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Review
By Linda Welch: The Witches Ladder is the first of Dana Donovan's paranormal mystery series starring Detective Tony Marcella...more: lulu.com/product/paperback/the-witchs-ladder/12190877

--lulu.com/product/paperback/the-witchs-ladder/12190877

By mmartinez "The beginning of a wonderful series" I enjoyed the book a lot and highly recommend it. The Witch's Ladder..more lulu.com/product/paperback/the-witchs-ladder/12190877 --lulu.com/product/paperback/the-witchs-ladder/12190877

Product Description
A group of talented individuals proficient in the psychic academia of clairvoyance, mental telepathy and bilocation work together to understand life’s most unusual secrets. But secrets among psychics are hard to keep, and the members of this group soon realize that even their abilities of mind over matter can’t protect them from the blade of the Surgeon Stalker.



The Witch’s Ladder

Copyright Dana E. Donovan 2000, 2011

Author’s notes: This book is based entirely on fiction and its story line derived solely from the imagination of its author. No characters, places or incidents in this book are real. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, places, events or locales is entirely coincidental. No part of this publication may be copied or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form by any means, electronic, mechanical or otherwise, without the express
written permission of the author or author’s agent.

Other books in this series:

Eye of the Witch

The Witch’s Key

Bones of a Witch

Witch House

Kiss the Witch

Call of the Witch (late 2011)

Other books by Dana E. Donovan:

Abandoned

Skinny

Resurrection

Death and Other Little Inconveniences (a collection of 9 short stories)

Available on www.danadonovan.com

Coincidence: just another way of explaining the unexplainable.

One

It started out innocently enough. I had just wrapped up a burglary case that had warehouse owners up in arms down on Pier Four at Suffolk’s Walk. The culprits in a series of breakins came up under the buildings in a small boat, cut holes in the floorboards and gained access through them. They never got away with much, the boat being too small to haul off any real payload, but their ability to evade capture irritated warehouse owners enough to motivate some to sit up nights, waiting with shotguns. I knew if I didn’t catch the thieves soon, we would probably end up with a couple of dead juveniles on our hands.

Turns out I was right about the perpetrators being juvies. They were two young brothers that owned a small fishing boat. They hoped to make a few bucks selling live crabs. The problem was that after spending all their money to get a boat, they had none left to purchase crab traps. A few more petty thefts and they would likely have made enough money for the traps they needed, and then everything would have gone back to normal. I’m not saying that’s right, or that I condone such things, but shooting the boys over a stupid adolescent mistake wouldn’t have made matters any better. It was in that vein that I knew I had to follow through on the case.

After staking out the pier with my partner, Detective Carlos Rodriquez, we finally caught the kids in the act. We busted them, brought them downtown for processing, took mug shots and fingerprints, and then called their parents to come get them. I spent the rest of the night filing my report, thinking that maybe it was a fitting, if not so sensational, case in which to close the chapter on my professional career as a detective. You see only the week before I toyed with the idea of finally setting a retirement date. It wasn’t the big bang I hoped for, not some great jewelry heist that I might solve single-handedly and write a book about after retiring. Then again in New Castle, big headline-making crime stories come few and far between the more mundane.

I had all but accepted that volumes of such less spectacular cases would fill my book of memoirs, not knowing that earlier that night the biggest, most bizarre case of my career was already unfolding only a few miles away. It took several months to conclude, and I’m letting you know now that not all the pieces fit together so nicely like in some perfect Hollywood movie; real life cases seldom do. But, as they say, it is what it is, and after collecting data from all the documents, interviews and witness accounts, and then sewing the ends together with some speculation of my own, I now have a clearer picture of what happened. And though I may take some liberties in my narration, I assure you it’s for theatrical purposes only, for this story went down exactly the way I’m about to tell you.

As I said, it started out innocently enough. While I sat in my boat waiting on the Suffolk’s Walk burglars to strike, Jean Bradford, middle-aged and newly widowed, pulled into the parking lot of the New England Institute for Research of Paranormal and Unexplained Phenomena, a research center on the outskirts of New Castle city limits. As Jean told me in her initial interview, she remembered getting out of her car, turning her collar against the cold and dashing across the moonlit lot to the steps of the old two-story brownstone. The lights were on in the room directly over the entrance and a dim bulb burned in the foyer. She tugged on the plate-glass door, but it wouldn’t open. Inside, a small easel sporting a handmade sign read, “WORKSHOP—SECOND FLOOR”. She palmed the glass and struck it sharply.

“
Hello! Is anyone there?”

She told me how she leaned in, cupping her hands to the door to see. Her warm breath fogged the plate-glass. She backed away, and as the fog dissipated a reflection appeared, revealing an ominous silhouette behind her. She turned on her heels and clutched her handbag.

“
Who’s there?”

But she saw no one. A brisk northeastern blew in and assaulted the front of the building. It wrangled in the doorway and rustled her hair. She welcomed it as an opportunity to make gains on her composure. She took a breath and let it out, and when she turned back again it was there, a tall, looming figure staring down at her. She staggered back and gasped before realizing it was just a man on the other side of the door. He smiled thinly, nudged his dark-rimmed glasses up the bridge of his nose and unlocked the door.

“
Hello, there,” he said, presenting a path in with a sweep of his hand. “I’m Doctor Peter Lieberman. I’m sorry we didn’t hear you out there. We keep the doors locked after sunset.”

Jean hurried in, still not feeling safe until he shut and locked the door behind her. “It’s okay,” she said, a little winded. “I’m Jean Bradford. My uncle, Doctor Lowell, hired me.”

“
Oh, I’m glad to hear that. He did mention he was getting me a new assistant. You’ll forgive me, I hope. I didn’t realize you were starting tonight. I would’ve had someone watch for you.”

“
That’s all right, Doctor. I’m running late, I know. I should have called.”

He gestured toward the staircase. “The group’s already assembled upstairs, Ms. Bradford. What do you say we join them?”

She followed him up, heeding his advice to take hold of the banister and to step carefully on its narrow treads. “We don’t meet every week with the entire group,” he told her. “Normally, the workshop is split in two sessions with the first half meeting Tuesday and Thursday nights; the second on Wednesdays and Fridays. Generally, we only get together like this once a month.”

“
I see,” she said, “but why nights? Doesn’t the institute conduct studies during the day?”

He laughed lightly. “Of course. That’s why this workshop meets evenings. You see, during the day, all types of studies and experiments go on in dozens of rooms with hundreds of people. It can get distracting. This group is the real cream of the crop. Some have worked with us for years, and all have displayed genuine aptitude in ESP, clairvoyance and other exceptional abilities. Just wait. You’ll see.”

He led her from the top of the stairs, down the hall to a great-room, its eastern wall flanked by four massive windows trimmed in fluted casework. The floors were planked wood, as were the large wooden tables with oak chairs assembled around them. In the chairs sat the workshop members. Jean counted ten in all, six women and four younger men. None stopped what they were doing to look up at her or Doctor Lieberman; instead they remained absorbed in an ongoing experiment that seemed to focus on one individual in particular.

Jean looked up at Doctor Lieberman. He motioned with his finger to his lips, leaned in and whispered, “The young man sitting in the center there?” he pointed. “That’s Michael Dietrich. He comes to us from Ravensburg, Germany. We heard about Michael after a German newspaper carried a story on him and his father. The article reported that Michael, after hearing of his father’s death in a skiing accident, had caused an avalanche in the mountains simply by willing it to happen.”

“
An avalanche?”

“
On the very spot his father was killed. As the story goes, he told an acquaintance he would cause the avalanche at a specific time of day, and when that exact moment came, so did the avalanche.”

Jean whispered back, “And you believe he actually made it happen?”

“
Well, we don’t know that for sure, Ms. Bradford. What we do know is that the avalanche occurred, and that it happened at the exact time at which he said it would. Perhaps it’s only coincidence, or perhaps he’s clairvoyant and he simply foretold what he saw in a vision. However, one cannot rule out the possibility of psycho kinesis.”

“
PK,” she said.

“
Exactly, the technique of mind over matter. Experts have documented the phenomenon as a mostly spontaneous event, which by the sheer nature of its spontaneity makes it difficult to document at all. Cases of deliberate or conscious psycho kinesis on a large scale are considered rare events indeed, although not entirely disproved.” Doctor Lieberman redirected Jean’s attention toward the experiment in progress. “What Michael is attempting now is an experiment that I devised. It allows anyone at all to test his powers of PK.”

Jean moved in closer, hoping to gain a better view of the experiment unfolding. Doctor Lieberman shadowed her closely, continuing his narrative.

“
What Michael has on the table in front of him are two magnets. Their magnetic poles face each other north-to-south, allowing the natural magnetic gravitation of each to pull them toward each other. Now, as you might imagine, if the magnets were very close to one another, then you could hardly keep them from snapping together, as two magnets will. However, if you separate them and maintain enough distance between them until the gravitational pull of the Earth becomes greater than the pull the magnets have on each other, they are unable to connect on their own. Michael is concentrating on the invisible magnetic field that still exists between the magnets, but is not strong enough to allow them to overcome the force resisting them, namely gravity. As he concentrates, he is able to direct his energy into the magnetic field, displacing gravity, thereby increasing the magnetic pull and allowing the two magnets to overcome the barrier of distance which would normally prevent them from joining.”

Jean leaned over and positioned herself shoulder to shoulder with the other members of the workshop.

“
We started the experiment,” Doctor Lieberman continued, “with the magnets separated just enough to prevent the magnetic pull from overtaking the forces preventing their union: initially, a distance of barely a few centimeters. In the past, Michael has succeeded in causing the magnets to overcome that barrier in no time. As you see, tonight a distance of nearly two meters separates the magnets now. Let’s watch what happens.”

Doctor Lieberman fell into a hush, as all eyes focused on the magnets. Michael’s concentration intensified. Sweat dripped from his brow. The air buzzed with electricity, its dull hum broken only by the sound of the group’s collective breathing, inhaling and exhaling as one entity.
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