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 Chapter One

The Great Salt Lake

In the back seat of the rental car—a white Porsche
Taycan—Ellen leaned forward to get a better view of the lake in the
distance, past a long stretch of bright, white salt
flats.

“From the look of things,”
Sue began from behind the wheel, “they might have to stop calling
it the Great Salt
Lake.”

Ellen met Sue’s gaze in the rearview mirror.
Sue’s brown eyes were large despite her full cheeks, and her dark
bangs needed a trim. Sue pushed them up with the backs of her
fingers, making them curl.

Tanya turned, her blonde ponytail brushing
the front passenger’s window, and frowned, worry lines deepening
around her otherwise bright, blue eyes. “I read that the lake has
shrunk to a third of what it was in the eighties. I’m not sure that
building a bed and breakfast on an island here is such a good idea.
Will anyone want to stay in it?”

Ellen combed her fingers through her own
blonde hair—shorter and darker than Tanya’s. “I suppose that’s a
concern for Dr. Jensen. We’ll get paid regardless.”

“Though it’s not really
about the money, is it?” Sue met Ellen’s gaze in the mirror
again.

“Of course not,” Ellen
agreed. It was about so much more than that. Still bothered by
something her son Nolan had said to her in their last telephone
conversation, Ellen sighed.

She snapped out of it when she saw the sign
to Antelope Island. “Oh, follow that sign. Brian said we’ll be able
to see Jensen Island better from there.”

Sue turned the wheel. “Are there antelope on
Antelope Island?”

“As a matter of fact,
there are,” Tanya replied, “along with other wildlife—bison,
bighorn sheep, mule deer, and a variety of birds. The island is
mainly a refuge with primitive camping areas.”

“Oh, goodie,” Sue said
sarcastically.

A flock of seagulls passed them overhead as
they took the land bridge across the Great Salt Lake.

Ellen rolled down her window. “I still can’t
get over how much it smells like the coast. And the seagulls! We’re
nowhere near an ocean. It’s so weird. Moseby would have had a field
day chasing those birds.”

“Do you think he’s
managing without you?” Tanya asked.

Ellen shrugged. “Brian said Mo goes on a
hunger strike when I leave him. I hope he won’t this time.”

“At least he’s not
protesting by pooping in the house,” Sue commented. “That’s what
Lexi’s dogs do.”

“Oh, gosh.” Ellen sniffed
the air. “Speaking of poop, doesn’t the lake smell funky to
you?”

“I thought that was you,”
Sue teased.

Noticing what might be Jensen Island, Ellen
pointed. “Pull over there. I think that’s it.”

Sue stopped on the side of the road and
rolled down the other windows. Ellen and Tanya climbed out. The
early morning breeze was chilly by the water, making seventy
degrees feel more like sixty, but Ellen welcomed the cooler
temperature.

“It’s a lot bigger than I
thought.” Tanya put her binoculars to her face.

Ellen glanced up at her six-foot-tall
friend. “No, that’s Fremont Island. Jensen is just over there,
closer to the mainland, on the north side of Fremont. See it?”

Tanya looked up from the binoculars. “You
mean that tiny dot?”

“According to Brian, it’s
been underwater for over a century. Dr. Jensen invited
archaeologists to study the ruins of an old ranch house and the
remains of a bridge that once joined the island to Promontory
Point.”

“The haunted bridge,
right?” Sue asked from behind the wheel.

“Right.” Ellen pulled her
cream-colored sweater further down over her black leggings.
“Apparently, the re-emergence of the island has brought back a lot
of old legends.”

“Like the monster at the
bottom of the lake?” Sue wondered.

“Among others. Dr. Jensen
thinks it will attract tourists.”

“Hmm.” Tanya gave Ellen a
doubtful glance.

“Wouldn’t it be easier to
see Jensen Island from Fremont Island?” Sue wondered.

“It’s not very
accessible,” Ellen explained. “We’d have to go by boat.”

“Well, the view is a lot
prettier out here,” Sue conceded. “I imagine the view from Jensen
Island is even prettier with the Promontory Mountains in the
backdrop.”

“The colors of the trees
are so vibrant and varied.” Tanya looked up from behind her
binoculars. “Fall is spectacular here.”

“Brian said you can see
Gunnison Bay and Bear River Bay from there, too,” Ellen
added.

Tanya handed Ellen her binoculars. “Want to
have a look? There’s not much to see on Jensen Island. It’s
basically a flat rock.”

Ellen pressed the lenses to her eyes and
focused on the rock that formed less than half a square mile of
flat surface area in the distance. According to Brian, Dr. Jensen’s
ancestors grazed livestock there for nearly a hundred years, until
it was swallowed by the Great Salt Lake. Now that it was accessible
again, the doctor wanted to build a bed and breakfast on posts that
could be accessed if the lake were to rise again.

“What’s that?” Tanya
stretched a long, thin leg over a wall of rock and climbed down
onto the white sand below.

Ellen, jealous of how good her friend looked
in her blue jeans, glanced past her friend to see something
floating in the water beside the land bridge.

“What’s Tanya doing?” Sue
asked Ellen through the car window.

Tanya covered her mouth and shrieked,
causing Ellen to jump nearly a foot off the ground.

“What is it?” Ellen cried.
She returned the binoculars to her face and aimed them at the
floating object.

Tanya climbed back up over the wall of rocks
and onto the side of the road, flapping her hands like a nervous
moth.

Ellen searched along the embankment with the
binoculars. The thing floating was pale and lumpy, but she couldn’t
make out what it was until she zoomed out and saw a woman’s bloated
face.

Tanya was sick on the rocks. Ellen had to
look away to avoid being sick herself.

“It’s a body,” Ellen
shouted to Sue. “Call 9-1-1 and let them know that we’ve found the
body of a woman on the road to Antelope Island.”

 


Once they’d overcome the shock of finding a
body, Ellen and her friends took turns looking through Tanya’s
binoculars at Jensen Island and the surrounding landscape while
they waited for the police to arrive.

“I see a structure that
must have been the old farmhouse,” Tanya said. “It’s not much, but
I’m surprised there’s anything left at all after being submerged
for so long.”

Ellen held out her hand for a turn. “I’m
more interested in the bridge. Can I have a look?”

She pressed the lenses to her eyes and
scanned the water between the island and the mainland. “I’m
interested to hear Dr. Jensen’s theories about the bridge.”

“Didn’t he promise to
bring the journal?” Sue reminded her.

“Yes, he did.” Ellen
spotted thick poles of wood jutting out from the water like the
ribs of a dinosaur lying on its back. “Let’s hope he remembers
it.”

“Were there other theories
about what may have killed all those people?” Tanya wanted to know.
“If so, you didn’t mention them to me.”

Ellen gave Sue a nervous glance. “I didn’t?
I thought I had.” She handed back the binoculars.

“Can I have another turn?”
Sue reached out her hand. Her loose, cotton blouse blew in the wind
behind her like a cape, exposing more of her black
leggings.

Tanya gave Sue the binoculars. “So, what
else did the doctor say?”

Ellen wasn’t sure if she should mention the
other legends besides the monster.

“I can’t recall
everything,” Ellen fibbed. “There were so many
theories.”

“We’ll be hearing them
firsthand soon enough.” Sue returned the binoculars to Tanya. “That
is, if the police get here before lunchtime.”

 


The police did, in fact, arrive before
lunchtime, but not by many minutes. Ellen texted Dr. Jensen with a
brief explanation of what had happened and asked him to postpone
their meeting for another hour as one of the officers questioned
first Tanya and then Sue. When it was Ellen’s turn to give a
statement, she had little to add except that she had noticed
something strange when looking at the woman through the binoculars.
A chunk of the woman’s cheek was missing, as though it had been
bitten off by a large fish, and she seemed to be missing her right
arm.

The officer, who was about her height but
thinner, younger, and more muscular, gave her a funny look. “Must
have been the sharks.”

“Really?” Ellen covered
her mouth. “Oh, my gosh.”

“I’m pulling your leg,”
the officer admitted. “I noticed the California license plates on
your vehicle and thought I could get away with it.”

Ellen chuckled. “We’re from Texas. That’s a
rental. But, yes, you did get away with it.”

“Could crabs have done
that damage?” Sue wondered.

The officer shook his head. “Nothing larger
than brine shrimp in that lake, and they only eat algae—though
birds might have done it.”

Ellen shuddered and noticed Tanya had turned
pale again.

Shortly after they’d given their statements,
more police vehicles and an ambulance arrived and created a
roadblock, cordoning off the island and the area surrounding the
body.

Ellen turned to the officer who had
interviewed them. “Please tell me we won’t be trapped here until
the mystery of that woman’s death is solved.”

The officer grinned. “No, ma’am. We just
want to keep people off until after we’ve removed the body. Anyone
already here can leave.”

“Are you sure that’s
wise?” Sue wanted to know. “What if the victim was murdered? The
murderer could still be on this island. Don’t you want to question
everyone first in case they know something or saw
something?”

The officer chuckled, glancing at his
colleague, who had joined him just as Sue had expressed her
concerns.

The colleague, who was taller and thicker
and wore a dark beard, said, “The victim has been dead for some
time. She might not look it, because the high density of salt in
this lake acts as a preservative. She probably died elsewhere, and
the current carried her here. There’s no reason to question every
single person visiting the island, or to prevent them from leaving,
even if the cause of death is later found to be suspicious.”

“Does it seem suspicious?”
Ellen asked. “How do you think she died?”

“And do you or any of the
other officers have any idea who she is?” Sue asked.

“We think she was
seventeen or eighteen years old. That’s about all we can tell at
the moment. We’ll know more after the body is examined by our
forensics team,” the first officer explained. “You’re very sure
that none of you touched the body?”

“Very sure,” Tanya said,
turning pale again.

“We may have more
questions for you ladies later,” the second officer said. Then to
his colleague, he asked, “You took down their phone
numbers?”

His colleague nodded.

“Great,” the second
officer said. “We’ll be in touch.”

“Please let us know what
you discover,” Sue said as she climbed behind the wheel.

“I didn’t get your names,
Officers,” Ellen mentioned as she opened the backseat door of the
Taycan.

“Jensen and Wolverton,”
the officer who’d interviewed her replied.

Ellen raised her brows. “Oh, we’re meeting a
Jensen for lunch today. I wonder if you’re related.”

“It’s a popular name in
this area, and we’re all probably related in some way or
another.”

Ellen brushed her hair from her face, but
the wind only blew it back again. “This is a Doctor Gerald Jensen,
the owner of Jensen Island.”

The officer rolled his eyes. “Yes, that
would be my oldest brother.”

“Do you not get along?”
Tanya asked from the passenger’s seat of the rental car.

“Let’s just say he’s a bit
of a kook. Great guy otherwise and a very good general
practitioner. Please tell him I said hello.”

As Sue made a U-turn and headed away from
Antelope Island, Tanya said, “I’ve put Sill’s Café into my phone
navigation, and we should be able to get there in half an
hour.”

“That’s perfect,” Ellen
said from the backseat. “We’ll make it just in time.”

Tanya glanced back at Ellen. “I can’t wait
to try the scones with honey butter. Brian really talked those up.
I hope we won’t be disappointed.”

Sue met Ellen’s gaze in the rearview mirror.
“From what Ellen says, Brian isn’t one to disappoint.”

Ellen laughed. “He most certainly
isn’t.”

“Oh, brother.” Tanya shook
her head. “What are the chances that we would meet Dr. Jensen’s
brother on the road to Antelope Island?”

“I wonder why he thinks
his brother is a kook,” Sue said.

Ellen sat back and crossed her legs. “I
guess we’re about to find out.”


Chapter Two

Dr.
Jensen

Sill’s Café in Layton was bustling with diners, even at the
late hour of two o’clock on a Thursday afternoon, but a booth
became available not long after Ellen and her friends had arrived.
Since Dr. Jensen hadn’t yet appeared, they ordered glasses of iced
tea to drink while they waited. As hungry as Ellen was, she didn’t
mind the extra time to look over the menu.

“Why don’t we start with
the scones?’ Tanya suggested when the waitress delivered their
drinks and the doctor had still not arrived. “We know we want to
try them.”

Sue nodded. “I like that logic.”

Just as the waitress left with their order,
a short man with a receding hairline, white hair, and spectacles
approached their table and asked, “By any chance, are you ladies
here on behalf of Brian McManius?”

“Yes! Dr. Jensen?” When
the man nodded, Ellen stood from the booth and shook his hand. “I’m
Ellen McManius, and these are my friends Tanya Sanchez and Sue
Graham.”

“Please call me Gerry.” He
shook each of their hands before sliding into the empty space in
the booth beside Sue. “I’m sorry for keeping you waiting. I’m
afraid I have a bit of bad news.”

“It can’t be worse than
finding a dead body,” Sue said before taking a sip of her
tea.

“No. It’s not worse than
that. Did the police identify who it was or say what may have
happened?”

The three friends shook their heads.

“Hopefully, they’ll let us
know something soon,” Sue said.

Tanya turned to the doctor. “Your brother
took our statements.”

“Did you mention that you
were meeting me?” When the ladies nodded, he added, “I’m sure he
had nothing but nice things to say.”

“What’s your bad news?”
Ellen asked, evading the implied question.

“It’s my
great-grandfather’s journal. I told you I would loan it to you, but
I’m afraid it’s gone missing.”

Tanya leaned forward. “Do you think
someone’s stolen it? Or is it just misplaced?”

“I’ve looked everywhere,”
he insisted. “I think it’s been nicked.”

Ellen furrowed her brow. “But why would
anyone want to take it?”

Just then, three plate-sized scones were
delivered by their waitress. Ellen’s mouth watered.

“Those smell amazing,”
Tanya remarked.

“Are you ready to order?”
Their waitress stacked cups of honey butter in the center of the
table.

“We’ll need a few more
minutes,” Sue informed her. “Is there anything you’d
recommend?”

“The chicken-fried steak
is a customer favorite,” the young woman replied. “It’s definitely
mine.”

Once the waitress had left, Ellen repeated,
“Dr. Jensen, er, Gerry, why would anyone want to steal your
great-grandfather’s journal?”

“I wish I knew. I can’t
imagine it’s worth anything. Most people thought he was a madman,
so it’s not something a history buff would go after.”

Sue spread honey butter on her scone. “Why
did people think he was a madman?”

“Because of his theories
involving, you know, the paranormal.”

“Can you recall some of
those theories?” Ellen asked.

“Yes, of course. It’s one
of the reasons I want to build on the island. I want the bed and
breakfast to be a tribute to all those theories, to attract those
who share my great-grandfather’s particular interests and
enthusiasm.”

Ellen wondered if the doctor’s mission to
celebrate the paranormal was the reason for the younger brother’s
description of him as a kook.

“Would you like some of
this scone?” Tanya offered the doctor. “I won’t be able to finish
it.”

“Just a pinch, if you
don’t mind.”

Tanya cut off a piece and put it on a napkin
before handing it over.

Ellen smothered more of the honey butter on
hers and took another bite. Consisting of fried dough, the scone
reminded her of a funnel cake without powdered sugar. It was
delicious. “I really shouldn’t be eating this. I’ve gained twenty
pounds since Christmas.”

“I wouldn’t worry about
it.” Sue flapped her hand through the air. “I read a study that
said that women who carry a little extra weight live
longer.”

“That can’t be right,”
Tanya objected.

“Well, you didn’t let me
finish,” Sue complained. “They live longer than the men who mention
the extra weight.”

Tanya chuckled. “How long have you been
sitting on that one, Sue?”

“I’ll have to remember
that one,” the doctor said with a laugh.

“Thank you, though I’d be
careful who you say it to.”

“So, Doctor,” Ellen began,
trying to get them back on track. “Do you share your
great-grandfather’s beliefs?”

“I most certainly do. My
grandfather saw the monster firsthand. He was a young man when it
happened in 1845, and his recollection convinced me. I’m a man of
science, mind you. I’m also very interested in what some of my
fellow scientists are discovering in eastern Utah at Skinwalker
Ranch.” Then, after taking a bite of the scone, he added, “Hmm,
this is good.”

“Tom watches the
documentary about Skinwalker Ranch,” Sue said. “I sometimes watch
it with him.”

“And what do you think?”
the doctor asked Sue.

“I take everything with a
grain of salt,” she began, “and a lemon, and a shot of
tequila.”

The doctor laughed. Ellen and Tanya had
heard that joke before, so they just shook their heads and rolled
their eyes.

Just then, the waitress arrived. “Have you
decided?”

“I think I’ll try the
chicken-fried steak,” Sue said.

“Make that two,” Ellen
said.

“Three,” Tanya
added.

The doctor lifted a hand. “Four.”

“Well, that was easy,” the
waitress said.

Everyone laughed.

Once the waitress had left the table again,
Ellen leaned forward. “I want to know more about what Gerry’s
great-grandfather wrote in his journal.” Ellen turned to the
doctor. “If you don’t mind.”

“I’d be happy to. Before
the bridge was built, my great-grandfather ferried herds of cattle
over to the island to graze. Back then, it was covered with lush
plant life. The cattle could graze there for many months out of the
year.”

“When would this have
been?” Tanya wondered. “Eighteen hundreds?”

“Yes,” Gerry confirmed.
“He began this practice in the mid-1800s before the building of the
transcontinental railroad across the Great Salt Lake and over
Promontory Point. That’s when the monster was the most
active.”

“But that would have been
before the serial deaths, right?” Ellen asked.

“Oh, yes. Those happened
later, between 1894 and 1896, not long after the bridge was built
from Jensen Island to Promontory Point.”

Sue tilted her head to the side. “And you
believe the monster from the lake was responsible for those
deaths?”

“I think it’s possible,
yes,” the doctor said. “Of all the explanations my
great-grandfather posited in his journal, the sea monster is the
most credible—well, at least, that’s what I believed for many
years. The research being conducted at Skinwalker Ranch has me
reconsidering my position.”

“If there had been a sea
monster,” Sue began, “it wouldn’t still be alive today.”

“I wouldn’t think so, no,”
Gerry agreed. “But its descendants might be. And now that the lake
is low again, well, perhaps these creatures are coming out of the
lake to feed, having fewer underwater resources than they’ve had in
recent decades.”

Ellen shuddered at the memory of the chunk
of cheek and arm missing from the dead girl. “Have there been
reports of recent killings that have led you to this line of
thinking?”

“Not of humans, no. But
sheep, cattle, and other livestock have been discovered mutilated
on nearby ranchlands.”

“Just like on Skinwalker
Ranch!” Sue cried enthusiastically.

“Precisely,” the doctor
affirmed. “It could be the Skinwalkers—though some believe the
monster in the lake to be amphibious, so we can’t dismiss it as a
possibility.”

“Skinwalkers?” Tanya
repeated.

The doctor nodded. “Yes. The Navajo describe
them as witches that can shift into other creatures. The scientists
studying Skinwalker Ranch think they might not be of this world.
Still others believe Skinwalkers to be ghosts.”

Sue lifted her finger, “If Skinwalkers are
shifters, they and the monster in the lake could be one and the
same.”

Gerry shrugged. “Absolutely.”

Their plates of chicken-fried steak,
potatoes and gravy, and mixed veggies arrived. The table was quiet
for a few minutes while everyone dug in.

“Oh, this steak melts in
your mouth, doesn’t it?” Sue said.

Tanya took a sip of her tea. “It’s really
good.”

Ellen agreed but was interested in hearing
more about Skinwalker Ranch and the other theories.

As she was about to ask the doctor for more
information, Sue lifted her finger again. “In the most recent
episode, the scientists at the ranch speculated that there might be
a portal connecting our planet to other points in space, like a
wormhole.”

“They’ve collected a lot
of evidence,” the doctor agreed. “Flying discs have appeared and
disappeared numerous times in the mesa overlooking the ranch.
They’ve got that on video. There’s something mysterious both above
and below the ranch.”

“And the energy levels
they’ve detected are astounding,” Sue added.

“It has interfered with
their equipment numerous times,” the doctor commented. “Some
believe it has something to do with the ley lines that cross
through Utah.”

“Ley lines?” Ellen,
unfamiliar with the term, asked.

“The theory has been met
with a great deal of scrutiny and skepticism,” Gerry began, “but,
at its core, it’s a belief that lines of energy run through the
planet, and along them and at their intersections can be found the
most important spiritual places on earth.”

Ellen wrinkled her nose. “And you believe in
this theory?”

“Oh, yes. Well, I don’t
believe in the notion that an ancient civilization
created the ley lines,
as some people do. What I do believe is that they are naturally
occurring places of high levels of energy and magnetism. Stone
Henge, the Great Pyramid of Giza, and Easter Island are but a few
of the hundreds of important landmarks that can be found at these
intersections.”

Tanya, whose look of skepticism equaled
Ellen’s, asked, “But how do we know the position or placement of
the ley lines?”

The doctor scratched his head. “Well, I
believe it was Watkins who first drew lines between important sites
and noticed the pattern. Later, Sanderson, and after him Becker and
Hagens, took an icosahedron made of paper with twenty sides and
unfolded it and then laid it flat over a map of the earth. The
folds created lines, the intersections of which contained the
world’s most sacred temples and structures. Some say it’s all
coincidental, but the work at Skinwalker Ranch has made a believer
out of me.”

Sue wiped her mouth with her napkin. “And
you believe these ley lines have something to do with the serial
deaths that happened along the bridge to Jensen Island a century
ago?”

Gerry pulled out his phone. “Let me show
you.” A moment later, he handed his phone to Tanya.

“That’s so bizarre,” Tanya
said before handing the phone to Sue.

“How interesting,” Sue
exclaimed. “Ellen, look at this.”

Ellen leaned over Sue’s shoulder to examine
the graphic on the doctor’s phone. It was a map of Utah showing the
intersection of three ley lines in the Great Salt Lake.

“The intersection of three
major ley lines only occurs once on each continent,” the doctor
explained. “And this intersection is only a few miles away from my
island.”

“That’s incredible,” Ellen
admitted.

The doctor pointed at his phone. “And look
to the east of the lake on the map, where Skinwalker Ranch is
labeled.”

“It’s right on one of the
ley lines,” Ellen observed, wondering if there could be anything
meaningful in the strange theory.

Sue returned the phone to the doctor. “This
is even more interesting than I expected. Thanks for sharing this
with us, Gerry.”

He tapped the table with his fingertips.
“You haven’t heard the half of it.”

Ellen took a sip of her tea. “Tell us about
the vengeful nuns.”

Tanya gave Ellen a questioning glance.
“Vengeful nuns?”

“Oh, well, that’s not
anything my great-grandfather wrote about.” The doctor cut another
bite from his steak. “That all happened much later at what’s now
known as St. Anne’s Retreat.”

“And what happened?” Sue
pressed.

Doctor Jensen took a sip of water. “A
compound built in Logan Canyon in the early 1930s was first a
private family camp and later, around 1959 I believe, a nunnery.
Rumors of nuns drowning their babies in the pool may or may not be
true. But the paranormal activity surrounding this place was so
great that the nuns didn’t want to live there anymore. They turned
it into a retreat—a place where pregnant nuns would go to have
their babies. It’s been vacant now for years. It became a place
where teenagers dared each other to go on Halloween. And one year,
I think it was 1997 or ‘98, over thirty trespassing teens were held
hostage and terrorized by three security guards at gunpoint.”

Tanya covered her mouth. “How horrible! Were
charges ever brought against the guards?”

“Oh, yeah,” the doctor
replied. “The men pled guilty to aggravated assault, but the
charges of sexual assault were dropped.”

“Sexual assault?” Ellen
repeated, her eyes wide.

“Unfortunately, yes,” he
confirmed. “They were accused of fondling the girls while patting
them down for weapons.”

Ellen shuddered.

“Anyway, there are ghosts
here in Utah,” the doctor continued. “My great-grandfather wrote
about vengeful ghosts from the Mountain Meadows Massacre, and other
people claim to have seen apparitions of vengeful nuns. I want
these legends incorporated into the design. Maybe you can create a
wall with framed newspaper articles or something like that? Or
maybe the rooms can be themed, something with a lot of character,
like the Kennedy School in Portland.”

“What was the Mountain
Meadows Massacre?” Sue took another bite of steak.

“You should read up on
that. Interesting stuff. Basically, sometime in the 1850’s, Mormons
disguised as Native Americans attacked and killed over a hundred
emigrants passing through Utah in a wagon train. Only the children
were spared.”

Ellen gasped. “Over a hundred?”

“Yes, ma’am. And my
sister-in-law is a descendant of the man who oversaw
it.”

“Why did they do it?”
Tanya asked.

“Back then, the Mormons
were terrified of outsiders. They’d already been driven out of
other areas. Anyway, like I said, you should read up on it. I would
imagine lots of restless ghosts came from that traumatic
event.”

“I would imagine so,”
Ellen agreed.

Sue lifted her brows. “Sounds like we’ve got
our work cut out for us.”

“We haven’t even scratched
the surface,” Gerry said. “Most Americans have no idea that Utah is
buzzing with paranormal activity. You and me, we’re going to change
that.”

“Do you think that’s why
Brigham Young chose Utah for the Mormon settlement?” Tanya
wondered. “Did he sense what a powerfully spiritual place this area
is?”

The doctor shook his head. “Maybe. I
personally think he was exhausted from climbing the mountains, saw
more mountains on the horizon, and didn’t want to go any
further.”

Ellen and her friends laughed.

Then he asked, “Where are you ladies
staying?”

“We’re renting an
apartment at the Bigelow in Ogden,” Sue replied. “We thought, since
we’re going to be here for a while, we may as well stay in
style.”

“The Bigelow, huh?” Dr.
Jensen had a strange look on his face.

“Is something wrong?”
Tanya asked.

“No, no, of course not.
It’s a beautiful building. Just, well . . .”

“Spit it out,” Sue
demanded.

“Okay, well, there have
been a lot of suicides on that site over the years. I’ve always
thought that there might be a presence haunting it that . . . well,
never mind.”

“Like a Shinigami?” Ellen
asked.

Gerry lifted his brows. “Oh, you’ve heard of
the Shinigami, have you?”

“Indeed, we have.” Ellen
pointed to Tanya and herself. “We were even possessed by one for a
very short time.”

Sue frowned. “I was also possessed, just not
by a Shinigami.”

“It’s not a contest,”
Tanya chided.

The doctor’s eyes widened. “Well, then.
Research the Bigelow. You ladies are paranormal investigators. See
what you can dig up.”

Ellen and her friends exchanged looks of
concern. They hadn’t planned on confronting a Shinigami again.

“Anyway, are we still on
for tomorrow morning? I’d like to show you the island and introduce
you to the architect and contractor.” The doctor waved to the
waitress, probably for the check.

Sue lifted her glass and clinked it against
the doctor’s glass of water. “We’ll be there.”

 








 Chapter Three:

The Bigelow

As Ellen and her friends climbed into the Porsche Taycan,
Tanya threw up her hands. “I’m confused. If Gerry already has his
own architect and contractor, what is it he’s hired
us to do?”

Sue started the engine. “He wants character,
like at the Kennedy School. That’s why he reached out to Brian in
the first place.”

“We’re the designers with
the vision,” Ellen explained. “That’s why he wants us to learn
about the paranormal activity in Utah. He wants us to represent it
in our design.”

“Seems a bit
overwhelming,” Tanya complained. “Don’t you guys think
so?”

“It sounds fun to me,”
Ellen argued.

“I’m more worried about
this supposed Shinigami at the Bigelow,” Sue admitted. “Could one
of y’all look it up? Might be nice to know about it before we sign
the lease.”

Tanya put her hand to her head. “I’ve got a
headache. Can you do it, Ellen?”

Ellen did a search on her phone for suicides
and the Bigelow.

Then Sue said, “By the way, did you know
there’s a Bigelow app? It has a navigation page, so you can find
your way around the hotel.”

“Wow,” Tanya exclaimed.
“There’s an app for everything these days.”

Sue nodded. “Sometimes I’m tempted to tell
Luke that his brain is an app. Maybe he’d use it more.”

“Ha-ha, very funny,” Tanya
said. “What’s he done now?”

“He met a girl from Japan
online and says he’s in love.”

“At least they’re not
having sex,” Tanya pointed out. “No unexpected
pregnancies.”

“I’d rather him have sex
than want to move to Japan,” Sue put in.

Ellen leaned forward. “I found something.
It’s a list of suicides that occurred at the building, which,
according to this article, was originally called the Reed Hotel,
then the Bigelow, then the Ben Lomond Hotel, and finally the
Bigelow again. The first recorded suicide occurred in 1934 when two
men took the elevator to the top—the thirteenth floor—and jumped
from the roof. It was later discovered that the two men had
recently lost their jobs. In 1947, a woman jumped from the window
of Room 1301 after learning that her son had died in World War II.
In 1960, a bride drowned herself in the bathtub in Room 1301. In
1973, a local schoolteacher jumped from a thirteenth-floor window.
In 1986, a businessman leapt from the window—again, of Room 1301.
In 1999, a woman shot herself and was later discovered by her
husband and the bellboy on the thirteenth floor. The most recent
suicide happened in 2012, when a teenager jumped from the window of
Room 1301.”
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