–24
You ignorant cretin.
Live in this world? Not a fantasy world?
Really? From the guy who makes up shitty stories for a living?
It doesn’t matter if Nicky is real, or if I fabricated Nicky, or if Nicky is my split personality, or if I’m actually Nicky.
The truth is in the broad strokes, not the details.
If Einstein was insane and murdered children in his spare time, energy would still equal matter times the speed of light squared. Mark Twain was the alter ego for Samuel Clemens. Does that mean Tom Sawyer isn’t a much better book than anything you’ve written?
You don’t know everything. But you think you do, and that makes you stupid.
Have you ever played chess?
People who haven’t played think you win by killing the king.
That’s incorrect. You win if you checkmate your opponent. A checkmate isn’t death. It’s the inevitability of death.
You set traps until your opponent has nowhere else to go. All he can do is die.
Chess is like a dance. At the very same time, it’s like a war. You can play with, and admire, your opponent, and want to murder him at the same time.
I didn’t murder Nicky.
Daddy did.
He beat Nicky out of me.
He beat everything out of me.
But Daddy lost our chess game. He did maximum damage early on, but I was playing the long game. Luring him into a false sense of dominance, while slowly cutting off every avenue of escape.
Check, Nicky.
Checkmate, Daddy.
In remembrance of Nicky, I present to you a chess puzzle.
Take a look at this picture.

PUZZLE #24
Lance is at f6,
Helen is at b3,
Once you figure out their roles,
You’ll solve this easily.
Based on the above picture and poem, where’s Nathan?
Even if you’ve never played chess, this is easy enough to figure out. Assuming you know some pop culture along with some notation.
Need a bit of help?
SPOILER ALERT!
Lance, Helen, and Nathan are all in the same profession.
And that completes the WHERE category. If you answer all twelve puzzles correctly, you’ll get clues that point to where I’m going to kill my selected victim.
I hope you enjoy the video. But something tells me you aren’t smart enough to unlock it.
Good luck,
Unknoown Sender







From: Joe Konrath
To: Unknown Sender
US—
I know movies and film pretty well. I also know chess.
Your puzzle was clever.
Your video wasn’t.
Was that supposed to show me how talented you are? That you excel at the criminal arts?
Any second-rate magician can do the same thing.
You want to believe you’re some terrifying mastermind, scaring the hell out of me while wowing me with your incredible skills.
I’m not wowed.
You want to impress me?
Meet me. In person.
I’ll let you know, face-to-face, how smart and scary I think you are.
Do it, you chickenshit.
Or else our game is over, and I’ll refuse to even open your emails and you can start your little game over with someone else.
Let’s settle this in person.
Joe
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LAST CALL
A retired cop past her prime…
A kidnapped bank robber fighting for his life…
A former mob enforcer with a blood debt…
A government assassin on the run…
A wisecracking private eye with only one hand…
A homicide sergeant with one week left on the job…
And three of the worst serial killers, ever.
This is where it all ends. An epic showdown in the desert, where good and evil will clash one last time.
His name is Luther Kite, and his specialty is murdering people in ways too horrible to imagine. He’s gone south, where he’s found a new, spectacular way to kill. And if you have enough money, you can bet on who dies first.
Legendary Chicago cop Jacqueline “Jack” Daniels has retired. She’s no longer chasing bad guys, content to stay out of the public eye and raise her new daughter. But when her daughter’s father, Phin Troutt, is kidnapped, she’s forced to strap on her gun one last time.
Since being separated from his psychotic soulmate, the prolific serial killer known as Donaldson has been desperately searching for her. Now he thinks he’s found out where his beloved, insane Lucy has been hiding. He’s going to find her, no matter how many people are slaughtered in the process.
All three will converge in the same place. La Juntita, Mexico. Where a bloodthirsty cartel is enslaving people and forcing them to fight to the death in insane, gladiator-style games.
Join Jack and Phin, Donaldson and Lucy, and Luther, for the very last act in their twisted, perverse saga.
Along for the ride are Jack’s friends; Harry and Herb, as well as a mob enforcer named Tequila, and a covert operative named Chandler.
There will be blood. And death. So much death…
LAST CALL by J.A. Konrath
The conclusion to the Jack Daniels/Luther Kite epic



   




AFRAID
WELCOME TO SAFE HAVEN, POPULATION 907…
Nestled in the woods of Wisconsin, Safe Haven is miles from everything. With one road in and out, this is a town so peaceful it has never needed a full-time police force. Until now…
A helicopter has crashed on the outskirts of town and something terrible has been unleashed. A classified secret weapon programmed to kill anything that stands in its way. Now it’s headed for the nearest lights to do what it does best. Isolate. Terrorize. Annihilate.
Soon all phone lines are dead and the road is blocked. Safe Haven’s only chance for survival rests on the shoulders of an aging county sheriff. And as the body count rises, the sheriff realizes something even more terrifying–maybe death hasn’t come to his little town by accident…
WELCOME TO SAFE HAVEN, POPULATION 907… 906… 905…
AFRAID by J.A. Konrath
Are you afraid of the dark? You will be.



   




STOP A MURDER – WHY
This is unlike any mystery or thriller book you’ve ever read before. You play the sleuth, and try to follow the clues and solve the puzzles to prevent a murder from happening.
In this five-book series, you’ll be tasked with decoding the mind and motivations of a nefarious killer who is plotting to commit an unspeakable crime.
Each book contains an epistolary collection of emails, texts, and letters, sent to bestselling author J.A. Konrath, by a serial killer. This psychopath is leaving detailed, cryptic hints about who will be murdered, why, when, where, and how.
Some of the hints are easy to figure out. Others are much more devious.
Do you like solving mysteries? Do you enjoy puzzles or escape-the-room games? Are you good at spotting clues?
Only you can stop a murder.
Are you smart enough?
Are you brave enough?
Let the games begin…
#3 STOP A MURDER – WHY: Puzzles 25–36



Sign up for the J.A. Konrath newsletter. A few times a year I pick random people to give free stuff to. It could be you.
http://www.jakonrath.com/mailing-list.php
I won’t spam you or give your information out without your permission!
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