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This book is a work of
fiction.

The names, characters, places, and
incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been
used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any
resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locales or
organizations is entirely coincidental.

 


The author does not have any control
over and does not assume any responsibility for third-party
websites or their content.

 



Dedication

To those waiting for the cases of their missing loved
ones to be solved.

 



Unsolved missing
persons cases are those people who vanish without a trace and are
never found.

 


People go missing every
day all over the United States, more than 600,000 every year.

 


The majority of these
missing people are found within a short period of time.

 


However, thousands of
missing persons cases remain unsolved for years, or even
decades.

 


Source: Uncovered.com

 



The Unsolved

 


Saturday, May 13,
1978

Lisa
McMullin’s picture appeared on the Have You Seen Me? fliers posted on lamp posts,
telephone booths, and in the windows of Apollo, Pennsylvania
businesses.

She ventured into the
woods on Fate Ridge and was never seen again.

 


 


Saturday, May 15,
1993

“Emerging suspense novelist, Hannah Cuttingham, is
feared to be lost in the vast woods surrounding the borough of
Apollo,” the news anchor reported. A picture of the pretty
thirty-four-year-old blonde flashed onto the screen.

“Cuttingham, who lives in Utah,
was visiting relatives. She was last seen this morning about seven
o’clock,” the reporter continued. “She told relatives she was
venturing into the woods at Fate Ridge to do some research for her
next novel and would be back by noon to help prepare
lunch.

“Her family became concerned when
she didn’t show up for lunch or dinner. Fearing her lost, they went
looking for her. When they couldn’t find her, they called the
police.

“Hannah Cunningham was last seen
wearing a bright pink T-shirt, blue jeans, and hiking boots. If you
have seen this woman, please notify the Armstrong County Sheriff’s
Department at the number on your screen.”

 


 


Saturday, May 17, 2008

Madeline Jenkins walked along the rugged trail of
the Fate Ridge woods. “I can see how Hannah, or anyone, could get
lost on Fate Ridge.

Before long, she found herself deep in the woods.
Deeper than she thought she had gone. Deeper than she intended.

The tall leafy trees created an umbrella of
darkness. Thick foliage surrounded her, almost trapping her.

Despite the sunny spring day, a blast of frigid air
came from nowhere. A shiver jolted her. Unease twisted her gut. She
rubbed her arms from the chill. Heeding her internal alarm, she
back stepped, retreating from the darkness of the woods ahead
seemingly beckoning her to come closer.

The heel of her hiking boot caught on one of
nature’s snares. “Ahh,” she shrieked, tumbling to her butt, her
hands breaking her fall.

“Shit.” Her left ankle throbbed.
She dusted her hands together and massaged her ankle. Her ego
hurting more than her ankle. “Get a grip, Maddie,” she chastised,
for allowing herself to be spooked by a gust of wind. While pushing
herself to her feet, her right palm pressed against something hard.
Not a rock. Something else. Curious, she clawed away the dead
leaves and pine needles.

“Oh. My. God. A mini tape
recorder!” She picked it up. Swiped her fingers back and forth over
the device to clean it off. Excitement burbled within. Who lost the
recorder? What would be on the tape? Would the damn thing even
work?

“Here goes nothing.” With the
recorder cradled in her right hand, she sucked in a deep breath,
and pressed her thumb against the PLAY button.

Nothing happened.

“Duh. What was I thinking?” Not
sure why she expected the recorder would work. It had been covered
in a layer of forest debris, which meant the device had to have
been there for years. Maybe decades. Still, even if the mini
cassette tape hadn’t deteriorated, of course, the batteries would
be dead.

About to stuff the recorder into her jacket pocket,
it slipped from her hand.

When it hit the ground, it started to play.

“Thorns of all shapes and sizes,
scratch my arms like tiny pins,” a woman’s voice softly said on the
recorder.

Maddie gasped. “Holy shit!” She stooped and scooped
up the recorder. Held it close to her ear. Stood still.
Listened.

“Rotting leaves. Twigs that snap
and crunch with every step. It’s a tangled web of briary bushes
mixed among naked trees.” (breathing
hard) “God, it’s easy to get lost out
here.”

Maddie surveyed her surroundings as the recorder
played. The woman was describing woods. These woods! Eager to hear
the whole tape, she stopped it. Rewound it. Pressed play.

“It’s May 15, 1993. The path I’m
taking is narrow, no wider than two human feet together. Maybe it’s
a deer trail. Narrow. Steep.”

“Holy shit. This could be Hannah
Cunningham!” Could Maddie be that
lucky?

“It’s a sunny day, but in the
thickets of the woods it’s dark,” the woman on the recording said.
“Visibility ahead is maybe ten feet. Glimpses of blue sky penetrate
the tight weave of the tall treetops. Sunshine peeks through like a
dim flashlight in a closet.” (breathing
hard)

A chill zipped Maddie’s spine. “That’s her,” she
whispered, positive she was listening to the woman who went missing
fifteen years ago.

“I’m turned around,” Hannah said.
“Everything looks the same.”

A wave of panic cascaded over Maddie. Hanna’s words
spoke the truth. She turned, intending to backtrack on the trail to
lead her out of the inky woods.

“A distant crow caws high in the
sky,” Hannah said. “There’s a foul odor in the air. A mixture of
wet leaves, rotting wood, and decaying flesh. Probably a deer
carcass, although I don’t see it. There’s a dampness that seeps
into my bones.”

Keeping the recorder close to her ear, Maddie
pressed on, although her sense of direction had been all but
lost.

“The ground is uneven. Lumpy. Much
like mini moguls. Moss covered mini moguls. Maintaining my footing
is a challenge. I couldn’t run if I wanted to. Or needed
to.” (labored breathing)

Maddie’s breathing increased as she tried to pick up
the pace, but couldn’t get traction.

“Wispy strands of spider webs
cross my face like thin lace,” Hannah recorded. “Everywhere I turn,
looks exactly where I’ve already been. (panic in voice)

Maddie stopped walking. Surveyed the woods. “Am I
walking in circles?”

“Everything’s rotting,” Hannah
recorded. “There’s death in the woods. Dead trees. Dead branches.
Dead bugs. Yet there is life. Sprigs of green sprouting up amongst
the dead.” (audible shutter)
“An image of sprigs of green popping up
between my dead fingers ambush my thoughts. There could be a body
buried three feet from me and I’d never know it. There’s that foul
smell again.” (cough) “A burst of cold air chills me, as if walking past the open
door of a commercial freezer.”

Breathing hard, Maddie wrinkled her nose and pulled
a face. A foul odor assaulted her. Was her imagination playing
tricks on her?

“Twigs rub against my legs like
tiny barbed whips, lashing my skin through my jeans. Shredding my
T-shirt. Ripping out my hair. Thorny branches display strands of my
hair and pieces of my clothing like souvenirs.”

At that moment, Maddie saw what looked like a strip
of faded pink cloth hanging from a thorny branch. Could it be part
of Hannah’s shirt? Or was it a figment of her imagination? She had
to find out. She stopped the recorder. Plowed through briars to
reach the material. “It’s real,” she whispered, plucking the pink
strip from the bush. She stuffed the material in the pocket of her
jeans and turned on the mini cassette player again.

“The abundance of foliage would
provide excellent camouflage for a trap. The heebie-jeebies just
assaulted me. Somebody’s watching me. I feel it. The forest has a
thousand eyes. Eyes I cannot see, but can see me. That’s my cue to
leave.”

The hair on the back of Maddie’s neck jumped to full
attention. “I’m being watched,” she whispered. Was it the power of
suggestion? Or something more?

“There’s
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