
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	Dedication

	To Ol-Ha-The

	Whose fierce beauty captured my heart and inspired this book.
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Prologue

	Charleston, 1972

	 

	Ten-year-old Camille Avery walked across the attic floor, sneezing and calling for her grandmother’s cat. She knew Solomon was up here somewhere. She had seen him dash into the dusty old room moments ago.

	“So-lo-mon,” she called, trying to keep the annoyance out of her voice. She knew that if the cat sensed the slightest threat in her voice, he wouldn’t come to her. And he must come to her. His life depended upon it. Her father, who sat in the car outside, had warned her that he wouldn’t wait forever. As far as he was concerned, the damned cat deserved to be left behind if it couldn’t cooperate like a decent animal.

	“Ah-chew!”

	Camille rubbed her nose and searched the shadowed corners of the attic, sneezing from the dust that kicked up with every step she took. It was odd to see Grandmother Avery’s attic empty. The huge space under the roof had always been stuffed with trunks and boxes full of family memorabilia. But Grandmother was dead now, the house was going to be put on the market, and all her belongings had been sold at an auction or given away to members of the family. Camille glanced around, thinking about her grandmother’s funeral. She wished she hadn’t seen Grandmother’s face all stiff like that. A creepy feeling stole across the skin on Camille’s shoulders and neck and she wished that her older sisters had come back into the house with her. But neither Marissa nor Christine liked the cat enough to look for him.

	“So—lo—mon. Come here, kitty kitty.”

	If Solomon didn’t show up in a few minutes, he would be doomed to spend the rest of his life in his dead mistress’ empty house. That would really be creepy.

	Camille heard the cat meow. The sound came from the chimney at one end of the attic. Though that part of the attic was bathed in shadow, she walked bravely over to the brick column and inspected the wall behind it. The wall was covered with mildew and cracks and rotting shelves, part of the old section of the house that had been built over two hundred years ago, according to the stories Grandmother Avery had told her. Camille held her breath and looked up, trying to see into the gloom where the wall met the rafters. She could hear the cat meowing, but she couldn’t see him. She sidled closer, straining to locate him.

	Then her foot came down on a loose board, flipping up a small piece of the flooring and scaring her witless. With a yelp, she jumped backward, flushing first with fright and then at her own silly behavior. Something glowed near the tip of her shoe. At first she thought of cat eyes, of Solomon’s green-gold eyes and how they glowed in the dark. But Solomon couldn’t be under the floorboards. He just wouldn’t fit.

	Intrigued, Camille hunkered down, craning her neck to see into the space. There, half hidden by the floorboards was a small chunk of yellow-gold rock, or something that looked like a rock. Could it be gold? A buried treasure? A thousand possibilities sprang to mind as Camille pulled out the rock, ignoring the cobwebs that clung to her hand.

	The rock was attached to a leather thong which she used to hold the necklace up to the faint light in the attic. She knew from her science class at school that the rock wasn’t gold. It was amber, fossilized resin formed thousands of years ago. Awestruck, Camille grasped the chunk of amber in her fist while the leather thong draped over her fingers. The amber was heavy in her palms and smooth, the kind of smoothness that made her want to stroke it. How beautiful it was. How ancient. She could feel its age and its worth. And locked inside the amber, as if floating in the gem, was a black feather.

	Who had hidden the necklace beneath the floor? And when? The necklace might have been there for a few years or a few hundred years. If she hadn’t seen it glowing, she might not have even noticed it. Glowing? She frowned in consternation. How could the amber have glowed? It must have been a trick of light, some kind of reflection. Yet there were no windows near the chimney. A chill bristled the hairs on her neck. Then she felt something soft and warm rub the backs of her legs. Startled, she looked down.

	“Solomon!” she gasped. “You silly cat!” She scooped him up before he could run away again, and then slipped the amber necklace into the pocket of her skirt. She wanted to show her sisters what she had found. They’d never believe it.

	Camille hurried down the stairs and shut the front door behind her. Her father’s Monte Carlo idled in the driveway while her sisters argued about who was going to sit up front with their dad. For a moment Camille watched their senseless endless bickering. Then she decided she wouldn’t tell Marissa and Christine about the necklace after all. They wouldn’t understand. They never understood the things she talked about. And they might laugh. She hated it when they laughed at her.

	


Chapter One

	 

	Crescent Bay, Washington — Nineteen years later

	 

	Camille Avery stood at the crossroad and wondered what madness had compelled her to come to Crescent Bay. She didn’t like to travel, yet here she was—two thousand miles away from her home in Charleston, South Carolina. She had taken a leave of absence from her job and had contracted to illustrate a book on the Nakalt Indians even though she had sold only a few major pieces of her work and still thought of herself as an amateur artist. Madness—that’s what it was. Stark raving early-onset mid-life-crisis madness. Camille clenched her teeth. She was only twenty-nine, her teaching career well on track, her financial future seemingly secure. Why, then, hadn’t it been enough for her? Why this compulsion to escape to the far reaches of the continent?

	Twenty minutes ago, a Greyhound bus had dropped her at the edge of the Nakalt Indian Reservation where her friend Barbara had promised to meet her. But Barbara was nowhere in sight. For twenty minutes Camille had waited alongside the lonely highway without seeing a single sign of life. There was no light, no phone, no evidence of civilization other than the decrepit bus shelter behind her. And night was falling like a shroud upon the trees.

	Impatiently, Camille glanced down the gravel road that bisected the highway and wondered how far she was from the actual town of Crescent Bay. Normally she wouldn’t care if she had to wait a few minutes, but it was getting late and a storm was blowing out of the north, sending frosty gusts and pellets of rain against her face and hands. She was woefully underdressed for such weather.

	A gust of wind blasted her trench coat flat against her legs and whipped her short hair into a platinum flag. She clapped a hand to the side of her head and squinted at her watch. Four-ten. She was out of patience and starting to doubt that anyone would come for her at all. The January afternoon was gloomy and spooky, the forest around her full of swaying cedars and trembling alders. Dead leaves cartwheeled across the deserted highway and impaled themselves on brambles in the ditch. Camille blew on her fists, wondering where Barbara could be. What if she had been confused over her arrival time? Camille had often teased her friend about her absent-minded ways. But could Barbara have forgotten her entirely?

	After another minute, Camille decided to quit waiting and do something productive. She hoisted her heavy suitcases off the ground and set off down the gravel road, singing It Looks Like Rain in Cherry Blossom Lane to keep her mind off the darkening sky and the cutting handles of her bags. As if her song had summoned forth the great God of Precipitation, snow started to blow out of the sky.

	“Ducky,” she muttered under her breath, glaring at the flakes swirling around her. “Just ducky.”

	A half hour later, she saw the first buildings of the reservation—two one-story houses badly in need of paint and a tavern called the Sand Bar. Light poured from the windows of the bar and country western music twanged over the wind. A glowing red R, the neon logo of the Rainier Brewery, hung in a crooked festoon in the window by the door. Camille set her bags down and rolled her aching shoulders as she surveyed the tavern, trying to decide whether or not to go in. She disliked going into restaurants alone, but not half as much as entering a tavern out in the middle of nowhere without a companion. Either she had to stand outdoors and freeze or go in and use the phone to call Barbara. Going in was the lesser of two evils at this point.

	Picking up her bags, Camille trudged to the tavern door, her tired arms and shoulders crying for mercy. She pushed open the door and walked in, and the sour smell of smoke and beer hit her full force. For a moment she just stood there, reeling from the smell and adjusting to the light and noise. Then she noticed all eyes had turned to stare, all male eyes—black and dark brown—as the Nakalt fishermen and sawmill workers surveyed her with suspicion.

	She raised her chin. Because of her hair, she had been the object of stares ever since she could remember. She had hoped the snow might disguise her peculiar white-blond hair, but from the looks directed at her, her hair shone through like a searchlight. Like a light bulb. Like a Q-tip. She had been called all those names and many more. Each cruel label from her childhood still branded her memory.

	“Hey!” A man shouted from the nearby pool table. “Look what the wind blew in!”

	Camille ignored him and stalked to the bar, doing her best to hang onto her bags without bumping anyone.

	A man tipped back his chair, preventing passage, and looked up at her. He smiled. His two upper front teeth were missing, and his hair was shaggy and unkempt. He wore an old plaid shirt, open down the front and a tattered, grimy T-shirt. Camille pulled up straight and stared down at him, frost in her eyes to conceal her fear.

	“Pardon me,” she quipped.

	“In a hurry, Miss?”

	“Yes, as a matter of fact.”

	“Relax. I’ll buy you a drink.”

	“Thanks, some other time perhaps.”

	“Some other time!” his companion elbowed him in the ribs. “Listen to that, would you! Some other time!”

	Camille stared down at the chair blocking her path, hoping the man would recognize her intention to pass, but he just laughed.

	“Ben, leave her alone,” the bartender called, dragging a towel around the bottom of a glass pitcher.

	Camille shot the bartender a glance of gratitude as Ben reluctantly tipped his chair upright, allowing her to pass by. She could still hear him chuckling as she squeezed up to the bar. She felt very much the minority in the roomful of staring Native American men and was glad to put her back to them.

	“Thanks,” she said to the bartender, turning her lips up in a wan smile.

	He didn’t smile back. In fact, he didn’t look her in the eye. Camille felt a twinge of unease.

	“Want a drink?” he asked.

	“No, thanks. Is there a phone I could use?”

	With a nod of his head, he indicated the pay phone on the wall by the restrooms. To get to it, Camille would have to walk the length of the bar, go past the pool table and skirt the juke box, offering herself at close range to every man in the place. But she had no choice. She had to call Barbara. Camille left her bags at the foot of the bar and straightened her shoulders. Then, focusing her eyes on a distant plane, she walked the gauntlet, without actually seeing the face of a single man or making eye contact. Even though there were a few lewd comments and wolf whistles, she didn’t quicken her pace. But by the time she got to the phone and rummaged in her purse for change, her hands were shaking.

	She nearly dropped the quarter before she got it into the round slot and then plugged her free ear with her index finger so she could hear over the din of the music.

	Barbara’s phone rang and rang. Camille clenched her teeth and let it ring nine more times. Where was Barb? She was absolutely going to kill her after this fiasco. Barbara was already late by at least an hour. How long could it possibly take to drive from the cabin to the bus stop? Certainly not this long. She’d just have to take a cab. Camille looked down and couldn’t see a phone book, only the empty black plastic binder.

	Exasperated, she clanged the receiver into the cradle and turned. This time fewer men paid attention to her as she returned to the end of the bar. The bartender glanced at her with a dour look in his bloodshot eyes.

	“Is there a taxi around here?” Camille asked.

	The man next to her snorted in answer.

	“I guess not,” Camille murmured more to herself than anyone else as she turned toward the door, wondering what options she had in this remote place. Other than Barbara, she didn’t know a soul here. She had no map and no idea how far Barbara’s cabin was from the tavern. What was she going to do? A hot wave of panic swept through her, tightening her throat, but she refused to give in to it. She suddenly realized how her teaching position at an exclusive girls school outside Charleston had isolated her. She wasn’t accustomed to dealing with the outside world, public transportation or the lack of it, or groups of men. Living at The Lewis Academy had sheltered her from threatening situations but at the same time had taken a toll on her independence.

	Camille set her jaw. She could handle being thrust back into the world like this. She was capable and logical. As long as she didn’t give in to panic, she’d be fine. Barbara’s absence was a minor inconvenience and nothing more.

	“Car trouble?” the bartender asked.

	Camille turned back to face him. “No. Someone was supposed to meet me at the bus stop and didn’t show up.”

	“Where’re you headed?” the bartender asked.

	“To Barbara Stanton’s. Out on Crescent Bay Drive.”

	“That’d be by the Makinna Lodge,” Ben put in, smiling. “Have a drink and I’ll drive you, lady. I just ain’t ready to leave yet.”

	She forced a polite smile. “Thank you, no.” She bent down to get her bags, worrying that Ben or some other man might make a more insistent offer. “I think I’ll wait for her outside. I’m sure she’ll show up any minute.”

	“I wouldn’t hang around out there, if I was you,” warned the man near her elbow. Camille glanced at him.

	“Things is out there. Things in the dark.” His eyes looked bleary, his speech was slurred. He was half-drunk, hardly a man to take seriously.

	“I’m not afraid of the dark,” Camille answered, sounding braver than she felt.

	“You should be.” The drunk squinted at her and then hunched back over his beer.

	Feeling more uneasy than she had when she entered the tavern, Camille walked to the door. A stocky man with long hair in a ponytail opened it for her, giving her a warning look that silently echoed the comments of the drunk at the bar.

	“Thanks,” she said, and staggered through the small parking lot to the gravel road. She sucked in the clean air and forced herself to hurry, wanting to leave the Sand Bar Tavern as far behind her as possible in case someone decided to follow her and cause trouble.

	She hustled past the two houses and around a bend in the road, stepping into a puddle full of chilled water that soaked her shoe and nylon stocking. Barbara, in her forgetful way, had failed to mention the fact that Camille should have brought a down parka and boots. Frowning, Camille continued, throwing glances over her shoulder to make sure she wasn’t being followed. The road twisted through a grove of cedar which blocked the wind but also blocked the light. Camille could see nothing but black shapes on either side of her. The hairs on the back of her neck rose and she quickened her steps, breathing raggedly with the effort of lugging her bags at a half-run.

	Suddenly, a black shape swooped down at her, cawing so loudly and frightening her so thoroughly that she shrieked and dropped her suitcases, shielding her head with her forearms. The bird swooped again, flapping its huge wings close enough to her face that she felt a draft. Camille lost her grip on her panic and screamed.

	The bird swooped again. Camille caught a glimpse of its body. The bird was at least two feet long, with a wingspan of three feet or more. What kind of bird was it? And why was it attacking her? Screaming, Camille flailed her arms to keep the bird away and stumbled through the grove.

	She broke clear of the cedars, skittered around a bend in the road, and ran headlong into a young man. He grabbed her to keep her from falling backward and then held her away from him, staring at her as if she were crazy.

	“What’s the matter?” he questioned. “What’s going on?”

	“That bird!” Camille sputtered, pointing behind her. “That bird attacked me!”

	“What bird?”

	Camille broke away and whirled to look behind her. No bird was in sight. She couldn’t believe it had vanished so quickly. But there had been a bird. Even though the youth couldn’t see it, she knew it had been there, for she wasn’t the type of person to succumb to wild imaginings. Unable to explain the bird’s disappearance, Camille slowly turned back to the young man, her shoulders drooping.

	“There was a bird in those woods back there,” she insisted. “It flew down at me!”

	“I don’t see any bird.” He craned his neck to look past her.

	“It was there! It was huge!”

	“Well, it’s gone now.”

	Camille glanced at him. He was taller than her by a head, even though he was not more than fifteen or sixteen years old.

	“I heard you screaming,” the youth went on. “I thought someone was being killed or something.”

	“No, it was just that bird—” Camille’s voice trailed off as she ran a hand through her hair, pushing back her bangs, damp from the run and the fright she had experienced. She was shaking and unnerved and trying hard not to let it show.

	“What are you doing out here, anyway?” the youth asked.

	“It’s a long story.” She retied the loose belt of her trench coat. “I was supposed to meet someone, but she never showed. And I was walking to her cabin when that bird attacked me back there.”

	The youth raised his black eyebrows at the mention of the bird again. But he quickly hid his expression of disbelief and blew on his cupped hands. She felt no threat from the shaggy-haired boy. He was taller than she was, but his face was open and innocent, with kind dark eyes.

	“Do you want me to walk you to where you’re going?” he offered, hunching his shoulders inside his jeans jacket. He looked as cold as she felt.

	“Would you?” she smiled in relief.

	“Sure.” He shrugged again. “I’m just killing time out here anyway.”

	“I’m not really sure where my friend’s cabin is, though.”

	“Who’s your friend?”

	“Barbara Stanton. Someone told me her place was near the Makinna Lodge.”

	“Oh, yeah, Barbara’s. You must be her friend from Charleston.”

	“Yes!” She smiled again, relieved to finally meet someone who could help her. “Barbara was supposed to have picked me up at the bus stop, but she didn’t make it.”

	“You walked all the way from the main road?” he asked, incredulous.

	“Yes.”

	“Barbara’s cabin is about four miles from here. But my Uncle Kit can give you a ride.”

	“I’d appreciate it.”

	He smiled.

	“I’m Camille Avery,” she said, offering her hand.

	He took hers, suddenly shy. “I’m Adam Makinna.”

	“Of the Makinna Lodge?”

	“Yeah.”

	“I’m so glad to meet you,” Camille squeezed his hand. “I can’t tell you how much!”

	 

	Adam Makinna took her around another few bends in the road until they came upon the outskirts of a small town dotted with lights. One of the first houses they came to, a brown ranch style home with a bare front yard and a black Jeep Cherokee parked in the driveway, belonged to George Makinna, Adam’s great grandfather. In the deepening dusk, the colors grayed and blended like a murky watercolor. Adam led Camille up the walk and ushered her inside, cautioning her to be quiet.

	Camille stepped into the home, and the warmth from the fireplace met her chilled face like a soothing blanket. She sighed and glanced around, noticing that four old men sat on the floor in front of the fire, their legs folded beneath them, their eyes closed. One of them had both palms raised as he chanted in a monotone and swayed forward and backward. His arms were the emaciated limbs of the truly ancient, more like weathered wood than flesh and bone.

	The interior of the house lay in shadow, with only the light of the fire to illuminate the long room. Camille could see the outline of another man standing to the side of the fireplace on the far wall, his arms crossed, his head at such an angle that Camille was certain he was looking at her, the only one in the room to take notice of her arrival. The even voice of the old man droned on.

	Adam closed the door quietly and held a finger to his lips when Camille turned to ask what was going on. Was she a witness to a Nakalt ritual? Barbara’s manuscript about the Nakalt had mentioned many different ceremonies, some never seen by outsiders or even most members of the tribe. Camille watched in awe, wishing she had a sketch pad. She’d just have to remember the scene so she could draw it later to enclose in the book she was illustrating for Barbara.

	The chant droned on but Camille didn’t mind. She was thankful to be in a warm room. Her feet were blocks of ice, her hands were numb with cold, and the tips of her ears burned. Gradually, she thawed as the chant continued. Then she noticed how warm the amber amulet felt against her skin. Surprised, she put her hand to her chest, wondering what was happening.

	She wore the necklace always, nestled against the gentle slope between her breasts and out of view. It was her personal talisman, and she never showed it to anyone, not even Barbara, afraid that showing it to the world would lessen its magic. But in the nineteen years in which she’d worn the necklace, she’d never felt it grow warm like this. Never once had it caused her fear or surprise—not until she had come to this strange place.

	In a few moments, the amber would be downright hot. What was going on? Surely, she wasn’t imagining the temperature change; if it got any warmer, it would burn her skin. But she couldn’t very well paw at herself to pluck it out of her shirt, not in front of a roomful of strangers. Camille shut her eyes, wondering how hot the amulet would get and how long she could last without asking to be shown the bathroom, all the while ignoring the nagging voice inside her that demanded an explanation for the amulet’s strange heat.

	Not a second too soon, the chanting stopped, and the heat of the amulet tapered off. Camille breathed a sigh of relief, wondering what was happening to her. For a woman who didn’t let her imagination get the better of her, she was certainly having a weird evening—first the huge bird and now the strange behavior of the amber.

	She opened her eyes and was shocked to see the old men scrambling to their feet at the sight of her. One of the men stepped forward, his eyes ablaze with anger.

	“What is the meaning of this?” he demanded. His face was covered with liver spots and wrinkles.

	Camille gaped at him and then realized he had directed the question to Adam, who stood behind her. She stepped aside.

	“I’m sorry, sir, I didn’t—” Adam blurted.

	“You didn’t what, boy!”

	“I didn’t—” Adam looked at Camille and then at the man standing in the shadows across the room, as if searching for the right words. “Hell, I didn’t—”

	“No profanity, Adam Makinna.”

	“Yes, sir.” Adam hung his head.

	The old man surveyed Camille coldly. His lower jaw protruded over his upper, like a bulldog. “You had no right to interrupt our ceremony.”

	“I’m sorry,” Camille said, chagrined. “I didn’t know.”

	“You profane our sacred prayers.”

	Camille felt the color drain from her face. “I had no idea. I’m truly sorry—”

	“Let her be, Charlie,” said the man at the far wall. He sauntered across the floor. “She is obviously contrite.”

	“But this in an outrage!” The old man’s chest heaved with anger. “A woman—a white woman—has witnessed the resurrection prayer!”

	“I know, Charlie. But what can one woman matter? You and Old Man must have chanted that resurrection prayer every night for a hundred years. One off night isn’t going to matter.”

	Camille glanced up at the man speaking such sensible words but couldn’t make out his features in the shadows of the dimly lit room. She caught glimpses as he spoke, of a face comprised of sharp angles, narrow nose and flaring jaw line. But she couldn’t tell how old a man he was, or whether his face reflected the authority she could hear in his deep voice.

	“Don’t be flip with me, Kitsap Makinna,” Charlie retorted. “You may choose not to practice the old ways, but your grandfather and I know better than to anger the Spirits.”

	“Don’t you think the Spirits would countenance an honest mistake?” Kit asked, laying a hand on Charlie’s shoulder and bestowing a smile on him, a smile that Camille was certain could melt a women’s heart in an instant—not the heart of a sensible woman like herself, certainly, but one of those other females easily swayed by masculine charm. Then Kit leveled his gaze upon his nephew. “It was an honest mistake, wasn’t it, Adam?”

	“I was just trying to help Miss Avery. I told her you’d give her a lift, Uncle Kit, that’s all.”

	“I didn’t mean to cause any trouble,” Camille interjected. The dark gaze landed on her then, and she felt herself flush. “I—” Additional excuses died on her lips. Flustered, she broke eye contact, glancing at the old man who had chanted. He stared at the far wall, his black eyes glowing in the darkness beneath heavy lids. Even though she knew he wasn’t looking at her, Camille sensed he was listening intently, tuned to something deep inside her. Camille’s heart felt as if it had stopped beating. She wasn’t wanted here. And she didn’t want to linger another minute.

	“I’ll go,” she said breathlessly, turning. “I’m sorry to have interrupted.” She reached for the handle on the front door and pulled it open.

	“Wait a minute,” Kit called after her.

	Camille fled from the house, Adam at her heels, and Kit striding to catch up as he pulled on his coat.

	“Miss Avery!” he called. His voice was deep and commanding, but Camille ignored him and kept walking toward the town. There were no sidewalks, and she sloshed through mud and standing water without bothering to go around the wet areas. She had to get far away from the house and those ancient listening ears. She had to get to something familiar, a place where she could collapse and regain her composure.

	Kit and Adam caught up with her.

	“Miss Avery—” Kit reached for her arm, but she shook him off.

	“Please leave me alone,” she said, staring straight ahead. “I’ll take care of myself.”

	“Don’t let Charlie get to you.”

	She took a deep breath, battling the urge to break into tears. It wasn’t just Charlie that had got to her, it was everything on the reservation, especially that old man with the emaciated arms and knowing eyes. “Please, I need to be alone!”

	“She needs a ride to Barbara Stanton’s cabin, Uncle Kit,” Adam said. “I told her you’d take her.”

	“Sure. We’re going out there anyway. What do you say, Miss Avery?”

	Camille stopped, weary and worried, but so nervous her jaw was as hard as stone, her teeth painfully clenched together. She crossed her arms over her chest.

	“I don’t want to cause any more trouble.”

	“You’re no trouble,” Adam put in while he cocked his head to see the expression of her lowered face. “It was my fault. I shouldn’t have taken you in there.”

	“An understatement, Adam.” Kit urged Camille to turn around and retrace her steps to his Jeep. Camille pulled away from the hand that cupped her elbow, but he seemed to take little notice of her reaction to his touch. She walked alongside the two Nakalt men, listening more to the rumble of Kit’s voice than to the words he was saying to his nephew.

	“If your father were alive, he’d whip the tar out of you, Adam.”

	“I thought they’d be done with the ritual when I got back.”

	“Well, they weren’t. And you never should have brought a woman into the house, not even if she was Mother Teresa.”

	“But why are you so mad, Uncle Kit? What’s it to you? You don’t believe in all that mumbo jumbo, do you?”

	“Even if I don’t, I still respect the elders. I observe their rules and respect their wishes. You’d be wise to do the same. You’re a Makinna, Adam, a descendent of great chiefs. You must keep that in mind in everything you do.”

	“My dad said those days were over. No one cares about the old chiefs anymore. I know you don’t.”

	“I care, Adam. I just don’t expect an ancient one to turn up and solve everybody’s problems.”

	They reached the car and Kit strode to the other side of the Jeep. Adam let Camille sit up front while he settled into the back. Camille sank into the bucket seat, thankful to be off her feet after nearly two hours of walking and standing, not to mention her long bus ride from Seattle. She sighed and was aware that Kit studied her as he started the car. She closed her eyes and leaned her head against the seat cushion, trying to force the tenseness out of her neck.

	“Don’t you have any belongings?” Kit asked as he backed out of the driveway.

	Camille slowly opened her eyes as the realization struck her. She had forgotten all about the suitcases she had dropped in the road during the bird attack. With her luck, someone had probably driven over her bags and ruined her clothes, not to mention her drawing equipment. Where had her mind gone? Since her first step onto the Nakalt Reservation, she had entered a topsy-turvy world over which she had no control. She felt as if someone had blindfolded her, spun her around, and sent her stumbling in the dark. She had never liked the game of Blind Man’s Bluff. And she liked the Nakalt version even less.

	Camille glared out the window. If her clothing and supplies were ruined, she would take it as a sign and go back to Charleston where she belonged.

	 

	 

	


Chapter Two

	“Come on, Doc,” Donald Two Hand complained, leaning on his shovel. “We’re not going to find the gold in the dark. Let’s call it a day and get out of here.”

	Oscar Duarte straightened, took off his hat, and wiped his forehead with the sleeve of his coat. Was it that late? He glanced out to sea where the Strait of Juan de Fuca met the Pacific Ocean. A faint sheen still showed at the horizon, but a purple curtain slowly sank upon the band of light, and a cold wind blew out of the north around the edge of Vancouver Island, heralding a wicked storm. Oscar was afraid of water, especially the sea, and didn’t relish crossing back to the mainland during a squall. But surely, another half-hour of digging wouldn’t hurt.

	Oscar looked back at the Nakalt man leaning on the shovel at the other side of the pit. Two-Hand was a stout man with an incredible set of shoulders, the kind of man who was so obviously capable of defending himself that no one ever challenged him. But no matter how many times Oscar tried to convince Two Hand that he needn’t fear the Island of the Dead, he was never successful in keeping the man here after nightfall. Sometimes he wondered if Two Hand used superstition as a way to dodge the labor of digging all these holes. As far as Oscar was concerned, the Nakalt were a good-for-nothing, misdirected people with a real lack of a decent work ethic. He wouldn’t be surprised if Two Hand were only pretending to be frightened of the spirits rumored to haunt this place. Oscar had never seen anything strange or unusual in all the weeks he had spent on the island looking for buried treasure.

	His only real fear was to be discovered again by a Nakalt who was not as easily bought as Two Hand had been. That fool David Makinna had almost ruined everything and had taken up much valuable time.

	At the rate they were going, they’d never find the gold, especially not with the way Two Hand worked. But Oscar didn’t dare trust anyone else to help dig. Gold was a powerful presence, much more dangerous than any of Two Hand’s restless spirits. Gold could induce a man to do things he normally wouldn’t dream of doing, Oscar knew that well enough. And he hadn’t come this far for nothing. Oscar replaced his hat on his thinning brown hair.

	“A few more shovelfuls, Two Hand. I feel lucky.”

	“Oh yeah?” Donald retorted. “I keep telling you, Doc. There’s only one kind of luck around here—bad luck.”

	“Look,” Oscar waved an arc in the air with his left hand and then his right. “No spirits on the left, no spirits on the right. I don’t see a thing.”

	“Don’t talk like that.” Donald nervously glanced over his shoulder. “Besides, some spirits you can’t see.”

	“Oh? Which ones?”

	“The dead.” He dropped his shovel. “Come on, Doc. Let’s go. I’m serious. Besides, there’s a storm coming and we don’t want to get caught in it.”

	Oscar looked at his watch. “Listen, Two Hand. It’s only seven-thirty. We could work for another half-hour.”

	“No way, man. Not this guy.” Donald backed away and reached down for the coat he had tossed on a clump of dried grass. “It’s getting too dark.”

	“You’re a coward, Two Hand.”

	“Oh yeah?” He jabbed his arms into the sleeves of his jacket. “Well, I’m not a dried-up old fish like you, Duarte. I’ve got some years ahead of me. And I plan to live to enjoy them.”

	“If we don’t find this gold, my good fellow, neither of us is going to enjoy the remainder of our lives, be they short or long.”

	Oscar scooped another shovelful of dirt out of the hole, ignoring the shooting pains in his back as he tossed the dirt aside. Two Hand paced the edge of the hole, anxious to leave. Oscar threw another load to the side and another.

	“For God’s sake, Doc. Give it up!” Two Hand bounced in agitation. “Something’s going on. Look at the ground!” He pointed to a spot ten feet behind Oscar.

	Oscar turned and glanced down, watching the sod tremble and part slightly to expose fresh sandy loam.

	“Spirits, Doc!”

	Oscar chuckled. “Moles, you idiot!”

	Oscar could tell that his explanation hadn’t sunk in by the way Two Hand watched the ground with fear in his eyes. Exasperated, he tossed his shovel into the pit. Another half-hour wasted. Another day and still no sign of the gold he knew was buried somewhere on this island. More time lost because of a superstitious fool. An idiotic superstitious fool.

	“Come on, Doc!” Two Hand turned and dashed toward the beach, stumbling in his haste to get off the island.

	Oscar followed at a stately pace, unafraid and unwilling to rush. Besides, each day of digging wore him out and made every muscle—every bone—in his body ache all night. He wasn’t a young man. He was sixty-seven years old, his days of excavating long since passed. He was surviving these weeks on a diet of pain killers and little else. But it would all be worth the trouble. Once he found the Spanish gold buried on the island, his suffering would be forgotten. And he was going to find the gold, even if it killed him.

	Mak-ee-nah felt the bone-crushing weight again, on his back, his shoulders, his head and limbs. The weight was so heavy he could barely take a breath. What had happened? Where was he? Back in his body again? After two hundred years trapped as a bird-spirit and spending his days and nights as a raven, he had entered his human body again. Why? His human body lay crushed under a layer of mud, buried forever atop five chests of Spanish doubloons. What good would it do him to become a man again only to die in the earth?

	Mak-ee-nah gasped for breath in the close space. Perhaps it was his time to die. Perhaps it was time for him to ascend to the Land Above at last. Yet in two hundred years, nothing had changed. He hadn’t redeemed himself for his lack of judgment in trusting the Spanish sea captain. His warriors hadn’t avenged the slaughter of the Nakalt people at the hands of the Spanish sailors. Why should he be admitted to the Land Above now? He had promised his people he would return to them. He had promised to take care of them. But he had made the mistake of trusting Juan Carlos del Cordega just as he had trusted the British. The British had taken him around the world as a visiting dignitary, touting him as a Native American nobleman and showing him every courtesy and every court. The Spanish, on the other hand, had stripped him of his finest clothes, taken his valuables, bludgeoned him, and left him for dead.

	But he hadn’t died. He had been buried alive by a mud slide, and by some grand scheme of the all-knowing, all-seeing Ah-welth, he had been transformed into a raven-spirit and trapped on Earth as a bird for eternity. Or so he had thought.

	Mak-ee-nah scrabbled at the mud with his fingers. He had been reaching up when the mud slide entombed him two hundred years ago. If he could only dig his way out, clear a space for air, he might not perish. His appetite for life was keen, his raven totem strong. He would not give up and die without trying to help himself. He breathed, trying not to panic, scraping with his nails, moving his head in the wet earth in an effort to make more room for his face. The idea of dying like this, drowning in the earth, seized him with terror.

	Then he heard the howls. Even in his tomb below the surface, he could hear the howling coming closer. He could hear the tempo of pounding feet on the turf, the snarling and panting. The wolf-people had come to the island!

	Mak-ee-nah closed his eyes. “O, my brothers,” he murmured. “Come to me. Help me, my brothers, my warriors.”

	He could hear them above his head, sniffing at the earth, padding in smaller and smaller circles.

	“Dig in the earth, my brothers,” Mak-ee-nah called, his breath hot and stifling. The mud felt cool on his cheek as he leaned against the clammy soil, suddenly light-headed.

	“Help me from this grave,” he gasped. He tried to scrape with his fingers, but his hands felt heavy, his mind lethargic.

	Then he heard the wolves above him, growling and digging. He tried to hang on, to endure the weight on his chest, clinging to the slender hope that the wolves would reach him in time.

	“Dig, my brothers,” he murmured, closing his eyes. Ah-welth had chosen this time to resurrect him. This was his chance to redeem himself. He saw that clearly now. And in redeeming himself, he might help his brothers find their own redemption as well. Al-welth had chosen him and only him to return to his human form. But his warriors, the ten valiant men who had died defending their families, had remained wolf-people. He would not fail them this time.

	 

	Camille’s suitcases were found intact along the road. She didn’t know whether to be relieved or not because at this point, she was uncertain about staying on the reservation. But Kitsap Makinna threw her bags into the back of his Jeep, and took off toward the cabin, unaware of her reluctance to continue the journey.

	They pulled to a stop in front of Barbara’s cabin, and before Kit had even cut the engine, Camille jumped out, anxious to find out what had kept Barbara from meeting her. Seeing the dark cabin ahead, she felt unease curl in the pit of her stomach. Barbara was the type of person who put a candle in the window for visitors, had their favorite cake in the oven, or a special handmade gift waiting on the table. It wasn’t like Barbara to await a visitor without leaving the outside light shining as a welcoming beacon. Wherever Barbara was, she was not at home.

	Pulling her trench coat tightly around her, Camille walked quickly to the front door, her wet shoes and stockings chafing her insteps. She ignored the pain. Behind her the other two doors of the Jeep slammed shut, the sound muffled by the wind. By the time they had driven through town, past the imposing Makinna Lodge, and out to the bluff above the Straits of Juan de Fuca, the gale had picked up, blowing branches down and buffeting the Jeep. Now on the very edge of the bluff, the wind blew even harder. Camille approached the door and stopped in her tracks.

	The front door of the cabin was ajar.

	“What’s wrong?” Kit asked, coming up behind her.

	“The door’s open.” Cautiously, she poked her head into the cabin and felt the wall for a light switch. She found it on the left, but when she flicked up the switch, nothing happened.

	“The lights are out,” she said over her shoulder. She was suddenly grateful that Kit and Adam had insisted upon accompanying her to the door instead of merely dropping her off at the driveway.

	“The storm must have knocked out the power,” Kit replied. “Adam, run back and get the flashlight out of the glove box, would you?”

	“Sure, Uncle Kit.” Adam loped back to the Jeep.

	“We have power outages all the time out here,” Kit explained, but his reassuring words had a hollow ring to them. “Why don’t you let me go in first, Miss Avery.”

	Before she could protest his taking charge, she was brushed aside as Kit stepped into the cabin. She heard his sharp intake of breath and followed.

	“Someone has broken in,” he said, just as Adam ran up with the flashlight.

	“Jesus!” Adam exclaimed, flashing the light around the one-room cabin. The room was a jumble of papers, broken dishes, upside down drawers, tossed pillows, tilted couch cushions, and mounds of clothes torn out of chests and taken off hangers.

	Camille gasped in dismay.

	“Adam, give me the light,” Kit said quietly. He trained it on the nearest heap of debris and inspected it. Then, while Camille and Adam stood near the door, Kit slowly made his way around the room, poking into piles and shining the beam of light into each dark corner and cupboard. Camille watched his broad-shouldered figure pass around the room while she ground her teeth, devastated by a deep burn of violation. Why would someone do this? And what had happened to Barbara?

	Kit returned to her side, shaking his head. “No sign of your friend, Miss Avery.”

	“Thanks,” Camille replied, distracted by another rush of panic. She stumbled to the couch near the cold fireplace and picked up a cushion. Keeping her hands busy would let her think, enable her to take the next step toward composure and put this disaster in logical order. Surely there must be a reasonable explanation for all of this. Had the thief been looking for something? What could Barbara have had that was worth stealing?

	She slid the cushion in place. What if something bad had happened to Barbara? Barbara was the single person in the world whom she considered family, the only person she shared the kind of friendship that never grew stale, never got estranged, never faded with time. She and Barbara went all the way back to the first days of college, when they had come together from two opposite poles, opposite worlds, and opposite philosophies. Yet their differences had forged a friendship that had spanned over ten years and still remained strong. Her relationship with her own sisters had never been as deep and sustaining as her friendship with Barbara Stanton, an absent-minded anthropologist who foreswore anything that wasn’t purple, a woman who could name every civilization that had existed on earth yet who could not remember her own phone number, a person who could weave wonders with the written word but who alienated most people with her eccentric mannerisms, and one of the most creative intellects Camille had ever encountered.

	“Miss Avery!”

	She jerked to attention, realizing that Kit Makinna had called her name more than once. She snapped out of her memories, forcing herself to return to the rational manner which was her trademark.

	“Yes?”

	“Don’t move anything else. The police will want to see the place untouched.”

	“You’re right, they will.” Camille glanced around the room, dismayed. She should have thought of that first. Where was her mind? Her failure to think logically upset her, made the panic rise in her throat. If she didn’t start sorting things out in her mind and formulate a plan of action, she was going to dissemble into a blubbering mess. Once logic fled, she had nothing to go on—never having been one to trust instincts or hunches—and she would have a panic attack to end all panic attacks. Already she could feel the familiar tightening in her chest.

	“It’s all right, Miss Avery.” Kit put his hand on her shoulder, just as he had touched Charlie after the resurrection ceremony, as if laying hands upon her would calm her, too. His hand was slender and tan, and his touch light but reassuring, rather like the way a priest might comfort a frightened member of his flock. Little did he know that his touch caused the flutter in her chest to flare up, not fade. Did he touch everyone he encountered in this manner? Well, she didn’t like it. She had never liked being touched by people she hardly knew and thought of it as an unwelcome invasion of her personal space.

	Camille remained stiff, quickly looking away in case he tried his slow, melting smile upon her as well. Such displays were lost on rational people who could see through polite ministrations for the shams they were. She stepped away from his hand, determined to work through her panic without his help. She didn’t need the shallow comfort of a stranger.

	For a moment she felt his scrutiny and knew without seeing his face that his manner toward her had chilled considerably. She hadn’t meant to offend him, but then again, he shouldn’t have been so forward. She held out her hand for the flashlight.

	“May I?” She laced her words with business-like crispness. He gave her the light and then folded his arms over his chest.

	“I should call the police right now and report Barbara’s disappearance.” She glanced around. “The phone must be here somewhere.”

	Adam stepped forward. “Why don’t you come back to the lodge with us, Miss Avery? You can call from there.”

	“I couldn’t, Adam. You’ve gone above and beyond the call of duty for me as it is.”

	“But you can’t stay here.”

	“Adam’s right,” Kit’s terse voice came out of the darkness. “Whoever did this might come back.”

	“Did Barbara have enemies on the reservation?” Camille asked, still hesitant to look at Kit’s face, not that she could see much of it in the darkness.

	“I didn’t know her. I just arrived here myself. Do you know, Adam?”

	“Only Old Man.”

	“Who’s Old Man?” Camille asked.

	“My grandfather,” Kit explained. “George Makinna.” He turned to Adam. “Why did Old Man dislike Barbara Stanton?”

	“The usual. She was an outsider.”

	“Ah.” Kit apparently understood. Camille didn’t, but she was too distracted to ask.

	“Well?” Adam inquired. “Are you coming back to the lodge with us?”

	“I suppose it’s the sensible thing to do at this point,” Camille replied. “But I don’t want to put you out.”

	“You won’t,” Adam took her arm, much like his uncle had done earlier that evening, only his touch was hesitant, as if he had never tried it before and wasn’t certain if Camille would comply. At least the hesitancy proved it was an honest gesture. “We insist. Don’t we, Uncle Kit?”

	“The lady seems to know her own mind. Let her decide.” Kit walked to the door of the cabin.

	Camille scowled. She had certainly set him off. And she didn’t want to make it any worse by drawing away from Adam or refusing his help, not after he had been so obliging to her.

	“Okay, Adam. I’ll take you up on the offer. But I want to look around outside first.”

	She led the way out of the cabin to where Kit stood on the flagstones, his arms once again folded over his chest.

	“Coming?” he inquired.

	“I’m going to take a pass around the cabin first.”

	“Have at it then,” he waved the air with a flip of his right hand, “Miss Avery.”

	The hissing sound Kit made when he said her name sent Camille stomping away in disgust. She’d deal with his bruised male ego some other time. Right now she had to concentrate on Barbara.

	Later when they drove up to the lodge, they found the power was out there, too. Kit pulled up in back and set the brake as Camille hopped out. She could hear the sea from the small parking lot in back, but couldn’t see the water, as the lodge was set above the beach and surrounded by twisting madrona trees.

	Kit unlocked the door and held it for Adam, who carried one of Camille’s bags into the huge great room that served as a lounge area on one end and a lobby on the other. A large golden lab ran up to Kit and Adam, twisting in delight to see them. Then it sniffed Camille and she patted its big head.

	“That’s Sandy,” Adam said with a smile. “Uncle Kit’s dog.”

	“Aren’t you a beauty,” she remarked, stroking the dog’s velvety ears. Sandy yapped playfully and wagged her tail.

	Then Camille strolled into the main room, forgetting her wet clothing as she looked at the cedar ceiling, two stories above, supported by huge round beams. Each corner of the room boasted a post at least three feet wide carved in faces of wolves and ravens, the colors muted because of the low lighting. The wall that housed the six-foot fireplace was decorated with an array of animals and fantasy creatures, in the fashion of the heraldic screens Camille had read about in Barbara’s manuscript. Spare pieces of furniture—mostly cedar benches with scattered cushions in red, white and black and carved chests that served as end tables—surrounded the sunken area before the fire. The room was impressive and peaceful, the first peaceful scene she had encountered that evening. A fire crackled in the grate, and Camille longed to stretch before the hearth and warm her feet. Instead, she turned to Kit and saw him turn away at the same time. Had he been watching her? She felt a strange pricking sensation along the back of her neck.

	At that moment, the phone rang. Kit reached over the reservation counter and grabbed the receiver. Camille listened idly, hoping he wouldn’t be too long. She wished someone would offer her a cup of coffee or some dinner. She was tired, hungry and cold and could use a warm bath.

	Kit’s voice rumbled in the background as Adam walked to the fire and piled on three more logs. She heard the receiver clatter back to its cradle.

	“That was Frank,” Kit said. “There’s trouble with the backup generator at the hatchery. I’ve got to go.”

	Adam trotted across the floor. “That generator is on its last legs, Uncle Kit.”

	“You’ve had trouble with it before?”

	“Yeah. Dad was always tinkering with it.”

	“Maybe you’d better come with me and show me what he did to it.”

	Camille realized they were about to abandon her.

	“Make yourself at home, Miss Avery,” Kit called over his shoulder as he pulled open the door. “We’ll be back as soon as we can.”

	They were gone before she could mouth a single request. She heard the Jeep roar off down the lane behind the lodge. Sighing, Camille locked the door and turned back to the lobby. The dog sat near the registration desk, gazing at her in expectation.

	“I guess it’s you and me, old girl.”

	Sandy thumped her tail and lolled out her tongue. Camille had to smile. The goofy honest dog grin raised her spirits, giving her the impetus she needed to continue her duties of this long night.

	She found the telephone number for the police on a decal stuck to the phone receiver. She punched in the number, looking down at the dog while she waited for someone to answer. A dispatcher informed her that the chief of police and his officers weren’t available at the moment, due to the storm, but promised to have someone call her as soon as possible. Camille hung up. She’d have to stay in the lobby in case the police called back.

	Make herself at home. Sure. She wasn’t the type to wander around the house of a stranger, poking into places she didn’t belong. She wouldn’t want someone doing that in her house. With Sandy at her heels, she explored the perimeter of the room, searching for a candy machine or a beverage dispenser. All she found was a magazine rack and a set of restrooms with worn vinyl floors.

	Camille filled a thin paper cup and took a drink. Water in uncoated paper cups always tasted like pencil shavings to her. She poured the rest out and threw the cup in the trash. Then she washed her hands and glanced at her reflection in the mirror. Even in the dark restroom, she could tell she looked like a wraith, with her hair blown into platinum points. Grimacing, she smoothed down her hair with her comb and then left the restroom.

	Camille walked to the fire. At least she could get warm. She sat down on the bench nearest the fire and pulled off her shoes. She set them on the hearth stones, side by side. Then she put her feet out in front of her, soles toward the flame. She wiggled her toes and leaned back on the cushions. That felt much better. The dog curled up on the floor beside her, giving Camille a sense of security that had escaped her the entire day. She patted Sandy’s head and then closed her eyes.

	Where was Barbara? Camille had looked forward to this visit—her first ever to the Pacific Northwest—and to seeing her best friend. But so far, the trip had been a disaster. Barbara was missing and her cabin had been ransacked. Camille clenched her teeth, trying not to imagine where her dear friend was this night, and prayed she would show up by morning.

	


Chapter Three

	 

	"Miss Avery.”

	Camille stirred at the sound of the dry voice near her ear. She opened one eye and peered up in the direction of the voice. A dark shape, all shoulders and unruly hair, loomed over the bench where she had fallen asleep in front of the fire, and she squinted to see who it was in the dim light of the lodge. A faint odor of cedar mixed with the fresh smell of the sea drifted down toward her, enticing her to breathe in the fragrance of the man. She breathed and lifted her head off the pile of cushions. Then the man shifted, and with the movement, presented his face to the flickering light of the fire.

	Camille stared at him, sleep vanishing in an instant as she looked into the eyes of Kitsap Makinna, into the face of the most handsome man she had ever seen. She had caught glimpses of his features throughout the evening but hadn’t received the full impact of his looks until now, when the firelight danced across his face.

	She’d heard the phrase tall, dark and handsome—and had seen some tall, dark and handsome men—but such a mundane label would never be attached to the man standing over her. His was not the fine-boned prettiness of a male model or the rugged good looks of a quarterback, but a stark beauty that she had never encountered before, as if the fierce spirit of a proud, wary bird of prey—an eagle or a hawk—were trapped in the black-eyed, raven-haired creature standing above her.

	“You plan to sleep here all night?” Kit demanded, breaking the spell.

	She realized with a hot flush of embarrassment that she was gaping at him.

	“No.” Camille struggled to her feet, trying to hide her blushing face from him by brushing out the wrinkles of her coat. She didn’t often let her composure slip like this in the presence of a man and her lapse not only embarrassed her but angered her as well. And Kit, with his curt behavior, did nothing to improve the state of her emotions.

	“I was waiting for the police to call back,” she answered, flashing him a glance as she put on her shoes. “Besides, I didn’t know where I should sleep.”

	“I thought I told you to make yourself at home.” His black eyes glittered at her and his left lid blinked almost imperceptibly, which again reminded her of an eagle.

	And there he went again, telling her what to do. She straightened and pulled her coat around her, trying not to be curt in return. She should be grateful for this man’s help. Instead, she felt a swelling antagonism which increased each time he dictated to her.

	“The bench was perfectly fine,” she quipped, raising her chin.

	Once more he surveyed her, and it was hard to tell if he approved of her appearance or damned her for falling short of some unfathomable Nakalt requirement for the behavior of women. Surely such a handsome man should have the lazy-lidded eyes of a charmer, but Kit’s eyes were hard-edged and dark with intensity as if he would sooner come to blows with someone rather than talk to them. His full upper lip curled slightly on the right side as he appraised her face and her short blond hair. Then his glance slid off her with a slow blink of dismissal. He turned.
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