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L

ight snowflakes drifted down from the gray sky and gently settled on the windshield as Ellen and her friends made their way up the mountain road. Ellen sat in the back seat of a black Lincoln Navigator, her little black dog, Moseby, nestled comfortably in her lap. She already missed her Santa Fe retreat, where the charm of the adobe buildings and the vibrant art scene had made for a delightful few days with her friends.

“I think I left Mo’s food bowl in Santa Fe,” she said suddenly from the back seat.

“You want me to turn back?” Sue asked from behind the wheel. “Or will Moseby survive?”

“He’ll survive.” Ellen scratched her pooch behind the ears. “Won’t you, Moseby-Mo?”

Mo pushed his head against her hand for more scratching.

“Your place in Santa Fe is so beautiful, Ellen,” Tanya praised from the front passenger’s seat as she fiddled with her long, blonde ponytail. “I always forget how much I love it until we’re there again.”

“It’s amazing how much more appeal it has without Suicide Bridge,” Sue teased.

Sue referred to a case they had solved a few years ago involving a murderous ghost and restless spirits behind Ellen’s Santa Fe retreat.

Ellen pushed her ash blonde hair behind her ears. “I’m glad we were able to work a visit into the trip.”

“I felt safer flying into Santa Fe than into Montrose at this time of year,” Tanya added. “You never know how bad the snow’s going to be up here in Colorado—though driving on these icy roads doesn’t seem a whole lot safer.”

“Just don’t look down, and you’ll be fine,” Sue promised with a hint of mischief.

As they drove farther, the road steepened, and the scenery became more dramatic. Towering pines dusted with snow lined the path, giving way to breathtaking views of the surrounding mountains. They were nearing their destination, about a mile east of Telluride, and anticipation filled the car.

“I think that’s it, just up ahead,” Sue said in disbelief, her dark brows disappearing beneath her dark-brown bangs.

“It can’t be.” Tanya covered her mouth.

“I didn’t expect Robin’s ‘log cabin’ to be quite this grand,” Sue added, squinting through the falling snow. “This looks more like a mansion.”

“Definitely more mansion than cabin,” Tanya agreed with a chuckle. “I mean, look at the size of that place!”

Ellen gawked, equally surprised by the size of the structure coming into view. The large, log-constructed home seemed to rise from the mountainside with more glass than logs, a testament to both rustic charm and modern architecture.

As they pulled into the circular driveway—the only part of the landscape not packed with snow—they were greeted by Robin, a woman in her forties with an air of warmth and hospitality, joined by her husband and two kids. The children’s eyes were wide with excitement at the sight of Moseby.

“Welcome! We’re so glad you could make it,” Robin said, her smile bright as she approached the car. “This is my husband, Ken, and our children, Dex and Sophie.”

“Nice to meet you,” Sue said with a friendly wave.

“Thank you for having us.” Ellen stepped out of the car, Moseby jumping down to greet the kids.

With introductions made, the family helped them with their luggage, carrying it just inside the front door, where their own luggage was piled. The children were particularly excited about Moseby, who was more than happy to receive their enthusiastic attention.

“Feel free to pull your car into the garage once we leave,” Ken said, following them inside. “And please don’t worry about shoveling the driveway. I’ll do it again when we come back.”

Ellen knew exactly what Sue was thinking as they exchanged glances. Ken’s last statement about shoveling was entirely unnecessary. Ellen and her friends had done enough shoveling to last a lifetime—though it usually involved either lost treasure or a body.

“This place is incredible,” Tanya said, looking around the spacious interior as they entered. “I love your Christmas tree. It’s beautiful.”

The tree stood at least ten feet high in the open floor plan next to the dining room and the floor-to-ceiling windows. Decorated in blue and white with white crocheted snowflakes, blue glass ornaments, and cheerful lights, the tree was a breathtaking centerpiece for the room.

“Let me give you a tour,” Robin offered. “You’ll see why we fell in love with it—all six thousand square feet.”

As they walked through the residence, Robin pointed out the features of the five-bedroom, six-bathroom modern home, with its hardwood floors, high cedar ceilings, and sleek, chrome pendant lights. Large windows offered stunning views of Telluride’s iconic box canyon and its soaring peaks and cascading waterfalls.

“The house was formed with three horizontal glass pavilions stepped into the mountainside,” Robin explained. “The living areas are on this floor, and the bedrooms are upstairs—all but the master. It’s downstairs with the game room.”

“It’s a split-level?” Ellen asked.

“Yes, with the windows downstairs providing a different vantage point,” Ken explained. “You really do get a 360-degree view of the surrounding area.”

“It’s like living in a postcard,” Sue said, her voice full of awe.

“Or a snow globe,” Ellen chimed in.

Robin smiled. “That’s exactly how we feel. The home is adjacent to open space and National Forest land, so we have unobstructed views all around us. Look east and you’ll see Ingram and Bridal Veil Falls, the longest free-flowing waterfall in Colorado. And, to the south, you can watch the snow sluff off the steep faces of Ballard Mountain.”

“Not to mention the towering aspens and firs,” Tanya pointed out.

“I can’t believe how beautiful it is,” Ellen said, taking in the panoramic views. “No wonder you want to keep it.”

The main floor had no interior walls, and two of the adjacent exterior walls were made of floor-to-ceiling windows. The other two adjacent exterior walls, cut into the mountainside, had no windows. The sleek kitchen with its oak cabinets, stainless steel appliances, and black granite island occupied one wall, and a fireplace and television adorned the other. A long dining table for eight was situated between two living areas—one grouped around the fireplace and another across from the kitchen—with its rectangular chandelier creating a visual separation of the spaces. Ellen followed Robin and her friends to the left of the kitchen, where there was a stairwell at the intersection of the two exterior walls that were cut into the mountainside.

“My uncle lived here his whole life, and my grandparents before him—well, not in this particular structure,” Robin explained as she led the way. “They lived in a much smaller log cabin on this very spot, and my uncle, too, until five years ago, when he razed the cabin and erected this in its place.”

“He did an incredible job,” Tanya observed, looking around in admiration as they reached the game room, complete with a pool table, gym, lounge area, and mounted television. Just outside on an expansive terrace was a hot tub, firepit, and outdoor furniture.

“The primary bedroom is through here.” Ken gestured for them to enter before him.

Unlike the main floor, the basement was divided in half by an interior wall with the game room on one side and the primary suite on the other. The bathtub was perched right next to a wall of windows with glorious views of cascading falls in the distance.

“What a dream,” Ellen said, wondering if she and Brian should think about moving to Colorado.

They followed Robin up the stairs to the top floor, where she showed them an office and four other bedrooms, all with amazing views, even from the bathtubs.

“Feel free to sleep wherever you want,” Ken said. “Our casa is su casa.”

“Gracias,” Tanya said.

As they made their way back to the main floor, Robin said, “When my uncle died six months ago, he left this all to me, having no children of his own. He also left me a note that I’d like you to read.”

Once they were back in the main living area, where the children were playing with Moseby on the sofa, Robin handed a piece of paper to Sue, who read it aloud:

“Dearest Robin, I leave you my legacy and hope you and your family will enjoy it as I have. However, you must recall from your childhood that another presence lives here, too. You might remember nightmares, loud noises, and objects falling. I believed leveling the place and starting over might rid me of the curse, but it remained even after the new construction. If you can’t share this gorgeous piece of heaven with the darker element, then feel free to sell it. It’s yours to do as you wish. Your Loving Uncle, Harold Johnston.”

The room fell silent as they absorbed the note’s contents. 

Ellen finally asked, “How long have you lived here, and what have you experienced?”

Robin and Ken exchanged glances. 

“We moved in four months ago,” Ken began. “The nightmares started immediately. The dreams are always the same. We’re awakened in the dark of night, dragged out of bed, and forced at gunpoint out of the house and up the road in the ice and snow.”

“The kids have them, too,” Robin added, her voice shaking slightly. 

Sue smiled down at the children. “They sound pretty scary.”

Sophie nodded. “They are scary, even when you wake up in your own bed.”

Dex added, “They seem real, too.”

“But you can see why we don’t want to leave,” Ken said. “I’ve never seen a more beautiful place.”

“Likewise,” Sue agreed. “And I’ve seen a lot of beautiful places.”

“We’ll do everything we can to get to the bottom of this,” Ellen promised the family.

“Do you know any other important details about the area’s history, particularly if anyone died in the house?” Tanya asked.

Robin nodded. “The old Smuggler-Union Mine Office and Manager’s House once sat where this house now stands. One of the managers, Arthur Collins, was shot dead here in the early 1900s.”

“That sounds like a good place to start the investigation,” Tanya said. 

“This house sits on the original cellar,” Robin added. “We found a big, plastic tub of my uncle’s down there full of papers that might be useful, but between getting moved in, enrolling the kids in a new school, and dealing with these nightmares, we haven’t had a chance to go through its contents.”

Ellen lifted her brows. “That sounds like another good place to start.”

“We’ll be staying in a hotel in Telluride.” Ken picked up a few suitcases and headed toward the door.

“Call if you have any more questions,” Robin added. “And thanks again for doing this. It means so much to me—to all of us.”

The children said goodbye to Moseby, and then the young family left the three friends to settle in. 

“Is it just me,” Sue began, “or is Ken the most beautiful man we’ve ever seen? I almost introduced myself as Barbie.”

Ellen laughed. “Since I have more pairs of readers these days than shoes, I wasn’t sure if I could trust my eyes. But, yeah, he’s certainly good looking.”

Tanya nodded. “I wanted to ask if he could stay and protect us while the rest of his family went to the hotel.”

“Now that’s the best idea you’ve had in a long while,” Sue chortled.

Suddenly, the row of luggage near the door toppled over with a loud crash.

“This ghost isn’t wasting any time,” Sue said wryly.

Ellen felt a mix of excitement and apprehension. “Looks like we have our work cut out for us.”

“But first we need to see some of the sights,” Tanya insisted.

“I think I’ve already seen the most beautiful sight here,” Sue began, her eyes gleaming, “and his name is Ken!”

Ellen held Moseby in her lap as they drove through the picturesque streets of Telluride. The town was dressed for the holidays, with twinkling lights and festive decorations lining the quaint main street. Light snowflakes fell from the sky, adding a touch of magic to the already enchanting scene. Moseby seemed to sense the festive atmosphere, his little tail wagging excitedly as he peered out the window.

“This place is so dog-friendly,” Ellen remarked, scratching Moseby’s back. “Look at all those people with their dogs. Moseby loves it here, don’t you, boy?”

“It’s adorable,” Sue agreed from the driver’s seat. “And look at those lights! It’s like something out of a storybook.”

Tanya glanced back at Ellen. “I’m surprised to see so many people out on a Monday evening.”

They found a parking spot and made their way to Ghost Town Coffee, a cozy little café that promised warmth and delicious treats. The smell of freshly brewed coffee and baked goods greeted them as they stepped inside, Moseby trotting happily at Ellen’s side on the end of his leash.

“One cappuccino and a red velvet cupcake, please,” Ellen ordered, while Sue and Tanya made their selections. “Oh, and can I have a cup of whipped cream for my pooch?”

Once they had their coffees and an assortment of cupcakes, they settled at a corner table. While Moseby licked happily at his whipped cream, Ellen pulled out her phone and began searching for information about Arthur Collins and the Smuggler-Union Mine.

“Here’s something interesting,” she said, reading aloud. “Although believed to have been shot by a disgruntled union mine worker, the murder of Arthur Collins was never solved.”

Sue leaned in closer. “Do you think that could be the key to our ghost problem?”

“Possibly,” Ellen replied before taking a sip of her cappuccino. 

Tanya swallowed down the last of her cupcake. “We should definitely look into it further.”

After finishing their treats, they made their way to the Telluride Gondola Station. The gondola ride offered stunning views of the snow-covered landscape, and Moseby seemed to enjoy the gentle sway of the cabin as they ascended.

“This is amazing,” Sue said, snapping photos of the box canyon below. “Telluride looks so pretty the way it’s nestled into the canyon.”

“Definitely a highlight of the trip,” Tanya agreed. “Though I doubt our husbands would appreciate it as much.”

Ellen laughed. “Brian would be more interested in the ski slopes, that’s for sure.”

They arrived at Mountain Village, a charming resort town that felt like a European village in that it was pedestrian-focused with narrow, cobbled, meandering paths that moved with the landscape. The buildings, crowded together, were a mix of Tudor cottages, chateaus, and stone buildings. Ellen and her friends wandered through shops and galleries, marveling at the variety of art and crafts on display. Ellen bought stuffed animals for her grandbabies—a moose for Brianna, a bighorn mountain sheep for Mason, and an elk for Travis. She also found a pair of earrings she thought her daughter, Alison, would like.

Stopping at the Tomboy Tavern for a beer and burgers, they discussed their next steps.

“I think the Telluride Historical Museum would be a great place to conduct more research,” Sue suggested.

“Agreed,” Ellen said. “We might find more details about Arthur Collins and why he was shot.”

After finishing their dinner, they took the gondola to Market Plaza to buy groceries before getting back on to Telluride, to visit the Telluride Historical Museum. 

When they stepped inside, they read a placard that explained that they were standing in the restored 1896 miners’ hospital, built by the Western Federation of Miners.

As they browsed the exhibits, Ellen felt a strange sensation, as though someone were standing behind her. She turned quickly, but there was no one there. Shaking off the unsettling feeling, she continued exploring the museum.

“Isn’t this cozy?” Tanya remarked on a replica of a miner’s cabin. “A single room for sleeping, cooking, dining, and washing up.”

“Sounds like they knew how to live it up in luxury,” Ellen said before leading them to the next room.

“Dave and I would have divorced years ago if we didn’t have separate rooms,” Tanya added under her breath.

“You don’t mean that.” Ellen waved her hand dismissively as they entered the next room.

“I didn’t know you had your portrait here,” Sue teased Ellen, pointing to a painting of a naked concubine that once worked in the gambling dens of historic Telluride.

“You caught me,” Ellen said with a chuckle. “That was one of my previous lives.”

“Mine, too,” Sue joked. “Except that I had to pay the men instead of the other way around.”

“And you would have paid handsomely for Ken,” Tanya teased.

“Don’t you know it,” Sue agreed with a flutter of her lashes.

When Ellen reached Tanya’s side, her friend was pointing to a sign that said, “A Medical Curiosity.”

“Listen to this,” Tanya began, “In 1946, Dr. George G. Balderson made history by being the first doctor to remove his own appendix.”

“The first?” Sue repeated. “Does that mean there have been others?”

“That can’t have been easy.” Ellen shuddered, unable to imagine going through such a thing.

Another exhibit showed an x-ray of a miner’s lungs. It was propped up next to a placard discussing miner’s consumption. It reminded Ellen of what they’d learned during their case at the Hoover Dam.

Once again, she felt like someone was immediately behind her, but when she turned, she found nothing but air. Tanya stood across the room reading about the early days of the miners’ hospital.

“Even though it was the union that raised the money to build the hospital,” Tanya started, “from what I’m reading, it sounds like the town had a love-hate relationship with the labor union.”

“Can you believe this?” Ellen pointed to a placard that discussed the decline in mining in Telluride and violent strikes in the early 1900s. Ellen read aloud, “Printed in the Denver Times on March 7, 1902, Adjutant General Gardner said that the recent avalanches battering Alta, Silver Mountain, Marshall Basin, and Bear Creek were God’s vengeance on the organized labor union.”

“Tell us what you really think, General,” Sue said with a click of her tongue.

As they made their way downstairs and outside to the exhibit of mining cars and large equipment, Ellen whispered to her friends, “I kept feeling like someone was standing behind me, but when I turned, no one was there.”

“Same here,” Tanya said. “It was really eerie.”

“Me too,” Sue added. “Looks like our ghost followed us here.”

“Unless it’s different from the one haunting Robin’s house,” Tanya noted.

Ellen nodded. “Let’s get back and start our investigation.”

Chapter Two
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E

llen glanced out the window of Robin’s magnificent house, marveling at the snow-covered peaks of the San Juan Mountains shimmering under the brightness of a full moon. She, Sue, and Tanya were still buzzing with excitement from their shopping and sightseeing, and Moseby, exhausted, was curled on the sofa across from a cozy fire that Ellen had built with logs neatly stacked in a stone shelf that receded into the wall near the hearth.

“Well, ladies, time to draw lots for the master bedroom,” Sue announced, holding up three straws of varying lengths.

Ellen smirked. “Always the organizer, aren’t you, Sue?”

Tanya chuckled. “She still thinks she’s our queen.”

Sue rolled her eyes but smiled. “Just trying to keep things fair. Now, let’s see who gets the royal suite.”

Ellen reached out and grabbed a straw, holding it up. It was short. Tanya went next, and her straw was slightly longer. That left Sue with the longest straw, winning her the coveted master bedroom.

“Ha! Looks like the queen gets her castle,” Ellen teased.

Sue grinned triumphantly. “It seems some things never change.”

Tanya laughed, clapping Sue on the back. “Enjoy your luxury, Your Majesty. We’ll make do with the peasants’ quarters.”

“Like any of us will be missing out,” Sue added with a laugh. “There are no losers in this house.”

“True,” Tanya conceded.

With the sleeping arrangements settled, the trio set about unpacking and setting up their equipment for the night’s investigation. Ellen found herself frequently gazing through the windows at the breathtaking views of the surrounding mountains and studying the gorgeous ornaments on the enormous Christmas tree.

As they moved through the main floor, Ellen couldn’t shake the feeling that she was being watched. She paused near the kitchen, feeling an inexplicable cold spot that seemed to pierce through her sweater. 

“Do you guys feel that?” she asked, rubbing her arms.

Tanya nodded, her brow furrowing. “Yeah, there’s definitely something here. It’s . . . unsettling.”

Sue joined them, holding a digital thermometer. “The temperature just dropped ten degrees in this spot. I think we’re onto something.”

Ellen glanced around, the hairs on the back of her neck standing on end. “Let’s set up the cameras and EMF meters here. This seems to be the hotspot.”

They worked quickly, placing their equipment around the main floor, focusing on the areas where the cold spots were most prominent. Sue poured a circle of salt on the hardwood floor around the dining room table and sprinkled it in all the corners. Ellen sprayed holy water like it was air freshener in all three levels of the home before returning to the main floor. Once everything was in place, they gathered around the dining room table, lighting three candles to guide the spirits toward them.

“Alright, let’s see if we can make contact,” Sue said, her voice steady and calm. “Spirits of the other realm, we come in peace. We mean no harm. We’re here to help. I’m Sue.”

“I’m Ellen.”

“And I’m Tanya.”

“If there’s anyone here with us,” Sue continued, “please give us a sign.”

For a moment, there was only silence, and then, from the kitchen, there was a soft thud. They turned to see a book on a low shelf built into the kitchen island topple over. Ellen’s heart raced, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through her veins as she gripped the gris gris bag around her neck.

Moseby, still curled on the nearby couch, whined.

“Did you see that?” Ellen whispered to her friends.

Sue nodded and addressed the spirits, “Did you push over that book? If so, please knock once for yes and twice for no.”

They waited, holding their breath. After a pause they heard a knock.

“Yes!” Tanya whispered.

At that moment, one of their cat ball devices on the kitchen island began illuminating with brightly colored lights—something that only happened when the device was touched.

The friends exchanged looks of excitement.

Sue cleared her throat. “Are you the ghost of Arthur Collins, the Smuggler-Union mine manager who was shot here in 1902? Please knock once for yes and twice for no.”

After a pause, there were two distinct knocks. Ellen exchanged a puzzled look with Tanya and Sue.

“Okay, not Arthur Collins,” Sue said. “Let’s see if we can get a name. Ellen, grab the Ouija board.”

Ellen retrieved the board from her bag and placed it on the table. The three of them positioned their fingertips lightly on the planchette. After “opening” the board, Sue cleared her throat.

“Is there anyone here who would like to communicate with us?” Sue asked.

The planchette began to move slowly, spelling out S-A-I-N-T.

“Saint?” Tanya frowned. “Are we talking to a saint?”

The planchette moved to “NO,” leaving them even more confused.

“What could ‘saint’ mean then?” Ellen wondered aloud. “Is ‘Saint’ your name?”

The planchette moved to “YES.”

“What’s your last name, Saint?” Sue asked.

When the planchette failed to move again, Ellen felt discouraged.

“We need more information,” Sue said. “Let’s close the board and try the Estes Method. Tanya, are you ready?”

Tanya nodded, putting on a blindfold and slipping the headphones over her ears. The headphones were connected to her spirit box app, which shuffled radio broadcasts, believed to be manipulated by spirits.

“Who are you?” Ellen asked, her voice steady despite the growing tension in the room. 

“Hello,” Tanya said.

“Hello,” Ellen replied. “Can you tell us your name? I’m Ellen.”

“Saint,” Tanya said.

“Your name is Saint?” Sue asked.

Tanya remained silent.

Ellen repeated her question.

Tanya said, “John.”

“Your name is John?” Sue asked.

Tanya gave no reply.

“Why haven’t you moved on?” Ellen asked.

“Protect,” Tanya said. “Family.”

“You’re here to protect the family?” Ellen asked.

“That doesn’t make sense,” Sue whispered. “The family is being terrorized.”

“Unless there is more than one spirit here,” Ellen pointed out.

Tanya’s face remained expressionless beneath the blindfold as she said, “Barney. Collins. Buck. Blame.”

Ellen and Sue exchanged baffled glances.

“Arthur Collins?” Ellen whispered.

“Innocent,” Tanya continued.

Beneath her breath, Sue said, “This spirit has a lot to say.”

Ellen leaned forward, feeling the weight of the words. “Is there more than one spirit present?”

“Yes,” Tanya said immediately. “Help me.”

“Can you tell us who we’re speaking to?” Ellen asked.

“Buck,” Tanya said. Then she added, “Wells.”

Sue took up her phone and looked up Buck Wells.

Then, more forcefully, Tanya said, “He’s guilty!”

Tanya suddenly pulled off the blindfold and headphones, her eyes wide with fear. “The voice sounded so angry.”

Ellen put a comforting hand on Tanya’s shoulder, since she was trembling with fear. “It’s okay. You did great.”

Sue nodded in agreement. “We got a name—Buck Wells. He was the Smuggler-Union mine manager who replaced Arthur Collins after Arthur was shot.”

Ellen and Tanya exchanged looks of surprise.

“Could Wells have shot Collins?” Ellen wondered aloud. “Sounds like he had a motive.”

Just then, all three candles went out, causing the three friends to jump back in their chairs. Moseby came over to Ellen and whined at her feet.

“It’s okay, Moseby-Mo,” she cooed as she lifted him into her lap.

“Why don’t we call it a night,” Sue suggested. “We have a big day ahead of us tomorrow, and I need my beauty sleep.”

“Yes, my queen,” Tanya teased.

The friends turned off their equipment, along with the main floor lights. Robin had said to leave the Christmas tree lights on, and they were even lovelier in the dark. Ellen took Moseby outside to pee once more before returning inside and locking the door. As she made her way upstairs with Moseby, Ellen couldn’t shake the feeling that they were being watched. She glanced back one last time before heading into her room, the shadows of the house seeming to move just beyond her line of sight.

As Ellen lay in what she believed was Sophie’s bed with her face washed, her teeth brushed, and her clothes changed, she replayed the events of the evening in her mind. The cold spots, the knocks, the strange words from the Estes Method—they all pointed to something unsettled in the house. After a brief phone call with Brian, she plugged in her phone to its charger and settled under the covers. She hoped that tomorrow would bring more answers, but, for now, she tried to find comfort in the familiar feeling of Moseby curled beside her on the bed.

Sleep came slowly, her mind a whirl of possibilities and unanswered questions. But one thing was certain: they were not alone in this house, and whatever was here had a story to tell. Ellen was determined to uncover it, no matter what it took.

A harsh light shone on Ellen’s face, piercing the darkness and her dreams. A gruff voice shattered the silence. “Get up! Get out of bed!”

Terrified, Ellen bolted upright, her heart pounding in her chest. She grabbed Moseby, clutching him to her as she tried to make sense of the situation. Standing in her room were three armed men, their faces shadowed by the glare of their flashlights. As she climbed from her bed, her knees almost buckled beneath her.

“What do you want? Take anything, but please don’t hurt me and my friends,” she pleaded, her voice wavering.

“Stop talking and start walking,” one of the men barked, pointing his gun at her.

Ellen, shaking from head to toe, obeyed, clutching Moseby more closely. She made her way downstairs, where she saw Sue and Tanya held at gunpoint by two other men. The sight of her friends in such peril filled her with a desperate fear.

All three women were forced outside into the icy cold, their bare feet sinking into the snow. The biting chill of the snow and ice beneath Ellen’s feet felt like walking on sharp needles, but there was no relief to be found. Snow was everywhere, relentless and unforgiving.

“Where are you taking us?” Ellen asked, her voice barely more than a whisper.

“Just keep walking,” one of the armed men insisted.

They were made to march up a steep incline along the side of the mountain. The drop below was so abrupt that Ellen feared she could slip and fall into the abyss. Holding Moseby more tightly against her, she clung to the side of the mountain, her friends sobbing behind her.

As afraid as she was for her own well-being, Ellen’s heart ached for Sue, who found it difficult to hike with her bad knees and feet. How would she make the treacherous hike without falling to her death? Ellen’s own knee was stiff, causing her to limp.

“Please?” Ellen begged the men behind them. “What is the meaning of this?”

“Shut your trap and keep walking,” one of the men growled.

The trail opened up to an icy wooden bridge, perilously suspended over a deep chasm. 

“Go on,” the man ordered. “Leave and don’t come back.”

Another of the armed men added, “If we see you around here again, we’ll shoot first and ask questions later.”

Ellen and her friends gingerly crossed the icy bridge. Her feet had become so numb that Ellen could no longer feel them. Suddenly, a gunshot rang out, and Ellen and her friends jumped in fright. Sue slipped on the ice and tumbled over the side.

“Sue!” Ellen cried, hysterically sobbing now. “No!”

She and Tanya clung to one another as tears streamed down their faces.

“Why’d you shoot, you dumb-ass?” one of the men grumbled.

“The big elephant is about to slide!” another of the men shouted. “Let’s get out of here!”

Suddenly, the mountain quaked, and a roar like a train echoed through the peaks. Ellen noticed a mound of white snow sliding down the mountain directly headed for her and Tanya. With a gasp, she woke up just as the snow was enveloping her, finding herself in bed with Moseby, safe in Robin’s house. She was gasping for air and shaking uncontrollably.

Realizing it had been a nightmare, she wondered how on earth Robin and her family had endured such terrifying dreams for four months. It had seemed so real.

“I’ll be right back,” she whispered to Moseby before heading downstairs for a drink of water. After filling a glass at the kitchen sink and taking several gulps, she felt the hair on the back of her neck rise as a chill swept up her spine.

She turned to see two shadowy figures locked in hand-to-hand combat before the hearth, their outlines barely visible in front of the dying embers now nothing more than an orange glow. Ellen covered her mouth, unable to breathe, as she watched in silence. Then, the figures fell to the floor and disappeared.

Chapter Three
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E

llen woke Tuesday morning to the aroma of fresh coffee and the soft murmur of voices in the kitchen. She blinked sleepily at the sunlight streaming through the window. The views of snow-covered firs, aspens, pines, and cypresses, along with a cascading waterfall in the distance, took her breath away. What an amazing sight to wake up to. Moseby was curled up beside her, still dozing. She gave him a gentle pat before slipping out of bed.

Wrapping her robe around herself, Ellen padded downstairs with Moseby on her heels. She found Sue and Tanya already seated at the kitchen bar, steaming mugs of coffee in hand and a box of doughnuts between them.

“Morning, Ellen,” Sue greeted with a warm smile. “Sleep well?”
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