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DISCLAIMER

Genentech, the pioneering biotechnology company headquartered in South San Francisco, is not depicted in “Girl Untethered.”  However, the Genentech campus serves as a setting for events over 300 years in the future.  The same goes for Oracle, whose campus is also a setting in the story.

Portions of the interior of the Woodside General Store were altered slightly to better accommodate the story.

Three characters (plus one dog!) in “The Devil in the Details” were real people, but the story is fictitious.  No animals were harmed in the writing of this story!  Also, James H. Ryder’s attack by a grizzly bear is based on his account.

Events in “Land of the Falling Son” are based on a true story.

Characters in the cameo roles in “Killer Wail” are people I knew during my time working at Marine World Africa U.S.A.  The names of characters in the story are borrowed from my friends, but these characters have no other connection beyond that, and any other similarities are purely coincidental.  All characters in the plot, named and unnamed, are fictional.  And no animals ever attacked a guest at Marine World to my knowledge.


For my wife Mary, for putting up with me the past 37 years!
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FOREWARD


After I published Tales from the Peninsula, my original intention was to market and promote my book.  It didn’t occur to me that I would write a sequel to it.  But one day, I was thinking about places I did not include in the book, like Bay Meadows Racetrack and Marine World, and I realized my work was not finished.  The only thing left to do was come up with some stories, and the ideas came quickly.  The magic of a place alone can inspire a good tale, and the San Francisco Peninsula has plenty of those.



More Tales from the Peninsula continues the themes of its predecessor, weaving San Francisco Peninsula places and history with fictional tales, some taller than others.  A mixture of lore and myth, if you will.  This book delves even more into the fanciful, the mysterious, and the unexplained than Tales did.  Along the way, there are revelations and lessons learned.


The Peninsula is home to many notable and iconic landmarks.  When I was growing up, Golden Gate Park was a regular destination with the famous Dutch and Murphy windmills, Conservatory of Flowers that dates to 1879, De Young Museum, and California Academy of Sciences.  However, one of my favorite places in the park is the Japanese tea garden with pagodas, Buddhist statues, and a tea house serving rice crackers.


On a hillside overlooking a neighborhood in South San Francisco is the lettering, “South San Francisco the Industrial City,” visible to onlookers, drivers, and airplanes coming to and from San Francisco International Airport for the past century.  The sign makes a cameo in the story “The Tower and the Serpent” in Tales.  And overlooking Highway 280 in San Mateo is a statue of Fr. Junipero Serra, the controversial priest who established the California missions in the 1700s.  He also became the namesake of my high school alma mater.  The statue forever points forward to the Pacific Ocean, Crystal Springs Reservoir, the coastal hills, or the traffic on 280, depending on how you want to look at it.



The Filoli estate, located just south of the Crystal Springs Reservoir, sits on 16 acres of formal gardens and has been featured many times in the movies and on television.  You might recognize it from the opening credits of Dynasty (1981) and the movie Heaven Can Wait with Warren Beatty.  Originally the home of a wealthy gold baron, the 54,000-square-foot mansion has no particular historical significance beyond its sheer beauty, making it a popular tourist destination.


Other famous locales have landed in the dustbin of history and live on in our memories.  Fleishhacker Pool, located on Sloat Boulevard next to the San Francisco Zoo, was once one of the largest outdoor swimming pools in the world.  Constructed in 1925, it closed in 1971.  Poor maintenance and a terrible location for an outdoor swimming pool (sitting by the Great Highway along the Pacific shore in San Francisco’s fog belt) led to its demise.  Today it’s a parking lot for the zoo.

Marine World Africa U.S.A., a water and wild animal theme park in Redwood Shores, was a popular destination for Peninsula and greater Bay Area residents from 1968 until 1986 when the park was moved across the bay to Vallejo.  After multiple ownership and name changes, it’s now Six Flags Discovery Kingdom.  There were numerous reasons for the park’s failure at Redwood Shores, not the least of which was a Teamsters strike that stalled the opening of a new waterslide attraction for an entire season.

The Peninsula is also known for its innovations in suburban development.  One example is Foster City, located along the bay east of San Mateo.  The brainchild of Bay Area businessmen Richard Grant and T. Jack Foster, the entire city was built from scratch on reclaimed tidelands in 1961.  Today, with its green parks and lush lagoons, Foster City is a pristine example of Bay Area suburban living.


Sports have played a significant role in Peninsula history as well.  For example, the San Francisco 49ers won Super Bowl XIX in 1985 at Stanford Stadium.  This game forms the backdrop to the climactic scene in “Life is Super” from Tales from the Peninsula.  And all-time home run champ Barry Bonds and Super Bowl-winning quarterback Tom Brady attended Serra High School in San Mateo.  I went to Serra at the same time as Barry, though he was still known as Bobby Bonds’ kid back then.


Silicon Valley is famous for being the land of Apple, Google, and Facebook.  However, the region got its start when Bill Hewlett and David Packard opened a business in their Palo Alto garage in 1939 that would turn into the tech giant Hewlett-Packard.  Today, a plaque on the garage designates it as a California Historic Landmark with the words, “Birthplace of Silicon Valley.”  Ironically, Apple was founded by another couple of entrepreneurs named Steve in their garage in Los Altos decades later.  There is undoubtedly something magical about garages in this part of the world!


However, the Peninsula also has its dark side, reflected in the story, “Land of the Falling Sun.”  After the bombing of Pearl Harbor, 8,000 Japanese – most American-born – were rounded up and sent to temporary holding facilities at the Tanforan Racetrack.  The site was at that time under the control of the U.S. Navy.  From there, they were transported to internment camps around the state and places like Arizona and Idaho.  This year marks the 80th anniversary of that event, and the Bay Area still bears shame for its role in this injustice.



The Peninsula is full of lore, which inspired stories in this book and Tales from the Peninsula.  One such story is about the legendary Blue Lady who purportedly haunts the Moss Beach Distillery.  In the 1930s, a married woman would frequent it (then a speakeasy called Frank’s Roadhouse), where she fell in love with the piano player.  People recognized her because she would always dress in blue.  One night, they went for a walk on the beach, and her body was found in the morning.  Someone had stabbed her to death.  Her piano player lover was bruised and never had a proper explanation for what had happened, and her husband was never heard from.


Today, workers and customers at the Moss Beach Distillery report seeing chairs and bottles move by themselves and hear footsteps in empty halls.  They speculate that the Blue Lady is still searching for her lover.  The story of the Blue Lady has been recounted and adapted many times.  Dashiell Hammett, famous for Sam Spade and “The Thin Man,” used to frequent Frank’s Roadhouse and used it as the setting for one of his short stories.


As with Tales from the Peninsula, the stories take place along an iconic stretch of land nestled between the Pacific Ocean and the San Francisco Bay from Palo Alto in the south to San Francisco on the north end.   Along the way, you will find out if man’s best friend can help his master beat the Devil, spend time with a family who wanted the American dream but instead lived a nightmare, meet a father who uses his stepson’s strange ability at a racetrack, encounter a mysterious diorama at a tiki bar, hunt a serial killer in a theme park, take the stage for a show that will change someone’s life forever, follow a chain of events connecting the tiniest Peninsula inhabitants to the greatest, and ponder the final evolution of humanity.



If you have not read Tales yet, perhaps you will want to check it out after reading these stories.  But more importantly, this might inspire you to visit here and enjoy Peninsula life firsthand.  You are more than welcome.


Dennis Venturoni

Belmont, California

January 22, 2022


The Devil in the Details

The Woodside General Store is an iconic landmark in the wooded hills of southern San Mateo County.  Built entirely out of redwood logs in 1854 to serve the local logging community, it stands today as a historic site and museum.  Selling everything from dry goods to hardware, liquor, and wine, it also housed a post office, a bank, and a jail.  A couple of entrepreneurs, Dr. Robert O. Tripp and Matthias Parkhurst, opened the general store to provide goods and services to loggers, their families, and others migrating to the Peninsula in the booming Gold Rush economy.  Doc Tripp was a dentist who operated his practice in the back of the store while Matthias ran things out front.  Tripp also partnered with James H. “Grizzly” Ryder in transporting lumber from Redwood City (then called the Embarcadero) to San Francisco.  Ryder got his nickname from surviving a grizzly bear attack one time when he stumbled into a mother bear and her cubs.

The Woodside General Store has a quaint and folksy history, but not without a bit of mystery.  Doc Tripp owned a beloved dog whose picture is on a wall at the museum.  One afternoon, a worker at the museum turned to face a large dog standing in the middle of the former general store.  The dog stared at her for a moment and vanished before her eyes.  On a whim, she checked the old photo of Tripp with his dog, which was the same.  What if there was a reason for this ghostly canine visitation?  This tale explores one imagined possibility.

1867

“I was down at Bear Creek, which incidentally takes its name from the incident I’m about to relate,” the burly man said to his captive audience while stroking his bearded chin.

“I was kneeling by the water and taking a cool draught as the moon shined through the gaps in the redwood trees.  Then, realizing it was late and I needed to return to camp, I rose to my feet.  That’s when I saw something large to my left.  I thought it was one of the local cattle, so I shouted at it.  The creature rose on its hind legs and grabbed me, and I realized it was not a cow but a grizzly bear!”

“What did you do?” a young boy asked, his eyes wide, as other children sitting with their teacher in the general store gasped in a mixture of horror and amusement.


“Well, I’ll tell you what I did, son,” James H. “Grizzly” Ryder said.  “My right arm was free, so I grabbed my hunting knife from its sheath and stabbed the beast, and she released me before striking me with a blow as I fell to the ground.  I say ‘she’ because as I hit the ground, I saw two bear cubs watching the whole thing as their mother tossed me around like a rag doll!”


“How did you escape?” the boy was amazed.

“Well, I’m getting to that part, son,” Grizzly said patiently.  “Fortunately, luck was on my side.  The mother bear knocked me down a steep slope, and I rolled downhill, the bear chasing after me.  Her cubs wanted a piece of me, too, it seemed, and they kept getting under her feet while she ran after me, allowing me to put some distance between them and me.  I finally hit a tree at the bottom and stopped with a thud.  After that, there was only one thing left to do.”

“What was that?”

“I played dead.  As far as mama bear and her cubs knew, the fall killed me.  She sniffed around me with her big snout for a time and took a couple more swats.  Once she was satisfied, mama bear gathered her cubs and took off.  And that’s how I got my name,” Grizzly concluded.

“Wow!” the boy exclaimed, impressed by this daring story of survival.

Grizzly rose from his chair, having finished regaling the students from the local schoolhouse with his adventure, a story he had told many times over the past several years.  The teacher thanked him before leading her charge out the front door of the general store after the cashier gave each child a piece of hard candy.

Grizzly walked through the general store to the back, where a staircase led to a small office and a bedroom on the second floor.  In an oversized, padded chair was a man, a Stetson hat in his lap.  Standing over him was another man peering into his mouth while holding a small pair of pliers.  The man holding the pliers was middle-aged, bespectacled, and had thinning hair.  Dr. Robert O. Tripp looked up from his tooth-pulling as Grizzly entered.

“How was the class?” he asked, smiling a little.

“The tykes were fine, except the one kept interrupting me.  But that’s all right, can’t blame him for getting excited,” Grizzly said.

“Did the barge leave Embarcadero with that shipment?” Doc asked.

“Yeah, it left on schedule,” Grizzly replied.  “I also heard a paddy wagon is coming in shortly with a prisoner for transfer to Half Moon Bay.”

“Jail’s empty, so that should be fine,” Doc put the pliers in the man’s mouth and started to tug.

“Mmmmmmmph,” the man in the chair grunted, gripping his Stetson.

“Just be still, and I will have it out in a moment,” Doc assured the man.

Grizzly left Doc to it and returned to the front of the store.  Mary Ann was cleaning the shelves behind the counter filled with preserves, dishware, and liquor bottles.  On the counter was a jar of jawbreakers.  Grizzly always enjoyed the view from behind when Mary Ann was in her favorite baby blue prairie dress.

“How’s business today?” he asked.

“Kind of slow,” she flicked a feather duster along a shelf.

The front door of the general store opened, and a man entered in a navy-blue uniform with brass buttons.  He led another man in a burlap shirt and his hands in irons.  The man in uniform led his shackled prisoner to the jail cell in another room adjacent to the store, past the post office counter.

“Got a delivery for you,” the officer said.  “They’ll come get him in the morning and take him to the coast.”

Grizzly looked up at the officer, then over to the prisoner for the first time.  The nebbish-looking young man with tousled hair locked eyes with Grizzly and smirked.  Grizzly froze as the color drained from his face.  He immediately looked away and placed his hands on the store counter as the officer walked his prisoner to the jail cell.

“Are you okay?” Mary Ann asked with her buxom chest on display, eliciting no response from Grizzly – a sure sign that something was the matter.  “You look like you just saw a ghost.”

“Nah, I’m fine,” he lied.  “I just need some air.”

Grizzly walked out front, looking across the road at the tall pines.  He spat on the dirt and adjusted his hat.  At six-foot and two hundred pounds, Grizzly was a rugged man now entering his middle years.  He never thought this day would come, or at least not for a long time.  He was healthy, and his golden years were still a way off.  So what was in store for him?  An accident?  Was someone going to murder him?  He was afraid to confront the man in the jail, but he had no choice if he wanted answers.  Grizzly couldn’t understand why he even showed up.  Was it to gloat?  Perhaps to make another deal?  Maybe that was it.  Grizzly looked down at his boots, hands on his hips, took a deep breath, and returned to the general store, passing the officer on the way out.
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“Have a nice day,” the officer headed to his horse and wagon.

“Thanks,” Grizzly replied.

Grizzly walked through the general store to the right, where a doorway led to the jail.  Inside the cell, the unassuming man sat on a bench, his shackles removed.  He was short, about five feet seven, with neatly combed mousy brown hair, a pointy nose, beady dark gray eyes, and thin lips that curled upward in a perpetual smirk.  The man looked up at Grizzly with a smile.

“Hello, James,” he said amiably.

“Hello, Luke,” Grizzly nodded.

“I was in the area and thought I would stop for a visit.”

“Just a visit?”

“You know me better than that,” Luke laughed.  “Your time has come to repay your debt.”

“I figured.  I thought maybe you came here to renegotiate.”

“There is nothing to renegotiate,” Luke said.  “I am happy with our deal.”

“I’m too young to die,” Grizzly blurted.

“Come now, James, I didn’t come here to kill you.  It doesn’t work that way.  Your fate was determined the day you were born.  I helped you avert it, and a new fate was chosen, but not by me.”

“So why are you here?”

“I am here to collect, clearly.  Of course, I could intervene again, but that would make no sense and would postpone the payment of your debt.”

“I never thought this day would get here so fast,” Grizzly held the cell bars as if for support.

“People never do.”

“Can you at least tell me how it’s going to happen?”

“Of course not.  That would change everything.  Even if you didn’t intentionally try to avoid your demise, subconsciously, your defense mechanism would kick in.”

“I suppose you’re right,” Grizzly was despondent.

“Don’t be sad, James.  You got a lot of good years out of this deal.”

“At what cost?”

“It’s not so bad,” Luke said, a gleam in his eye.

Grizzly shrugged slightly and left the jail, almost bumping into Doc as he passed him in the doorway.  The dentist had finished his tooth extraction and had gathered his dog, an Irish Setter named Rusty, to take him for a walk.  Rusty looked toward the jail cell and started growling, barking as Doc tightened the hold on his leash.

“Calm down, boy!” he yelled, pulling Rusty away from the jail.  “What’s got into you?”

Grizzly headed outside again, and Doc followed with Rusty.  The men and the dog stood in the road with the sun still high overhead, the sign on the building behind them reading “Woodside General Store” in black lettering that was starting to peel a bit.  Rusty had calmed down from whatever had spooked him inside.  Grizzly shifted on his feet.

“Everything all right?” Doc asked.

“You and me go back to the Mexican War twenty years ago,” Grizzly said.

“Hard to believe it’s been that long.  I’ll never forget you getting me out of that jam.  You saved my life.”

“Yeah, you were a goner,” Grizzly laughed.  “But I got a bead on that Mexican and took his head off before he plugged you.”

“I’ll always be in your debt.”

“Nah,” Grizzly shook his head.  “It’s nice to buy someone time, even if it doesn’t last forever.”

“I hear you.  I still can’t get over Matthias dying like he did at such a young age.  It’s already been four years.  He and I built this place together.”

“There’s not much we can do when the day comes for our soul to be claimed.  I think my day has arrived,” Grizzly said solemnly.

“What are you getting at?  You seem off,” Doc said, concerned.

Grizzly stared across the road for a long moment.  A man on horseback galloped past them and hitched his horse outside the general store before heading in.

“It’s a long story.”

“I’ve got time.”

“You know the story about the bear and me a hundred times over.  But that isn’t the whole tale.”

“Oh?” Doc was curious.

“Everything in the story is the same until the part where I was rolling down the hill,” Grizzly continued.

Grizzly got a faraway look as he described what happened next.  As he rolled and bounced down the hill, everything suddenly stopped.  It was like he was the subject of a photograph or an oil painting.  Grizzly was suspended in mid-air with the mother bear and her cubs frozen in time as they bore down on him.  Grizzly could see a large rock that his head was about to impact from where he was facing.  That is when he saw a man standing nearby, next to the rock.  It was the same man now in the jail and not a day younger.

“Quite a predicament you’re in,” the man told him.

“Who are you?  What’s going on here!” Grizzly yelled in panic.

“My name is Luke, and your head is about to be splattered against that rock,” the man said congenially.

“What is this, some kind of nightmare I’m in?”

“In a manner of speaking,” Luke went on.  “But I am here to turn your nightmare into a beautiful dream.  All you have to do is accept my help.”

“How can you be doing this?” Grizzly asked incredulously.

“You need to stop disbelieving what your own eyes are showing you and understand that this is real.”

“What are you?  What do you want from me?”

Luke pulled what looked like a small vial with a gold stopper from his pocket.  He removed the plug and held it up to Grizzly’s mouth.

“It’s quite easy,” Luke ignored the first question.  “Simply open your mouth and allow what comes out to fill this tube.  When that is done, our contract is complete.  Your head will miss that nasty rock, and if you are smart and play dead, the bear will leave you alone.”

“What do you mean by contract?” Grizzly blurted.

“This action on my part will add years to your life.  In return, I get to keep what you put in this vial when you die.”

Realization dawned on Grizzly during this fantastic and improbable scene for the first time.  He looked at Luke with a mixture of wonder and horror.

“You mean, you’re…”

“There is no need to get into all that,” Luke cut him off.  “So, what is it going to be?  The clock is ticking.”

Faced with imminent doom versus a nebulous future, Grizzly chose the latter and nodded.  Luke held the vial closer to Grizzly’s mouth and told him to open wide.  Tentatively, Grizzly did as Luke instructed.  Nothing unusual appeared to happen.  No wispy vapor plumes poured from Grizzly’s mouth into the tube.  All the same, after a few moments, he felt drained. Luke replaced the stopper and stepped back.

“Now what?” Grizzly growled.

“Now this,” Luke said.  He placed the vial in his pocket and held his free hand toward the rock, which suddenly shifted to the left by one foot.

“See you in a few years.  Or more if you are lucky,” Luke said, disappearing into the trees.

At that moment, everything was in motion again.  Grizzly tumbled past the large rock and rolled up against a tree.  He played dead, with the mother bear losing interest before leading her cubs away.  Grizzly was still alive after surviving what seemed like an incredible dream.

“That’s what happened that night, as crazy as it sounds,” Grizzly said in a grave voice.

“And the man who moved the rock and held something up to your mouth is the man in the jail back there,” Doc pointed.

“Yes.”

“I have heard you tell some tall tales before, but this one beats them all,” Doc said.  But something in his voice indicated that he believed what his old friend was telling him.

“Yeah, I don’t blame you for being skeptical.  But thanks for hearing me out all the same.”

Doc slapped Grizzly on the shoulder and went back inside the general store while his friend pondered the trees outside.  He stopped by the jail and looked in.  Luke was standing quietly in the middle of the cell, smiling at him.  It was as if he was waiting for Doc to stick his head through the door.  Unnerved, Doc turned from the doorway and went upstairs to his office, sitting at his desk and reviewing paperwork for lumber orders.  An hour passed, and then Doc heard a commotion from downstairs.  He looked out his office window to see people yelling outside.  When he got there, Grizzly was lying on the ground.  Mary Ann was kneeling over him.

“He started grabbing his chest and keeled over,” a bystander said.

Doc reached down and checked his friend’s pulse, but it was faint.

“All right, let’s pick him up and carry him to my room.”

Doc and two other men lifted Grizzly and carried him into the store and upstairs, laying him on the bed in Doc’s room next to his office.  Grizzly was unresponsive.

“The man has had a heart attack,” Doc said.  “Someone needs to ride to the doctor’s office and get him.”

“Isn’t there anything you can do?” one of the men asked.

“I can clean his teeth, but that’s not going to help him much,” Doc looked down on Grizzly with worry.

Doc had momentarily forgotten about Grizzly’s crazy tale in all the ruckus, but suddenly he remembered, and a chill ran down his spine.  He marched from his office downstairs to the jail, stopping outside and staring at Luke, still standing with a smile on his face.

“Hello, Dr. Tripp,” Luke said pleasantly.

“What do you have to do with this?” Doc asked.

“I don’t have anything to do with this.  I don’t kill people, contrary to popular belief.  I simply know when they are going to expire.”

“What’s going to happen to him?”

“I think you know what will happen to him since it’s obvious he has told you everything.”

“Change the deal,” Doc snarled.

“And what incentive would I have to do that?” Luke asked.

“I’ll swap places with him.”

“James H. Ryder is guaranteed to die in the next few minutes,” Luke said calmly.  “You, on the other hand, still have many years ahead.”

“How many?”

“Forty-two, to be exact.  I probably should not tell you that, but I am being generous today.”

“What’s forty-two years to someone as old as you?” Doc countered.

“A fair argument,” Luke said.  “And there is truth to the fact that a man of your considerable accomplishments makes for a better addition.”

“So, what’s it going to be?”

Luke reached down to his boot and pulled something from it that looked like a glass vial with a gold stopper.  It resembled what Grizzly had described in his story.  Luke approached the bars and held the tube out for Doc to take.

“Don’t get any ideas.  Smashing it only releases his soul to me.  To free your friend from his contract, you must replace his soul with yours.”

Doc took the vial from Luke and studied it.  Rusty appeared in the doorway as he did so, growling at the cage Luke was standing in.  He then looked at his master and whimpered.  Doc held up a hand, indicating to Rusty to stay, then removed the stopper from the tube.

“That’s it,” Luke said in anticipation.  “Now, hold it to your open mouth for a moment, same as Grizzly did.”

As Doc did as instructed, Rusty bounded in and jumped on him, the large dog knocking him to the floor.  Doc held onto the container to keep it from breaking while trying to get Rusty off him.  But the big dog tried to bite the glass tube, clamping on Doc’s hand.  Rusty slobbered all over the vial, yelping and panting.

“Dang it, Rusty!” he shouted.

Doc wrenched free and quickly put the vial to his lips, opening his mouth.  Rusty immediately stopped fighting and retreated to the doorway, his tail between his legs.  Doc put the gold stopper back on the tube, pulled himself upright, and handed it to Luke.

“There, it’s done,” he said, shakily.  “Will Grizzly live now?”

“Of course, he won’t,” Luke replied.  “The deal is that his soul no longer belongs to me when he dies his natural death.  But yours does now.  An equitable arrangement, don’t you agree?”

Doc nodded as Luke tucked the vial into his boot again.  Then, he heard Mary Ann call out his name from upstairs.  Without another look in Luke’s direction, Doc headed to his room with Rusty following him sheepishly.  Grizzly lay peacefully on his bed, his life gone and his body at rest.  Mary Ann was sobbing.  One of the men who helped carry Grizzly stood by, holding his hat in front of him.  The other man had left to fetch the doctor, whose services were no longer needed.  Only a mortician would be required now.

“May your spirit go where the hunting is good, old friend,” Doc said.

Doc returned to the jail, where he knew what he would find.  Rusty sidled up to him as they stood before the now empty jail cell, Doc stroking his dog’s head with a gentle hand.

“Don’t worry about me, boy.”

2022

Barbara Higgins arrived at the museum in the early morning of a sunny fall day, the forecast for dry weather heading into Halloween.  The Woodside General Store was decorated with pumpkins, various gourds, and assorted ghosts and witches made from traditional materials like straw and burlap.  Barbara loved her job as the museum’s new curator and took special care to maintain the old store in pristine and authentic condition.

She knew the history of the general store and the lives of Robert Tripp, Matthias Parkhurst, and James “Grizzly” Ryder.  Barbara had always felt a special connection to this place, even when growing up nearby in Redwood City.  The only oddity she was aware of about the general store, aside from the strange runes carved into the woodwork of Dr. Tripp’s bedroom, were the reports of people seeing a large dog like an Irish Setter on the premises materialize and disappear like a phantom.  The previous curator said she saw it several times, and it looked like the dog in an old photo on a wall with Dr. Tripp.  The curator told Barbara it was as if the dog was trying to lead her to something in Dr. Tripp’s room.

Barbara thought the tale amusing but did not think much of it.  From her experience, people imagined all sorts of crazy things.  It was all in the power of suggestion.  In the three months she had held this job, Barbara had not encountered anything unusual - supernatural or otherwise.  That made it all the more shocking when Barbara turned around after arranging some publicity materials on the store’s counter to face a sizeable mahogany-colored dog staring up at her.  The front door of the general store was closed, and Barbara had already walked through the other sections of the building.  This canine appeared out of nowhere.

“Where the hell did you come from?” she gasped, looking at the animal, which appeared very solid and corporeal.  There was nothing ghostlike about him.

The dog looked up at Barbara, his tongue lolling.  He then walked to the middle of the store and turned in a circle before bounding back to Barbara and nudging her.  She reached down and could feel the wetness of his nose on her skin.  The dog then walked toward the staircase leading up to Doc’s office and bedroom, looking back to see if Barbara was following him.  Curiously, she did so, looking in on Dr. Tripp’s old workspace that was roped off.  Museum visitors could gaze across the velvet rope at his old desk, dentist chair, and iron stove.  Everything looked like it might have looked 150 years ago.


Barbara then proceeded to the bedroom next door, also roped off.  The dog, a big Irish Setter by the looks of it, had ducked under the red velvet rope and stepped up to a tall bookcase.  It reared up on its hind legs and started pawing at a book on the third shelf.  Barbara unclasped the rope and approached the bookshelf, pulling out the book the dog had been scratching at, an old and perhaps original copy of A Tale of Two Cities by Charles Dickens.  She flipped through the book when she found it.  In the middle, someone had cut a compartment into the pages.  Inside was an envelope and a glass tube with a gold stopper.  The container appeared to be empty but emitted a soft glow.


“What have we here?” Barbara turned to where the dog stood before the bookshelf as it looked expectantly at her.

Barbara brought the book and its contents to Dr. Tripp’s desk in his office next door.  She then sat in the old leather chair and removed the envelope’s contents, a set of old, handwritten papers.  Starting from the beginning, she read through them curiously at first and then with her heart racing.  The account was unbelievable, describing Grizzly Ryder’s story in detail, the prisoner in the jail, and Ryder’s death, as well as Dr. Tripp’s deal with this mysterious figure calling himself Luke.  But it was a handful of entries further on that caught Barbara’s attention the most.

March 1, 1873

My good friend and loyal companion, Rusty, died today.  I’m going to bury him by the oak tree in the back.  He loved sitting in that tree’s shade on a hot day.  Rusty was, in some ways, the best friend I ever had, my guardian and protector.  He tried to stop me from making that deal six years ago.  I will never forget that.

September 5, 1880

Rusty still shows up now and then.  I sometimes wonder what keeps him around.  And my mind keeps going back to that day when Rusty jumped on me at the jail, trying to get that vial out of my hand.  The one that Luke gave me.  I call him Luke, but I know who he really was.  I just don’t like putting it into print.  Rusty was slobbering all over that container.  Did part of him end up inside it?
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