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 Prologue

Sunday, July
3rd

The cool evening breeze felt refreshing as
Alana Roberts stepped into a small clearing in the forest and
closed her eyes. She had learned over the years that it was much
easier to tap into the eco-net when she wasn’t distracted with what
she saw in the physical realm. As she stretched her hands out to
her sides, palms up, and began to concentrate, the green pendant
around her neck began to glow. Soon the breeze, which had been very
mild when she had entered the woods, began to increase in
intensity, swirling around her. The ubiquitous leaves that had been
resting on the forest floor moments before began to circle her
gently in the air. The branches on the surrounding trees started
swaying rhythmically. She turned her face towards the sky as the
wind lifted her slowly off of the ground until she was levitating
almost a foot above the earth.

She was now in full communication mode,
listening and watching in her mind’s eye to see what the forest
would show her. A month ago, she had seen a man trapped under an
ATV that had rolled back on him when he’d been ascending a steep
bank. He had managed to get out from under it, but the initial fall
had broken his leg, and he wasn’t
able to push the ATV upright and get back home. Alana had been able
to determine exactly where he was and had called the police so that
rescue workers could find him.

Over the years, she had helped dozens of
people. There had been lost
children, hikers trapped by a snow storm, injured campers, and even
lost animals whose owners were
distraught when their beloved companions had gone missing. She had
helped all of them with her unique gift.

Her gift allowed her to sense danger anywhere
within the contiguous forest surrounding her or in the immediate
vicinity of the forest for miles around. The plants themselves
served as kind of ecological network and provided her with images
and impressions that could be interpreted by her own senses. Her
communion with the forest indicated no hint of trouble tonight,
however. She smiled to herself, satisfied that everything was calm
in the surrounding forest. Slowly coming back out of her
trance-like state, she was lowered back to the ground. The light
emanating from the pendant began to recede until it once more
appeared to be simply a beautiful piece of jewelry hanging around
her neck.

Being the bearer of the Testament Stone wasn’t
always easy. There were times when she found it hard to balance her
responsibilities in her ‘normal’ life with those of being a
guardian with paranormal abilities. But she had learned to take
life one day at a time over the years, taking both the successes
and the occasional failures in stride. She was, after all, only a
human steward of the Testament Stone – one of many in a long line
of stewards stretching back hundreds of years.



 Chapter One – A Run in the Woods


Thursday, July
7th

Alana ran along the forest trail on her
morning run as she surveyed the lush forest scenery around her. She
was listening to “Firework” by Katy Perry, letting her feet keep
pace with the pulsating music as she enjoyed the bucolic
surroundings and the physical exertion of her morning run. Having a
woodland trail right across the street from her workplace at Apex
Labs was perfect. She could get in
her morning run, shower and change at her workplace, and still be
at work by 7:30 a.m. Life was good.

Back in a locker at her workplace, the silver
pendant with a beautiful green
stone in the center sat nestled carefully on top of her work
clothes. The green stone was glowing faintly in the complete
darkness of the locker. She almost never took it off – only when
she exercised or took a shower. Few people knew the true
significance the stone, let alone had been witness to its
power.

As Alana continued her run, the slope of the
terrain began to increase sharply as the trail led up a steep hill,
weaving from side to side with periodic switchbacks. She could feel
her heart beating in her ears almost as loudly as the music now.
Reaching the top of the hill, she began a measured descent down the
other side just as the song “Sweet
Dreams” by the Eurythmics began to play.

At the bottom of the hill, the trail began to
level out. Then, without warning, she tripped and fell headlong.
Landing hard on her right knee, one of the ear buds fell out of her
left ear as her hands hit the ground. She skidded to a stop and
rolled over onto her back, grimacing at the pain.

She expected to lay still for a few moments
and catalog her injuries before attempting to sit up, but
instead, she was confronted by a hooded figure rushing
towards her with a baseball bat. In the locker at her workplace,
the green glow of the pendant became brighter, as if it could sense
Alana was in trouble. Meanwhile, Alana attempted to back away from
her pursuer, flip over, and run, but her assailant had gained too
much ground.

The first blow knocked her back to the ground,
her head searing with pain. Some of the force of the second blow
was diminished by her upraised arm. The impact of the bat snapped
one of the bones in her arm before glancing off of her skull. With
the third blow, the pendant in the
locker stopped glowing. All that could be
heard in the forest was the heavy breathing of Alana’s
attacker, and the music still emanating from her earbuds that had
been knocked loose by the violent
assault. As the assailant turned to leave, the faint words of the
song’s chorus could be heard playing, “...Sweet dreams
are made of
this....”

* * * * *

It was mid-afternoon before another runner
along the trail called 911 and reported the gruesome scene. By 5:00
p.m. the Longview police were busy with boot imprints, crime scene
photography, and other evidence collection. They pulled Alana’s
name from her cell phone, which was still in the runner’s armband
she had been wearing at the time of the attack. Her phone was
unlocked, making it easy to find the next of kin. Maya and Jake
Roberts had identified the body at the county morgue by
nightfall.

In the Longview Police Department evidence
room, Detective Sam Foster sat at a large table. All of the
evidence they had collected from the Roberts murder scene
was spread out in front of him.
There wasn’t much, he had to
admit. There was a cast from a boot print and another of a shoe
print that were still drying. The shoe print was likely from the
victim; the boot print was
probably from the killer, judging from its positioning and
proximity to the victim’s body. There was a coiled-up piece of
plant vine, and lastly the victim’s cell phone and accessories.
After looking at each piece of evidence on the table carefully, he
signed into the departmental
server from his laptop and pulled up the crime scene
photos.

Sam was a ten-year veteran of the Longview
Police Department. Before that, he had been a homicide detective in
the Portland P.D. He had seen his share of murders, many far more gruesome than this, but this type
of crime was unusual for Longview, population 36,648.

He spent a few minutes looking at the photos
of the victim that had been taken
at the scene. Such a tragedy. A mid-twenties female, about
five-seven, dark hair, tan skin – likely some Hispanic or Native
American heritage. She appeared to have been attractive, from the
driver’s license photo he had pulled up. Now she was gone. Cut off
during the prime of life by some murderous creep. Shaking his head,
he exhaled in frustration. He hated this part of the job.
Identifying with the victim as a fellow human being and mourning
their loss was what separated him from the killers, but it was
emotionally gut-wrenching. Even after all the murders he had seen,
he still felt sadness and a deep sense of injustice when he
contemplated the fact that someone’s life had been stopped
prematurely for no good reason. It was probably one of the things
that helped him to be so good at what he did. It was those emotions
that drove him to catch the perpetrator, never stopping until he
caught the responsible parties.

Of course, there were those few cases that he
hadn’t been able to solve yet – the cold cases. Every good homicide
cop he knew had some. He kept files on those cases in his desk and looked through them from time to
time when things were slow, always hoping something would jump out
at him, give him a new perspective, and help him catch the culprit.
He set his jaw in determination
that this would not become another cold case. He would catch the
twisted soul that had done this and bring them to
justice.

The detective
picked up a gallon-sized evidence bag that contained the long
strand of vine which had been
coiled up like a rope and put in the bag. This was, without a doubt, a pre-meditated murder.
Whoever had planned it had been very
meticulous. The killer had found a
limber vine about the diameter of a piece of twine rope, tied it to
a small tree on one side of the trail, and had strung it across the
trail to the other side. Then, they had apparently wrapped it
around a larger tree that would conceal them from the view of
anyone coming up the trail, and waited. When Alana was close
enough to the trap to be unable to
stop, they had pulled the vine taunt, using the tree and
their body weight as leverage, and tripped her.

The killer was also smart. By using a vine and
not a man-made rope, it was
impossible to trace it to a particular person because no purchase
had been made. The only useful
evidence they had to go on at this point was a set of boot imprints
in the mud – not much.

He flipped back through the notes he’d made
when he interviewed the man who had discovered the body. He had
seen the body as he rounded a corner in the trail. It was obvious
that the woman was already dead by the severity of the head wound,
so he hadn’t touched the body or attempted CPR – he’d just called
9-1-1. The man hadn’t reported seeing anyone else in the area.
Aside from the vomit he’d deposited at the side of the trail after
he’d seen the body close-up, there wasn’t anything tying him to the
murder yet, but it was still too early to rule anyone out as a
possible suspect.

It was also too early to speculate on a
possible motive. Alana hadn’t had any wallet or money on
her, so robbery couldn’t be ruled
out, but not carrying a wallet or money wasn’t unusual for someone
who was running cross-country. There were no obvious signs of sexual assault, but the autopsy
hadn’t been done yet, so that couldn’t be ruled out either. Had she
fought her attacker, or had she even had a chance? The autopsy would shed some light on that,
too.

He scoured the crime scene photographs,
looking for something – anything
that would give him a clue as to why someone had murdered this
woman. Looking through the photos again and matching the items he
saw in the photos with the evidence on the desk, one by one, he
examined each item meticulously. The vine, the boot imprint, the
shoe imprint, the cell phone, the ear buds


cover.jpg
< Testament

A Paranormal Mystery

by C.L.Wells






tmp_9b8b42db3d84f50d1d5f45ab13d61af2_gv9QEM_html_3afd6439.jpg
Get your FREE Book

g ﬁ
I M' H "“W'm‘l
#1 in the Paranormal Glft series

By C. L. Wells






