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  This one’s for Harriet Baskas, my longtime comrade in arms. Harriet, thanks for being spooked—by so many commitments and so little time—that I got a chance to write this book.


  And for my family. Love and happiness, always, to Karen and Leah.
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  INTRODUCTION


  What is it about Washington State that makes this place (or at least parts of it) so very spooky? It’s tempting to blame the weather, at least in the western half of the state: That region’s rain and overcast skies naturally lend themselves to hunkering down inside shelters for much of the year, and sometimes there’s little else to do on long winter nights besides tell entertaining stories. (And what’s more entertaining than the supernatural?)


  But blaming the rain can be, at best, only a partial explanation. There are plenty of places (even in America) that get more annual rainfall, and in truth Western Washington has far more overcast days than ones with actual rain.


  Furthermore, gray skies and cool climates don’t explain the abundance of ghostly tales on the other side of the “Cascade Curtain”—the eastern part of the state, across the Cascade Mountains. There, the weather is starkly different: hot in summer, cold in winter, and almost always dry.


  On the other hand, the extremes in temperature in Eastern Washington can drive its residents to stay indoors a lot—with the same storytelling results.


  Or could the underlying reason for the wealth of ghost stories here be the relative isolation of the region, both before and after the early days of European settlement? Did that relative isolation—the feeling that you’re out there all alone and relatively unprotected—lead to speculation during those long and spooky nights about the existence of unearthly phenomena?


  And then there’s the related fact of the state’s extremely varied geography and demographics. You’ve got the dark, foreboding rain forests and sparsely populated islands of the state’s far northwest corner; the blue-collar ports and logging towns that dot the southwest part of the state; the rolling hills, near-deserts, and fertile farm- and ranchlands of Central and Eastern Washington; the rugged and remote mountains, especially the Olympic range on the Olympic Peninsula and the Cascade range that divides the state into western and eastern halves; and the rich heritage of the state’s Native American tribes. Not to mention the cultural and ethnic diversity of the state’s overall population, both urban and rural. Could the unique characteristics of each of these factors contribute to the number and variety of the state’s eerie tales?


  Frankly, all these explanations seem like a stretch to me. I think the real underlying reason is much more prosaic, and certainly not unique to the region. It’s just that people like a good story, especially one that has the potential to scare them out of their socks.


  Furthermore, good stories are much more than just entertainment. They also bind societies and groups of people together in profound ways. This is perhaps especially true in the case of stories about subjects that are beyond the understanding of humankind.


  Sandy Strehlou, historic preservation coordinator for the town of Friday Harbor on San Juan Island, knows this well. She notes, “Ghost stories, tall tales, and local lore are part of who we are as a community. If nothing else, they are another of the countless shared experiences that make our place—this place—unique. When they are tied to a building or site, they give us another reason to recall history, to wonder about what came before.”


  And, deep thoughts aside, they’re just good stories.


  For whatever reason, Washington State has no shortage of places that nurture legends of ghostly happenings, strange sightings, and stories about inexplicable, possibly otherworldly events. This book, Haunted Washington, takes a shot at surveying a small handful of these stories.
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  Writing Haunted Washington was way too much fun, but it was not without its frustrations. Specifically, I found it hard to verify a great many of the stories I heard. I have tried to include only material that had a basis in more than just someone’s overactive imagination.


  My working conditions for inclusion were: A story needed to be mentioned in at least one book or article from a reputable media source and/or involve a well-established legend.


  The key word here is “reputable.” I am astonished every time I research a book at how some people accept at face value unsubstantiated or incorrect information. Especially with subjects like haunted places and paranormal events, it’s too easy to rely on hearsay. So I’ve tried to avoid regurgitating all of the countless, repetitive versions of “my friend saw something spooky” tales that float around so freely.


  (Having said that, I hope I didn’t make any embarrassing mistakes myself.)


  I’m aware that many colorful ghost tales are invented or inflated by restaurants, bars, and other businesses. Clearly, it’s good for business to generate publicity via an otherworldly tale or two. As such, these stories are hardly unbiased. Still, I’ve included some tales despite their dubious origins—simply because they’re good stories.


  I have also avoided any direct mention of the state’s many paranormal research groups and individuals, because I wanted to avoid any show of favoritism or bias. I appreciate the efforts of these various explorers and wish them only the best.


  —A. W., Seattle


  
    Part One


    NATIVE AMERICAN LEGENDS, SEATTLE, THE PUGET SOUND ISLANDS, KING AND SNOHOMISH COUNTIES

  


  Chapter 1


  Native American Legends


  The Native Americans of the Pacific Northwest have a long and venerable tradition of ghost stories and spooky legends. Each of the dozens of tribes who called—or still call—the Washington State region home has a rich store of them. Here are a few representative samples.


  BLUE JAY AND IOI


  The Chinook Nation once comprised thousands of linked tribes in what are now British Columbia, Canada, and Washington State, primarily along the banks of the mighty Columbia River. They were a non-nomadic fishing people, dependent on the river’s bountiful supplies of salmon, smelt, and sturgeon. They traded extensively with other tribes—everything from furs to dried fish, seashells, and slaves. The Chinook traded with white explorers and settlers as well after contact. The nation’s influence in trading was so prominent that the pidgin language called Chinook Jargon was the lingua franca for trade in the region.


  This story from the Chinook people is about Blue Jay, the mischievous bird trickster who figures in many other Chinook legends, and his sister, Ioi. One day the ghosts went in search of a wife, and one of them fell in love with Ioi. They brought animal teeth as gifts, and the night after the wedding feast they disappeared, taking Ioi with them.


  No one saw Ioi for a full year, so Blue Jay decided to visit the land of ghosts to find her. He traveled from village to village and among the animals, asking everyone to show him the way, but no one could tell him until he met one person who promised to take him there.


  When he found Ioi in the land of ghosts, she was standing amid piles of bones. She told him that they were her in-laws. Sometimes, she said, the bones would leap up and become human, but they always became just piles of bones if they heard a loud noise.


  Blue Jay was able to cause great mischief when he realized that a shout would turn his ghostly relatives into piles of bones. One time, he mixed the ghosts’ bones up, putting the skull of a child on an adult torso and laughing at its strangeness when it came to life.


  Ioi asked Blue Jay to take her young brother-in-law fishing. The canoes of the ghost people were terrible, full of holes and covered in moss. The things they caught looked to Blue Jay like tree branches, but in the ghost world they were fine salmon. On another fishing expedition, great excitement arose when the ghost people thought that they had found a beached whale. To Blue Jay’s eyes it looked like only a large log. The ghost people began stripping the bark off the log, calling it the richest whale blubber they had ever eaten. He shouted and turned the ghosts into piles of bones, then took the blubber for himself, but it still looked like tree bark to him.


  Finally the ghost people tired of Blue Jay’s pranks, and they convinced Ioi to send him home. She gave him five pots of water and told him he had to return to the land of the living to put out three prairie fires. But Blue Jay ignored her instructions, claiming mischievously that it was good to ignore her because she always lied to him. He did pour the water on the fires, but he didn’t take care to see how much was needed to complete the job. By the time Blue Jay reached the last fire, there was no water left and the fire consumed him.


  But the dead don’t always know that they are dead right away, so when he arrived back in the land of ghosts, Blue Jay did not believe that he was dead. But he acted like a ghost, and he saw things very strangely. Ioi sent her canoe to greet him, and he thought it was the finest he’d ever seen—not a miserable one like he had seen when he was living. Then the ghost people brought him salmon, which before had seemed like tree bark. Now he thought he had never seen such excellent salmon.


  No matter what Ioi said, he still didn’t believe he was dead because he was convinced that his sister always lied to him. Remembering the pranks he used to play on the ghost people, Blue Jay shouted. But this time the ghosts did not become piles of bones—in fact, nothing happened. Still, Blue Jay wasn’t convinced that he was dead. He went to see the medicine man of the ghost people, but he bothered Blue Jay so much that he went insane. The next time Ioi saw him, he was dancing on his head. She said, “My brother is now very dead, and he has lost his mind as well.”


  In another tale about Blue Jay and Ioi, she told him that he needed to stop playing tricks and find a wife instead. This wife, she said, should be from the land of the dead, the ghost people. Ioi recommended that Blue Jay choose the recently deceased wife of a chief. But she was old, and he wanted a beautiful young woman. So he found the corpse of a beautiful young girl and took it to Ioi. She advised him to take the body to the land of the dead, where it could be revived.


  Blue Jay then took the form of a human, which he could do whenever he wanted to. When Blue Jay arrived at the first village of the ghost people, they asked him, “How long has she been dead?” He told them that it had only been a day. But the dead people in this first village said they could not help him. He needed to go to the village where people who were dead for exactly one day could be revived.


  Blue Jay continued on his journey, and the next day he arrived at the next village. The same thing happened; the people there asked him how long his bride-to-be had been dead. When he told them it had been two days, they said there was nothing they could do. They could only revive people who had been dead for exactly one day.


  So Blue Jay went on and reached the third and fourth villages on the next two days, but he got the same answers. Finally, in the fifth village, he found that the people could help him. They brought his wife back to life. He stayed there for some time, and the ghost people liked him so much that they made him their chief. But Blue Jay got tired of living in the land of the ghosts, so he traveled home with his new bride.


  When Blue Jay arrived home, his wife’s brother saw that she was alive again. He ran to tell their father, an old chief. The old chief demanded that Blue Jay cut off all of his hair and present it to him as a gift. But Blue Jay refused to do this. The old chief, angered, led a group of his relatives to find him. Just as they nearly caught him, Blue Jay assumed the form of a bird again and flew off to the land of the dead. At that moment, his wife’s body fell to the ground. She was dead. This meant that she could travel to meet her husband in the land of ghosts, where he remained in exile.


  THE SPIRITS OF BLUE LAKE


  The Sanpoil of Central Washington have a legend about a lake near Dry Falls and Grand Coulee that is now known as Blue Lake. One day a man decided to swim to the island in the middle of the lake. Although he was a good swimmer, midway through his journey he suddenly sank.


  No trace of him was found for about two weeks, but then his skeleton was found on the shore opposite where he had begun swimming. There was no flesh on his corpse—only bones. The time had been too short for the flesh to have naturally rotted off. Instead, the spirits of the lake had drawn him down and eaten him. No one has gone there since.


  SHE WHO WATCHES FROM THE ROCK


  The petroglyphs—rock drawings and carvings—at what is now Columbia Hills State Park are among the most interesting and mysterious sights in the state. The park is on the Washington side of the Columbia River near Celilo Falls and the modern town of Wishram, in the region that was once the home of the Wishram tribe. They were relocated there when construction of the Dalles Dam flooded their original location in the 1950s and created Horse Thief Lake. (Thousands more petroglyphs remain underwater.)


  The petroglyphs are believed to date back to 1000 to 1500 AD. The most famous of them represents a face, known as Tsagaglalal, “She Who Watches.” (Please note: To protect this famous petroglyph from vandalism, visitors can access it only twice a week during certain months, and always as part of an escorted tour.)


  There are multiple versions of who Tsagaglalal was and why her striking image appeared on a rock so long ago. According to one of these stories, one day Coyote, who is often seen in legend as a trickster or shape-shifter, climbed up to a house on a formation now called Horsethief Butte. He spoke with an old woman who lived there. She was the chief of the people who lived below her. He asked her if she had a good life. Was she evil, or did she treat her people well? She replied that she was good and was teaching the people below to build good houses.


  She told Coyote that she wanted to be their leader forever. But Coyote told her that the world was changing, and that someday women would no longer be chiefs. Then he changed her into a rock and commanded her to watch over her people and the river forever. She watches over everything in the region to this day, and some say that her huge eyes follow visitors wherever they go.


  THE BLACKBERRY SPIRITS


  The Klickitats, whose territory once covered what is now Clark County in the southwest part of the state, also have their own ghost stories. One concerns a place of spirits and demons near the modern town of Yacolt. In fact, “Yacolt” is a variation on the Klickitats’ name for it: Yalicolb, or “haunted place.” This isolated valley site was an important meeting point where trade with other tribes was conducted. Its abundant strawberry and blueberry crops, meanwhile, were highly prized by the tribe, so much so that the Klickitats were not deterred from gathering them even given the presence of demons.


  According to one version of the Yacolt legend, a group of children disappeared along a path through the woods, taken by a demon while they picked berries. But a more widespread version of the story concerns an occasion when the tribe fought with another group over fruit-picking rights. According to a book of Indian legends compiled by an early white settler, J. P. Banzer, the Klickitats believed that they had killed all their enemies, but one little girl escaped. Banzer wrote:


  
    The Klickitat Indians claimed the field and made their annual pilgrimage here to gather berries. On one occasion they found a number of Wilamie Indians, as they called them. A fight started and all the Wilamies were massacred, as they thought, but an Indian girl escaped.


    The next year, when the Klickitats returned, they heard someone singing the Wilamie death song and saw a maiden disappear in the distance. Several times they heard her sing. They said she was a spirit, the ghost of her people.

  


  In 1995, Brett Oppegaard of the Columbian newspaper commented on a slightly different version of the legend. He wrote, “When the victors returned later for more berries, an eerie song emanated from the trees. The girl was singing a sorrowful serenade to her lost family and friends, and it scared the Klickitats silly. They scattered, sure that the ghosts of the dead berry pickers had risen. It kept the Klickitats away for several moons.”


  Chapter 3


  The Puget Sound Islands


  Closer to Seattle than the San Juans, the islands in Puget Sound have, over the years, changed from rural enclaves of fishermen and farmers into suburbs of Seattle, accessible by the region’s public ferry system. Commuting between Seattle and an island home is an excellent way to decompress from the intensity of city life. It’s also an excellent place to get some shivers from the stories told about its resident spirits.


  WHIDBEY ISLAND


  Whidbey Island is the largest of this grouping of islands—in fact, it’s one of the largest islands in the contiguous United States. Whidbey (pronounced “wood-bee”) has another distinction: It plays host to several grisly ghost stories. And none is grislier than the saga of Isaac Ebey, his decapitation, and his missing scalp.


  Ebey’s history on the island dates from 1850, when he staked out 640 acres of land in the central part of the island. Homesteading there was a tough way to live, not least because Native American tribes from the north regularly visited, generally hoping to pillage other tribes. White settlers like Ebey were also tempting targets for raids by these northern tribes.


  The white intruders fought back, not surprisingly. A major turning point in this ongoing conflict came late in 1856, when a US Navy gunboat, the USS Massachusetts, opened fire on a group of Indians camped out on the island. There is some doubt as to which tribe they were from, but it was probably either Haida or Kake, and they may have come from as far away as what is now southeast Alaska. In any case, twenty-eight Native Americans died in the attack by the Massachusetts.


  The following year, the tribe returned to exact its revenge. They first targeted one of Whidbey’s most prominent citizens, Dr. John Kellogg, but he was off the island when they arrived. So the raiders attacked the Ebey home instead, knowing that its owner was also a prominent man in the white community—and he was no friend to Native Americans.


  The raiding party fatally shot Isaac as he stood in his doorway. Then they cut his head off and took it as a prize when they headed home. At some point they removed his scalp, including his ears and hair, and discarded the rest.


  A friend of the Ebey family, Captain Charles Dodd of the Hudson’s Bay Company, heard of the incident and vowed to retrieve the scalp. After several unsuccessful attempts, Dodd was able (as noted by the WaGenWeb genealogical organization) to trade “six blankets, 3 pipes, 1 cotton handkerchief, 6 heads of tobacco, 1 fthm. [6 feet] cotton” for the scalp.


  After bringing the gruesome item back to Port Townsend, a town on the mainland, Dodd presented it to Isaac’s brother, Winfield. Winfield later wrote in his diary (as reprinted on a website maintained by the Sunnyside Cemetery on the island), “[N]ow his poor head . . . returns to his home. The skin of the head is entire contained, the ears and most of the hair. The hair looks quite natural. It is a sad memento of the past.”


  Isaac’s much-traveled scalp remained in the Ebey family’s possession, although for unknown reasons it was never buried with the rest of his body in the family plot on Whidbey. It continued to move around, and its last verified location was California’s Bay Area. Its present whereabouts are unknown.


  Not surprisingly, the creepy story of Isaac Ebey’s scalp has given rise to an equally creepy ghost story. Today, people say, they can sometimes see a translucent blue light moving around the upstairs windows of the dilapidated, long-deserted Ebey family cabin. An extension of this legend has it that Ebey’s ghost occasionally emerges from the cabin to wander around the yard, cradling his long-decapitated head in his arms.


  More recent strange and ghostly incidents have been reported on the island. One eerie legend comes from Naval Air Station Whidbey Island near Oak Harbor, which is widely reported to have a haunted building.


  That would be the Base Exchange (PX), housed in a facility that was built, in 1942, as a hangar for some of Whidbey Island’s wartime fleet of seaplanes. The building has since been broken up into several amenities, including a snack bar, a food store, and a large retail store available to military personnel and their families.


  Legend has it that in the late 1940s, after the end of World War II, there was a terrible accident: A mechanic was killed
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