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PRESENT DAY - PORT GAMBLE HISTORICAL MUSEUM

The rain pattered against the museum's windows, a gentle backdrop to Margaret Sullivan's practiced speech. At sixty-five, she had been the curator of the Port Gamble Museum for over twenty years and this particular tour, The last of the day, was going as smoothly as the hundreds before it.

"And here we have the original mill ledger from 1858," Margaret said, gesturing to a glass-encased book with faded brown ink. "You can see the careful recording of lumber shipments, primarily to San Francisco during the Gold Rush."

The small group of tourists nodded politely. Most were weekend visitors from Seattle, seeking a quaint day trip to this preserved New England-style town on the Kitsap Peninsula. But one young woman stood apart, her attention fixed not on the ledger but on a sepia photograph of the Walker-Ames house hanging nearby.

Margaret had noticed her from the beginning. Something about her intensity, the way she studied each exhibit as if searching for a specific answer. She was perhaps thirty, with dark hair pulled back in a practical ponytail, wearing a University of Washington sweatshirt and rain jacket.

"That concludes our formal tour," Margaret announced to the group. "The museum will remain open for another hour if you'd like to explore the exhibits at your own pace. Our gift shop offers local history books, handcrafted items and reproductions of historical photographs."

As the tourists dispersed, the young woman approached.

"Ms. Sullivan? I'm Emily Walker. I emailed you last week about research for my book on Pacific Northwest lumber towns."

"Of course, Dr. Walker. I've been looking forward to meeting you." Margaret extended her hand. "Your work on gender roles in company towns was fascinating."

Emily smiled, pleased at the recognition. "Thank you. I'm especially interested in Port Gamble because of its remarkable preservation and..." she hesitated, "...well, because of some family connections. My great-great-grandfather was William Walker."

Margaret's eyebrows rose. "The mill's master mechanic? The Walker-Ames house William Walker?"

"Yes. Though most of the family left the area in the 1920s."

Margaret studied Emily's face, noticing for the first time a certain resemblance to the portraits in the museum's collection. "Well, that certainly adds another dimension to your research. Would you like to sit down in my office? I could make us some tea."

Emily nodded eagerly. "I'd love that."

The curator's office was tucked behind the main gallery, a cozy space filled with books, archival boxes and a small table near the window overlooking the bay. As Margaret prepared Earl Grey in a ceramic teapot decorated with rhododendrons, Emily gazed out at the gray waters of Hood Canal.

"It feels strange to finally be here," Emily said softly. "I've been having dreams about this place for months. Before I even knew I'd be coming."

Margaret set the tea service on the table. "What kind of dreams?"

"Mostly about the bay. And people I've never met but somehow recognize. Sometimes..." Emily hesitated then continued with a self-conscious laugh, "Sometimes I hear voices speaking a language I don't understand."

Instead of the skeptical response Emily clearly expected, Margaret nodded thoughtfully. "It happens to some people who visit. Especially those with connections to the town's past." She poured the tea. "Milk? Sugar?"

"Just milk, please." Emily accepted the cup. "You don't seem surprised."

"Port Gamble has always been a special place. Not just because of its history but because of how that history... lingers." Margaret settled into her chair. "Before we discuss your research, would you like to hear the real story of Port Gamble? The one that doesn't make it into the brochures?"

Emily leaned forward, her academic reserve giving way to genuine curiosity. "Yes. Please."

Margaret nodded, taking a sip of her tea before beginning.

"Port Gamble wasn't always called Port Gamble. Before Europeans arrived, the S'Klallam people knew this place as Teekalet, which means 'brightness of the noonday sun.' They had lived here for thousands of years, fishing the rich waters and gathering food along the shores."

She gestured toward the window. "On a clear day, the way the light reflects off the water and sand creates a dazzling brightness. Hence the name."

"The European discovery of this area came in 1841, when the United States sent an expedition led by Lieutenant Charles Wilkes to chart the Pacific Northwest. Wilkes commanded a squadron of vessels on what became known as the United States Exploring Expedition. Or simply the Wilkes Expedition."

Margaret rose and retrieved a reproduction of an old map from a nearby shelf, spreading it on the table.

"As they surveyed Puget Sound, Wilkes named many geographical features after crew members, officers and American heroes. When his lieutenant's survey party entered what we now call Hood Canal, they came upon a beautiful, sheltered bay."

Her finger traced the outline of the bay on the map.

"Wilkes named it after Navy Lieutenant Robert Gamble, who had been wounded during the War of 1812 while serving aboard the USS President in a battle with the British Royal Navy."

Emily studied the map. "So that's how it became Port Gamble."

"Not immediately," Margaret said, returning to her seat. "That came later. When Wilkes' men first arrived here, they recorded in their journals that they camped near some Suquamish Indians who had received visitors. A party of about fifty S'Klallams who had gathered to gamble for blankets. The games continued throughout the night."

"Interestingly," Margaret continued, "in Wilkes' published account of the expedition, he never explicitly mentions Lieutenant Gamble. Some historians believe the name might have stemmed from this observation of native gambling rather than honoring the lieutenant. It's one of those historical ambiguities we may never fully resolve."

"So when did it officially become Port Gamble?" Emily asked.

"That happened in 1853, when a schooner called the Julius Pringle dropped anchor in these waters. On board were three men who would transform this quiet bay forever: William Talbot, Andrew Pope and Cyrus Walker. They were looking for the perfect location to establish a sawmill that could supply lumber to the booming California Gold Rush towns."

Margaret paused, taking another sip of tea. "Talbot was a sea captain and lumber merchant. Pope was his business partner. With their associates Josiah Keller and Charles Foster, they formed the Puget Mill Company. When they found this protected bay with deep water for ships and endless forests of massive trees, they knew they'd found their ideal spot."

"Initially, they called their settlement Teekalet, adopting the S'Klallam name. But by 1868, the community officially took the name Port Gamble, after the bay that had been named by Wilkes decades earlier."

Emily nodded, taking notes. "And the S'Klallam people who were already living here?"

Margaret's expression turned somber. "Josiah Keller, who arrived later with machinery and supplies, convinced them to relocate across the bay to Point Julia. He offered them free lumber, firewood and what historical records delicately call 'Christmas treats.' It was, of course, a forced relocation dressed up as a negotiation, as happened throughout America's westward expansion."

A silence fell between them as they both contemplated this uncomfortable truth.

"What happened next," Margaret continued finally, "set the stage for Port Gamble's remarkable history. And some say, its haunting. In November 1856, just three years after the mill was established, a fleet of northern canoes entered the bay. The Tlingit warriors from what is now southeastern Alaska had come south on a raiding expedition."

Emily's pen stilled. "The Battle of Port Gamble."

"You know of it?"

"I've read mentions in my research but details are scarce."

Margaret nodded, her gaze distant.

“Most historical records stick to the facts: the USS Massachusetts was dispatched to intervene. Commander Samuel Swartwout tried to negotiate with the Tlingit leaders, offering to tow their canoes back to Victoria. When they refused, he ordered his men to shell their camp. Twenty-seven Tlingit warriors were killed, along with one U.S. Navy sailor. Gustavus Englebrecht, the first American naval casualty in Pacific waters.”

She rose from her chair, moving to a nearby cabinet. From within, she withdrew a small, timeworn leather-bound book, its corners frayed, the spine barely holding.

“But there’s another version of that day’s events. One that never made it into the official histories.” She returned to the table and laid the book down with reverence. “This journal belonged to Eliza Salem, who arrived in Port Gamble in 1855. According to local legend, she was a descendant of one of the accused women from the Salem witch trials.”

As Margaret spoke, the room’s overhead lights flickered once then again. The air seemed to thicken, pressing against Emily’s skin. The steady patter of rain outside fell eerily silent, droplets suspended against the window glass as if time itself had faltered.

Emily’s stomach tightened. “What’s happening?” she whispered, rising from her chair as the room’s temperature plummeted. A thin mist of breath escaped her lips, visible despite the hum of the building’s heating.

Margaret remained seated, unflinching. “The boundary’s thinning,” she said quietly. “It happens now and then... though more often lately. Watch.”

The wall behind Margaret’s desk shimmered, the plaster rippling like the surface of disturbed water. Through it, another room emerged. Not unlike this one. But subtly, impossibly different! The glow of oil lamps replaced electric lights. The furnishings were older, simpler, arranged differently. Seated around a central table were figures in mid-19th century attire.

Emily’s heart pounded. She recognized them instantly from her research: William Walker, Edwin Ames... and between them, a woman whose face mirrored her own so perfectly it made her breath hitch. Emma.

They appeared deep in discussion, though no words carried across the breach. Then, Emma turned, meeting Emily’s gaze across the impossible divide of time. Recognition sparked between them. A thread binding ancestor and descendant both attuned to the town’s restless undercurrent.

And then, as swiftly as it had come, the vision collapsed. The room returned to normal, the storm resuming its pattern against the windows.

Emily sagged against the table’s edge, her knuckles bloodless against the wood.

“Did you... see that?” she managed.

Margaret shook her head gently. “Not in the way you did. Everyone’s moment is different. What you saw was meant for you alone. But the fact it happened at all confirms what I suspected the moment you arrived. These journals have been waiting for you, Dr. Walker.”

Emily stared at her, throat dry. “Is that why you’re telling me this? Because you think I’m open to... ghost stories and half-buried legends?”

“I’m telling you because you’re a serious historian,” Margaret replied evenly. “And because you’ve dreamed of this place before setting foot here. These forgotten accounts explain what makes Port Gamble different. Why it endured when other towns faded. Why it preserved its face and why it keeps calling people like you home.”

Emily hesitated only briefly before nodding. "Yes. I'd like to hear everything."

Margaret smiled, pleased with the answer and began to read from Eliza Salem's account of the events that forever changed Port Gamble. Events that would weave the destinies of the living and the dead into a single, enduring story.

"November 20, 1856. Today. It brought terror to our small settlement and I fear the consequences will echo far beyond the tragic deaths we witnessed..."

[image: 75]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



[image: 75]CHAPTER 1: Timber, Ambition and Greed

[image: ]




July 1853

The fifty-ton schooner Julius Pringle rode the incoming tide into the sheltered bay. Its wooden hull groaning against the swells. William Talbot stood at the bow. The salt spray wetting his auburn beard as his eyes scanned the dense wall of trees that climbed from the shoreline. Towering Douglas firs stretched heavenward, their tops disappearing into the morning mist. Western red cedars and hemlocks filled the spaces between. Creating an impenetrable green tapestry.

"My God," he breathed. "Have you ever seen such timber, Pope?"

Andrew Pope joined him at the rail. His merchant's mind already calculating board feet and profit margins. At thirty-three, Pope was the more practical of the two partners. His thinning hair and wire-rimmed spectacles giving him the appearance of a bank clerk rather than a frontier entrepreneur.

"It's everything we hoped for," Pope agreed, removing his spectacles to wipe away the salt spray. "Better than anything in Maine and twice the size."

Behind them, Cyrus Walker inspected the landing site with a practiced eye. The thirty-nine-year-old Mainer had been running sawmills since he was twenty. He knew precisely what to look for: deep water for ships, a protected anchorage, flat ground for the mill and easy access to timber.

"The bay is perfect," Walker called to them. "Fifteen fathoms deep at low tide, sheltered from storms and that sand spit will make an ideal mill site."

Talbot nodded, satisfaction warming him despite the cool Pacific breeze. After months of searching Puget Sound for the ideal location, they had finally found it. The natural harbor that Lieutenant Wilkes had named for a wounded naval hero would soon become the heart of their lumber empire.

"Lower the boats," he ordered. "I want to inspect the site before the light fades."

As the landing party readied the boats, Talbot gazed at the forested shores, mentally placing the components of what would become the Puget Mill Company. In his mind's eye, he could already see the cookhouse, the bunkhouse, the store and eventually a proper New England village rising from this wilderness. His ship, the Oriental, had already brought enough lumber to construct the temporary facilities they would need while building the new sawmill.

What he did not see – or chose not to acknowledge – were the thin wisps of smoke rising from several locations along the shore, evidence of the S'Klallam people who had called this place home for untold generations.

Chief Chetzemoka of the S'Klallam watched the white men's vessel from the cover of the cedars. Beside him, his brother Loochoman crouched in silence, his face impassive but his eyes alert.

"They come to stay," Chetzemoka said finally, his voice low. "Not just to trade."

Loochoman nodded. "Their anchor is heavy. Their boats bring tools, not trading goods."

For decades, the S'Klallam had traded with white ships – first the English and Spanish then the Boston men. But this was different. These men measured the land with their eyes, studied the trees with hunger in their expressions. The S'Klallam had seen what happened when the white men established their permanent structures at Fort Nisqually to the south and at Victoria across the water.

"What will you do, brother?" Loochoman asked.

Chetzemoka watched as the white men's boats scraped against the pebbly shore. "We will watch. We will learn their intentions."

The two brothers melted back into the forest, invisible among the shadows beneath the ancient trees.

By late afternoon, Talbot and his companions had explored enough of the shoreline to confirm their first impressions. The bay that the S'Klallam called Teekalet was everything they had hoped for – and more.

"We'll put the mill here, on the spit," Talbot said, driving a stick into the sand to mark the spot. "Deep water for the ships, protection from storms and a perfect gradient for the skid road to bring logs down from the hills."

Pope nodded, making notations in his leather-bound journal. "The timber is extraordinary. We could run the mill for fifty years without exhausting the supply within five miles of the shore."

"And the quality," Walker added. "These Douglas firs will yield prime lumber – clear, straight grain, minimal knots. Perfect for the San Francisco market."

The California Gold Rush had created an insatiable demand for lumber. San Francisco and other boom towns needed wood for everything – buildings, wharves, flumes, sidewalks, even streets. The forests of the Oregon Territory held more than enough timber to meet that demand, if only it could be efficiently harvested and shipped.

"We'll start with a simple muley saw," Talbot said, referring to the up-and-down saw that had been the backbone of eastern lumber operations for generations. "Once we're established, we can add circular saws and expand."

Pope calculated figures in his journal, the scratch of his pencil barely audible above the soft lapping of waves on the shore. "If we can cut ten thousand board feet per day, we'll return our investment within a year."

Talbot smiled. "Captain John Keller is already gathering machinery and men in San Francisco. Once we send word, he'll bring everything north on the next available ship."

The partners had left the fourth member of their enterprise – Captain John P. Keller – in San Francisco to acquire the necessary equipment and recruit workers. With Keller's engineering expertise, they were confident the mill could be operational before winter set in.

As the sun began to sink toward the western horizon, the men returned to their boat. Walker paused, feeling the weight of unseen eyes upon him. He turned slowly, scanning the tree line.

"Something wrong?" Pope asked.

Walker shook his head. "Just a feeling. We're not alone here."

Talbot clapped him on the shoulder. "Of course we're not. The natives have villages all along these shores. We'll deal with them fairly, as we've done elsewhere."

The notion of "fair dealing" meant different things to different people, as all three men well knew. But such philosophical concerns could wait. Today was for dreams and plans, for the birth of an enterprise that would transform this quiet bay into a bustling center of commerce.

None of them could have imagined how their actions would bind their descendants to this place – not just through prosperity but through an invisible web of consequences that would stretch across the decades.

"Captain Keller arrived six weeks later," Margaret Sullivan continued, setting Eliza Salem's journal aside for a moment as she refilled Emily's teacup. "He brought the boiler, engine and muley saw, along with the first group of workers."

Emily nodded, completely engrossed in the story. "And the S'Klallam? What happened to them?"

"That's where Eliza Salem's account differs from the official history," Margaret said, reopening the journal. "The company records state that Keller negotiated an agreement with Chief Chetzemoka to relocate the S'Klallam across the bay to Point Julia, offering them lumber for houses, firewood and gifts."

"But Eliza tells a different story?"

"She arrived in Port Gamble – still called Teekalet then – in early 1855, about eighteen months after the mill began operation. By that time, the S'Klallam had already been moved to Point Julia. But according to her journal, the relocation wasn't as amicable as company records suggest."

Margaret adjusted her reading glasses and found her place in the journal. "Eliza writes: 'March 15, 1855 – I spoke today with a S'Klallam woman who sells baskets in the town. Through my limited understanding of the Chinook trading language, I learned that her people did not wish to leave their ancestral village. When they resisted, Keller threatened to summon the American warships. Their homes were dismantled while they watched. The lumber promised to rebuild their houses at Point Julia was of poor quality, milled from rejected logs. So much for Christian charity in this wilderness.'"

Emily's brow furrowed. "That matches patterns I've seen elsewhere during colonization but it's rarely documented so bluntly."

Margaret nodded. "Eliza was unique – educated, independent and unconcerned with social approval. Her outsider status allowed her to record observations others might have self-censored."

"How did she end up in Port Gamble? It seems an unlikely destination for a woman alone in the 1850s."

Margaret smiled. "Ah, that's quite a story. According to her journals, Eliza came west after the death of her parents in Boston. She was twenty-seven, unmarried and held some unconventional ideas about medicine and spirituality – a dangerous combination in New England society. Her cousin George Salem had taken a position as a bookkeeper at the mill and suggested she join him. Port Gamble, like many frontier settlements, was less concerned with a person's past than with their usefulness in the present."

"And what was her role here?"

"Initially, she served as a teacher for the few children in the settlement. Later, she became known for her skills with herbal remedies and midwifery. But her most significant impact came after the events of November 1856 – the Battle of Port Gamble."

Emily leaned forward. "The conflict with the Tlingit raiders."

"Yes," Margaret confirmed. "But what happened during and after that battle would shape Port Gamble's destiny in ways no one could have predicted. And Eliza Salem was one of the few witnesses who understood what was really happening."

Margaret turned the page of the journal. "She begins her account of that day: 'November 20, 1856 – This morning dawned with a strange heaviness in the air. The sky was clear, yet I felt a shadow approaching. When I mentioned this to George at breakfast, he laughed and called it one of my "witch fancies." If only he knew how true his jest would prove by day's end...'"

Back on the schooner Julius Pringle, Talbot stood at the stern, watching the sun set behind the Olympic Mountains. The jagged peaks were bathed in golden light, their snow-capped summits gleaming like beacons above the darkening forests.

"It's decided then?" Pope asked, joining him. "We'll claim this bay for our enterprise?"

Talbot nodded, his expression resolute. "We'll call it Teekalet for now, after the native name. Perhaps someday it will properly be known as Port Gamble."

"And the company?"

"The Puget Mill Company," Talbot said, testing the name on his tongue. "With partners William Talbot, Andrew Pope, Captain John Keller and Charles Foster."

Pope extended his hand. "To our success, then. May this venture bring prosperity to all involved."

As they shook hands, sealing their agreement, neither man could have imagined the price that would be paid for that prosperity – or the shadows that would linger long after they were gone, haunting the town they were about to create.

The Julius Pringle rocked gently in the deepening twilight, its lanterns casting golden reflections across the waters of the bay. Tomorrow, the real work would begin – the transformation of wilderness into industry, of silence into the relentless rhythm of the saw. The ancient forests that had stood for centuries would fall to feed the hungry markets of a growing nation.

And in the shadows of those falling giants, other changes would take root – changes that would bind the living and the dead together in a web of obligation, remembrance and unfinished business that would endure for generations to come.
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1854-1855

Eliza Salem stood at the rail of the steamship Northerner as it approached Teekalet, her gloved hands clutching her woolen shawl against the January chill. After six months at sea. Around the treacherous Horn from Boston to San Francisco. Then north along the coast, the journey was almost complete. The vessel slowed as it entered the sheltered waters of the bay. It gave her time to study what would become her new home.

Smoke billowed from a tall stack rising beside a wooden structure that straddled the shoreline. The noteworthy whine of saws cutting through timber carried across the water, accompanied by shouts from men working the decks of a lumber schooner moored at the wharf. Behind the mill, a cluster of wooden buildings perched on the bluff. Plain, functional structures painted a uniform shade of brown that reminded her of baked beans. Everything about the settlement spoke of utility rather than beauty... of function over form.

Except for the trees. The massive firs and cedars surrounding the clearing took her breath away, their ancient presence lending dignity to the rawness of human enterprise.

"Not much to look at, is it?"

Eliza turned to find a solidly built man with broad shoulders and a neatly trimmed beard studying her reaction. His accent marked him as a fellow New Englander.

"I find it fascinating," she replied, offering her hand. "Eliza Salem of Boston."

"Daniel Jackson," he said, his handshake firm but not overpowering. "Headed to the mill?"

"Yes. My cousin George is the bookkeeper there."

Recognition sparked in his eyes. "George Salem? Good man with figures. I'm the new freight agent for Puget Mill. Handling shipments and soon to be postmaster, if all goes well."

The ship's whistle cut through their conversation, signaling the final approach to the dock. Eliza gathered her belongings. One trunk, one valise and a satchel containing her most precious possessions: a book of herbal remedies passed down through generations of Salem women, a silver amulet that had belonged to her grandmother and letters of introduction to the mill's management.

"If you'll permit me," Jackson said, gesturing toward her trunk.

She nodded her thanks, grateful for the assistance. As a single woman of twenty-seven traveling alone, Eliza had grown accustomed to navigating the delicate balance between independence and practicality during her journey. She had learned when to accept help and when to politely refuse unwanted attention.

Together they disembarked onto the rough-hewn planks of Teekalet's dock. The air smelled of fresh-cut lumber, wood smoke and the brackish tang of tidelands. All underscored by the resinous scent of the surrounding forest. It was a world away from Boston's cobblestones and church spires, yet oddly familiar in its industriousness.

"Eliza!" A lanky man with a high forehead and the same Salem family nose hurried down the dock. "Thank God you've arrived safely."

George Salem embraced his cousin, his relief evident. The six-month gap between letters meant he'd had no confirmation of her departure until now.

"George, this is Mr. Jackson," Eliza said. "He's been kind enough to assist me with my trunk."

The men exchanged nods. "Jackson's our new freight agent," George explained. "Good man to know in Teekalet."

"Much obliged," Jackson said, tipping his hat. "I'll have your trunk delivered to your cousin's quarters, Miss Salem."

As Jackson arranged with a dock worker to transport her belongings, Eliza took her first steps into the settlement that would become her home.

"Welcome to Teekalet," Captain John P. Keller said, extending his hand across the desk. "We're pleased to have someone of your education join our community."

The superintendent's office occupied the second floor of the company store, affording a view of both the mill operations and the bay beyond. At forty-five, Keller carried himself with the confidence of a man accustomed to authority. His beard was flecked with sawdust and his hands bore the calluses of someone who understood the practical aspects of his business.

"Thank you for the opportunity," Eliza replied, conscious of the impropriety of a woman meeting alone with a man in his office. But frontier etiquette, she was learning, differed substantially from Boston's rigid social codes.

"George speaks highly of your capabilities," Keller continued. "We have eleven children of school age in the settlement, with more likely to arrive as workers bring their families. The company will provide a building and basic supplies. Your compensation will be thirty dollars per month, plus room and board until suitable accommodations can be arranged."

The terms were fair, even generous by eastern standards. Eliza inclined her head in acceptance. "When may I begin?"

"Next Monday. That will give you time to settle in and meet the families." Keller shuffled some papers on his desk. "There is one other matter. Your cousin mentioned you have some knowledge of medicines?"

"I have some experience with herbal remedies," she acknowledged cautiously. Such admission had proven dangerous in Massachusetts, where the line between folk healing and witchcraft remained perilously thin in some communities.

"Good. We have no doctor at present. The nearest physician is in Port Townsend, a day's journey away. While the company will arrange for medical care in serious cases, having someone with knowledge of simple treatments would be valuable."

Eliza studied Keller's expression, searching for signs of suspicion or judgment. She found only practical consideration.

"I would be pleased to assist where I can," she said finally. "Though I make no claims to medical expertise."

"Understood." Keller stood, signaling the end of their meeting. "Welcome to Puget Mill Company, Miss Salem."

As she descended the wooden stairs to the store below, Eliza pondered the settlement's pragmatism. Here, her knowledge was an asset rather than a liability, her unmarried status a minor peculiarity rather than a social failing. Perhaps in this raw, new place, she might find the freedom that had eluded her in Boston.

By April 1855, Teekalet had begun to take on the character that would define it for decades to come. Under Cyrus Walker's direct supervision, the mill operated from dawn to dusk, six days a week. The muley saw had been supplemented with more efficient circular saws, increasing production to over 15,000 board feet daily.

Ships arrived weekly to load lumber bound for San Francisco, Honolulu and occasionally more distant ports like Shanghai and Valparaiso.

The growing settlement now boasted forty-seven permanent structures, including the mill, cookhouse, bunkhouse, company store, offices and modest homes for workers with families. Each building followed designs familiar to the New England origins of the company's founders. Steep-roofed, clapboard-sided and painted in subdued colors.

On a mild spring morning, Eliza walked from her small cabin near the school to the company store, her basket over her arm. Two months in Teekalet had established her routine: teaching from eight until two, gathering herbs in the afternoon if weather permitted then preparing remedies and planning lessons in the evening.

The settlement bustled with activity. Mill workers hurried to their shifts, the morning whistle having sounded at 6:20 sharp. Women swept front stoops or hung laundry in the cool morning air. Native women from Point Julia across the bay had set up a small display of baskets and mats near the store, hoping to trade with the settlers.

Eliza paused to examine the baskets, admiring the tight weave and geometric patterns.

"These are beautifully made," she said to the oldest woman, whose weathered face was as intricate as her basketwork. Eliza offered a tentative greeting in Chinook Jargon, the trade language that served as a bridge between native and newcomer.

The woman's eyes brightened at the effort. "Klahowya," she responded. "You teacher?"

Eliza nodded. "Yes. I teach the children." She pointed to the schoolhouse visible on the hill.

The woman selected a small, tightly woven basket from her collection and pressed it into Eliza's hands. "For teacher. Strong like cedar."

Touched by the gesture, Eliza reached into her pocket and withdrew a package of tea and a small jar of honey. Those were luxuries in this settlement. "Mahsie," she said, using the Chinook word for thanks.

Inside the company store, Eliza found Daniel Jackson overseeing the unloading of supplies from the most recent ship. In addition to his duties as freight agent, he had indeed been appointed postmaster, making him the settlement's vital link to the outside world.

"Good morning, Miss Salem," he called, setting down a crate of canned goods. "I was hoping to see you today. There's a letter for you from Boston."

Her heart quickened. News from home was precious, arriving months after events had transpired.

"Thank you, Mr. Jackson," she said, accepting the envelope with its familiar handwriting. Her aunt Constance, her father's sister and the only family member who had supported Eliza's decision to venture west.

"Any word on that order of slates for the school?" she asked, tucking the letter safely into her basket for later reading.

"Expected on next month's supply ship," Jackson replied. "I've also taken the liberty of requesting some additional books for your classroom library."

Eliza smiled, touched by his thoughtfulness. "The children will be delighted. We've nearly worn out the few volumes we have."

Their conversation was interrupted by the arrival of Oliver Kitely, the company's timber foreman. A powerfully built man with a bushy mustache, Kitely spent most of his time in the woods, marking trees for cutting and negotiating access to timber stands.

"Jackson," he said, nodding to the postmaster before tipping his hat to Eliza. "Miss Salem."

"Mr. Kitely," she replied. "I hope you're recovered from your fever?"

Kitely had been one of her first patients in Teekalet, suffering from a persistent cough and fever that had kept him bedridden for three days.

"Right as rain, thanks to your concoction," he confirmed. "Whatever was in that tea did the trick."

She had given him a mixture of wild cherry bark for the cough, willow bark for the fever and mullein to soothe his lungs. A remedy her grandmother had perfected decades earlier.

"Simple herbs, nothing more," she said modestly. "Nature provides what we need, if we know where to look."

Kitely turned his attention to Jackson. "I'll need supplies for a four-day expedition. Captain Keller wants us to survey the stands on the north ridge."

As the men discussed the timber foreman's requirements, Eliza completed her shopping: flour, salt, a small tin of tea and two yards of sturdy cotton fabric for a new apron. The items were recorded in the company ledger against her account, to be settled when she received her monthly wages.

Outside the store, she paused to adjust her shawl against the cool breeze coming off the water. From her vantage point, she could see across the bay to Point Julia, where the relocated S'Klallam had established their new settlement. Smoke rose from several cooking fires and canoes lined the shore. Though less than a mile away, the native village existed in a parallel reality to the bustling mill town. Connected through occasional trade and labor but separate in almost every other respect.

A movement at the edge of the forest caught her eye. A tall figure stood half-hidden among the cedars. A native man whose bearing suggested authority. He seemed to be watching the mill operations with intense concentration. When he noticed Eliza's attention, he held her gaze for a long moment before melting back into the shadows of the ancient trees.

The encounter left her with an inexplicable chill. Something in his expression had communicated both sorrow and resolve, as if he were memorizing the scene before him for some future reckoning.

"I identified him later as Chief Chetzemoka," Margaret explained, pausing in her reading from Eliza's journal. "The S'Klallam leader who had been forced to relocate his people to Point Julia."

Emily nodded, absorbed in the narrative. "And the woman who gave Eliza the basket?"

"Likely one of the tribal elders. The S'Klallam women were known for their basketry skills, using cedar bark, spruce root and grasses to create watertight containers." Margaret smiled. "Eliza kept that basket until her death. It's part of our museum collection now."

She rose and crossed to a glass display case, removing a small, tightly woven basket with a geometric pattern of diamonds and zigzags. "This is believed to be the one mentioned in her journal."

Emily studied the basket with newfound appreciation, imagining the hands that had created it over 170 years earlier. "It's exquisite. The craftsmanship..."

"Indeed," Margaret agreed, carefully returning the artifact to its display. "The S'Klallam were master artisans. Their work was highly valued even then. But what fascinated Eliza most was their spiritual connection to the land and their understanding of the thin boundary between the worlds of the living and the dead."

"Did she write about that?"

Margaret nodded, returning to her chair. "Her journals become increasingly focused on S'Klallam spiritual beliefs as she spent more time with them, particularly after the events of November 1856. But even before that, she was paying attention. Here's an entry from August 1855:

'Today I walked with Kway, the S'Klallam woman who helps with laundry at the cookhouse. When we passed the old cedar stump where several men died in a logging accident last month, she made a gesture I didn't recognize. A warding motion followed by what appeared to be an offering of words. When I inquired, she explained that the spirits of those who die suddenly often remain confused, tied to the place of their death. The gesture was both respect and protection. Unlike our Christian notion of souls departing immediately for judgment, the S'Klallam believe the dead may linger, especially if they have unfinished business or died by violence.'"

Emily considered this. "Did many workers die in accidents?"

"Unfortunately, yes. Logging and milling were incredibly dangerous occupations. Saws, axes, falling trees, machinery without safety guards. Men lost fingers, limbs and lives with disturbing regularity. The first burial in what would become the Buena Vista Cemetery was a worker crushed by a rolling log in 1854."

"And all this was before the battle with the Tlingit," Emily mused.

"Yes." Margaret flipped forward several pages in the journal. "In fact, Eliza's entries become increasingly concerned about tensions in the region during the summer and fall of 1856. She writes of rumors about northern raiders, increased military presence and a general sense of foreboding. By October, the settlement had completed construction of a blockhouse. A fortified structure where residents could shelter in case of attack."

"She seems remarkably perceptive."

Margaret gave Emily a knowing look. "Some would say unusually so. Remember her family connections to Salem? There were whispers, even in Port Gamble, about her 'second sight'. That ability to sense things before they happened. Of course, in the official histories, such mentions are absent. But in her private journals, Eliza occasionally acknowledges experiences that defy common explanation."

"Like what?"

"Dreams that later proved prophetic. Sensations of impending events. And after the Battle of Port Gamble, something more... but we're getting ahead of our story." Margaret turned back to her place in the journal. "Before we reach that fateful November day, there's more to understand about how the town was developing and the people who shaped it."

The summer of 1855 saw Teekalet's transformation accelerate. Under Cyrus Walker's efficient management, production at the mill doubled, requiring additional workers. Ships arrived with increasing frequency, some bringing new employees and their families from Maine, others departing with loads of lumber bound for expanding markets.

Among the newcomers was William Thompson, a ship's carpenter from Portland, Maine, who had decided to put down roots after years at sea. Though barely thirty, Thompson had sailed to five continents and survived two shipwrecks, giving him a worldly perspective rare in the settlement.

"Fine morning, isn't it, Miss Salem?" Thompson called as he passed Eliza on his way to the mill. His weather-beaten face creased into a smile that reached his observant gray eyes.

"Indeed it is, Mr. Thompson," she replied. "How are you finding life ashore?"

"Steady ground has its advantages," he laughed. "Though I miss the horizon sometimes."

Thompson had purchased one of the few private lots available in Teekalet, outside the company's direct ownership. His intention to build a proper home rather than rent company housing had raised eyebrows but Captain Keller had approved the transaction, recognizing the value of skilled craftsmen establishing permanent ties to the settlement.

"I hear you're planning to build soon," Eliza said.

"Breaking ground next week," he confirmed. "A proper New England saltbox, like my grandfather built in Maine. I've been seasoning the timbers these past two months."

Later that day, Eliza saw Thompson in conversation with Cyrus Walker near the mill office. Their discussion appeared animated, with Thompson gesturing toward the bluff overlooking the bay and Walker consulting a map spread between them. Though she couldn't hear their words, their expressions suggested a negotiation of some importance.

That evening, as she gathered herbs along the forest edge, she encountered Thompson again. He was examining a massive cedar, his hand resting on its deeply furrowed bark.

"Planning to harvest this ancient one?" she asked, surprised that such a tree would be marked for cutting so close to the settlement.

Thompson shook his head. "Not this one. I was just... listening to it."

The unexpected response intrigued her. "Listening?"

"My mother was half-Penobscot," he explained, his eyes still on the towering tree. "She taught me that old trees have witnessed much and hold wisdom in their rings."

"And what does this one tell you?"

He turned to her then, his expression serious. "That change comes, whether welcomed or not. That what is built can be unmade. That time flows differently for those who count their lives in centuries rather than years."

The words sent a shiver through Eliza despite the warm evening air.

"You think me strange," Thompson said, noting her reaction.

"Not at all," she assured him. "My grandmother held similar beliefs. She taught me that nature speaks to those willing to listen."

A moment of understanding passed between them. Two outsiders who straddled different worlds, recognizing in each other a shared perspective.

"I've secured the land for my house," Thompson said, changing the subject. "Up on the bluff, with a view of both the bay and the forest. Cyrus Walker approved it this afternoon."

"Congratulations. When will you begin building?"

"As soon as I complete the current shipment of masts. Perhaps a month." He glanced at her basket of herbs. "You gather medicines?"

She nodded, still cautious about revealing too much of her knowledge.

"If you ever need bark from the high branches, I'm handy with climbing," he offered. "My Penobscot relatives knew much about forest medicines. I'd be interested to learn what you've discovered grows here."

The offer of assistance was unexpected but welcome. "Thank you, Mr. Thompson. I may take you up on that."

As they parted ways, Eliza reflected on the encounter. In William Thompson, she sensed a potential ally. Someone whose worldview encompassed possibilities beyond the rigid boundaries of conventional thinking. Such allies would prove invaluable in the months to come, as Teekalet faced challenges that no one, except perhaps Eliza herself, could yet imagine.

By September 1855, the settlement had taken on a more established character. The rough, functional buildings of the first year had been supplemented with more substantial structures. Captain Keller's home on the bluff stood as the grandest residence, befitting his status as superintendent. Smaller but still comfortable homes housed other company officials and skilled workers with families.

Single workers lived in the bunkhouse near the mill, taking their meals in the adjacent cookhouse. The company store had expanded its inventory to include not only necessities but also modest luxuries. Bolts of finer fabrics, books, small items of jewelry and imported foods like coffee, sugar and spices.

On a crisp fall morning, Eliza concluded her lessons at the schoolhouse and dismissed her eleven students for the day. She had grown fond of these children. The sons and daughters of mill workers, ship's captains and the few merchants who had established businesses in the growing community. Despite their diverse backgrounds, they shared the resilience and adaptability common to frontier children.

As she organized her teaching materials, a knock at the schoolhouse door announced Daniel Jackson, the postmaster's familiar figure silhouetted against the afternoon light.

"Miss Salem," he said, removing his hat as he entered. "I hope I'm not interrupting."

"Not at all, Mr. Jackson. The children have just left."

He shifted uncomfortably, as if uncertain how to proceed. "I've come on a somewhat delicate matter. The company is planning to establish a more formal cemetery on the hill. The current burial ground is... inadequate."

Eliza nodded. The makeshift graveyard that had begun with that first accident victim now contained seven markers, a somber reminder of the dangerous work that sustained the settlement.

"Captain Keller suggested you might assist with the planning," Jackson continued. "He values your education and, if you'll forgive my directness, your familiarity with matters others find difficult to discuss."

She understood immediately. Death was a taboo subject in polite society, yet her work with herbal remedies and midwifery had given her a reputation for practical wisdom regarding life's most profound transitions.
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