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oe ¥oster popped the trunk of his caz, hauled the

daypack off the backseat and stepped out into the -

 parking lot.

Still early, a2 few minutes past 6 a.m., and the sun ., -

not yet up. -

Blake’s Jeep sat 20 feet away near. .
the traﬂhead for Engirieer Mountain,
but there was no sign of the Durango
author. .

“Blake? You. here man?”

U Noranswel '

Joe slammed his car door: and
shouldered his pack and started
toward the-traithead, still worried ~
about reaction to his fake review .
of Blake Crouch’s hew book;: =

~Abandon, and wondefinyg if the
whispéred rirhors of Blake' s'can
" nibalism were actually jokes; the
‘guy writes.some pretty violent.
stuff, after all. The review had’
actually béen a praencal joke, &
sorry dttempt at humdr, The ;7
real review was sitting safely <
_in Will’s inbox, glowing with
| admifation and ‘waiting fc
Thiirsday. He knows ri-a’
fan, though, Joe reassured
" himself, .Wnters can. be: 50,
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They started up the trail through the meadow, the
wildflowers peaking, though perhaps for their last time

- since they stood under a heavy frost.

*.Maybe he hasi’t tead the review yet, Joe thought I

* did just e-mail it last night.

“So you wanted to do-an interview on the hike up’?”
Blake asked. “To go along w1th your, um ... review?”
 “Yeah, is that cooi?”
HI guess ”

.. “Lét me just get my tape recorder

They left the meadow.. -
The trail- cimbed through the spruce.
7 7 : ‘Much darker here.
: ”Really glad there’s no one else on
he trail yet,” Blakeé said,

how. much I really enjoyed ‘the book

It's pretty- different from the ‘previous
wo, but there’s still an, undercurrent of
| fnenace and-a sometimes shocking

_:cinating is that you are’able to make that-
“wiolence compelhng, if iot even beautiful..
“Hey, are you sure we should e’ gomg ‘off-

ail here?”- .

_Blake kept walkmg, dodgmg trees, plck—

ng-up the pace. “Yeah, it’s cool. There S

umans:do-best.and most naturally.

‘ They came out above tmf}bezlme the bulk

- “All right, first off, I'want to teH you :

amount of violence. The thing I find fas-.

“sométhing I want to show you. That’s an "f '

inferesting quest;on about wolence What’s

beaunfui about'it, I'm not suré. It’s certainly 70"
- off the Jedge?” -

;Have you: ever mtnessed JEal’ v10§ence' Jee?” B

) wntmg Quentzn Tarantmo sa1d somethmg mte:estincr

Durango S Blake Crouch releases ’Abandon

and watching violence in some way equips us to deal
with our ubiquitous and tasteless media. Thanks to it, we
can’t escape watching the horrors that happen to other
people ... on highways, in bedrooms, in wartime. Don't
we nieed some level of desensitization to not go mad
with fear? And I don't mean a Harris/Klebold level, but
at least Jearn to whistle as we walk past the graveyard.”
“OK, I'm actually kind of afraid of heights, so I'm just
gonna hang back here, thanks,” Joe said. “This might be
a chickeén or the egg question, then. Meybe the media
has desensitized us so much that violence in movies and
books just doesn’t shock as it should: I've seen countless

" bodies on the news, but have never been in a situation
~in which I've actually seen a deceased person in my own
‘Teal life. Do you everhope to shock people out of this

desensitized stupor when you write a scene? Is that a -

- conscious goal?”

““Sometimes,” Blake answered, “When it's presented
thoughtfully and from a new perspectlve and when the_

‘reader is made to see it fresh-with unusual, details, vio-

_lerice can be pretty visceral and terrifying and create an

" intense emotional reaction. So that's.kind of what I go

_“fér. Come here. Really-1 want to show you somethmg
Joe approached, hesitantly.
Blake seemied to actually have one’ of His boots poking

© over the edge. The drop was at least a couple hﬁndred
. feet,

" WL, I think you do: it well man,” Joe sald “Not. ]ust -

‘saying that. So whit am Ilooking at here?”.

“You really think I bmucrht you zzp here to shove You j

" "NMight have crbséed my mind” .
Blake laugheé “Ttake g ot 'of flak for vzoience m myr




