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"Remind me again," said Sherry, stepping gingerly over the trolley tracks that ran 

along the river. "Who's this guy we're supposed to meet down here?" 

"I never said I was meeting anyone," replied Marie, taking a sip from her latte. "I 

 
said I was looking for someone." 

 
"So you just want to find him-but not talk to him?" 

 
"Well, I know he used to work near here, and I just wanted to get a feeling for the 

 
place." 

 
"Hhhmrnm . . .. " Sherry contemplated this new information. "Well if he worked at 

this old railroad depot, he must be about a hundred and ten by now." 

"Don't be silly," replied Marie, "this depot was closed in 1952." 

 
"Ok, good," said Sherry, nodding happily. "I thought maybe you were losing it." 

 
"Well," said Marie, "to be totally honest, I'm looking for the essence of someone 

who helped build the original trestles down here in the 1890s." 

"What?!" Sherry stopped walking and glared at Marie. "You've been burying 

yourself in those museum archives for months now. I knew it would come to no good. 

You' re confusing your time zones." 
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Marie sighed. "I am perfectly aware of the time, the date, and the year , thank you 

very much." She took another drink from her paper cup. 

Sherry plopped herself down on a convenient bench along the walk and quietly 

 
sipped her own coffee while watching the freighters moored out on the Columbia.  Marie 

sat down beside her in companionable silence. 

"So," said Sherry after a time, "you dragged me out here on a ghost hunt?" 

 
Marie grinned at her. "Kind of." 

 
"And what do you expect to gain by this?" 

 
Marie expelled a long breath. She looked away from her friend and off across the 

water. "It's personal. " 

* * * 

 
Charles put his right hand on his hip holster as he walked along the trestle heading 

into town. Like everyone else in Astoria in 1898, he carried a weapon. 

A man approached him out of the dark and the fog. Charles tightened his grip on 

 
the handle of the gun and kept walking . When the man was abreast of him, he tipped his 

hat and spoke gruffly. "Evenin' ." 

"Evenin' ," Charles replied, and relaxed a little. 

 
Building the five miles of trestle on low-level pilings for the train running from 

Portland to Seaside had  been hard  work and had taken a long time. But Charles had  been 

fr ugal , and he ' d saved up enough money to send for his beloved Rebecca. He smiled. 

Day after tomor row, s he ' d be arriving by train along the very track he ' d helped to 

construct. 

Charles turned inland from the waterfront and walked a few blocks up to the area 
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they called Swilltown. The three-story Louvre Saloon, at 7
th  

and Astor,  was not on  his 

usual route home from work, but it was Saturday night , and the town was howling. It was 

the end of the workweek , and tonight Charles felt like celebrating.  Rebecca  would arrive 

on Monday! 

He walked past the roulette table , the men playing cards , and the ladies beckoning 

for him to join them . He nodded to a couple fishermen he knew sitting with Joseph Kelly . 

"Bunco" Kelly, they called him-the king of all types of vice in its lowest forms. 

Charles nearly shuddered. His Rebecca would not cotton to him fraternizin g with 

the likes of the men at these tables . And after tonight, he thought , he 'd not be seen here at 

all. He smiled again as he slid onto a barstool and ordered him self a tall stein of the best 

bootlegged brew this side of the Rocky Mountains. 

He looked at himself in the mirror behind the bar. He could see a man coming up 

behind him as he lifted his drink to his lips. "To Rebecca!" he murmured, taking a long, 

deep draft from the glass. 

And that's the very last thing Charles remembered until he awoke at sea. 

 
* * * 

 
"Remind me again why we 're friends?" Sherry said huffily to Marie. 

 
"You know why," Marie replied , without taking her eyes off the river. "It's 

because you don ' t laugh at me or think I'm nuts when I get the urge to do something 

other people would call crazy. 

"Well then, seriously. Marie, what 's so all-fired personal that you can't share it 

with me? I thought that's what friends were for." 

"I didn't say I wouldn ' t share it." Marie turned now to face her. She gnawed on 
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her lower lip. "You remember me telling you about my great-great-great grandmother 

Rebecca?" 

"Vaguely ." Sherry's brow furrowed in thought. "She was the hooker who married 

 
well, right?" 

 
"Sherry!" Marie admonished. "There's a lot more to her story than that. I've been 

reading her diary, and confirming some of the details at the museum." 

"Oh, so that's why you've been spending so much time there." 

 
Marie nodded . "My great-great-great-granny Rebecca came to Astoria  in 1898. 

She was supposed to join Charles, her true love, and live happily ever after in a house on 

the hill. That's what she wrote about  in  her diary." Marie closed  her eyes  and  recited 

from memory, "Imagine me, a fine and fancy woman  living a  wonderful  life in a  house 

on the hill in Astoria! Oh, I can hardly wait to join my beloved Charles there! 

"And then she ended up marrying another man, a man she didn't even love, but a 

man who rescued her from working in a brothel." 

Sherry smiled at her friend. "So what is it you want me to help you do? 

 
* * * 

Rebecca tugged at the sleeves of her coat and shivered again. No one was there to 

meet her, and it was getting dark. She hoisted up her suitcase and started trudging toward  

the area where she could see gaslights coming on. 

"Astor and Bond," she said, reading the street sign and nodding. Rebecca smiled. 

"Named for John Jacob Astor, American businessman." Already she felt at home here. 

She saw a large house with red draperies on the windows. How cheery! she 

thought, and climbed the steps to knock on the door. 
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The woman who answered her knock was a red-headed daughter of sin. A 

"painted lady," some would call her, but Rebecca did not know it at the time. "Hello," 

said the woman huskily. "My name's Anna Bay." She looked Rebecca up and down. 

"And I'm guessing you're looking for a place to stay." 

Rebecca nodded. "But just until I can locate my Charles," she said brightly, and 

stepped inside. A few days later, Rebecca's money ran out and there was still no sign of 

Charles. Anna Bay explained to her that she'd have to work for her keep, and another 

"fallen angel" joined the ranks. 

Weeks later Rebecca learned how Charles had been shanghaied for a $50 bounty, 

and how it was unlikely he would ever return . She was consoled, just a little, to know 

he'd not abandoned her willingly. A year or so after that, she was fortunate enough to 

meet a man who recognized her genteel upbringing and immediately married her. 

And so she went from a house of ill-repute to a house on the hill after all. 

 

* * * 

 
"Remind me again why we had to come back here at night?" Sherry used the 

beam of her flashlight to scan along the trees bordering the Riverwalk. 

"Because you don't get too many spectral sightings during the day." 

 
"Uh-huh. And why did we have to come on a full moon? You know the crazies 

come out on a full moon!" Sherry whispered loudly. 

"The crazies- you mean like you and me?" asked Marie. 

 
"Well, at least like you." Sherry giggled despite herself. 

 
Marie moved in among the bushes at the river's edge and sat down on the 

embankment. She switched off her light. "Come," she said. She patted the ground next to 
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her. "Sit." 

 

"Come. Sit." Sherry mimicked her. "You think I'm a Cocker Spaniel or 

something?" 

" No, I think you're my best friend , and I need you here with me." 

 
Sherry sat down next to her, flipped off her flashlight and put it in her pocket. "I 

don't think I like this," she whispered. "It's too spooky." 

"Charles was shanghaied at night," Marie began. "T hey rowed him out to a big 

ship moored out on the river, and he never saw his true love again." She reached into her 

pocket. "I made a copy of a picture of the two of them togethe r." She held it out to 

Sherry, who turned her flashlight back on to take a good look. 

"Cute couple." 

 
"And ill-fated. " Marie sighed. She took the photocopied picture back and rolled it 

into a tube. "Got the bottle?" 

Sherry handed her an empty screw-top wine bottle. Marie inserted the picture and 

 
tightened the cap. "Now their souls are finally together, here on the river that took them 

apart." She stood and threw the bottle far out into the water. 

" Be at peace, young lovers. " 

 

"Be at peace," echoed Sherry. 


