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  To my dear friend Mary Doerk of Fort Benton, Montana. May we have many more adventures together!
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  Preface

  Do you enjoy spooky stories about phantom figures and ghostly footsteps? Most people do. In fact, when the National Park Service surveyed Glacier National Park visitors to find out what they’d like added to park activities, many of them suggested ghost stories told around an evening campfire.

  I’ve always been fascinated by ghosts. When I was seven years old my family moved into an old brick house in Minneapolis. It wasn’t long before we realized that we were sharing the house with an invisible “something” that stomped up the basement stairs at night, turned lights on or off and rang doorbells. During the nineteen years we lived there, everyone in the family had experiences we couldn’t logically explain. Eventually we learned to co-exist, though somewhat uneasily, with the ghost. Perhaps my early experiences led me to a career as a librarian, historian, and paranormal investigator.

  For more than thirty years I’ve collected ghost stories from all over Montana. Many have appeared in Haunted Montana: A Ghost Hunter’s Guide to Haunted Places You Can Visit—If You Dare! (2007) and its sequel, More Haunted Montana (2010), both published by Riverbend Publishing.

  Among the stories I held back were several reports of eerie encounters in Glacier National Park. Even then it was clear that this most magnificent of parks, with its ghost stories and Native American legends, deserved a book of its own. I’ve visited Glacier and its neighbor to the north, Canada’s beautiful Waterton Lakes National Park, many times over the past forty years—to hike, photograph wildlife and, of course, to search for even more stories of the uncanny and mysterious.

  Are the great lodges of Glacier and Waterton really haunted? Who is the ghostly mountain man who walks down Going-to-the-Sun Road? Is there an explanation for the eerie drumbeats that sometimes echo through the forest at Trail of the Cedars? Why is Chief Mountain sacred to the Blackfeet? Do the shrieking winds of Marias Pass carry the cries of warriors slain in battle hundreds of years ago? Who—or what—is the forbidding presence at a remote backcountry campground?

  Among the hundreds of people who have graciously shared their stories with me are the dedicated men and women of Parks Canada and the National Park Service, particularly seasonal ranger Doug Follett; employees of the great lodges, hikers, campers, wranglers, red-bus drivers, and tourists. Many thanks are owed to them, as well as authors Chris Morrison and Ray Djuff, true authorities on the parks, for their helpful suggestions.

  To noted artist, historian, and member of the Blackfeet tribe Darrell Norman, Ee-Nees-Too-Wah-See, who helped me better understand the Blackfeet view of the spirit world, Nehd-seh-nee-yeh’dahgi! Thank you!

  A warm note of appreciation is also due to the management of Glacier Park Inc. for their encouragement.

  To legendary journalist and red-bus driver Robert Lucke, who incorporated ghost stories into his repertoire to the everlasting delight of tourists—many thanks!

  To my longtime friend Pat Cody, who shares my love of adventure, a warm hug!

  And a special tribute to the late Shellie Larios, whose Yellowstone Ghost Stories (Riverbend Publishing, 2006), inspired me to write this companion volume.

  Enjoy!


  Introduction

  My love affair with Glacier National Park began more than forty years ago, when my husband and I checked into Many Glacier Hotel for the first of many visits. No matter how often I return, that first glimpse of Glacier’s spectacular peaks reflected in Swiftcurrent Lake never fails to awe and delight. As naturalist John Muir wrote about Glacier, at that time still the Flathead Forest National Reserve, “Give a month at least to this precious reserve. The time will not be taken from the sum of your life. Instead of shortening it, it will indefinitely lengthen it and make you truly immortal. Nevermore will time seem short or long, and cares will never again fall heavily on you, but gently and kindly as gifts from heaven.”

  Glacier National Park includes over 1500 square miles of pristine wilderness, 700 miles of trails, towering peaks, deep valleys, alpine lakes, waterfalls, rare alpine plants, hundreds of species of birds and animals including mountain goats and grizzly bears, and, of course, glaciers, although many have melted away in the last few decades. This remote and rugged wilderness was called the “Crown of the Continent” by the influential park advocate George Bird Grinnell and the “Backbone of the World” by the Blackfeet Indians. For at least eight thousand years, humans have left material traces of their passage through this rugged area, from crude stone shelters and tipi rings to abandoned nineteenth-century mines.

  In 1910, an Act of Congress established Glacier as the nation’s tenth national park, to protect its pristine environment, and in 1932, Glacier and Canada’s neighboring Waterton Lakes National Park joined to become Waterton-Glacier International Peace Park. Waterton-Glacier is also a UNESCO World Heritage Site.

  Glacier National Park is truly a national treasure. Like all our national parks, it offers people breathing space in a crowded world, while it protects fragile ecosystems. Perhaps biologist Sigurd F. Olson put it best: “Wilderness to the people of America is a spiritual necessity…a means of regaining serenity and equilibrium.” Since Yellowstone was established as our first national park in 1872, over 287,000,000 people have visited the 58 parks in the national parks system.

  Early travel brochures described Glacier National Park as magnificent, grand, spectacular, awesome, remote, spiritual, and even otherworldly. Playwright Mary Roberts Rinehart, who visited the park in 1915, wrote in Through Glacier Park, “There is no voice in all the world so insistent to me as the wordless call of these mountains. I shall go back. Those who go once always hope to go back. The lure of the great free spaces is in their blood.”

  Roughly two million people visit Glacier National Park annually. Many of them return year after year to hike, fish, photograph wildlife, learn about native cultures, or simply relax. Perhaps those who loved the park strongly in life left something of themselves behind, for the park abounds with tales of ghostly encounters along ancient trails worn down by moccasined feet. Not long ago, for instance, a phantom in grimy buckskins was seen at twilight striding past the visitor center at St. Mary. Near Lake McDonald, drumbeats from the distant past are said to echo at times through a sacred grove of cedars. At Marias and Cut Bank passes, bloody battles between Native Americans in the late 1700s left unpleasant psychic residues that can sometimes be sensed by members of those tribes.

  The great lodges have their tales too, of figures in old-fashioned clothing that are sometimes glimpsed in the corridors and in rooms they once knew well. At Belton Chalet, a man wearing a derby hat has been seen at the railroad station and in the lodge itself. Winter caretakers at Many Glacier Hotel report odd occurrences in the deserted building and during the summer season, someone—or something—calls the front desk from an unoccupied room to request towels. Lake McDonald Lodge once boasted a ghost that obligingly appeared on a third-floor balcony each afternoon—until it tripped over its sheet! Guests at one of the lodge’s rustic cabins, however, reported hearing someone shuffle around the room during the night. No one was visible. At St. Mary Lodge and Resort, employees often find merchandise scattered across the floor of the gift shop in the morning. Housekeeping staff at Glacier Park Lodge have heard voices coming from an empty room in the Annex, and at Apgar Village Inn, housekeepers have watched drawers open and close by themselves in a particular room. And we can’t forget Canada’s Waterton Lakes National Park, adjoining Glacier to the north, with its world-famous Prince of Wales Hotel. Night auditors there have heard disembodied footsteps late at night on the second-floor balconies.

  Even backcountry campgrounds can provide unexpected chills. Each summer for eleven years, Eric G. drove out from Wisconsin to backpack and do various types of work for and in the park. Although he spent many nights off trail in remote areas, only once did he experience anything unexpected:

  My companion and I arrived at Reynolds Creek campground late in the afternoon in early summer, good daylight yet, and were in good spirits looking forward to the trek. As we walked into the campground and checked out the tent sites (no one else was at the campground that night), we walked down a path to what turned out to be the most attractive site. The second we entered the site, my hair stood on end and I felt like we were being watched. The forest got suddenly quiet. The immediate feeling was that we did not belong there. I suggested we check out the other sites and slowly backed out. The feeling left and did not return in any of the other sites.

  After selecting another site, my companion said she was relieved we did not pick the best one. When I asked why, she told me she had the same feeling I had and also felt we did not belong there. I should also add that I have had several run-ins with bears with a similar experience of feeling I was watched or hair on end but I always could smell the bear that was that close and I never had the feeling that I did not belong there. This experience was significantly different. There was definitely something there and I doubt I would go back to reaffirm.

  Those who have felt the touch of the uncanny believe.

  Will you?


  Apgar Village Inn

  A cold wind carried the scent of snow from the high peaks as we got out of our car at Apgar Village. It was early September, and Glacier National Park’s brief summer was nearly over. Soon the visitors who crowded Apgar’s motels, the gift shops and cafes would be gone, the campground empty, the summer cabins boarded up until the following spring. The tiny village just inside the west entrance to Glacier Park would sink into its winter dormancy, disturbed only by the occasional deer or visitor on snowshoes.

  Apgar Village was named for Civil War veteran Milo Apgar, who settled at the foot of Lake McDonald in the early 1890s. The short growing season made farming unprofitable, so when the Great Northern Railroad built a depot and chalet at nearby Belton in 1910, Apgar and others began to offer lodging and boat tours of deep, glacially-carved Lake McDonald to tourists who wanted to see the just-established park. Apgar’s original cabin still stands in the village named for him.

  My friend Pat and I had driven down from Lake McDonald Lodge to inquire about a ghost story at the Apgar Village Inn. According to Phil, who maintains both properties for Glacier Park Inc., there had been some unusual occurrences in the manager’s apartment and in two guest rooms at the Village Inn.

  “The story is that about thirty or forty years ago, an older gentleman died in the tub in Room 66,” Phil told us. “Since then, there are supposed to have been other unexplained incidents in the bathtub. One involved a suicide, and the other involved a young kid who died of a heart attack in that tub. This past winter we took out all the linoleum, and underneath the plywood there were still bloodstains. We believe it’s where the boy with the heart attack died. He was apparently trying to get out of the tub and cut his arm on the towel bar while flailing around and that’s where the blood came from.”

  Deaths do occur in hotels and motels, of course, but so far no historical evidence has been discovered to confirm any of the rumored deaths in Room 66. Whether or not the deaths actually occurred, however, Phil has certainly had some strange experiences in those rooms.

  “As far as maintenance is concerned,” he said, “ooms 66 and 67 are mirror images of each other, with bathrooms backing up to each other. If I get a call from the Village Inn, it’s about one of those two rooms. They call me when there’s a problem with a door lock. I go down there and it works just fine, I walk away and it doesn’t work at all. Just as fast as I can go grab my tools and come back, it works fine again. I’ve replaced the door and the lock, everything! I’m thinking that it was a tweak in the lock, but it still happens. It’s random, but always 66 and 67.”

  The Apgar Village Inn certainly doesn’t resemble the Hollywood version of a “haunted house.” Constructed in 1956, the well-kept two-story building sits just yards from the shore of beautiful Lake McDonald. The Inn was sold to the National Park Service in 1959 and added to the National Register of Historic Places in 1987. It is now operated by Glacier Park Inc. Although the motel’s design is classic midcentury-modern, the deep brown color and decorative trim are evocative of the older lodges in the park.

  As we approached the inn, one of Glacier’s famous red tour buses arrived to pick up people waiting inside the office. We waited until the bus had departed before introducing ourselves to the inn’s manager. He readily confirmed the stories of a possible haunting.

  “I’ve worked here for four years,” he told us. “A few times I’ve been woken up by light sounds and felt there was a presence in my bedroom. It was a very powerful feeling. The previous manager said he’d seen a lady walking up the stairs by candlelight at night, but I’ve never seen anything like that. For me it’s about 4 A.M. Sometimes what sounds like a bell rings ‘ding!’ to wake me up.”

  But it was rooms 66 and 67 we really needed to check out, he said, echoing what Phil had told us. Housekeeping staff and even a few guests had reported strange occurrences in those rooms. If we walked over to the rooms, we might be able to talk to the housekeepers before they finished their work for the day.

  Our timing couldn’t have been better. The doors of both rooms stood open, and a laundry cart sat beneath the overhanging roof. The hum of a vacuum came from one of the rooms. We stepped cautiously inside the other, unoccupied room.

  Room 67 resembled the cozy tourist cabins which were so popular in the 1950s and which can still be found in small towns even today. Although the inn’s rooms are part of a long rectangular building rather than separate cabins, the layout was similar to the cabins I recalled from my childhood: wood-paneled walls, a pleasant kitchen and eating area, and a large sitting room/bedroom with two queen-size beds. Picture windows overlooked Lake McDonald just a few yards away. Rustic deck chairs lined the porch outside, where guests can relax and enjoy the spectacular view on fine summer evenings. I could definitely picture myself sitting there with a refreshing glass of iced tea after a day’s fishing or a gentle stroll along the beautiful Trail of the Cedars.

  The noise of the vacuum in the room next door stopped suddenly, and a moment later two of the housekeeping staff came in. We introduced ourselves and explained that we had heard that the inn might be haunted. One of the women has worked for the Village Inn for eighteen years, the other for nine. Although they preferred to remain anonymous, they quickly confirmed that each had experienced some odd things in rooms 66 and 67.

  “There’s a foul odor in the bathroom sometimes,” the long-time housekeeper said. “It smells like there’s something dead in there. It’s coming from the ceiling because when the fan’s on, it gets worse and worse. Maintenance has climbed up and looked in, but nothing’s ever there, no dead animals or anything. They’ve even taken out the vents to check. Sometimes it’s just a faint odor, but the longer the fan is on, the worse it gets.”
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