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   Chapter One

   Ellen’s Big Fail

   
    E

   

   llen 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, one at a time, and took them past the small table and chairs and through the back door off the kitchen to the porch to repeat the process she’d performed on the others. She did the same with the three couch cushions, which were even dustier than the beds. The dust flew into her throat and made her cough and hack, but she was determined to make this house perfect for Tanya.

   There was a tiny white bathroom beneath the stairwell—the only one in the house. It was cute, with an old-fashioned clawfoot tub in the shortest part of the room resting on black and white checkerboard linoleum that continued into the kitchen and stopped at the end of the stairwell, where honey-oak floorboards carried through the rest of the house. Ellen rummaged through her bags for toilet paper, towels, and soap and quickly outfitted and used the facilities before finding her sage smudge stick, abalone bowl, and lighter.

   After bathing herself in its smoke, she carried her smudge stick from room to room, repeating, “Evil spirits are not welcome here. Fly away, never to return. I command all negative energy to flee this place immediately. You cannot be here.”

   It was easier to make demands in the light of day; nevertheless, Ellen was on edge, expecting the spirit to attack her as it had the previous night. 

   Once she had cleansed each room, she put the stick in her abalone bowl on the small kitchen table and left it there to burn out while she got to work cleaning all the windows and dusting every surface before sweeping every floor. She went outside to breathe in some fresh air and to check on Mo every so often, and except for once when he needed to be let outside, she found him sleeping soundly in his carrier.

   She still needed to clean the bathroom and the kitchen when she decided to take a break and get something to eat. Her back was killing her, and she was covered in dust. She was washing her face at the bathroom sink when a chill snaked down her spine. Glancing in the mirror above the sink, she watched with horror as the bathroom door, which she’d left ajar, swung wide open, hitting against the side of the stairwell. She jumped and held her breath.

   “Hello?” she finally said.

   When nothing more occurred, she turned off the water with shaky hands, dried her face, and left the bathroom, only to discover the kitchen drawer open and another shiny utensil flinging through the air.

   She screamed and ran from the house. She hesitated just outside the door, wondering if she should leave with the mattresses and cushions on the porch, along with all her bags and equipment. She supposed the area, being so high up on the hill and isolated, was safe enough from thieves. As she stood there contemplating what to do, the front door slammed shut behind her.

   “Fine!” she shouted into the damp air. “But I’m coming back, whether you like it or not!”

   
   Chapter Three

   More Preparations

   
   
    T

   

   he only restaurant in La Push was a one-minute drive past the condos and cabins to the river at the far end of First Beach. Rustic and cute, the River’s Edge sat on a hill near the mouth where the Quillayute River flowed into the sea.

   With Moseby snug in the cloth pooch carrier, Ellen entered and asked the young woman who greeted her if it was okay to bring her dog inside.

   “He’s welcome as long as he’s well-mannered,” she said.

   “He’ll be good. I promise.”

   The young woman nodded and led her to a table next to the windows, from which Ellen could see two seals playing in the river.

   She couldn’t wait for Sue and Tanya to experience this, too.

   Mo licked her cheek and looked out the window while she glanced over the menu. When the waitress came, Ellen decided on fish and chips.

   “Garlic fries or regular?” the waitress asked.

   “Oh, what do you recommend?”

   “Garlic. Definitely the garlic.”

   “Okay then. I’ll have that.”

   Ellen and Moseby watched the seals while she waited on her order. It felt good to sit down and relax in a safe space.

   Taking out her phone, she was relieved to find she had a few bars. She also had missed calls from Brian and Sue. She decided to put off calling them until she had better news to report.

   But just as her fish and chips arrived, Sue called. Ellen answered.

   “How’s it going?” Sue asked.

   “Great. I’m eating fish and garlic fries at a restaurant overlooking the river, where seals are playing in plain view.” Ellen stuck a fry in her mouth.

   “How magical! But garlic fries? How are they?”

   “Delicious. They came highly recommended by the waitress. I’m glad I took her advice.”

   “They want to make sure you aren’t a vampire.”

   Ellen laughed. “Maybe so. I did see a sign that marked the treaty line and read No vampires beyond this point.”

   “How funny. How’s the house?”

   Ellen took a deep breath.

   “Ellen? You there?”

   “It’s challenging,” Ellen admitted.

   “What do you mean? Is it run down? Should we cancel our flights?”

   “No. The house is charming. It’s the haunting I’m having trouble with.”

   “What kind of trouble?”

   Ellen sighed, wondering how much to divulge. “I feel a negative presence. And I saw an apparition on the hill behind the house. It was a man—Native American. He shook his head, like he didn’t want me to enter.”

   “You saw an apparition?”

   Ellen glanced around the restaurant, realizing she was being overheard. She lowered her voice, “Mmm-hmm. And the sage smudge stick isn’t working.”

   “Did you try holy water?”

   “Not yet.”

   “Well, give that a try. And don’t forget to salt everything.”

   “Will do. I’ll call you later, okay? My food’s getting cold.”

   Not long after Ellen put away her phone, a stranger approached her table—a young man with dark eyes and shoulder-length black hair. He appeared to be in his early twenties.

   “Excuse me, ma’am. I heard you say you saw an apparition.”

   Ellen blushed. “Yes, I did.”

   “Would you mind telling me about it? I could come back when you’re finished eating.”

   “It’s okay.” Ellen motioned for him to have a seat at the table. “If you don’t mind me eating and talking at the same time.”

   “Of course not. I’m the one intruding.” The young man was tall and lean. “Your dog is cute. What’s his name?”

   “This is Moseby.”

   “I’m Ben.”

   “Ellen. Nice to meet you. Do you live here, or are you a tourist like me?”

   “I live here. I’ve lived here my whole life.”

   “Then you’re Quileute?” Ellen asked.

   Ben nodded. “I’ve seen apparitions, too. Did you see it on the hill near the enchanted bungalow?”

   Ellen widened her eyes. “Yes. Is that where you’ve seen it?”

   “Yes. As a kid, my parents warned me not to go there. All the parents tell their kids that the house belongs to Duskiya, the kelp-haired child snatcher.”

   Ellen took a sip of her water and shook her head. “The apparition I saw had a long braid of normal-looking hair, not kelp.”

   “They say our ancestors still roam the beaches, protecting us from Duskiya,” the young man disclosed. “But when your parents tell you not to explore a place, well, that’s the first thing the kids want to do. Well, not all the kids, I guess. Just the curious ones.”

   “Like you?”

   The young man nodded. “Have you seen anything inside the house? I’ve always wanted to check it out”

   Ellen wasn’t sure how much to tell him. “You’ve never been inside?”

   He widened his eyes. “No. It’s forbidden.”

   “I definitely sense a negative presence,” she admitted. “What do you know about Duskiya?”

   He shrugged. “Not much. Only that he likes to kidnap small children, cook them, and eat them.”

   “Do you know of any actual victims?” Ellen asked before she ate another fry.

   “No. I think they’re just stories. But I do believe there’s something evil in that house. I was hoping you could tell me something new.”

   “Sorry. I only just arrived last night.”

   “Well, I’ll let you finish your meal in peace. Thanks for talking to me.”

   “My pleasure.”

   “Bye, Moseby,” he said to the dog as he turned to go.

   After the young man had left, Ellen Googled Duskiya only to find an image of an old man with deep wrinkles in his face and green, unruly hair. He looked nothing like the apparition she’d seen on the hill behind the enchanted bungalow. Aside from the image, Ellen learned nothing more than what the young man had told her, so she finished her meal and then touched base with Brian while she waited on her bill. 

   From the restaurant, she drove twenty minutes into Forks to shop. A place called Forks Outfitters carried groceries as well as home décor, so she bought a birthday cake for Tanya, a few bottles of wine, breakfast and sandwich ingredients, and snacks. She also picked up some duct tape and found a gray slipcover and two gray and yellow throw pillows for the old sofa. Once she’d returned to the bungalow, she left Moseby in his carrier with his window cracked before cautiously entering alone with the shopping bags in her fists.

   “I come in peace,” she said at the threshold.

   Carefully, she went to the kitchen and put away the groceries. Then she used some of the duct tape to tape the silverware drawer shut.

   She returned the couch cushions to the couch and added the slipcover and pillows, happy with the transformation. After that, she returned the mattresses to the bedrooms and covered them with fresh linens she’d brought from home.

   She was leery about entering the bathroom after what had happened, but nothing strange occurred as she scrubbed it clean.

   Next to the bathroom, on the shortest part of the stairwell, was a small door leading to storage beneath the stairs. Ellen opened it to find it full of cobwebs and dirt. She decided to leave it be, since she had so much to do as it was, and turned her attention to the kitchen, where she wiped down the white cabinets and black Formica countertops before sweeping and mopping the white and black, checkerboard linoleum floor. Next, she washed the cups, plates, and bowls that were in their dusty cabinets and dried them using a towel she’d brought from home before putting them away. As she glanced around the room, inspecting her work, she was shocked to discover that the silverware drawer was open, the duct tape hanging from it like useless wings.

   She stood there for a moment scanning the kitchen and living areas. Something was in the house with her, but she couldn’t sense much about it.

   After pulling the fork out of the front door and finding a butter knife near it on the floor, she gathered the rest of the silverware from the drawer, wrapped it in a towel, and took it outside where she laid it at the base of a tall cedar tree. Then she rummaged through her bags on the front porch looking for the holy water and her large salt cannister.

   Finding them, she re-entered the bungalow, ready for war.

   She began by taking her spray bottle of holy water and squirting it, like air freshener, throughout each room. “Evil spirits, fly away, never to return. You aren’t welcome here. All negative energy must leave this place.”

   After cleansing each room with her words and holy water, she took her large salt cannister and sprinkled salt in the corners of every room as she repeated her commands to the evil spirits.

   While she was in the bathroom sprinkling the salt and saying her words, she saw the door fling itself wide open, as it had done earlier that day. Ellen froze, waiting to see what would happen next.

   When nothing more happened, she held her breath and left the bathroom, repeating in the kitchen, “Negative energy, evil entities, I banish you from this house. You cannot be here. Leave, never to return!”

   Relieved that the kitchen drawer was empty of its silverware, Ellen was about to exit the kitchen when she felt something touch the back of her neck. She froze, paralyzed, unable to breathe. The touch had been light, almost like hot air. Had she imagined it? After several seconds had passed, she was finally able to turn around and look behind her. Although she couldn’t see anything, she felt something ominous sucking all the air from the room.

   She ran from the kitchen to the living room, clutching the salt cannister and her gris gris bag.

   “Who are you?” she demanded, her heart pounding in her chest. “Why are you here, and what do you want?”

   She pulled out her phone and opened her spirit box app, but she didn’t have enough service to use it. Returning it to her purse, she found her pendulum, and holding it up in the air, she asked, “Do you mean to harm me? If so, please make this pendulum swing in a circle for yes. If not, please make it swing back and forth for no.”

   In less than a second, the pendulum swung in a circle.

   Ellen glanced at the front door, tempted to run for her life, but she held her ground and bit her lip. “Please let my friends and I stay here for one week. If I promise to leave you alone—to stop trying to banish you—and if I promise we’ll leave in one week, will you let us be? Please make the pendulum move in a circle for yes. Make it move back and forth for no.”

   The pendulum hung without moving. Even if it had moved, how much could she trust the answer of a malevolent being? And why on earth would anyone want to stay in a house with it for a week? Was she crazy?

   “Hello? Are you still here?”

   The pendulum moved in a circle.

   “Is your name Duskiya?”

   The pendulum slowed to a near-stop.

   “Is there something you want me to do in exchange for your cooperation?” she asked, all the while thinking how stupid she was. Only a desperate person would attempt to make a deal with a devil.

   The pendulum quickly moved in a circle.

   Ellen wished her spirit box app worked. The pendulum only allowed for yes and no answers. For real communication, she needed the spirit box or the Ouija Board, the latter which she was too afraid to use alone.

   Then, getting an idea, she rummaged through one of her bags for her sketch book and pencil box.

   Sitting at the kitchen table, she said, “Maybe you can show me what you want from me. I’ll close my eyes, and you work through me to draw what you want.”

   She gently moved the pencil back and forth along the bottom of the page, waiting for the ghost, or demon, or whatever it was, to guide her. Keeping her eyes closed, she said again, “Show me what you want me to do.”

   A few minutes passed as Ellen continued to move her pencil across the page. She kept her eyes closed and began to rock, trying to put herself into a trance. When nothing seemed to be working, she opened her eyes in frustration but was shocked to discover that her pencil had created a scene on the page after all. She recognized First Beach with its elephantine stones, the graveyard of dinosaur bones, and the small islands fringed with sparse trees. But what was horrifying about the drawing was Oceanside Resort. The condos lay in ruins as billows of smoke rose from them into the sky.

   Stammering, Ellen whispered, “You want me to burn down the resort?”

   Of its own accord, her pendulum lifted from the couch in the living room, swung in a circular motion, and then fell back onto the cushions.

   Ellen jumped to her feet and fled the house, closing the door behind her. She climbed into her car, backed to the end of the driveaway, and sat there, panting, for many minutes.

   Moseby yipped, snapping her out of it.

   “I agree. Let’s get out of here.”

   
   Chapter Four

   The Librarian

   
   
    A

   

   fter eating supper at the restaurant, Ellen left the rental car in the parking lot and took Moseby for a walk along the river. The rain had stopped, and the wind wasn’t as strong here as it had been on the hill and the beach. With the sun falling in the west over the Pacific Ocean, the temperature had chilled to the mid-forties.

   She hadn’t yet gone very far when she came to a sign on a wire barrier that read: Quileute Burial Grounds. Trespassing Strictly Prohibited.

   From where she stood, Ellen saw a field of grass without any graves—at least none marked. Confused, she turned back, saying to Mo, “Sorry this wasn’t a very long walk, boy.”

   Returning to her vehicle, Ellen passed a building with a sign that read Quileute Resource Center and Library. She tucked Mo into his cloth pooch carrier and went inside to have a look around.

   The building reminded her of the portables at her kids’ elementary and middle schools, having the same musty smell and creaky floorboards covered in thin, industrial carpeting. Rows of floor-to-ceiling, metal shelves took up most of the room. A long, wooden conference table with ten chairs stood between the entrance and the shelves, and over in the corner near the front of the building was a wide desk behind which sat an older woman with white hair and dark brown eyes and a fleshy mole on her right cheek. She stared curiously at Ellen.

   “Hi.” Ellen grinned nervously as she removed her hood. “I hope it’s okay that I brought my dog inside. He’s well-behaved.”

   “Can I help you with something?” The woman wasn’t exactly unfriendly, but she didn’t seem happy to see Ellen.

   “I hope so.” Ellen moved closer to the desk. “I’m staying at the bungalow on the big hill, and I was hoping to find out more about its history. Do you have any books on it that I can check out?”

   “Only tribal members can check out books. You’re welcome to peruse the shelves and read anything you find here.”

   Ellen sighed. “Okay. I’m looking for information on the house. Dorothy Blaine told me that it was built in the late 1800’s, and . . .”

   “The original house was torn down. The bungalow was built in the thirties.”

   “Oh,” Ellen hesitated. “Do you know anything else about it?”

   “I’m an elder tribal member. I know everything there is to know about it.”

   Ellen gave the older woman her friendliest smile. “Would you mind telling me what you know?”

   “Are you a reporter? An author? We have protocols for that.”

   Ellen shook her head and waved a hand in the air. “No. Nothing like that. I’m a paranormal investigator.”

   The older woman arched a brow.

   Ellen rarely referred to herself that way since she had never intended to become one. One thing had led to another, and she still considered herself somewhat of an amateur. She took a deep breath. “There’s something evil in that house, and it attacked me and my dog. I want to learn everything I possibly can, so my friends and I can banish it.”

   “Then you’d better pull up a chair and have a seat.” The woman motioned to one of the chairs sitting around the conference table. “Would you like a cup of tea? I was just about to pour another one for myself.”

   “That would be lovely.” Ellen tried to keep the surprise from her voice.

   “I’ll be right back.” The older woman left the room with her empty cup.

    Ellen dragged a chair from the conference table to the desk and had a seat. She took the opportunity to glance around, studying some of the more interesting artifacts on shelves along the wall. Of the baskets and painted wood, a carving of a black and red-orange salmon stood out, its colors boldly contrasting everything else in the room.

   “Salmon are very important to our people.” The older woman returned carrying two teacups on saucers. She handed one to Ellen. “Do you take honey in yours?”

   “No, thank you.”

   “I’m Mary, by the way.”

   “Ellen. Nice to meet you. And this is Moseby.”

   Moseby, curled in his carrier in her lap, opened his eyes without moving his head and then closed them again.

   Mary returned to her seat behind the desk. “Where should I begin?”

   Ellen took a sip of the hot, soothing tea. “You said the bungalow was built in the thirties?”

   “Yes, in the late thirties, not long after our corporate charter was issued to us by the U.S. secretary of the interior. It was intended to be a house of honor for the chief and his family because it sits on the highest point at the center of village life with the best views of the sea.”

   “And what changed?”

   “Nothing, at first. When the chief died in his sleep a week after moving in, we thought it was from natural causes. He was quite old, you see—nearly ninety. But when the second chief died there two months later, well, then we had a pattern.”

   “You believe those deaths were caused by something supernatural?”

   “Yes, we do.”

   Ellen shuddered. “Has anyone else died there?”

   “In the forties and fifties, the house was rented to a white man who lived there for almost twenty years before he died.”

   “In the house?” Ellen hoped the woman would say no.

   But Mary nodded. “It was a stroke or a heart attack. He was in his early eighties, just a few years older than I am now, but we don’t believe his death was supernatural.”

   Nevertheless, Ellen would not be sharing that information with Tanya. “So, you think the ghost only attacks the chiefs?”

   “Or tribal members. It seems to tolerate outsiders.”

   “Except that it attacked me and my dog.”

   “I’m sorry about that. You aren’t obligated to stay. We can issue a refund for the rest of the week.”

   Ellen shook her head. “I’m not ready to give up yet.”

   The librarian arched her brow again.

   “Dorothy told me the bungalow was a tourist rental for a while and that visitors reported all kinds of strange occurrences.”

   “It’s true. We built Oceanside Resort in the late seventies and included the bungalow as one of the rentals, but the stories being reported by guests weren’t good for business, so we closed it in the mid-eighties.”

   “It’s such a charming house and, as you said, it’s on prime property. Maybe my friends and I can figure out the identity of the evil entity haunting it. Maybe it will repent and move on. We’ve had some success with that in the past. If not, maybe we can banish it.”

   “Oh, we already know who’s haunting our enchanted bungalow,” Mary said nonchalantly before taking another sip of her tea.

   “You do? How? Who is it? Duskiya?”

   Mary laughed. “Duskiya? No. That’s a children’s story. It’s Dan Pullen.”

   “Pullen? Like, rhymes with Cullen?”

   Mary laughed again. “I hadn’t thought of that, but yes.”

   “Speaking of Cullen, how do you and your people feel about Twilight? I bet it’s been good for business.”

   “We do like the extra money from the influx of tourists to the area, yes.” Mary frowned.

   “But?”

   “Well, cultural theft isn’t very nice.”

   “I don’t understand.”

   “The author didn’t just reinvent our origin story, but . . .”

   “I doubt readers believe you are descended from wolves.” Ellen chuckled nervously.

   “Oh, but we are. Our creation story speaks of a great Transformer. That part is true. But there were no vampires involved, and we certainly don’t change back.”

   “Oh.” Ellen tried to hide her surprise.

   “You people believe your god transformed Adam from dirt and Eve from his rib, but a transformation from wolves is too farfetched?”

   “No, of course not. I just didn’t know there was even a kernel of truth to the story in Twilight.”

   “The worst part though is the tattoo that appears on the bodies of the actors representing the Quileute. Our stories were appropriated in its design, and because it’s on merchandise in shops all over the country, it’s come to be associated with us. It’s a false representation using appropriated culture to make millions of dollars for the movie producers, the merchandisers, the shops—everyone but us, and without our permission.”

   “Oh. I understand now.”

   Mo lifted his head and gave Ellen an “I want something” look.

   “Just a few more minutes, Moseby-Mo,” Ellen said to him. To Mary, she asked, “So, who was Dan Pullen?”

   “A white settler who thought he had a claim to the best land in this area.”

   “What made him think that?” Ellen wondered.

   “Homesteading practices at the time. Settlers laid claim to lands occupied by Quileute up and down the river. We were pushed back all the way to this beach. At one point, we and other native peoples occupied this whole area—including what is now Olympic National Park.”

   Ellen frowned. “I guess that happened to native peoples all over the country.”

   “There’s no guesswork needed. It did. And later Pullen, who worked at the trading post and managed a fur company, submitted a claim for property at the very center of our village life.” Mary took another sip of her tea. 

   As badly as Ellen felt for the displacement of Native Americans, she could also see the point of view of the settlers, who’d been encouraged to claim homesteads throughout the U.S. to help suppress the “Indian problem.” 

   Mary continued, “The claims usually took two years to be granted, but Pullen built his home before the permit came. He even rented buildings out to other settlers and businesses, making money on land that wasn’t his.”

   “I can’t believe he got away with that.” Ellen was trying to be nice and didn’t know what else to say. She could certainly believe it. American history was filled with similar stories.

   “The Indian agents tried to put a stop to it, but Pullen was determined. Even after President Grover Cleveland issued his order in 1889 certifying this area as our reservation, Pullen and his wife argued that they had a prior claim to it. Our people had been here for thousands of years, yet they believed they had a prior claim.”

   “Is it possible the Pullens had a legal claim, if not a historical one?” Ellen asked.

   “He and his wife thought so, but instead of waiting for the courts to decide his fate, Pullen took it into his own hands.”

   “What do you mean?”

   “In the last weeks of summer, our people traveled every year to Puyallup to pick hops and make extra money. They camped for six weeks and socialized with other tribes that went for the same reason. But in 1889, seven months after Grover Cleveland had made our land an official reservation, Pullen and two others set fire to our twenty-nine long houses and burned down the village.”

   “Did you say burned?” Ellen shivered, recalling her drawing. 

   “Yes. My people lost everything, including our prized canoes, fishing gear, tools, artwork, and ceremonial regalia, which was sacred to us.”

   “Oh, no. You lost your history.”

   “No,” Mary said sharply. “He couldn’t take that away from us.”

   “Of course not.”

   “But we did lose precious historical artifacts that had been handed down through the centuries.”

   Ellen leaned forward. “Were the perpetrators arrested?”

   “Everyone knew who did it. We had witnesses. And although the Indian agent made implications, no formal charges were ever made.”

   Ellen was beginning to understand how Pullen stood out from the other settlers. “That’s seriously f-ed up.”

   “Tell me about it. To add insult to injury, during the six weeks my people were gone and unaware of what had happened, Pullen sowed grass on the razed village and enclosed it with barbed wire, preventing my people from returning to the land.”

   “How awful for your ancestors.” 

   “Awful doesn’t even begin to describe it. We nearly became extinct. It’s our greatest survival story to date. While the lawyers battled over land rights in the courts, our people were forced to live on the beach for almost ten years, where tidal waves and tsunamis and other severe weather constantly threatened them. Even today, this building and the school across the street, along with several reservation houses, are in a tsunami zone. We’re trying to get to higher ground, but it hasn’t been easy.”

   “I can’t even imagine. It’s been over a hundred years.”

   “Yeah. Tell me about it.”

   “Why didn’t the Quileute tear down the barbed wire and fight for their land?”

   “We aren’t a violent people, and we didn’t want to risk losing the rez.”

   Ellen sucked in her lips and nodded. The natives had had so much more to lose than the Pullens if the law had acted against them.

   “So, what happened to Dan Pullen?” Ellen asked.

   “He was finally evicted by a court of law in 1898—nine years after Grover Cleveland had declared this land our rez—and he moved to Seattle. His wife and kids moved to Alaska. Pullen died twelve years later.”

   “In Seattle?”

   “I believe so.”

   “Then what makes you think his spirit returned here? In my experience, ghosts usually haunt the places where they died.”

   “They can also haunt places they felt a strong connection to while alive,” Mary pointed out. “Besides, he’s buried just over the river, on a prairie not far from here, next to his brother. His spirit didn’t have far to go to return to his ‘castle’—that’s what it used to be called, ‘the castle.’”

   “But you said it was torn down.”

   “Not at first. It was used as a schoolhouse for twelve years without any problems. Then, everything changed. Within months of Pullen’s death, strange things began to happen—school desks were rearranged, books and materials would go missing. Nothing too serious. But as the months wore on, the pranks became more sinister—like teachers being pushed down the stairs—and the school was closed by 1912.”

   Ellen shivered. She hadn’t considered that the ghost might try to push her or one of her friends down the stairs. “Is that when the house was torn down?”

   “No. It remained standing until the thirties. It wasn’t an easy decision to tear it down. There’s a reason they called it the castle. It was an enormous, two-story home with bay windows two stories high, resembling a tower. It was an architectural beauty. Some called it ostentatious, but no one wanted to destroy it. My people wanted to repurpose it.”

   “Do you have any photos of it, maybe in one of these books?” Ellen was curious to see the “architectural beauty.”

   “There’s a painting of it in the bungalow on the mantle over the fireplace. The council believes it belongs on the property, though I’d rather we preserved it here in the library. I’ve come close to taking it myself, but I can’t bring myself to break the ban on entering.”

   “When did your tribe decide on the ban?”

   “In the eighties when we stopped renting the bungalow out to tourists. Before then, only cleaning and maintenance crews were allowed to enter.”

   “I could bring you the painting,” Ellen said with a nervous smile.

   Mary chuckled. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

   “Well, even if you don’t want me to get the painting for you, I will do everything in my power to banish Pullen. Knowing his name will help.”

   Mary laughed again. “I like you, Ellen, but don’t be too sure of yourself. I’m not just an elder and a librarian. I’m also a shaman, descended from a long line of other shamans. Don’t you think we’ve tried everything? We thought burning the house down might do it, but obviously that didn’t work, either.”

   “Has anyone tried salting and burning Pullen’s bones?”

   Mary’s eyes widened. “We can’t just dig up someone’s grave without the family’s permission. And how do you suppose the family would answer such a request?”

   Ellen blushed. “Of course. I just thought drastic times might call for drastic measures.”

   “The tribe can’t risk losing its charter by doing anything reckless.”

   “Of course not.”

   Moseby began to whimper.

   “I better get back and get him fed.” Ellen placed her empty cup and saucer on the desk. “Thanks so much for the chat and the tea.”

   As Ellen stood, Mary asked, “Do you mind if I give you a little advice?”

   “Not at all.”

   “My people have been battling the ghost of Dan Pullen for decades—okay, maybe not in recent decades, because we’ve taken a break. As you probably know, spiritual warfare is draining.”

   Ellen nodded.

   “We are a very spiritual people. We believe our ancestors live here alongside us. I interact with my grandparents on an almost daily basis. Ghosts aren’t anything new or unusual to us. The concept of heaven is a state of mind, not a place, in our culture. We are surrounded by ghosts.”

   “Understood.”

   “So please accept my words of caution. If a spiritual people with thousands of years of tradition and connections to this land have not yet been successful in banishing the evil that is Dan Pullen, don’t be too sure that you and your friends will have any better luck, okay?”

   The blood rushed to Ellen’s cheeks. “Would you blame us for trying?”

   “No, but please be careful. Remove anything sharp from the premises. Avoid using anything flammable—including candles. And maybe try to trick him into thinking you’re his friend.”

   “That’s good advice. Thank you, Mary.”

   “I’m happy to help. I hope you’ll come by again before you leave La Push and give me an update.”

   “I will do that. I promise.”

   “Let me know if I can be of further help to you,” Mary added as Ellen reached the door.

   Ellen waved. “Thanks again.”

   It was dark and cold and rainy when Ellen left the library. She took Mo from his carrier, worried he might need to potty. Then they hurried back to her rental, which was parked in front of the restaurant.

   Once inside the Nissan Rogue, Mo started whining again.

   “Are you hungry and thirsty?” His food and water bowls were empty. “Let’s get back to the house.”

   As she drove past Oceanside Resort toward the hill and the enchanted bungalow, Ellen reflected on what she had learned from the librarian. Had she made a mistake in inviting her best friends to come and stay there? What if they could do nothing to stop the malevolent being occupying that house?

   
   Chapter Five

   A Night to Remember

   
    T

   

   he rain was pouring down again when Ellen reached the top of the hill and parked the Rogue. She pulled the straps of her purse and the cloth pooch carrier over her neck and one shoulder, tucked Mo inside the carrier, grabbed his food and water bowls, and made a run for it. Once they were on the porch and out of the rain, she slipped the key from her jean pocket and opened the door.

   “I come in peace,” she said before stepping over the threshold.

   The floor lamp and kitchen lights had been left on, thank goodness. She carried Mo to the kitchen, where she refilled his food and water bowls. Then she set him down on the checkered linoleum floor. She was relieved when he stayed to eat. 

   She dropped her purse and the key on the table, took off her jacket, folded it over the back of a chair, and grabbed a water bottle from the fridge. Then she sat at the table to keep a close eye on her dog while he finished his food. Just because the silverware was gone didn’t mean the ghost couldn’t use something else to attack them.

   “Do you need to go potty?” she asked Mo once he had finished.

   He wagged his tail as she put on his leash and walked him outside to the porch. It was cold without her jacket, and the rain was still pouring. She could hear the waves below crashing against the rocks. The black sky was filled with tiny lights and just a sliver of a moon.

   She stood on the porch while Mo stepped into the grass beneath the overhang and peed. Then he jumped back onto the porch.

   “Good boy!” she said, glad it hadn’t been a hassle because of the rain.

    As they returned to the door, it slammed shut in her face.

   “This wind is crazy, isn’t it, Moseby-Mo?”

   Ellen tried the knob, but just like the last time, she found it locked.

   Moseby whined while Ellen fiddled in her pocket, searching for the key.

   “Oh, no! I left it on the table!”

   They went around the side of the porch to the first set of French doors but found them locked. Next, they went to the back of the house to the second set of French doors—they were also locked. The kitchen door? Locked!

   She banged on the kitchen door and hollered, “Let me in, you . . .” she stopped herself from calling an evil spirit a derogatory name. “Please?”

   The door wouldn’t budge.

   Although she’d left the rental car unlocked, she hadn’t planned to spend a
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