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Chapter One: Ellen’s Big Fail




Ellen touched the tip of her paintbrush to
the canvas to add texture to the landscape and then stood back from
the painting to have a look.

Before she could decide whether her work was
done, her cell phone rang. It was Sue.

“We have a problem,” Sue
began. “Where are you? I’m at your front door, and no one’s
answering.”

“In the studio out back.
What’s happened?” Ellen rushed to her backyard gate, her little
dog, Moseby, following.

“You stay here,” she said
to her dog.

He lowered his head and obeyed.

Sue marched up Ellen’s drive, moving faster
than Ellen had seen her move in quite some time.

“What’s happened?” Ellen
asked again. “Are you alright? Your feet seem better.”

“They are. Thanks for
noticing. I’m just fine. You might not be able to tell it, but I’ve
lost nearly thirty pounds for this trip.”

“The foot surgery was such
a good idea. You look fantastic.”

“Well, it may have been
for nothing, because Tanya is going to kill us.”

Ellen screwed up her face. “What are you
talking about?”

“Well, for one thing,” Sue
explained irritably, “you never made our room
reservations.”

Ellen cocked her head to the side. “What do
you mean? I thought you were taking care of it?”

Sue shook her head. “I was in charge of the
flights. You said you would book the rooms. I just called Oceanside
in La Push to let them know about our late check in this Saturday,
and they have no reservation for us—not in your name, not in my
name, not in Tanya’s name, and not even in Brian’s name.”

“You said you were taking
care of the arrangements, Sue. I swear. Don’t you remember? I said
I would . . .” Ellen covered her mouth. “Oh, no.”

“We’re screwed,” Sue said.
“Oceanside is completely booked. I checked Forks and every town
within an hour’s drive. There are no places to stay. Tanya will be
so disappointed. This is a disaster. It’s her sixtieth, Ellen. I
don’t understand how you could forget to do something so important.
And we’ve been talking about it for months.”

Ellen would have cried if Moseby hadn’t
yipped at her. He didn’t like to be excluded.

“Come inside.” Ellen
beckoned to Sue. “I’ll figure something out.”

Ellen led Sue through the backyard gate and
into the house, and Moseby followed. The little black, curly-haired
Doodle was part miniature poodle and part dachshund. He was a
rescue Brian had seen a few months ago on Facebook. The post by a
local shelter had said that the dog would be put down in
twenty-four hours. Brian hadn’t been able to resist the chance to
save him and had adopted the dog for himself, but Moseby had
imprinted on Ellen and had quickly become her baby.

She and Brian had just returned from a trip
to the Maldives, and Ellen had asked him what they would do with
the dog when they traveled. To her surprise, he had shown her a
cloth pooch carrier she could wear like a crossbody purse.

“Moseby fits right here
and can go anywhere with us,” he had proclaimed proudly.

“And why Moseby?” she had
asked. “Why not Snoopy or Shakespeare?”

His face had sobered a little. “Because Dan
Moseby was my sidekick in the eighties, the best friend I ever had.
He was killed in a hunting accident.”

Ellen had jumped to her
feet and had sandwiched the dog between them. “And now
this Moseby. will be
your new sidekick and best friend. Won’t you,
Moseby-Mo?”

Brian had grinned. “Moseby-Mo. I like
that.”

Unfortunately, Moseby was Ellen’s sidekick
through and through.

“Can I get you something
to drink?” Ellen asked Sue as they passed through the
kitchen.

“I’ve got a cherry coke in
the car.”

Mo danced in front of Sue, causing her to
stop short.

“You must like me,” Sue
said to Moseby.

“He wants to go between
your legs. It’s just something he does. If you let him through,
he’ll settle down.”

Sue laughed. “Well, I don’t let just anyone
between my legs.”

Ellen giggled. “That’s not what I
heard.”

“Well, you heard right.”
Sue let Mo run through her legs, and then he jumped onto the back
of Ellen’s chair.

“I can’t believe I dropped
the ball on this,” Ellen said of the hotel reservations she forgot
to make.

“Tanya will be so
disappointed when we tell her we can’t do it on her actual
birthday. The soonest they can take us isn’t until August when the
whales are no longer active. And our flights are
non-refundable.”

They were supposed to fly out this
Saturday—the Saturday before Mother’s Day. It was Tuesday.

“I’ll find a way, Sue. I
promise.”

Sue didn’t look convinced as she sat on
Ellen’s couch. Ellen took a seat in her favorite chair, where she
kept her laptop nearby. Despite the gold and the oil money, not to
mention Brian’s billions, Ellen’s home and furnishings were rather
modest. She spent her money on traveling, renovations, and eating
out, and a good chunk of it went to her three kids and
grandkids.

Moseby repositioned onto Ellen’s
shoulder.

“Does he think he’s a
cat?” Sue asked of the dog.

Ellen grinned. “Either that or a
parrot.”

“He’s got some strange
habits for a dog. Running between legs and sitting on
shoulders—that’s more like cat behavior.”

“Maybe he was a cat in a
previous life.”

On her laptop, Ellen searched for the
Quileute Oceanside Resort and called the number listed on their
website.

Ellen explained her problem to the woman on
the other end of the line and added, “I’m willing to pay ten
thousand dollars for the week of Mother’s Day if you can find me a
house in La Push. Do you think there’s a family who might want to
give up their home for a week to make that kind of money?”

Sue lifted her brows.

“No,” the woman said
without hesitating, surprising Ellen. “The Quileute are private
people. We’re hospitable, yes, but no one would want to open their
private home to strangers. I hope you can understand
that.”

“Of course,” Ellen said.
“But couldn’t you ask around in case you’re mistaken? There might
be someone willing to do it for ten grand.”

“I’ll ask at our drum
circle tomorrow night,” the woman said. “But don’t get your hopes
up. Even if someone is willing, the tribal council will need to
approve it.”

“I’ll donate an additional
five thousand to the tribe,” Ellen said.

Sue lifted her brows again. “This is getting
to be an expensive birthday present.”

Ellen covered the phone and whispered, “It’s
my fault, so I’m paying.” Then, into the phone, she added,
“Please?”

“I’ll mention it,” the
woman conceded. “But some things are more sacred than
money.”

“I understand.” Ellen
worried she wouldn’t be able to fix this after all. “Let me give
you my name and phone number, just in case.” After ending her call,
she said to Sue, “I’ll start phoning other places nearby. I know
Tanya wanted La Push, but . . .”

“Like I said, I’ve called
every single place within an hour’s drive—even the sketchy
motels.”

“There’s always
Seattle.”

Sue frowned.

“I know,” Ellen admitted.
“It wouldn’t be the same.”

“Not by a long shot. It’s
three hours from everything.”

“You tried Port Angeles?”
Ellen asked.

“Yep. Apparently, the
Mother’s Day week is the last week before all the rates double for
the summer, and so everyone who can goes then.”

“Oh.”

Sue stood up. “When should we break the news
to Tanya?”

“Let’s give the Quileute
tribe a chance to respond to my offer first, okay?” Ellen pulled
Moseby into her arms and stood up, too.

Sue sighed and headed for the front door.
“Let’s not wait until the last minute to tell her. That would be
cruel.”

“We won’t. I promise. I’m
so sorry, Sue.”

“Well, I forgive you. It’s
Tanya you have to worry about.”

Sue gave her a hug, which brought Ellen to
tears. It felt good to know that her friend wasn’t going to hold a
grudge. But Sue had been right about Tanya. Of the three of them,
Tanya was the one who had trouble with grudges. Tanya was kind,
loving, compassionate, and the first to volunteer to help anyone in
need, but when crossed, she could be unforgiving.

 


The next morning, while Brian was in the
shower and Ellen sat sipping a cup of coffee with Moseby perched on
her shoulder, Ellen’s cell phone rang. She almost didn’t answer it,
because she didn’t recognize the number, but at the last second,
she swiped the green circle.

“Hello?”

“Ellen McManius?” a woman
on the other end inquired.

“Yes, this is she.” Ellen
hoped it wasn’t a telemarketer.

“My name is Dorothy
Blaine. I’m a member of the Quileute tribal council.”

Ellen sat up, causing Moseby to slide down
her back to be wedged between her and the chair. “Oh? Yes.
Hello!”

Ellen was surprised to be hearing from
someone from the tribe so soon. The drum circle wouldn’t happen
until later that evening.

“I’m reaching out to you
because Victoria told me about your offer for the week of Mother’s
Day.”

“Oh, good,” Ellen said,
feeling hopeful. “Can we work something out, then?”

“That depends on you. I
have a possible solution, but you may not like it.”

Ellen took a deep breath. “I’m all
ears.”

 


Two days later, Ellen flew with Moseby to
Seattle, where she rented an SUV—a white Nissan Rogue—and drove in
the dark and through the rain for three hours toward La Push. The
last two hours were on winding roads that had Ellen gripping the
steering wheel and clenching her teeth.

Moseby whined. He sat in a carrier strapped
in the front passenger seat.

“I know, Moseby-Mo. It’s
been a long car ride, but I think we’re nearly there.”

Brian had business meetings in Portland all
week, and Ellen hadn’t wanted to board the dog, worried it would
cause post-traumatic stress disorder. Plus, she needed him, since
she was traveling without her friends, hoping to get everything
ready to save Tanya’s birthday.

It was so dark and rainy in La Push when she
arrived that she nearly missed the turn into the Oceanside Resort
Office. She pulled in, put the rental in park, found the totem pole
Dorothy had described, and, clutching her hood beneath her chin,
used the phone inside the totem to telephone security.

“I’ll be right there,” a
man on the other end of the line assured her.

Moments later, a black truck approached, and
a police officer rolled down his window to hand her a key.

“Are you staying there
alone?” he asked as she stood in the rain beside his truck. “I
thought there were three of you. My paperwork shows three
signatures.”

Ellen and her friends had been asked to
sign, scan, and email liability waivers.

“The other two will be
joining me in a couple of days.”

The officer frowned. “Are you sure that’s a
good idea, staying there alone? Dorothy told you about the history
of the place, didn’t she?”

“I’ll be fine.” Ellen
sounded more confident than she felt. “I just need
directions.”

“It’s up there on the
highest hill,” he pointed out. “Just follow this road on up. You
can’t miss it.”

“Thank you,” Ellen
said.

“Let us know if you decide
to leave early,” the officer added, handing her his card with his
contact information. “The cell service is spotty out here, but you
can always drive over to the totem and call me from
here.”

“Will do.” Ellen read the
card. “Thank you, Officer Hobucket.”

The officer waited until Ellen had returned
to the SUV before he drove off. She said a prayer as she followed
him from the parking area and back onto the road in the opposite
direction, heading toward the beach, until she came to a fork. The
road to the right went downhill and the road to the left went up,
so she went left.

“This has to be it,” she
said to Mo as they neared a bungalow surrounded by enormous western
red cedar trees, the silhouettes of which were visible in her
headlights.

She parked the Nissan Rogue and took Moseby
from his carrier. With his leash attached to his collar, she walked
him toward the front door. It was too dark to make out much about
its features. An old porchlight illuminated the front door and
wooden porch, but not much else. She couldn’t even tell what color
it was painted. Maybe gray?

As she waited for Mo to do his business, she
turned her face toward the ocean, but it was too dark to see. She
could hear it, though, gathering in great bursts against rocks that
must not be too far below. A glance to the dark sky above revealed
no moon, but an ocean of stars twinkled down at her, and she felt
suddenly small and nervous.

“Come on, Moseby-Mo.” She
nudged her dog from the grass toward the front door. “Let’s check
out the inside.”

Dorothy had warned her that it hadn’t been
cleaned in years, and the stale air that greeted her when Ellen
opened the door did nothing to contradict that.

Moseby whined at the stoop.

“Inside,” Ellen commanded
as she blindly felt the wall for a switch.

Not finding one, she stepped further into
the bungalow, making the leash taut between her and Mo, who’d
remained on the threshold.

Ellen’s hand swept across a cobweb, and she
gasped with surprise at the unexpected texture. Shuddering and
wiping her hand against her jeans, she continued to flail around
for a light switch and finally found a floor lamp when she walked
right into it.

She dropped the leash by accident to steady
the lamp, and Moseby scurried away.

Ellen rushed outside into the rain. “Mo!
Come back here!”

Mo stood at their rental car looking back at
her without any intention of minding her call.

Fortunately, he didn’t run off as she
approached him and scooped him into her arms.

“Why are you shaking,
boy?” she said in a soothing voice. “Are you cold? I’ve got you.
It’s okay.”

She fumbled for her phone, which was
somewhere at the bottom of the purse draped over her shoulder. Once
she found it, she turned on the flashlight app and proceeded back
toward the house.

When she reached the porch, the front door,
which she’d left ajar, slammed shut in her face.

“The wind is really
something out here,” Ellen remarked as she reached for the
knob.

Finding it locked again, she balanced Mo in
one arm as she fiddled around her front jeans’ pocket for the key.
Once inside with Moseby, she closed the door behind her, deciding
to have a look around before fetching her bags.

The entrance led straight into a living area
with a big picture window on the back wall that probably looked out
over the sea. There was a fireplace to her right—small and
unimposing—with a dusty old couch and a rocking chair near the
hearth and the floor lamp that Ellen had nearly destroyed between
them. There was no television or radio or rug or coffee table,
though there was a painting on the mantle. Its subject appeared to
be the bungalow—Ellen wasn’t sure. She moved closer with her
flashlight to study it, but Mo squirmed from her arms, and, nearly
dropping him, she bent over to let him go.

He ran to the front door, where he sat and
whined.

“Moseby.” She put her
hands on her hips. “This is home for a while. You better get used
to it.”

A clack came from the open kitchen,
just to the left of the living area. Ellen’s first thought was that
there was a critter, like a rat or a raccoon. But Moseby would have
been all over it. Instead, he cowered and whined.

Dorothy had warned her
that the bungalow was haunted. That’s why it hadn’t been lived in
or rented out since the eighties. Dorothy had shared some of the
paranormal occurrences that had been reported over the
years—furniture rearranged, silverware thrown across the room, and,
on one occasion, scratches. Ellen clutched the gris gris bag around her neck as she
took a few strides toward the kitchen. She wore her tourmaline ring
for added protection.

“I come in peace,” she
stated as she fumbled through her purse for her saltshaker. “I mean
you no harm.”

A kitchen drawer opened, and something shiny
flipped through the air and past Ellen’s cheek. With a thud, it hit
the wooden front door. Ellen sucked in air and ran to the door,
where a fork was stuck in the wood inches above Moseby.

Ellen swept her dog up into her arms and
rushed from the house to the Nissan, where she climbed inside and
locked the doors.

“We’re sleeping in here
tonight,” Ellen panted.

Then she took out her saltshaker and, with a
trembling hand, sprinkled salt on the dashboard.

It was too late to call anyone. She sent a
text to Brian, letting him know she’d arrived safely. He would see
it first thing in the morning. Then she sat in the vehicle holding
Moseby. She stared at the porchlight, panting and trembling, for
several minutes, afraid to close her eyes. Surely whatever had
attacked them wouldn’t follow her to the car?

As an extra precaution, she backed the Rogue
further away from the house, closer to the bottom of the gravel
driveway. She could still see the front door dimly lit by the
porchlight. She stared in its direction for a long time before she
finally fell asleep.


Chapter Two: The Apparition


A high-pitched cry brought Ellen from her
sleep. She squinted against the morning sun shining into her review
mirror. Even with the sun out, it was drizzling, but strangely, the
rain seemed to be falling up instead of down.

The cry came again. A seagull. It flew just
above the bungalow and then vanished behind a towering cedar tree.
Ellen started the car and pulled up to the house before cutting the
engine and having a look.

She gazed at the bungalow, seeing it clearly
for the first time. Painted a cheery yellow with gray trim, the
house looked charming and inviting with its wrap-around porch,
especially with the sweeping views of the ocean, which Ellen could
see without leaving the SUV. She wondered if the attack from the
night before had happened in a dream.

Moseby lay curled in her lap, sleeping. She
reached for her phone only to find it dead.

With no phone and no watch, she used the
position of the sun behind them to estimate that it was between
seven and eight in the morning.

“Time to get up,
Moseby-Mo,” she cooed sweetly.

The little black dog kissed her chin as she
opened the car door and clipped on his leash. She decided to avoid
the house for now to check out their surroundings.

She gave Mo a moment to sniff the grass, and
then she led him around the back of the house, where the hill
dropped steeply toward the beach. The wind blew her hood from her
head, exposing her ears to the cold.

For a Texan, fifty degrees in May was a
treat. Glad for the insulated windbreaker Brian had loaned her, she
smiled against the crazy, sideways rain and continued to soak in
the view.

Oceanside Resort was far below her to the
north. She could see over the condominiums to the beach in front of
them. Known as First Beach, it curved around the resort in the
shape of a crescent moon and ended just below the bungalow. More
than two dozen wooden steps cut into the hillside led from the
bungalow to the beach.

“Careful, Moseby,” she
warned as they descended through thick grass growing on the
hillside.

When she reached the wet sand at the base of
the steep hill, Ellen stood in awe.

Three huge stones lay on the sand like
sleeping elephants. They’d been carved by wind and sea into
sculptural works of art. Behind her, the hill she had descended was
also solid rock, hovering at a height three times as tall as she.
The rock had been worn by the tide crashing into it. She touched
the smooth, wavy surface. In some places, the ridges were wide and
flouncy, like a pleated skirt. In others, they were thinner and
more uniform, like a ruffled potato chip. It was amazing to her how
the sea had sculpted the stone over time.

Yes, that’s what she had heard last night:
the sea doing its work.

Moseby tugged at his leash. She turned from
the hillside and the rising sun to gaze at the sandy beach and the
endless waves lapping at it. Mo drank from a tidepool. Not sure
that it was a good idea, she stooped over the pool and, to her
surprise, saw a beautiful red-orange starfish—not with pointy legs
but curved ones. It looked less like a star than a five-petaled
flower clinging to the side of a rock.

“How beautiful,” she
whispered.

Three different shells moved in the still
water. Moseby barked.

“Those are hermit crabs.
Aren’t they cool?”

He looked at her and tilted his head.

She noticed three more fat starfish
clustered together at the bottom of a rock, along with a strange,
green sea anemone. Too bad her phone was dead. She would have loved
to snap a few photos.

“Come on. Let’s explore
the rest of the beach.”

She led him north, toward the resort, where
the condominiums and cabins were separated from the sandy beach by
a graveyard of dinosaur bones.

They weren’t really bones, but ancient trees
torn by their roots and left here ages ago. The petrified trunks
were at least eight feet in diameter and many more feet long. They
were sculptural and beautiful, and they created a natural barrier
between the ocean tides and the resort. They had the added benefit
of being on a hill, blocking the view of the buildings, making
visitors on the beach feel as if they were miles away from
civilization.

Ellen led Mo past the dinosaur graveyard
further north. The wind was even fiercer this close to the water,
but at least the rain had stopped.

Beyond the wet sand and surf were two long
and narrow islands with a thin cluster of fir trees that looked
like fringe. Beyond the islands, a river surged from the east and
into the sea.

Moseby pulled the leash taut and growled.
Ellen glanced his way just in time to see a harbor seal slide from
a nearby boulder into the waves.

“Moseby! You scared it
off. It was just a seal, you silly.”

Ellen watched the water, hoping to catch
sight of the gray-spotted seal again. After a while, Mo tugged at
the leash. He wanted to investigate the dinosaur bones.

Allowing him to lead the way, she studied
the petrified logs more closely, amazed by their sheer size. She
felt like a hobbit standing beside them.

The rain began to fall more heavily,
drenching her hair before she could manage to get her hood back on.
She supposed it was time to head back anyway—though she had enjoyed
having the magnificent beach all to themselves.

“Come on, Moseby. Let’s
get you some drinking water back at the house.”

They followed the beach past the dinosaur
graveyard and toward the imposing hill she now realized she would
have to climb. It had been easy going down. Going up would be a
different story.

At least the sudden downpour had ended, and
it was merely sprinkling again.

“Pull, Moseby.” She
laughed at herself as she panted and struggled up the first dozen
steps.

She stopped short when her dog rushed to her
feet and cowered beside her, yipping and whining.

At first, she worried he had a splinter in
his paw, but as she stooped over him, the hair raised on the back
of her neck. Mo grew silent. She held her breath as she looked up
at the steps a few feet ahead of them.

He was transparent but bright with the sun
behind him beaming through his body. Enough of him was defined for
her to make out Native American features. His long hair lay across
one shoulder in a single braid that was freakishly still, even in
the strong winds. With a wide stance and arms crossed, he was an
imposing form at least six feet in height. Standing above her on
the hillside, he seemed even larger.

“I—I come in peace.” Ellen
lifted Mo into her trembling arms and held him close. “I mean no
harm.”

Slowly, the transparent man shook his head
from one side to the other.

“I’m a friend,” she
insisted. Ellen teetered on the verge of running toward the beach.
“I want only to help. I can help you to move on and find
peace.”

Again, he slowly shook his head from one
side to the other as she gazed at him in disbelief.

“What holds you here?” she
asked. “Who are you? Will you speak with me? I have instruments in
the car, they can help . . .”

Her voice faltered when the apparition
disappeared.

Ellen stood there for many seconds,
blinking, wondering if she had really seen the apparition. If
Moseby hadn’t reacted so strongly to it, she might have been able
to convince herself that she’d only imagined it. But there was no
doubt that he had witnessed something, too.

“At least he didn’t throw
a fork at us,” she whispered to Mo as she carried him up the
incredibly steep steps.

When she reached the top, she put Mo down,
clutched her knees, and struggled to catch her breath, thinking how
fit she would be if she lived here.

Once she could breathe again, she returned
to the car and grabbed her broom and one of her bags—the one with
the cleaning supplies—before heading to the house. Cautiously, she
unlocked and opened the front door. Moseby whined.

“You don’t have to go in
if you don’t want to,” she said, noticing the fork still stuck in
the door. “Would you rather hang out in the car in your
carrier?”

As if he understood her, he wagged his tail
and pulled on his leash toward the car. She set her stuff down on
the porch and followed him.

“I’ll bring you some food
and water,” she assured him after she’d tucked him into his
carrier.

Then she dumped more of her bags and
instruments on the front porch, where they were protected from the
light rain that had begun to fall again. Finding Mo’s food and
water bowls, she entered the house, pausing at the threshold.

“I come in peace,” she
said again. “I mean you no harm. I’ve come to tidy up the house,
okay? I just need to get my dog some food and water
first.”

Carefully, she crossed into the kitchen,
where the one drawer remained open. She slapped it shut, wishing
she had duct tape, so she could tape it closed. Then, with food and
water bowls full, she returned to the Nissan to get Moseby settled.
She left his window cracked—it was too cold to leave all the
windows down, but she wanted to hear him if he cried out for
her.

“I’ll leave the house door
open,” she told him as he lapped up his water. “Call me if you need
me.”

She reentered the bungalow, determined to
clean the house, both physically and spiritually. After plugging
her phone and charger into a kitchen outlet, she took a deep breath
and glanced around the house, wishing the tribe hadn’t forbidden
her from hiring local help. They didn’t want outsiders knowing
about their enchanted bungalow, fearing it would sabotage their
Oceanside Resort, which was a significant source of tribal
income.

And no one in the tribe could be paid any
amount of money to set foot inside these walls.

“Ellen,” she said to
herself. “It’s all up to you. You got us in this mess, and now
you’ll have to get us out of it.”

First, she opened all the windows that would
open—this excluded the large picture window along the back wall.
There were two bedrooms on the right side, or north side, of the
house—one at the front and one at the back. The back bedroom had a
panoramic view of the beach, and Ellen decided the birthday girl
should get that room.

Both rooms had French doors leading out to
the wrap-around porch. They also had double beds with bare
mattresses that were covered in a thick layer of dust. After
opening the windows, Ellen carried each mattress to the porch to
beat off the dirt and to allow the mattresses to air out while she
cleaned the house.

On the opposite side of the house near the
kitchen, a flight of stairs led to the third bedroom—a loft in the
attic that overlooked the entrance below. Being a loft, it wasn’t
very private and had only one window. The view of the sea from that
single window was amazing, but, although the loft was spacious,
this was the least desirable room. Ellen decided she and Moseby
would take it.

In the loft were two twin beds, also with
bare mattresses. Ellen lugged them each down the stairs
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