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			Introduction

			As I sat quietly on a bench, looking down over the Painted Hills of the John Day Fossil Beds, the spectacular red, tan, black, and gold colors that painted the landscape gleamed in the westering sunlight. In that moment, I fell in love with Oregon. Oh, I’d been oohing and aahing over the natural beauties of the state long before. From the lively streets of Portland to the lava beds atop the Cascade Mountains, I had admired Oregon as I traveled the state from end to end, meeting its residents and learning its folklore. But it was my visit to the Painted Hills that stole my heart away.

			It was not just the beauty of the Oregon landscape that had impressed me on my journey. I liked her people, too. They had a tough-but-friendly spirit that drew me in. Many of them had descended from the men and women who dared to travel thousands of miles along the Oregon Trail to start a new life in the state’s Willamette Valley (as told in the tale “Looking for Johnny”). Those determined pioneers crossed merciless deserts and tall mountains, wild rivers and steep cliffs, meeting every hardship with fortitude. Some of them left children behind, buried in the hard dirt beside the trail. Others left mothers or fathers. Those who survived thrived in their new home and were grateful for its bounty and beauty.

			The good people of Oregon welcomed me wherever I traveled. One day I chanced upon a group of sixth graders while visiting the Lava Cave near Bend. They were on a class trip, studying the local geology, and they loved meeting a “Spooky” author. We sat down on the rocks near the entrance to the cave and teachers, parents, and students alike swapped ghost stories and talked and talked about what it was like to live in Oregon.

			One of the first Oregon folktales they shared was an urban legend from Medford about a treacherous man who marries a woman with an unusual attribute—and murders her shortly after their marriage (“The Golden Hand”). We talked about the crimping trade in Portland—that is, the kidnapping of men to be sailors—and the folktales that had come along with it (“Shanghaied”). Then I shared one of my favorite spooky campfire tales—the one about an insane logger working on the Oregon Coast whose ghost hunts down and kills anyone who dares trespass on his territory (“The Mad Logger”). The student’s eyes grew large and they giggled mischievously—and a little nervously. Finally, I took my leave and headed out to the little Wild West town of John Day, where miners once flocked to dig for gold and a Bucca once saved the life of a bloke caught in a cave-in (“Tommy Knockin’”).

			Looking back, I can’t find enough superlatives to describe the state of Oregon. Amazing, beautiful, breathtaking! I’ve never traveled anywhere with such stunning vistas. There were seascapes that look much the same now as they did when first viewed by the intrepid explorers Lewis and Clark (“Time Slip”). And I am still awestruck when I think of the incredible rapids, deep gorges, and stunning mountains of Hells Canyon and the Snake River, with its mysterious lights and ghostly cemeteries (“The Lights”).

			And Crater Lake! Words can’t describe the feeling of walking through fifteen-foot snowdrifts in my shirt sleeves, drinking in the deep, deep blue of the sacred lake with its mysterious Wizard Island. The lake is said to have once been home to the dark lord of the underworld (“Destiny”).

			Like its incredible scenery and the incredible people who populate it, Oregon is rich with folklore that is larger than life. It ranges from the sublimely mythological to the ultramodern. It encompasses many characters, from college students with supernatural abilities (“The Cheshire Cat”) to insane mummies (“Bandage Man”); from headstrong children (“Neahkahnie Treasure”) to gold-crazy placer-miners (“Laughing Devil”). There are griffins in Merlin, vampires in Baker City, and Bigfoot in more than one county. I hope you enjoy Oregon folklore as much as I do. And if you’ve never been to Oregon, just wait. You’ve got a treat in store!

			—Sandy Schlosser
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			The Handkerchief

			Newport

			She climbed the sand dune swiftly, giggling nervously at her daring, as the soft mist of an early evening fog swirled around her. The ocean waves boomed against the beach below her, and the wind slapped at her face, driving sand into her eyes as if it were warning her away. But she kept on climbing, though her feet slipped often in the shifting sand. Around her, her friends were scrambling through the sand and long grass, heading steadily upward toward the abandoned gray house that sat on the ridge between the sea and the harbor. The haunted lighthouse. At least, that’s what some folks called it in town.

			Muriel was new to Newport and had been bored with life until a group of vacationers arrived for the season. Many were as young as she was, and she delighted in their company and joined them as they explored tide pools and sea caves and sang around the campfire. When one of them suggested visiting the abandoned lighthouse, Muriel had felt a pang of warning inside her ribs. The weather-beaten home with a light perched at the top like an afterthought was the source of several stories around town. Folks said that mysterious lights sometimes appeared in its darkened windows, and that moans and shrieks could be heard coming from its top floors in the foggy hours just before a storm. They told Muriel that no one had ever died in the house, and that no one knew the source of the lights and sounds. Muriel laughed when she heard these stories, but she half-believed them, and the idea of visiting the lighthouse made her nervous.
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			Still, her friends wanted to go, and they had persuaded the caretaker of the lighthouse to loan them a key. So she went with them in spite of her misgivings. Now they were standing next to the rickety old fence that surrounded the building. Before them, the dilapidated, box-like structure with its creaky, crooked little porch and tall, ominous door loomed menacingly in the growing fog. Clouds had darkened the late afternoon sun, and the cracked windows of the house looked like black eyes peering menacingly down on the eager faces of the young people who dared to approach it.

			Muriel gave a sudden shudder, her skin prickling apprehensively. One of the boys saw her shiver and jeered: “Afraid, Muriel?”

			“I’m not,” she replied, sticking out her chin. Even if she were afraid (and she was), she would never admit it in front of her chums. She seized the arm of her beau, Harold, and marched him right up to the door. Harold obediently produced the key, and in a few moments, the group was inside the dusty interior of the old house, staring around the front hallway and up the steep staircase. One or two of the girls giggled and started exploring the kitchen and the sitting rooms, while the boys peeked into the cellar.

			In the dusk caused by the lowering clouds and the swirling fog, the gaping black mouth of the cellar was a bit too creepy for Muriel. She grabbed Harold by the hand and pulled him upstairs where there was more light. The stairs creaked and groaned under their weight, and Muriel shuddered. The abandoned house made her very uncomfortable. It was so bare, so empty of life—and yet full of strange moaning sounds caused by the wind whipping around the light above them. Muriel jumped when a loose shutter banged suddenly against the side of the house, and a couple of the other girls shrieked and then laughed shakily when they realized what had happened. Their voices echoed strangely.

			Harold entered one of the front rooms, with Muriel right on his heels. He glanced around the room—too large without its furnishings—and then wandered up a second staircase and looked into a tiny room beside the metal steps leading up to the lantern tower. The room was no bigger than a linen cupboard, Muriel thought, looking over his shoulder. There came the sound of footsteps pounding up the staircase behind them. A moment later, the whole group was crowded into the small space.

			“Ooh,” moaned one of the girls in her best spooky voice. “Ooh! I am the ghost of this house. Leave now or die!” She waved her arms about in what was supposed to be a ghostly fashion. Muriel thought she looked stupid. One of the boys backed away from the “ghost” and bumped into the wainscoting on the wall. A piece of it broke off on impact.

			“Now look what you made me do,” said the boy, turning indignantly and catching the falling piece of wainscoting. “This place is falling apart!”

			Then they saw it. An iron panel gleamed through the gap in the wall. The youth tapped the iron, and they all heard a hollow knocking sound ring through the cupboard. The sound filled Muriel with a sense of foreboding. Nonsense, she whispered silently.

			“Let’s see if we can move it,” Harold said, and together the two boys removed the iron square, revealing a small crawl space with a gaping black hole in the bottom of it. Everyone gasped and took turns looking down into the dark space. One intrepid lad crawled inside and dropped pebbles down into the hole, but none of them heard them reach the bottom of the pit.

			All the hair on Muriel’s arms stood on end as she thought of smugglers crawling up the dark hole and into the uncanny old house. Or pirates stashing their ill-gotten gains in the empty rooms, waiting to load them aboard their ship. Anything or anyone might come up through such a hole. Her face flushed with fear and her arms grew cold.

			Muriel pulled out her handkerchief with shaking fingers and wiped her suddenly sweaty forehead. “Let’s get out of here,” she said, backing away from the crawl space and starting toward the stairs. No one jeered at her this time. They were all frightened by the black hole inside the tiny room.

			The light coming from the window opposite them was growing dim. And the fog outside was so thick that Muriel couldn’t see anything through the window save the swirls of mist created by the sea winds.

			“We haven’t been up the tower yet,” said Harold, catching her by the shoulder. Muriel swallowed her dread and nodded with what she hoped was a carefree smile. One by one, they climbed the ladder to the tower and looked out into the mist and growing darkness.

			“You can’t even see the ocean,” complained the “ghost” girl. “This fog makes me feel lonesome. Let’s go back to camp.”

			Thinking of the gaping black hole to nowhere below them, Muriel was quick to agree. It didn’t take them long to swarm down the ladder, down two flights of creaky, worn stairs, and out into the foggy dusk. As Muriel stood beside Harold, watching him lock the door to the lighthouse, she reached again for her handkerchief to wipe away the telltale sweat of relief on her face and realized it was gone.

			“Harold, I’ve left my handkerchief inside,” she exclaimed. And wanted to bite her tongue. But it was too late. Gallantly, Harold volunteered to get it for her, and in his eyes she saw the same attitude held by the other boy who had teased her. To Harold, she was just a pretty little girl to be protected—or mocked. Muriel felt a sudden spurt of anger.

			“No need. I’ll fetch it myself and come out the kitchen door,” she said carelessly, giving him a smile. Reluctantly, he let her into the house, and when she glanced back, she saw him waiting by the half-open front door. The sight stiffened her spine. She was not a helpless, pretty little thing. She was Muriel, almost a woman grown.

			“You don’t have to wait,” she called angrily. “Lock the door and go on. I’ll meet you down the hill.”

			She turned and marched up the staircase, not bothering to look back. Behind her, she heard the sound of the door snicking shut and the key turning. And that’s when she realized she was alone in the drafty, dark, uncanny house. All alone. Dread seized her, and she wanted desperately to run. But what a fool she would look if she returned to the others without her handkerchief. Panting with terror, Muriel forced herself across the little landing and started up the second staircase toward the linen cupboard. She paused once, pulse pounding madly. Was that a thump she heard upstairs?

			Don’t be silly, she told herself, forcing her shaking legs up another step. It’s just the loose shutter blowing in the wind. And then all the hair on the back of her neck stood on end as she realized she could hear something breathing behind her.

			The boys and girls all came running back to the lighthouse when they heard her terrible screams, the last one a stifled cry for help. Harold wrenched and wrenched at the key until the door opened, and they ran through the house, frantically yelling for Muriel. But the house was deserted. Beside the linen cupboard and the iron ladder leading to the tower, they found a large pool of hot blood, still steaming in the cool air of the house. Beside it was a small, white handkerchief.

			Muriel was never seen again.
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			Cold

			Ashland

			It was one of those stifling hot days you get in early September. My buddy Lisa and I had retreated to her room in the basement of the Suzanne Homes dorm to study, since it was cooler down there than anywhere else in building. We were both in our sophomore year at SOU—that’s Southern Oregon University—and were beginning to realize that our teachers had been taking it easy on us last year. Our classwork was already at a nightmarish level and was bound to get worse before it got better—if it ever got better.

			We studied late into the evening until my head was swimming with more facts than I could handle. Dang it, I should just drop out of school and get a job flipping burgers, I thought grumpily. I slammed my book shut and stretched. “I’d better get back to my room,” I said to Lisa, reluctance plain in my voice. I lived at the top of the dorm, and the rooms up there were too hot for my comfort.

			“You can stay here for the night if you want,” Lisa said, turning away from her desk to look at me. “Sarah’s gone home for the weekend.” Sarah was her roommate this semester.

			I felt my face light up with relief. “Great, thanks! I’ll just run up and get my jammies!”

			I was back in two ticks, thankful to be out of my stuffy room, and soon had settled into Sarah’s empty bed, reveling in the relative coolness of the basement. “Thanks, Lisa,” I said, as she turned out the light by her own bed, plunging the room into darkness.

			“No problem,” Lisa replied as she settled down under the sheets to sleep.

			I was awakened around midnight when a cool breeze swept through the room. It cut right through the light sheets of my borrowed bed and sent a deep chill through my entire body. I shivered uncontrollably, and my teeth began chattering. It was cold. Horribly cold.

			I sat up and groped desperately for the blanket I’d tossed on the floor earlier that evening. That’s when I heard a soft tap-tap-tap sound at the door. I blinked, narrowing my eyes against the grayness of the dorm room until I could make out the faint outline of the door. The sound came again—a soft, timid tapping. Across the room, Lisa sat up groggily and said: “Ugh! It’s freezing in here. And what’s that sound?”

			“Someone’s at the door,” I answered, my teeth chattering with cold.

			“Jeez!” Lisa said. “Honestly, it’s too early in the sem . . . semester . . . ” she paused, trying to control the chattering of her own teeth as the room temperature dropped still further. She tried again: “It’s too early in the semester to pull an all-nighter!”

			She stumbled out of bed, knocked her shin against her desk chair, and cursed. I made it out of bed with a bit more grace, hopping as the icy-cold floor stung my bare feet.

			Tap-tap-tap. The timid knock came a third time, and this time I answered it while Lisa grumbled and groped about in the dark for her bathrobe.

			I swung the door open and almost fell over in the blast of frigid air that struck my face. My hair actually blew straight up, as if a wind were hitting it from a fan on the floor. In front of me, shivering in the dull light cast by the hall lights, stood a small boy. He was soaking wet from head to toe. Water was dripping down onto the floor of the hallway and puddling about his feet.

			I gaped at the little boy. How’d he get here? Why was he all wet? Behind me, Lisa came to the door, shaking with cold. She took one look at the little boy and fell to her knees in sympathy. “Sweetie, what’s wrong?” she crooned.

			“I’m c . . . c . . . cold,” the little boy wailed.

			“Get him a towel,” Lisa said to me, and I ran back into the room to fetch a towel from the rack. But the rack was bare.

			“Lisa, I can’t find one,” I called out.

			“Stay right there, sweetie,” Lisa said to the little boy and came hurrying into the room to help me search. I stumbled over the blanket I’d dropped on the floor when I’d gotten into bed. Grabbing it, I rushed toward the lighted doorway and the dripping-wet child.

			Before my eyes, the little boy suddenly shattered into a million little floating specks of white light. I skidded to a halt, blanket-wrapped arms still outstretched, and shrieked. The light-specks whirled strangely, as if they were caught in a mini-tornado, and a chilly breeze swept up from the floor and whipped around my legs and arms, blowing my hair straight up once again. Then the lights were gone, leaving behind only a puddle of water in the doorway.
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			“Oh, my Lord!” Lisa whimpered from my left. She held a large beach towel clasped to her chest. She dropped the towel and started wringing her hands. My legs were shaking so much that I collapsed onto the freezing-cold floor. My heart was thumping so fast I thought I was having a heart attack.

			Gradually, the room around us heated up to its normal temperature, and the terror caused by the dripping boy’s appearance slowly slipped away.

			Lisa staggered over to her bed and sank onto the mattress. She buried her face in her hands for a long moment, then she looked up at me in the light slanting in through the door. “Did that just happen?” she asked quietly, her voice high and squeaky with shock. “Or did I dream it?”

			“It happened,” I assured her, twisting the edge of the blanket around and around with shaking hands. “We both couldn’t have had the exact same dream.”

			“I’d heard this place was haunted, but I never believed it,” Lisa said. She slowly rose and got two bottles of water from the small refrigerator she kept by her desk. She handed me one and drank deeply from the other.

			I’d never heard any rumors of a haunting in this dorm and questioned her about it. Lisa sat back down on the bed and told me what she had heard. It was said that a man-made lake stood underneath the campus and that the Suzanne Homes building had been constructed on top of it. One day, shortly before the basement was finished, a little boy decided to play in the lake. He dragged a mattress downstairs and tried to float on it like a boat. But it sank, and the little boy drowned in the icy-cold water. Ever since then, students have claimed that the ghost of a little boy wanders in and out of the rooms in the basement of Suzanne Homes.

			“I thought the stories were complete rot,” Lisa said. “Until now.”

			I shivered again, and stared at the slowly drying puddle of water in the doorway. “That poor kid,” I whispered. I was still frightened by the strange experience, but I felt sad too.

			“Yeah,” said Lisa. “Poor kid.”

			She got up and firmly shut the door of her room. “I don’t know about you, but I won’t be answering any more nighttime knockings,” she said, shrugging out of her bathrobe and getting back into bed.

			“Me neither,” I said, crawling back into my own borrowed bed. I spent a long time that night staring at the gray shadows on the ceiling, torn by fear of the supernatural and sorrow for a cold, little boy. And I was suddenly glad that my dorm room was on the top floor.

			Turning over on my side, I slept at last, and when I woke in the morning, the puddle was gone.

		

	
		
			11

			The Cabin

			Mount Hood

			I caught a glimpse of some deer grazing a few yards off the hiking trail on the north slope of Mount Hood and immediately snuck into the brush with my camera, determined to get some close-ups. It looked like one of them had a little fawn, always a fun picture if you can get it.

			I have no idea how I got lost. One minute I was blissfully snapping away with my digital camera and the next I was stumbling and cursing my way over fallen trees, through dense forest, and alongside at least one set of brambles that left me scraped and irritable. Occasionally I glimpsed the tall, snow-covered peak of the mountain through gaps in the trees, but at the moment the sight was an irritation rather than a delight. I wanted to hike up to my favorite lookout and take pictures of that peak, not slog along through a forest without even a deer trail to guide me.

			After about an hour of wandering through the dense woods, I came to a small canyon. By this time, the clouds had blotted out the sun, the wind had picked up, and a heavy rain was falling. Just great. Talk about adding insult to injury. I tucked my camera under my shirt and turned into the canyon, which would at least provide shelter of a sort from the wind. I wandered miserably along the gulch, hoping to find an overhang or cave of some sort in which to shelter from the blasted rain.
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			To my surprise, I soon spotted a rotting log cabin with its roof partially caved in. What was that doing here, I wondered. But I wasn’t going to question my good fortune. Here was shelter from the rain, and I was going to take advantage of it.

			As I approached the decrepit cabin, the temperature in the air plummeted several degrees. I shivered in surprise. A few moments before it had been a balmy, if very wet, summer day. But now it felt like late autumn. I clutched my camera more tightly under my shirt and ran across the little glade and through the rotting doorway of the cabin. The beating of the rain ceased abruptly, but the cold increased. My teeth started to chatter as I looked around the one-room cabin. On the left side was a mass of mossy debris where the roof had fallen in. On the right side was a pot-bellied stove, rusted to pieces. Immediately to my left was a very old rotting rectangular shape that must once have been a mattress.

			It was a dark, creepy place. I shivered, feeling strangely like a trespasser, and had a strong impulse to flee back into the rainstorm. I pulled out my camera, hoping that taking some photos would calm my nerves, and snapped a few shots of the old mattress, the fallen ceiling, and the rotting stove. But instead of feeling better, I felt worse. Like someone was standing directly behind me, waiting to pounce. I whirled around, but there was nothing there. Defiantly, I snapped a picture of the open doorway. And then a voice roared: “Go away!” The ghastly overtones brought more of the roof down in a shower of splinters and mud and moss.

			My heart leapt right into my mouth. I had to swallow several times before I could release the shriek that was stuck in my throat. Then I ran as fast as my legs would carry me, out of the house, down the small canyon, through the tall trees and underbrush. I hurtled over fallen logs like an Olympic champion, slipping and sliding on mud and fallen pine needles, running straight through dense brush. I even forded a stream, not bothering to look for a bridge or a fallen tree to ease my passage. The rain poured down onto me, soaking my hair, my clothes, and my shoes. And still I made my way down, down, down the mountain, until I finally, thankfully, stumbled across a road.

			And low and behold, I knew that road. It was the same one I’d traveled on to get here, and my car was parked only a few yards away. Somehow I stumbled, shivering and exhausted, into my SUV and drove to the nearest inn I could find. I really needed a drink! I was covered in mud and pine needles, and I brushed ineffectually at my clothes and tried to wipe my face clean on a napkin I found in the car. Then I went into the tavern. I knew I was still a sight, but I didn’t care.

			My hair was dripping uncomfortably down my neck, and my hands were still shaking as I sipped a beer and tried to calm down. Guess the guy next to me at the bar thought I needed cheering up. He started talking casually about the weather and the local sports teams, and gradually I calmed down and was able to respond. Finally he said: “You look a little shook up, my lad. Want to talk about it?”

			I didn’t really. It seemed so strange. But after all, no one here knew me, so what could it hurt? I told them about finding the narrow canyon and the abandoned cabin within it. I even mentioned the feeling of being watched, and the unusual coldness.

			As I spoke, the bartender came down from the far end of the bar to listen, and the fellows around us fell silent.

			“I think that cabin is haunted,” I concluded, failing to mention the invisible voice. I didn’t want them to think I was completely crazy.

			“Well, well. I think you may have stumbled upon Hermit Pickett’s old cabin,” the man next to me said when I concluded my tale. “I don’t suppose you could find your way back there, by any chance?”

			I shook my head. “I was completely lost, both before and afterward,” I said ruefully. “Why? Who was Hermit Pickett?”

			In the end, everyone in the bar contributed something to the story, stumbling over each other in their eagerness. It seemed that Hermit Pickett was an old-time placer miner turned bank robber who stole a fortune in money and gold from a Wells Fargo wagon and fled from Idaho to Mount Hood with his loot. Fortunately for him—or perhaps unfortunately—the police nabbed the wrong fellow for the crime, and Pickett got away home free. Still, for some reason, he headed into the mountains with his ill-gotten gains, built himself a log cabin, and lived the life of a hermit for many years. Eventually, however, guilt overcame him, and he went back to Idaho to confess to the crime and free the other bloke from prison. Pickett was already in ill health, and he died a few hours after his confession. The police tried to follow his directions back to the cabin, where he’d stashed the gold and money, but they couldn’t find it. According to local legend, the treasure is still buried underneath the hermit’s cabin, somewhere on Mount Hood.

			“Don’t suppose you saw any gold bars while you were there?” my new friend asked wistfully. I shook my head and shivered a little, remembering the creepy feeling I’d had in the log cabin, and the voice that told me to go away.

			“No gold,” I said, tossing money onto the bar and getting to my feet. “Just a ghost.”

			I left the tavern in a thoughtful mood. What I had told the other men was true. There was no way I could retrace my steps to the log cabin. And there was no way I wanted to, treasure or no treasure. That ghostly voice had been too much for me.

			When I got home that night, I loaded the digital pictures onto my computer and then fell into bed. So it wasn’t until the next morning that I saw the picture of the darkly glowing, yellow-eyed figure floating in the log cabin doorway, right in the place where I’d heard the invisible voice. I screamed when the picture flipped up on my computer screen and made a run for the next room, heart hammering painfully against my ribs. Finally, I regained my composure and went back to the computer. The figure was still there, looking more like a darkly glowing column than a person. For a moment, my shaking hand hovered over the delete key. But I stopped myself. After all, how many people had a picture of a real ghost?

			The more I thought back on my encounter in the cabin, the more convinced I was that I’d done the right thing by running away. I was lucky the ghost let me off with a verbal warning. Who knows what would have happened had I tried to stay and search for his treasure?
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			The Golden Hand

			Medford

			He never paid much attention to the neighbors living on his city block until the day the pretty middle-aged widow moved in two doors down from him. She was plump and dark with sparkling eyes, and she always wore black gloves on her hands, even indoors. He went out of his way to meet her, and they often “bumped” into each other in the street and stood talking.

			One day, as the widow flirtatiously brushed the hair back from her forehead, he caught a glimpse of gold under the glove on her right hand. When he asked her about it, she grinned coquettishly and told him that she had lost a hand a few years back and now wore a golden hand in its place. In that moment, a terrible lust woke in his heart—not to possess the lady herself, but to possess the solid gold arm that she wore under her long black gloves.

			He courted the widow with every stratagem known to him: flowers, trips to the theater, gifts, and compliments. At first, she remained aloof. But he continued to pursue her with ardor, taking her to the best restaurants, singing love songs outside her window, and buying her the expensive chocolates she favored. And finally, he won her heart. Within a month, they were standing in front of a minister, promising to love one another until death. And within another month, he was a widower and had buried his poor wife in
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Oregon City
Jacksonville
Lincoln County
Astoria

Sisters

Ashland
Mount Hood
Medford
Pendleton
Heceta Head
Ashland
Lincoln City
Hells Canyon
Cascade Mountains
John Day
Merlin

Eugene
Cannon Beach
Gold Beach
Elgin

AND WHERE TO FIND THEM

OREGON

Fort Clatsop
Crater Lake

Baker City
Willamette Forest
Portland

Forked Mountain
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