
The Saga of Jake 

Chapter 1. 

 

Damn it was cold. Jake shivered as he huddled under the fallen Aspen on the side of the mountain. He 

rubbed his hands together and then cupped them and breathed into them in a vain attempt to warm his 

hands. The moisture from his breath froze instantly to his mustache and left a cloud in the air.  

 

The mountain was silent as death. The cold was sharp and cut through his layered clothing like a knife. 

IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘ ǉǳƛŎƪΦ  

 

IŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀŎƪ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ 

movement offered a brief respite for his aching shoulders. He stood up and put his hands in his jacket 

pocket and scanned the area around him for a path to descend down the mountainside without risking 

his life more than necessary. The mountainside was steep and littered with a blow down of Aspen and 

Pine and Birch. Jagged rocks jutted out of the ground here and there and across the valley a giant 

granite cliff shot straight into the sky several thousand feet and from his vantage point appeared to be 

smooth as glass. To his left the valley choked into a point and rose sharply up to a plateau, the final 40 

or 5л ŦŜŜǘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊǘƛŎŀƭ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘŜǘŜŎǘ ŀƴȅ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŎƭƛƳō ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛǘΦ  

 

To his right the valley appeared to open up and spread out a little. From the luscious green in the 

bottom of the valley near the center, he could guess there was water there. That was good to know. 

5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜƴǎŜ ŎƻƭŘΣ ƛǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎƴƻǿŜŘ ȅŜǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǘƻƻ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ 

and the cloud cover was low and moving. In another 20 minutes, he estimated, the granite cliff in front 

of him would only be visible about half way up and he was in danger of being overtaken by the fog.  

 

Behind him, the forest became more dense and then thinned out. At the tree line, roughly 12,500 feet, 

the terrain changed from forest and scrub brush to a boulder field of smashed granite and frozen gravel. 

It was as if there was an invisible line on the mountain and above that line, all vegetation abruptly 

stopped. There was simply nothing but rock and more rock, with places to walk in between.  

 

They were searching for him on the other side, so going back was out of the question. Apparently the 

ƻƴƭȅ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ IŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƎŜǘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

temperature appeared to be dropping, if that was possible. He wished he had some gloves. Another 

item on his mental list of things to grab the next time he was forced to run away into the wilderness. It 

ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƛƳŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

running. They were always after him and somehow always seemed to be right behind him. It was getting 

old and he was getting tired of running. So much for the glamorous life of an outlaw.  

 

Jake was wishing for decent weapon. In fact he was wishing for a lot of stuff. They had come upon him 

last night ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƳǇ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǊǳƴΣ ƻƴƭȅ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƎǊŀō Ƙƛǎ ǇŀŎƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ȅŜǘ ǳƴǇŀŎƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ 

leaning against the tree behind him as he had been crouching over his small fire trying to get warm. The 



bullet had hit his small fire and thrown embers in his face. He acted accordingly and jumped and fell 

backward in surprise and scrambled out of the way and behind the tree where his pack was. His rifle had 

ōŜŜƴ ƭŀȅƛƴƎ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘƛƳ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜ ŀƴŘ Ƴŀȅ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƳƛƭŜ ŀǿŀȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

dare show himself in the firelight and expose himself to get shot. He had no choice but to get away and 

had to abandon his rifle. Worse even, he had to leave his small hip bag which had his gloves, ammo, 

compass, maps, water filter, iodine crystals, matches, tinder, and some other various odds and ends he 

ƘŀŘ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǳǎŜŦǳƭΦ CƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ Ƙƛǎ Ǉƛǎǘƻƭ ŀƴŘ ƪƴƛǾŜǎ ōŜƭǘŜŘ ƻƴ ǎƻ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƭƻǎǘ 

them. He had a box or two of ammo in his pack, but not much else.  

 

άaŜƴǘŀƭ ƴƻǘŜ ǘƻ ǎŜƭŦΣ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŎŀǊǊȅ ŜȄǘǊŀ ƛƴ Ƴȅ Ƴŀƛƴ ǇŀŎƪέ WŀƪŜ ǎŎƻǿƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ 

ǿƻǊƭŘ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǊŜŀ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΣ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƭǘƛǘǳŘŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

exactly sure if he could make it to another town and maybe procure some replacements. He had a small 

amount of cash in his pocket, he could steal it if he had to but that left a sour taste in his mouth; even if 

it was life or death. If they would leave him alone long enough, he could work for wages and maybe get 

a hot meal and enough cash to help him along. Now where was the closest town? 

 

He shrugged against the cold and taking his hands from his pockets, began to carefully make his way 

down the mountainside, trying not to fall and possibly injure himself. He knew if he did, he was dead 

man. That thought was enough to put up with the biting cold on his hands and fingers. After descending 

about 500 feet, his hands were useless and hurt like hell. He stopped and crouched down under a huge 

fallen cedar and put his hands inside his jacket and waited patiently for them to warm up again. A 

ǎƴƻǿŦƭŀƪŜ ŦƭƻŀǘŜŘ Ǉŀǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƛƴŘȅΣ ŀǎ ŎƻƭŘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΦ {ƴƻǿ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

necessarily a bad thing. Besides hiding his tracks from his pursuers, it would actually provide some 

insulation and warm up the air, if only a degree or two. The really bad thing about the snow was the 

wet. If he got wet and his clothes and feet got wet, he may as well use his pistol on himself because he 

would freeze to death in no time. Hypothermia was already well into ǘƘŜ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǎǘŀƎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

too thrilled about that. He had to find shelter and find it quick and then solve the problem of starting a 

fire.  

 

Jake stood up and carefully watched his back trail for a few minutes. He could faintly hear the men 

pursuƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊǘƘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘǊŀŎƪǎ ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ Ƙƻǿ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ 

were, but he could hear them and that was too close. He turned and made his way a little faster down 

the mountain. Movement through the air stung his face, the cold felt like a thousand needles were 

brushing his face as the air passed over his skin. As fast as he dared he moved down into the valley. He 

knew it would be colder in the valley and colder up above him. The warmest place would be in the 

middle of the hillside, but there was no avoiding it, he had to go down.  

 

After 15 or 20 minutes of traveling without a break, he stopped and warmed his hands again. He had to 

be careful not to break a sweat and create a layer of ice against his skin and create frozen clothes. That 

would be a death sentence just as sure as an injury would be at this point. As he warmed his hands 

inside his jacket, he watched his back trail. There was no movement he could see and the fog was 

ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ŧŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ŘŜƴǎŜΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƳƻǊŜ than 200 yards or so up the hill. It was eerily silent. He 



could almost imagine he could hear the woods and rocks around him freezing. The snow was falling 

ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŦŀǎǘŜǊ ƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŜ ǳǇ Ŧŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜd to 

find a place where he could find some tinder and start a fire without bringing his pursuers down on him. 

Damn-ƛǘΗ ²Ƙȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǿŜƭƭ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŀƭƻƴŜΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǳǊŜ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜ 

greedy power hungry mayor of the last town hadnΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻƻ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ 

one and only daughter. Jake grinned to himself; something to remember with satisfaction. After the 

Mayor had threatened to charge him with a dozen trumped up charges and get him thrown in prison for 

rape, Jake had skipped town in a big hurry. He was just a drifter after all, and how was he supposed to 

ƪƴƻǿ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ мтΚ Lǘ ²!{ ŀ ōŀǊ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΦ 9ǾƛŘŜƴǘƭȅ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

know about and she apparently had a thing for drifters. Nothing but trouble, he reflected, and might be 

the death of him yet. The Mayor had a drug problem and two unsolved murders and Jake was the 

perfect candidate to pin the rap for both on and cover up his black market business; something Jake had 

discovereŘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘŀƭƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƎǳŜǎǎŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ aŀȅƻǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŀƴȅ ƭƻƻǎŜ ŜƴŘǎΤ 

thus the reason for the relentless pursuit.  

 

Hands finally warmed back up, he turned back to the valley and descended the final 500 yards into the 

valley. The woodǎ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ƛƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƴƻǿ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǾȅ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘ ŦƭƻƻǊ 

yet, greatly improving his odds of finding some dry tinder for a fire. He made his way toward the huge 

granite cliff and hopefully in a direction that his pursuers wouldƴΩǘ ƎǳŜǎǎ ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǾŀƭƭŜȅ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǎƻǳǘƘ 

was the obvious choice since the other sides of the valley were boxed. He hoped to find a cave or 

overhang or something that would work to hole up in for a few days. He had a feeling it was going to 

really snow hard. The cold was becoming painful and he was worried about hypothermia. He had started 

shivering pretty hard not to long ago and his teeth were chattering almost uncontrollably now.  

 

He went forward and continued in what he hoped was the right direction toward the cliff face. As he 

went he passed an old willow and cut four old dry branches and one green one and carried them with 

him. He passed an old fallen pine tree and after hunting around found a nice size chunk of relatively flat 

and very dry wood. After what he guessed was about a mile, he came upon the cliff face abruptly. The 

trees grew right up the face and there was a huge tumble of boulders and shale at the base of the cliff 

like he had suspected. He began walking along the edge of the rubble looking for a likely hiding spot. He 

almost passed it and only saw it when he turned around to investigate a shadow on a rock, or rather a 

darker hole than the others. There was no direct light to cause a shadow, the fog was thick and created 

a white ambient light that was getting darker. He suspected it was getting late in the day and that added 

to his urgency. 

 

IŜ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘ ŎŀǾŜ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǾŜƴǘǳǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ 

to scare up a bear or some other forest native. It was darker inside but he could still see well enough. It 

was two huge slabs of rock that had fallen together in a V shape and then fallen together against 

another huge boulder, making a perfect rock teepee. Another rock slide had come down on top of this 

rock teepee and buried it and sealed it further and partially covered the opening. He saw how he could 

build a fire against the corner where the two sides met on the opening side. It was a perfect reflector 

that would push the heat back into his cave and waǊƳ ƘƛƳ ƴƛŎŜƭȅΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ƻƴ 



his trail for the moment. It was likely they would give up for the night anyway, as cold as it was and 

starting to snow.  

 

He dropped the willow and slab of pine in the corner and then dropped his pack. He wanted to get some 

wood gathered while it was light outside. He could make do with his flashlight for tonight after he got 

what needed.  

 

He went back out and over to a cluster of rock mangled trees and gathered as much bark and dried 

wood as he could hold and took it back to his cave. He repeated this four more times until he was 

confident he had more than enough wood to last the night. He dug into his pack and removed four large 

32 gallon 4 mil plastic contractor grade garbage bags and went back out on the forest floor and stuffed 

them with pine needles, then carried them back to the cave.  

 

Once he had done that, he went out again and gathered a dozen bowling ball size rocks and carried 

them into the cave also. He arranged the rocks in a semi circle against the corner as a border for the fire 

pit. By the time he was done with that, it was almost impossible to see anything and he had to dig his 

flashlight out, He turned it on and leaned it against a rock, allowing him to work. By constantly moving, 

he had managed to keep warm enough, but now that he was in the cave, it was quickly catching up to 

him. He had to work fast. He dug the 550 cord from his pack and cut off about 3 feet. He took the green 

willow stick and carved a notch in each end and then measured the 550 cord against the stick, tying a 

knot in each end of the cord slightly shorter than the willow stick. He then put one knot in a notch and 

then bent the stick and put the other knot in the other notch. He had his bow. He grabbed one of the 

dried sticks and sharpened one end to a point and then carved four square sides about half way up. He 

took his slab of pine and using the blade of his Swiss Army Knife (SAK) he carved a hole and then 

switched to the saw and cut a slot from the hole to the edge of the wood. He took his saw and cut off a 

large corner of the slab and the hollowed out a depression in the center of it big enough for the end of 

his drill. He took a pile of pine needles and put them in the bed of his fire area, then took several dried 

leaves and crumbled them up and combined them with a small amount of pine needles and shredded 

bark in a small pile next to his plank. He had a scrap of leather in his pack and he took it out and put the 

pile of tinder on the leather scrap. He quickly looped the drill into the bow string, making sure the string 

was around the part of the drill that was flattened on four sides. This would allow the 550 cord to grab 

the drill and not slide and slip. He placed the sharpened tip into the hole on the slab. Then, using the 

piece he cut off as a bearing, he leaned down on the drill with all of his weight and quickly worked the 

bow back and forth. In no time, smoke appeared. Once the smoke was really going, he removed the drill 

and checked for a coal. He had one! He quickly dumped the coal into the pile of tinder and blew gently 

on it, slowly trying to coax it into flame. It smoked; smoked some more, and then a flame appeared and 

quickly grew as it consumed the dry tinder. He almost shouted for joy.  

 

He carefully placed the rapidly growing blaze down into his fire bed with the pine needles and carefully 

ōŜƎŀƴ ŀŘŘƛƴƎ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎǘƛŎƪǎ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΦ hƴŎŜ ƛǘ 

was going strong and he had a few small logs on it, he went back outside and walked away from the 

cave into the darkness and looked back. There was a glow, but it was very faint. He was just going to 



have to chance it. It was now pitch black outside, the fog was thick and the snow was falling hard, 

quickly covering everything in sight with a layer of white. This was good for him. He had shelter, fire, and 

the snow was providing plenty of cover. The fog was thick enough that no one would be able to detect 

the fire until very close. He would keep his pistol handy tonight.  

 

He walked back into his cave and arranged the bags of pine needles so he could sleep on them. On 

second thought, he pushed the bags into a corner and then took down the rock fire barrier he had built 

and built up his fire and spread it out over where he was going to sleep. With such a large fire, the cave 

got warm very quickly. It felt great and he had to open his jacket to cool off a bit. The heat was reflecting 

off the rock walls and back into him, providing lots of warmth from every direction. After about two 

hours of burning his fire this way, he used a big log and pushed it back into the corner again, carefully 

extinguishing every little ember in his sleeping area. The ground was hot to the touch and the rock walls 

ǿŜǊŜ ǿŀǊƳΦ ά±ŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ to himself.  

 

He carefully emptied two bags of the pine needles and spread them out for his mattress over the hot 

ground, being careful to make sure the needles stayed away from the fire. It would be a bummer to get 

burned out of his otherwise perfect shelter. He unrolled his bedroll and put one blanket down over the 

needles. He sat down on his bed and leaned against the wall, enjoying the moment and soaking up the 

warmth. He was sure he would be okay, for tonight anyway.  

 

The heat was getting to him and he realized how tired he really was. He still had some things to do 

though. He carefully folded up the two empty trash bags and replaced them in his pack. He packed up 

his bow and drill and bearing and wood slab. He dug out an MRE from his pack. He had three left, he 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƭŜ ƻŦ оΩǎ ǿŀǎΦ о ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀƛǊΣ о ƘƻǳǊǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ 

ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊΣ о Řŀȅǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ о ǿŜŜƪǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŦƻƻŘΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ŦƻƻŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǇǊƛƻǊƛǘȅ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴ 

this cold, his body was burning calories at an incredible rate. He knew shelter and water were his top 

priorities. He had shelter now, he had a full Camelback attached to his pack, and he had food for now. 

¢ƻƴƛƎƘǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΦ  

 

He only ate the main meal from the MRE and put the rest back into his pack for later. He would need to 

conserve his food to make it last. It was going to take a lot of energy to get out of these mountains alive 

and without a rifle, he would have a hard time taking any game, especially in this weather. The forest 

natives were no doubt warm and secure in some hole somewhere, too smart to be out in this weather.  

 

Jake enjoyed his meal and drank a few swallows of water. He suddenly remembered he had a stash of 

tea in his pack and dug it out and his stainless steel mess kit as well. He dug out his coffee pot and went 

outside and filled it with snow. He placed it on the fire and it was boiling in no time. He let it boil for 

what he guessed was about 15 minutes and then took it off the fire and poured a cup and put a tea bag 

in the cup. He put the pot off to the side to cool and then nursed his tea slowly as it cooled off enough 

to drink it. The internal warmth felt wonderful. When he was done, he poured the water from the coffee 

pot into his Camelback and then he replaced everything back in his pack and made it secure in case he 

ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƭƛƪŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ƎŜŀǊΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ǘƻΦ IŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 



pistol and checked it, and then replaced it. He banked the fire against the night and added two rather 

heavy and dense looking logs. He lay down on the bed of warm needles and pulled the other blanket 

and the two bags of needles on top of him for additional warmth. .  

 

He lay there for a while looking up at the rock ceiling and let the warmth spread through him. 

Exhaustion overtook him and he slept. 

Jake worked the bolt and caught the brass cartridge as it was ejected, chambered another round, and 

ǎƭǳƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǊƛŦƭŜΦ IŜ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōǊŀǎǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳǇΦ IŜ ǿŜƴǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ aпΩǎ 

and picked them up, slinging both of them cross body behind him. He went to the man he had shot and 

stripped him of his gloves and his jacket and his pistol and shoulder harness. He searched both men for 

L5Ωǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƴȅ ǇŀǇŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƘƻǘ ǿŀǎ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǎƻƳe Carhart 

insulated overalls. He looked about the same size as Jake, maybe just a little bigger, and definitely 

heavier, so he stripped them off them and added them to his pile. He made a pile of gear in the middle 

of the camp, working quickly because the light was fading and he still had quite a trek to make back to 

his cave.  

 

He grabbed the other sleeping bag and opened it up, stuffing all the gear inside. He collapsed the tent 

and rolled it up and stuffed it into its stuff sack, throwing that into the sleeping bag also. Then he 

grabbed the second mans pack and put it in the bag. He quickly went over the camp site to make sure he 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƴƛǎǎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ōŀƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƭǳƴƎ ƛǘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ 

leave.  

 

A thought came to him suddenly and he went back to the two men and took off their boots. They were 

quality Danner hiking boots, designed for cold weather and they were both broken in. By chance, one 

pair was his size. He tied the laces together and slung them over his shoulder and left the other pair 

behind. He grabbed the sleeping bag again and took off toward his cache. When he arrived there, he 

dropped the bag and took everything out of the hole. He put on one pack, slung his hip bag over his 

shoulder, and threw the first mans jacket into the sleeping bag. He had one pair of gloves on and the 

other was in his jacket pocket. After checking to see if he forgot anything, he grabbed the sleeping bag 

and managed to get it up on his shoulders, resting it on his pack. Jake was suddenly thankful for his life 

as a drifter and the conditioning that always carrying a pack had given him. This was going to be one 

long trip and a serious load. It was getting dark quickly and he had roughly 2 miles to cover to get back 

to his cave. The clouds were low and dark and there was not going to be any light at all when darkness 

came. He reached into his hip bag and pulled out his PAL light and checked it. It worked, the bright LED 

would provide all the light he needed to travel by.  

 

Snow began falling as Jake set out for his cave. He was carrying two packs plus his hip bag, a tent, two 

heavy jackets, three rifles, an unknown amount of ammo but at least 6 magazines worth of the M4 5.56 

ammo plus the two mag's already in the rifles. Each man had haŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƳŀƎŀȊƛƴŜǎ ōǳǘ WŀƪŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƎƻƴŜ 

through the packs yet. He was thankful for his walking stick now. It was treacherous carrying all this 

weight and the last thing he needed right now was an injury. 



 

Jake made his way north and east toward the giant wall of granite he could still see in the distance. 

Skirting the meadow again, he back tracked his route using the broken branches he had broken on his 

ƻǳǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ ǘǊƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŀƴȅ ŀƳŀǘŜǳǊ ǘǊŀŎƪŜǊ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘǊŀŎƪ ƘƛƳ Řƻǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎƛƎƴǎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

worried about that.  

 

It was getting dark fast now and the snow was starting to come down heavy. Somewhere in the distance 

he heard a branch snap as it gave out from the weight of the snow. A few minutes later he heard a howl 

behind him, answered by another ƻƴŜ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ŀǿŀȅΦ ²ƻƭǾŜǎΦ WŀƪŜ ƘǳǊǊƛŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦŀǎǘŜǊΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ 

to be caught in the open by a pack of wolves. He had never heard of a man being killed by wolves, but 

ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƻƴŜΦ aŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ Ƨust discovered the 

dead bodies at the camp and were happy with their free dinner prize.  

 

The PAL light provided plenty of light for Jake to find his way and he powered through the snow, 

ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎƴƻǿǎƘƻŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŜǇ ǇƻǿŘŜǊΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇΦ Iƛǎ ǎƘoulders were burning like they 

were on fire and he was starting to sweat. He hoped the fire in his cave was still burning, or least had 

hot coals, or he was going to be in trouble.  

 

He finally reached the cliff face and went north along the wall as fast as he could. He could still hear 

howling behind him and every now and again he imagined he heard something in the woods next to 

him, running ahead of him and beside him, but always just out of the light.  

 

He knew he was almost there. He was almost jogging now, a sense of urgency upon him, like a sixth 

sense. He saw the last broken branch and he recognized it as the one from outside his cave. He slowed 

down and began to look for the cave entrance. Suddenly something slammed hard into his back and 

knocked him the ground. He heard snarling and growling and knew instantly that it was the wolves he 

had heard and they had been stalking him after all. The massive pack had saved him from the rear 

attack, but now all that weight was on top of him and the wolves were coming in for the kill. He fought 

back kicking with his legs and trying to turn over. The sleeping bag full of gear rolled free and he was 

trying to grab the pistol from his jacket pocket when a wolf grabbed him by the pant leg and began 

trying to drag himΣ ƻǊ ǘŜŀǊ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎ ƻŦŦΣ WŀƪŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ǿƘƛŎƘΦ !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻƭŦ ŎƘŀǊƎŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ 

his left arm and began jerking it, tugging Jake one way while the wolf on his leg was trying to pull him 

another. He saw three other wolves circling and snarling, still trying to decide when to join the fun. He 

knew he was done for. His adrenaline was pumping and everything was happening in slow motion. 

Another wolf jumped into the fray and went for his stomach, grabbing a mouthful of jacket and clothing 

and trying to rip into it. Jake was screaming and yelling and trying to kick and punch anything he could 

make contact with. Finally he managed to get his pistol out of his pocket and he swung it around at the 

wolf ripping at the clothing on his stomach and fired point blank into the wolfs face. 

Chapter 3. 

 

The wolf dropped instantly and the others scattered from the noise. Jake fired two more shots after 



them and then collapsed back into the snow on his back. He was breathing hard and his heart was 

racing, the adrenaline still pumping wildly into his system. He rolled over onto his stomach and got on 

his hands and knees, looking around for the PAL light and keeping an eye out for the wolves. The shot 

would not scare them off for long and they would return as soon as their initial scare had worn off. He 

ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǾŜ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ŀ ŦƛǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ōŀŘƭȅ ƛƴƧǳǊŜŘΦ Iƛǎ 

ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƭŀȅŜǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƭǾŜǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘŜŜǘƘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ Iƛǎ ƭŜƎ ƘǳǊǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 

awful though ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ Ǉŀƴǘ ƭŜƎ ŀƴŘ 

some thermal underwear.  

 

He dropped the pack from his back and his hip bag and unslung the rifles and grabbed an M4, checking it 

automatically to see if a round was chambered. It was. He ejected the magazine and checked it with the 

PAL light. It was full. He inserted it back into the rifle and then stood up shakily, his left leg hurt terribly 

and he suspected the worst. He kept an eye on the woods and backed into the rocks, searching for his 

cave opening. He finally found it and backed inside. He stoked his fire and found a few coals. He added 

some tinder and got a flame going and then added more fuel. When he had a raging fire going, he 

picked up the M4 again and limped out with his flashlight on and began dragging the gear into the cave. 

On his second trip, he spotted a pair of eyes reflecting back at him from his flashlight and quickly put 

three rounds right between them. He heard a bunch of scurrying as the wolves ran off again. He limped 

over and saw he had nailed the wolf squarely between the eyes with all three rounds.  

 

He grabbed the rest of his gear and drug it into the cave then he went back out and grabbed the first 

wolf he had shot and drug it over to the cavŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǿƻƭŦΦ άaŜŀǘ ƛǎ 

ƳŜŀǘέ WŀƪŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƻƴƎ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ  

 

Once the second wolf was drug over to the first one, Jake went back into his cave and collapsed on his 

bed of pine needles and proceeded to do a damage assessment of his injuries and gear.  

 

His jacket was toast. The left arm was shredded and the front was torn to ribbons. Jake was glad it was a 

heavy canvas outer shell because otherwise he would be dead. That wolf he had shot first had been 

determined to spill his guts all over the place. His arms were both battered but he could live with some 

bruises. He was glad that no wolves had gone for his head. That first one probably had but his pack and 

the sleeping bag had saved him. He chŜŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎΦ Iƛǎ Ǉŀƴǘ ƭŜƎ ǿŀǎ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ 

good sign. The cave was warming up nicely and he knew he was going to have to treat his injuries before 

they got infected, or he was in big trouble, with a capital T.  

 

He moved to the entrance and shined his flashlight out. All was clear. He doubted the wolves would 

come back and he doubted even more that they would venture near his cave where there was fire 

burning and smoke and light. He had enough firewood to last the night fortunately, but he would have 

to gather more tomorrow. His left pant leg was in ribbons from the knee down and the thermal 

underwear he had on underneath was torn and bloody. He stripped his pants off and then the thermal 

underwear, discovering it was still cool in the cave despite the raging fire, but it was tolerable and he 

ƳƻǾŜŘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜΦ ²ƛǘƘ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƻƴΣ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀŦǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƴƻǿΦ IŜ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ 



pot back on the fire and dumped water in it from his Camelback. While the water was heating, he dug a 

rag out of his pack and set it aside and then dug out his first aid kit. It was a very basic first aid kit but it 

had some gauze and some Tylenol and some Ibuprofen in it.  

 

He examined his wounds on his leg. The skin was ripped in several placeǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƭŦ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƭŦΩǎ 

teeth had left a few deep puncture wounds that had ripped the calf muscle tissue when the wolf began 

ǘǳƎƎƛƴƎΦ !ƭƭ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘǎ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎŀǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ 

deadly; he had no medication and no antibiotics and no access to medical help. He would have to 

improvise and make sure he kept the wounds as clean as possible and try to ward off any infection. He 

remembered seeing some chaparral and some other herbal plants in his walk through the woods, 

tomorrow he would have to gather some for a poultice while he was gathering more firewood. There 

was willow too and he could eat the insides of the branches. The white stuff was where aspirin came 

from and he could use some aspirin too.  

 

He heard a scuffle and some snarling outside the cave and grabbed the M4 and jumped up and went to 

the opening. He shined his flashlight out into the darkness just in time to see two wolves dragging one of 

his kills into the woods. He fired a quick shot at the more exposed wolf and was satisfied to hear it yelp 

and fall down, try to stand and then collapse again. Instantly three other wolves leapt out of the 

darkness and viciously attacked the wounded wolf on the ground, tearing at it and snarling and growling 

at each other. The wounded wolf tried to fight back but was quickly overcome. Jake watched in shock 

for a moment, obviously these wolves were extremely hungry and hard up for food. That would explain 

why they had attacked him, besides the smell of blood on the clothing from the two men, and why they 

ǿŜǊŜ ŎŀƴƴƛōŀƭƛȊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴΦ WŀƪŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ IŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ 

the M4, holding the flashlight along the barrel with his forward hand and fired at the wolves, dropping 

all three in the dirt. To make sure they were dead, he shot them all one more time center mass or in the 

ƘŜŀŘ ŘŜǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘŀǊƎŜǘ ǿŀǎ ŜŀǎƛŜǎǘ ǘƻ ƘƛǘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜǎ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ 

was sure these wolves were hungry enough to try anything. After a few minutes no more wolves 

showed and he was starting to shake from the cold so he retreated back into the cave and sat down 

again by the fire.  

 

The water was boiling by now, so he removed the pot from the fire and set it aside. Picking up the rag, 

he dipped it in the hot water and began bathing his wounds, wiping the blood away and carefully 

cleaning the gashes. It was extremely painful, the heat was a little too hot, so he let the water cool off 

while he grabbed a pack from the two men and dumped its contents on the floor of the cave. He 

grabbed the other pack and dumped it as well, tossing them both into the corner after making sure they 

were empty. After gathering up all the clothing from the two packs and tossing it aside, he began going 

through the other contents.  

 

There was about 100 rounds of 223 ammo which he set with the 6 loaded magazines, a shaving kit, two 

gun cleaning kits, several cans of food, two stainless steel mess kits similar to his, several boxes of 

matches, one tent repair kit for the tent, a Zippo lighter, three disposable lighters, four packs of 

cigarettes, a rather large sealable container of coffee and another large bag of sugar, two first aid kits 



that were bigger than his, several apparently very long lengths of parachute cord ς probably at least 

оллΩ ǿƻǊǘƘΣ ŀ ǊƻǇŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǊŀǇǇŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǊƻǇŜΣ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ŎŀǊŀōƛƴŜŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ŜƛƎƘǘΣ ŀ ǊŀǇǇŜƭƭƛƴƎ 

harness that looked too big for him, a shoulder harnesses for each of the pistols, 3 magazines and one 

box of ammo for the Glock G20 10mm and 4 quick loaders and 2 boxes of ammo for the Ruger 44 

Magnum revolver, a few folding knives including a TOPS Magnum Folder, two cheap looking hunting 

άōƻǿƛŜέ ƪƴƛǾŜǎΣ ŀ ŦƛƴŜΣ ǿŜƭƭ ōǳƛƭǘ ƘŀǘŎƘŜǘΣ ǎƻƳŜ ŦƛǊŜ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ƳŀǘŜǊƛŀƭǎ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛng a pouch filled with 0000 

steel wool and four 35mm film canisters stuffed with cotton PJ balls, a diamond stone for sharpening 

knives, a First Need water purifier, an extra filter, a small wood burning camp stove, a lightweight metal 

skillet with deep sides that more resembled a pot, a coffee pot, two rolls of black electrical tape, two 

rolls of duct tape, several trash bags but they were the flimsy garden kind, a sewing kit, four quart size 

military style canteens in their pouches that had been attached to the packs, one Camelback, a medium 

size bottle of Tabasco, and several other odds and ends.  

 

He grabbed the first aid kits and opened them up. They were basic first aid kits like his but with some 

modifications. One kit had added to it a bottle of iodine and hydrogen peroxide. It also had some 

aftermarket tweezers, the really good machined kind with the precision tip, they looked to be made 

from titanium. There were some suture materials and needles and a small field surgery kit with scalpels 

and tweezeǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŀƳǇǎΦ WŀƪŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ƭǳŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƪƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ōǳǘ ƘŀŘ ƳƻǊŜ 

medications and bandages.  

 

Obviously these guys were an experienced team and knew their stuff. They may have talked like 

uneducated idiots but they were apparently pretty competent and obviously used to spending time in 

the field. There was no useless gear or dead weight.  

 

He checked his water and it was still hot but cool enough to use. He dipped the rag into the hot water 

and then resumed bathing his leg. Once he had thoroughly cleaned the wounds, he dried off with the 

dry part of the rag and then retrieved the hydrogen peroxide and carefully poured it into the wounds, 

watching it fizzle and foam and bubble out of the wounds, carrying, hopefully, any germs and 

contamination with it. Once that was done, he dabbed the wounds dry again and then very carefully 

ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ƛƻŘƛƴŜΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ǘƻ ǿŀǎǘŜ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ IŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƎ ƻŦ 

sugar and some gauze and an ACE bandage and after waiting for the iodine to dry, packed the wounds 

with sugar, covered them with the gauze, and then wrapped his leg with the ACE bandage. Filling the 

second coffee pot with water, he put it on the fore to boil and put his rag in the water to boil it clean.  

 

That would have to do he thought. He realized he was famished. Grabbing his SAK and one of the cans 

of mystery food (the labels were gone) he used the can opener on the SAK and opened the can. It 

appeared to be soup, maybe clam chowder. Replacing the lid, he placed the can near the fire on a rock 

and waited for it to get hot.  

 

Jake was comfortable for the moment. He was happy with his finds and had more peace of mind 

regarding his injuries now that he had some decent treatment options. He took a package of Motrin and 

opened it up and swallowed the two pills with a cup of water, then he took two more bags and 



swallowed the pills from them, about 1200 mg all together. He knew that Motrin was good to combat 

inflammation as well as kill the pain; it was what they issued in the Corps and the Corpsman handed 

them out like candy for the asking. He felt much better about his situation now.  

 

He gathered up the gear and arranged it in a neat pile. Taking the magazine from the M4 he had used, 

he grabbed the extra ammo and reloaded the magazine and then replaced it in the weapon. The pocket 

knives he put in his hip bag, as well as the steel wool pouch and the containers of PJ balls, adding to his 

supply already in the bag. The matches were put inside a waterproof bag in his pack, there were already 

matches in his hip bag. There was a ferrocerium rod and a magnesium block in his hip bag as well. He 

kept his bow and drill for now. The mess kits he set aside. The para cord, or 550 cord, he distributed 

between his pack and his hip bag. The rappelling rope was secured to the outside of his pack on the side. 

The rappelling harness actually fit just right. It was a little loose but once he had some clothes back on, it 

would fit perfect. The water purifier went into his hip bag.  

 

Jake went to the pile of clothes and dug out the insulated overalls. There was blood all over the front 

and back and a bullet hole on both sides. No matter, that was a problem easily solved. He put the coffee 

pot back in the fire and topped it off with water. His soup was hot so he ate it while waiting for the 

water to boil. By the time he was done with the soup, the water was boiling. Using some of the hot 

water, he washed the soup can out and poured the water in the back corner behind the fire. Taking the 

overalls, he poured the boiling water over the blood stains and scrubbed the fabric together using his 

hands. He poured water over it again and was happy to see most of the blood rinse away. He repeated 

the process until the blood was virtually gone, refilling the pot once in the process. Using some needle 

and thread from the sewing kit, he patched the holes back together. He dug a pink lady candle from his 

hip bag and lit the wick, dripping hot wax over the thread and patch work and working it in with his 

finger. This would hopefully seal the thread and keep any ends from fraying. He then used the Zippo 

lighter and holding the flame close to the fabric, melted the wax into the fabric itself.  

 

Satisfied with his work, he hung the overalls near the fire using his spear/walking stick as a prop so they 

could dry. He hunted through the other clothes and found a pair of long underwear that he tried on. 

They fit nicely. There was a couple of flannel shirts that he tried on and they fit also. It was like winning 

the lottery.  

 

TƘŜ L5Ωǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƳŜƴ ǊŜŀŘ WƻƘƴ YŜǊǊȅ ŀƴŘ !ƭŜȄ .ŀƭŘǿƛƴΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƘƛƭŀǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ǘƻ WŀƪŜΤ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ 

ƳŜƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƳŀƴΦ IŜ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ǿŀƭƭŜǘǎ ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ϷрΣлллΦлл 

between them, most likely the deposit on their contract to kill him. Evidently both were contract killers 

and on the Mayors payroll. There was a debit card for each man and several credit cards. Jake decided 

to hang on to the credit cards and see if they would work whenever he managed to find another town. 

He stashed the money inside his waterproof pouch in his bag, adding to the $107.32 he had up to that 

point. It was the only money he had left from his three days of work in the Mayors town, digging 

trenches for some landscape contractor for cash. It was the hobo life and he loved it. He would work 

enough to make a few hundred bucks and then hit the road. His only expenses were food and 

sometimes replacing some gear; his favorite places were Mil-Surplus stores where he had acquired his 



ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘ ǎǳǇǇƭȅ ƻŦ aw9ΩǎΦ IŜ ƭoved his life, he usually had no worries but something had gone horribly 

ǿǊƻƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ǿŜŜƪΦ ά5ŀƳƴ ǿƻƳŜƴΧΧέ WŀƪŜ ƎǊǳƳōƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ άbƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΣ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΣ 

ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΧΧΦέ 

 

Taking his rifle from where it was leaning against the wall in the cave, he checked it over for damage. It 

was a tough rifle with its heavy, thick match barrel and the scope was nearly indestructible. It appeared 

to be fine. He had chosen the Remington 700 over an assault type rifle because he was intimately 

familiar with it for one, and also because it was less scary to anyone who happened to see him carrying 

it. He had a special sack in his pack that he used to cover the rifle when traveling. It disguised it enough 

ǘƘŀǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŘƛƭȅ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ ŀǎ ŀ ǊƛŦƭŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƭǳƴƎ over his shoulder. Sometimes he would 

strap it to the side of his pack and then use his bedroll to cover it, further disguising it from casual view. 

He had learned that not everyone was comfortable with a drifter walking around with a rifle, especially 

the law enforcement. He had learned to avoid them and after a few close calls, he decided he was 

better off finding a good hiding spot for his gear before venturing into a town and then retrieving it 

when he left. So far it had saved him a lot of grief. Mostly he stuck to the backcountry and rural areas, 

avoiding cities like the plague and he never went into California at all, staying mostly in the Midwestern 

and north western and pacific north west states; south in the winter toward Arizona and north in the 

summer toward Idaho and Washington. Traveling as he did kept him in great physical shape and his 

senses alert. He happened be stuck in southwest Montana at the moment. He had been heading for 

Yellowstone to see it in the winter. 

 

He checked the overalls, they were dry. After putting on a flannel shirt, he donned the coveralls and 

ǘƘŜƴ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜŜǇǎƪƛƴ ƧŀŎƪŜǘǎΦ IŜ ǘƻƻƪ WƻƘƴ YŜǊǊȅΩǎ ƧŀŎƪŜǘΦ 5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƪƴƛŦŜΣ 

almost no blood had gotten on the jacket and it was the cleanest one. He wƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿŀǎƘ !ƭŜȄΩǎ 

ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ƭŀǘŜǊ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ōǳƭƭŜǘ ƘƻƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŀŘ ŜȄƛǘŜŘ !ƭŜȄΩǎ 

body. It fit him nicely and was slightly oversize. Grabbing his Walk About, he then tucked the G20 into 

Ƙƛǎ ƻǾŜǊŀƭƭΩǎ ŦǊƻƴǘ ǇƻŎƪet and grabbed an M4 and stepped outside. It was very dark and the snow was 

coming down hard still. The wolves could barely be seen under the layer of snow that had fallen, but 

they were obviously undisturbed.  

 

Going to the wolf closest to the cave, the one he had killed first, he drug it a ways away from the camp, 

keeping an eye on the woods and his ears tuned to the slightest sound. 

Several times he heard a snap or a creak or a crack and spun around with his M4 in one hand, expecting 

to see a flying, snarling fur ball come leaping at him. His PAL light put out just enough light for him to see 

ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŦŜŜǘ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅΦ IŜ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƛƴŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀŘƭŀƳǇ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊΦ  

 

When he was about 100 feet from the cave he dropped the wolf carcass and looked around carefully 

before he crouched down and taking his Walk About, sliced open the gut of the wolf. The carcass was 

ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ǎƻƭƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳǘǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘΦ IŜ ƎǊƛƳŀŎŜŘΦ IŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΣ 

but his injuries had taken priority over butchering a half starved wolf. With no other choice, he took off 

his sheepskin jacket and rolled up his flannel sleeves. It was mighty cold, but he could stand it for a short 



time. Reaching up into the body cavity, he pulled the guts out and let them hang. Taking the Walk 

About, he sliced around the anus and then pulled his Armageddon out and chopped off the head with 

four solid blows. Reaching into the body cavity again, he ripped the intestines out with the severed anus 

and pulled the esophagus out of the neck. Locating the heart, lungs, and liver, he grabbed them and put 

them back inside the carcass. Since the body had been dead for several hours and was mostly frozen, 

there was no blood to speak of. He unrolled his sleeves and put his jacket and gloves back on. Grabbing 

the hind legs, he drug the carcass back to his cave and inside. Taking his coffee pot and the pot from the 

men, and a collapsible 2 ½ gallon canvas water pail that was in the gear he had taken, he went back 

outside and loaded all with as much snow as he could cram into the containers, then he went back into 

the cave and set the metal containers on his rock fire ring and the canvas water pail on the ground 

beside it. He would use some for cleaning and some for boiling for consumption. The carcass was more 

frozen then he originally thought and dressing it out would be a challenge. He decided to wait until 

ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǿŜŘ ƻǳǘ ōȅ ǘƘŜƴΦ aƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀǊ ƻŦŦΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎ ƻǊ 

so it seemed. He removed the heart, lungs, and liver from the body cavity and examined the liver 

carefully. If the animal had been sick, the liver would show some signs of it. It appeared to be perfectly 

healthy. It had a smooth even texture and the color was an even dark brown with no spots or blemishes. 

It was as healthy a looking liver as he had ever seen.  

 

He took the metal skillet and put some snow in it from the pail and placed it over the fire, waiting for it 

to boil. After it was boiling well, he put the heart and liver in the skillet and then added water from his 

Camelback until it was full to the brim. Fortunately the skillet had deep sides so it held a lot of water. He 

wished for some seasonings, but he could do without.  

 

As the water heated up again, he kept turning the two organs until they were completely thawed. He 

dumped the water out and took his Walk About and sliced the heart up into strips and then did the 

same with the liver. Normally he hated liver but right now he was hungry enough to eat the *** out of a 

Rhino. Spreading the fillets out in the pan, he put it back on the fire and cooked them up, turning them 

ƻŦǘŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻƻƪŜŘ ŜǾŜƴƭȅ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōǳǊƴΦ  

 

When they were done, he sampled one of the pieces of heart. Not too bad, but it could use something. 

He took the Tabasco and dribbled it all over the meat. Tabasco could make anything taste good he had 

heard, so he used it. It was a little hot, but it did taste a lot better. He ate the meat and then washed the 

pan.  

 

About then, he realized Ƙƻǿ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀŘǊŜƴŀƭƛƴŜ ƘŀŘ ǿƻǊƴ ƻŦŦΣ ōǳǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ 

ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘŀŎƪΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎǊŀǎƘŜŘΦ Lǘ Ƙƛǘ ƘƛƳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǘƻƴ ƻŦ ōǊƛŎƪǎ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ 

dizzy and saw double for a minute. He decided he had done enough for the time being and banked the 

fire, made up his bed again, and lay down, this time inside a sleeping bag.  

 

He was asleep almost instantly. 



Chapter 4 

 

He awoke instantly and lay still listening. He had no idea what had woke him, but he never woke like 

that without being disturbed.  

 

The wind was blowing over the rocks and howling through the trees. The draft in the cave had decidedly 

increased and the cold was, well, penetrating. He rolled over and checked his fire; it was out. Great. Just 

friggin great.  

 

Jake sat up and pulled his legs into his chest, the left one complaining loudly and painfully that all was 

not well this morning. Jake looked around the cave, there was some snow drifting in from an opening 

toward the back and some was swirling in from the opening. He looked over at his wood pile and saw he 

was dreadfully low on fuel. He leaned over and stirred the ashes with a stick, happy to find a few live 

coals still hot and burning. He gathered up some small sticks and pine needles and bunched them 

together over the hot coals and managed to get a flame going. He gently blew some more until it caught 

the pine needle and began burning, slowly engulfing the sticks as well. As the flame grew, he added 

some larger logs and branches. Once the fire was going again, he put one of the coffee pots against the 

fire and waited for it to boil.  

 

While he was waiting, he shrugged into the sheepskin coat and checked the G20. On second thought, he 

removed the coat and grabbed the shoulder holster and tried it on, adjusting it until it fit just right. He 

took one of the web belts and hung his Armageddon and Walk About on it and managed to get his 

Leatherman sheath on the belt as well. He strapped it on and secured the shoulder holster to the web 

belt. He checked the magazines for the G20, ensuring they were loaded and replaced them in the strong 

side magazine holder.  

 

He put the coat back on and checked his water. It was hot enough so he put three heaping spoonfuls of 

coffee into the pot and waited for it to boil. It was ground coffee, not instant, thank God. Instant coffee 

gave him the runs bad. There was no percolator though and that had him stumped as to why the men 

had used ground coffee instead of instant. Maybe they liked their coffee crunchy. An idea came to him 

and he grabbed the four military canteens from the pile and checked each of them to see if there was a 

canteen cup. Sure enough there was one. He removed it and thanked his lucky stars. For some odd 

reason he had never bought one although they were handy for all kinds of uses. Probably because he 

always used a Camelback for his water, he just never thought of the canteen cup when he was shopping 

for gear.  

 

He took one of the clean socks and stretched it over the top of the cup and poured the coffee in until it 

was full, screening the gritty coffee grains from his coffee. He put the sock aside and added some sugar 

to the coffee and sat back and sipped it, enjoying the warmth as it went through his body.  

 

Once more he wondered what had woken him. It could have been the wind, which was howling like a 

banshee through the trees right now, deflecting off the granite cliff he was camping under and causing 



snow to blow into the cave. He would have to do something about that. To leave this shelter now would 

be pure stupidity and most likely suicide. After the storm passed and the weather cleared, he would take 

some time to look around and see what was out there. For the moment he had food and water and 

shelter and fire.  

 

Food! He immediately thought of the dead wolves outside and stood up and hobbled over to the 

entrance, his leg was throbbing horribly. Outside the wind was blowing so hard that the trees had been 

blown free of most of their snow and the drifts against the cliff were piling up. He could see that in a few 

more hours his cave would be sealed up tight. If he was going to get more wood, it had to be now. He 

ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŜŀ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƭǾŜǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ŘŜŜǇ ǎƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƛŦ 

they were still there or not. He suspected they were. As he reviewed the fight in his mind, he could only 

recall about six wolves and he had killed at least five he thought, or was it six? 

 

He backed back into his cave and finished his coffee while he evaluated his situation. He had shelter but 

his wood was about to run out and there was at least two feet of snow on the ground. It was terribly 

cold, most likely below zero. He had plenty of food for the time being and lots of warm clothing, but 

without an external heat source, like a fire, the cold would overcome him eventually. His shelter kept 

him out of the wind and snow. Most likely no one would be searching for him in this weather and the 

ƳŀȅƻǊ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƛǎ Ǝƻƻƴ ǎǉǳŀŘ ƘŀŘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƻ ŀ ǿŀǊƳŜǊ ŎƭƛƳŀǘŜΣ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǳƴƭƛƪŜƭȅ ƘŜ 

would be sending out another search party any time soon. He suddenly remembered the satellite phone 

and went over to the other sheepskin coat and checked the pockets. It was there. He studied it for a 

minute. It looked like any other cell phone he had ever seen. It was turned off to preserve the batteries 

ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ƛǘ ƻƴΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿƻrk anyway in this weather; satellite signals 

are generally pretty weak and easily interrupted by weather and overhead objects. It was always a 

problem in the Corps when he was acting as a Forward Observer and the Sat-Link was always having 

trouble.  

 

Determined to get more wood before the storm got any worse, he pulled on the boots he had taken 

from Alex and tightened the laces, then tied on his snowshoes. He pulled on his gloves and buttoned up 

the coat. He slung the M4 cross body, barrel down, behind him. If he needed it, all he had to do was 

grab the barrel, pull it forward and then change his grip. He could get it into action from this position in 

ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀƭƭƻǿ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƎŀǘƘŜǊ ǿƻƻŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴȅ ŘŀƴƎŜǊ 

though, he was probably the only idiot out in this storm, with the exception of the Abominable 

Snowman.  

 

He wrapped a scarf around his neck and face and donned his boony hat and stepped outside. The wind 

hit him like a wall and the exposed skin on his face stung as if a thousand needles were stabbing him. He 

adjusted the scarf so only his eyes were visible and walked into the woods. Instantly the wind died down 

to a strong breeze. That area between the wood line and the cliff face was like a wind tunnel, funneling 

the wind down that channel. The trees broke the wind inside the forest. There was less snow on the 

ground here and he walked over to the pile of dead trees he had seen before, always looking side to side 

and watching over his shoulder.  



 

There was snow covering the pile of dead wood but he managed to clear most of it and began dragging 

logs and branches out and making a pile. The wood was frozen and only slightly wet. He was thankful it 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƭŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ǎƴƻǿ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜƭǘƛƴƎ ƻƴto the wood and making it wet.  

 

After gathering a large pile of heavy branches and logs and bark, he began dragging them back to the 

cave. He brought them inside and stacked them against the far wall. He continued this until he had 

accumulated what he thought was about three or four days worth of wood at his current consumption. 

Most of it was pine, so it would burn hot and fast, although it was mostly old, dried, and dense stuff so it 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǳǊƴ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǎǘΦ  

 

He went back out and over to the area where he thought the wolves should be and prodded around in 

the snow with his spear until he located them. Of course they were frozen solid, but they were still 

there. He grabbed one of the animals and pulled it near the cave but left it outside.  

 

Satisfied he had done all he could outside, he went back in the cave and stoked his fire up again. By this 

time, the snow drifts had covered the top of the cave and the wind was no longer howling in his cave. 

The drafts had been sealed off and the air in the cave was still. It warmed up quickly now and he thought 

that a good thing since it would require less fuel to keep it warm.  

 

He picked up the lungs he had left out the night before and went outside and threw them away from the 

ŎŀǾŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭǳƴƎǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀǎǘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ŎŀǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻƭŦ 

carcass that was in the cave was sufficiently thawed that he could dress it out.  

 

First of all though, he had to check his leg. The cave was getting warm so he stripped off his coat and 

boots and overalls, keeping his pistol near to hand. He removed his thermals and then unwrapped the 

ACE bandage and carefully peeled the gauze from his wounds and threw it on the fire. The wounds had 

oozed a lot of fluids overnight but the sugar was doing its job and soaked everything up.  

 

He grabbed the pot of hot water from near the fire and his rag and proceeded to bathe the wounds 

clean and remove all the old sugar. Once that was done and he was dried off, he applied some more 

Hydrogen Peroxide and then the iodine. He decided to let the wounds air out for a while and made 

himself another cup of coffee. Leaning back against the rock, he sipped his coffee and relaxed.  

 

After a while, he repacked the wounds with sugar and applied some new gauze and rewrapped his leg. 

The wounds looked good, they were slightly red around the edges but that was normal. No sign of 

infection so far but he would have to be careful. He recalled a time once when he had been shot in the 

leg and had treated it himself. He had used similar treatment and packed the wound with sugar and 

kept it clean and it had never become infected. Sugar was good for that, continually absorbing the 

oozing fluids and trapping bacteria and contaminates, keeping the wound clean. It also kept the wound 

open so it would heal from the inside out and not close over and trap any infection inside. 

 



Once that was completed, he dressed himself and began dressing out the wolf. It was still pretty cold 

and solid and rigor had set it, but he managed, stripping the hide first using a combination of his fist and 

his ATAX knife. Once that was completed, he butchered the meat, separating the shoulders and hind 

quarters from the rib cage and spine. He used his Armageddon to chop the lower leg bones off and cut 

the ribs from the spine. The knife was great for that as it hacked through the bones with ease. He piled 

the meat near the entrance, outside but behind a rock, and then covered the meat with snow. As long as 

it stayed frozen, or least very cold, it would last a long time. He figured he had enough meet to last a 

week or longer now, in addition to his other food.  

 

Suddenly the urge came over him, rather intensely, that he had to relieve himself of some, well, extra 

cargo. He dug his ***-rag out of his hip bag, donned his heavy coat, grabbed the M4 and headed 

outside. The wind slapped his face again, driving all those tiny needles deep into his flesh. He went back 

inside and grabbed his scarf and wrapped his head, leaving only his eyes exposed, then went out again. 

Going into the woods, he searched for a likely spot and found a place where two rocks were spaced 

ŀǇŀǊǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƧƻōΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ ōŀŘ ƘŜǊŜ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ IŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǘ ŘƻǿƴΣ 

keeping the M4 across his lap while he contemplated life and how freaking cold those rocks were. He 

used his ***-rag to complete the mission, folded it up with the dirty stuff inside, put himself back 

together and returned to the cave. Once there, he used a stick to scrape the rag as clean as possible and 

chucked the stick out in the snow. He used one of the pots and boiled the rag until it was clean and then 

used fresh water and repeated it; allowing it to boil for almost a half hour before taking it out and 

hanging it on his spear to dry over the fire. He cleaned the pot out again and boiled water in it a third 

time to ensure nothing remained that could come back to bite him. 

 

The next three days passed slowly. He wished he had a book or something to read while sitting in his 

ŎŀǾŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊƳΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ so he spent his time cleaning the hide from the wolf and 

scraping the fat and tissue from it. Since he had nothing to tan it with, he improvised a rack by lashing 

tree branches together and stretched the hide over it and suspended it over the fire and smoked it with 

ƎǊŜŜƴ ǿƻƻŘ ƘŜ ŎƘƻǇǇŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƻƳŜ ǘǊŜŜǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘ ŘǊȅ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƛŘŜΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ǎƳƻƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ 

for a few hours, he took it down and beat it thoroughly and worked it in his hands until it was well 

broken in.  

 

After this he cut off a long section and turned in hair side up and stripped the hair off with the edge of 

his knife. When that was done, he cut several long thin strips for latigo. He took his sheath for his 

Armageddon and made a pattern on the hide. After he cut it out, he punched holes all along the sides 

with his awl on the SAK. Stretching the hide tight around the sheath he laced it together, with the laces 

on the back of the sheath. On the front, he made a slit across the hide near the top of the sheath about 

three inches from the top. Taking the tin can from the soup, he cut it in half and then removed the 

bottom. He flattened it out and folded it in half then trimmed an inch off of one side. He took some of 

the strike-anywhere matches, one of the three magnesium blocks he had, a ferrocerium rod, a chunk of 

the steel wool, and about four feet of snare wire. Using the wax from the pink lady candle, he 

waterproofed the heads of the matches. He used the snare wire to tie everything together in a relatively 

flat bundle and inserted it into the center of the folded tin. Then he took the duct tape and wrapped the 



tin with a few wraps to hold it tightly together and keep moisture out. He inserted in the slit in the hide 

on the sheath and then tied in securely with a length of 550 cord to keep it from falling out. He now had 

a mini kit of fire starting materials that would always be on him, no matter what.  

 

He worked on several crafts over the three days including making some gloves, patching and cleaning 

the other coat, and packing and securing all the gear. He managed to get it all packed and tied to the 

largest pack, his hip bag, and one of the smaller packs he modified so it attached to the top of the large 

main pack. He used some straight branches to act as a frame and it worked great to hold everything 

together. It was tall enough he could secure his 308 to the side of the pack and it was completely hidden 

by the pack and his bedroll, which covered the rifle as it lay over the top of the pack and hung down 

both sides.  

He tied the best of the two sleeping bags to the bottom of the pack and bundled the meat in the 

remaining hide and lashed it the back of the pack. During the three days he had decided to butcher 

another of the wolves and smoke all the meat so it would preserve longer and hopefully eliminate the 

attractive smell as well. He made a bundle of jerky in the process. It was the first time he ever eaten 

ǿƻƭŦ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀǎǘŜ ƘŀƭŦ ōŀŘΦ  

 

IŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƎƻƻŘΦ Iƛǎ ƭŜƎ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƛƴŦŜŎǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ Ŏƭƻsing nicely. His 

ŀǊƳǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōǊǳƛǎŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aпΩǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊƛǇǇŜŘ ƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ 

managed to get it packed. The other he kept handy and put the magazine pouches on his web belt with 

his knives and the Ruger in a holster he had fashioned from some of the old clothes. His original pistol, 

an HK USP Compact 45, he had stashed in his hip bag, as well as the spare magazines, quick loaders, and 

extra ammo. It was quite a load, but manageable.  

 

On the fourth day, the storm broke and the sun dawned on a clear sky. The wind died and the snow 

sparkled in the sunlight. The temperature was rather warm by comparison of the previous week. He 

decided to move. The mayor would no doubt be wondering about his two goons and be sending others 

out to search for them and him. No doubt it would be more than two people this time around. 

 

He extinguished his fire, stacked the remaining wood against a wall, and threw the clothes and other 

stuff he had no use for in the spare pack and hung it in the cave. If he or anyone else ever came back 

through here, maybe it would be of some use. After policing the cave for any gear he may have missed, 

he doubled checked his pack to make sure it was securely lashed and tied; his 308 was attached to the 

side and hidden.  

 

He put on his snowshoes, coat, web belt, and hip bag, then shrugged into his pack, adjusted it, and slung 

the M4 in the tactical front ready position. He grabbed his spear/walking stick and set out. 

Chapter 5 

 

The sun was bright against the snow and he wished for some sunglasses, but wishes never solved 

anything so he just squinted and walked on. When he came to the meadow, he veered east and 



followed the tree line, skirting the edge of the clearing and keeping the granite cliff on his left. 

Yellowstone was somewhere to the south. He figured he was heading into the Gallatin National Forest. 

He had had all his trouble in Emigrant, Montana and he had fled east from there. The last map he had 

looked at, the one hanging on the wall at the ranger station he passed just outside of Pray, Mt, had 

shown the Gallatin National Forest was between him and Cooke City; he had friends there he could hole 

up with for a few weeks. The National Forest was the perfect way to escape and evade his pursuers. The 

small town of Emigrant sure had a lot of things going on behind the scenes for a town of only 372 

people. He had been heading south on highway 540 out of Livingston, making his way toward 

Yellowstone and then further south. He had always wanted to see Yellowstone in the wintertime. He 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳƴ ƭŀǿǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ {ǘŀǘŜ tŀǊƪΤ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ŦƻƻǘΣ ƘŜ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŜƭǳŘŜ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ 

ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŎƪ Ǉƻƛƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀȅ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴȅ wŀƴƎŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ŎŀǎŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ 

he was a foot traveler and was usually passing through. All of his run-ins to date had been uneventful 

and the Rangers were usually more than happy to let him continue on his way after sharing some hot 

coffee around a fire and infatuating them with some of the tall tale adventure stories he had to share. 

By the time they parted company, the Rangers were always so envious of his life that they just wished 

him luck and hoped to meet again some day. His friends in Psy-Ops had taught him a few tricks for 

getting people to see things his way. The few that tried to cause him trouble quickly saw the error of 

their ways and by the time he finished with them, they were more than willing to let him be on his way. 

 

Heading East into Gallatin National Forest, he intended to lose any pursuit and disappear into the 

mountains. He knew it was going to be tough and probably suicide, but it was better than getting 

caught, framed, and rotting in a jail somewhere; or dead from a bullet.  

 

He continued east and kept on. Checking his back trail continuously and memorizing the landscape so if 

ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊǊŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǎǎ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƭƻǎǘΦ [ƻǎǘΧΦ IŜ 

chuckled to himself. That had never happened yet. Basic land navigation skills using landmarks and the 

sun, stars, and shŀŘƻǿǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ǾŜǊȅ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘǊǳƭȅ ƭƻǎǘΦ tŀƴƛŎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ŜƴŜƳȅΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

even close to panicking; being as comfortable in the woods as most people were in their homes; 

although that wolf attack had left him a bit jumpy lately.  

 

A mountain loomed high to the north east and continued around westward and met with the same 

mountain that the granite cliff was a part of. It continued around southward and circled the valley, 

creating a bowl. He guessed it was about fifteen miles to the base of the mountain range, too far for him 

to trek in a day over deep snow with a heavy pack.  

 

To the south, the mountains appeared to drop in elevation and there was deep saddle between two 

prominent peaks that looked like a likely pass. Everything was covered in snow; at least two feet deep in 

the valley and the trees were loaded. The mountains were covered and he could see the shear rock 

ŦŀŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǊƻŎƪȅ ŎǊŀƎǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƴƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǎǘ ƻǊ ǿŀǎ ōƭƻǿƴ ŎƭŜŀǊΤ ǎǘŀǊƪ ōƭŀŎƪ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǳǊŜ 

white snow. Heading in that direction, he continually made mental notes to himself about landmarks, 

keeping him oriented and on course. 

 



He decided to cross the wide meadow and risk the chance of being seen, however unlikely it may be. He 

would stand out like a sore thumb against the white snow but he continued anyway. Halfway across the 

meadow he spotted several dark patches in the snow about a mile away. He watched them for a while 

and when one of them began moving, he realized it was herd of elk or some other kind of deer. 

Although ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƴȅ ƳŜŀǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƳŜŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƻŦ 

ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜΦ IƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘƻƭŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΤ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜŀƎŜǊ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǎǘǳŎƪ ƛƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǘƻǊƳΦ  

 

He journeyed a few more miles, crossing the meadow and going deep into the woods. He kept his eye 

on the sun and when he determined he had about four hours of daylight left, he began scouting for a 

good camping spot; one that would offer shelter and a good defensible position. The terrain had 

become more rugged and several times he had passed outcroppings of rock and shale. A few washes he 

ƘŀŘ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŜŜǇ ǳƴŘŜǊŎǳǘ ōŀƴƪǎΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƛƴȅ ǎŜŀǎƻƴ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǎǇƻǘΣ ōǳǘ 

he found it unlikely that there would be a flash snow flood to carry him away. It was such an area he was 

watching for now.  

 

He traveled over a low rise and saw the valley spread out below him to the south. The view was 

breathtaking; the snow gleamed in the sun and the forest thinned out and there were incredible old 

growth Engelmann SǇǊǳŎŜ ǘǊŜŜǎ ǘƻǿŜǊƛƴƎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ нллΩ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ƭƻŀŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƴƻǿ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǳǇǇŜǊ 

branches, slightly shorter Douglas firs dotted the landscape intermittently throughout the valley. He 

spotted several varieties of pine and there was plenty of undergrowth mixed in. The mountains rimmed 

ǘƘŜ ǾŀƭƭŜȅ ŦŀǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǘƘΣ ƧǳǘǘƛƴƎ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊǘƘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ŦŜŜǘ ōȅ WŀƪŜΩǎ 

estimation. There was a large boulder to his right that jutted up into the air about 40 feet or so and had 

some smaller boulders jumbled around it, creating a hollow near the base of the big boulder. There was 

ǎƻƳŜ .ƛǘǘŜǊōǊǳǎƘ ŀƴŘ aƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ aŀƘƻƎŀƴȅ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ƴŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘΣ 

but it did offer a windbreak and some shelter from snow, as well as a reflector for the fire and a 

ŘŜŦŜƴǎƛōƭŜ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŜȄǇƻǎŜŘΦ  

 

He dropped his pack and walked around the boulders; seeing a way to climb up the big one, he checked 

it for ice and carefully made his way up to the top. Once there, he stood up and the view was even more 

spectacular now that he was above the immediate vegetation. Across the valley was another clearing, 

lower down and to the west. There was something big in the middle of it and he could almost swear it 

was a building of some sort. He checked the sun, it was getting late and it was a long ways away to that 

ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎΦ LŦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƻƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŘŜŀΤ 

it was just plain hard to make camp in the dark.  

The wolf attack from a feǿ Řŀȅǎ ŀƎƻ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ ƘƛƳ ǿŀǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƻƴ ƎǳŀǊŘΤ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎǳŀǊŀƴǘŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 

bears were in hibernation and there was bound to be a mountain lion or some other hungry meat eater 

out looking for a free meal of wolf jerky, smoked wolf, or fresh Jake. He doubǘŜŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƛƪŜŘ aw9Ωǎ ŀƴŘ 

canned food was too hard to open without opposable thumbs.  

 

Against his better judgment, he decided to go see what was in the meadow. He removed the 308 from 

its place on his pack and used the scope to scan the clearing and the object. It was definitely a building, 

an old barn by the look of it, and in horrible disrepair. A building was better than a rock, in Jakes opinion. 



Shouldering his pack again, he picked a few landmarks for bearing and direction and started out. The 

trees were not so dense here and fairly spread out, allowing plenty of sunlight to penetrate to the forest 

floor. It was peaceful and quiet, a few birds were singing, but otherwise there was no sound except the 

crunch of the snow under his snowshoes. They were holding up well but the weight was beginning to 

take its toll on the soft willow branches he had used. He would have to fix them up or make new ones 

soon.  

 

The meadow was further away than he had thought and by the time he reached it, the shadows were 

growing and the sun was turning the sky pink and red as it sank toward the horizon. He stopped at the 

tree line and surveyed the empty meadow. There was the barn; a fairly big one, but old; very, very old. 

The roof was barely hanging on and sections of it had fallen in. The walls were very worn by weather 

and the boards were twisted and warped and many had fallen off. It looked rather unsafe, but on the 

other hand it had survived the last bad storm a few days ago and was still standing.  

 

He examined the rest of the clearing, looking for any signs of anything out of place. He wondered about 

the barn. If there was a barn here it stood to reason that there was a house nearby. It was much too big 

to be a line shack. He guessed it would have been used for hay storage if the ranchers had grown hay 

ƘŜǊŜ ŀǘ ƻƴŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƭƻƴƎ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘ ǎƻ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǿƴŜǊ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ōȅ 

and kicking him out.  

 

After satisfying himself that there was no obvious danger in the vicinity, he made for the barn, keeping 

alert to his surroundings as he went, the walking stick in his left hand and his right hand was on the 

pistol grip of the M4, thumb on the safety, ready to bring it into action in an instant. The barn grew 

larger as he got closer and he saw the damage was quite intensive. Father Time and Mother Nature had 

worked this place over well, blasting it with rain and snow and wind and sun for decades at least. It had 

to be at least 75 years old by his guess, maybe older. The knarled wood was gray and ancient looking 

and snow was piled on any horizontal surface that would catch it. The snow on the metal roof, what was 

left of it, had slid off and created a huge drift against the walls of the barn. He walked around it slowly, 

ready for any surprises be it man or beast. As he got to the far side opposite his approach, he noticed 

another building came off the barn and the windows were boarded up and the roof was intact. There 

was a chimney on one side but no smoke was coming from the top. So far it looked empty.  

 

Walking around the back of the end of the small building, he went to a boarded up window and tried to 

ǎŜŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǇǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŘŀǊƪ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ IŜ 

continued around to the west side and noticed that the setting sun was shining directly at the front door 

of the cabin, which he now assumed was a living quarters at some point in time; probably a line shack of 

sorts that was used during harvest time or by line riders in the winter. He went to the front door and 

tried the knob. It turned under his hand, squeaking loudly, and he carefully pushed it open with his 

walking stick, holding his M4 in his right hand and pointing the muzzle at the opening, standing to the 

side in case anything came barreling out of the door.  

 

Nothing happened.  



 

He peered around the jam and looked inside. There was a large plank table in the center of the room, an 

old pot bellied stove in the corner, a few chairs scattered around the room, and a counter along one wall 

with some cabinets above it that he assumed was the kitchen. The boarded up window above the 

counter had an old bar across the top and a few remnants of what must have been a window curtain at 

one time hung in ragged strips from it. He stepped inside and noticed there was a wall with a door on 

the barn side, but the wall was too close to be a part of the barn so it had to be a room. Everything was 

covered with dust and cobwebs. The dirt on the floor was thick, in a corner he saw a packrats nest, and 

there was evidence of bird droppings on the floor. He looked up and noticed that the rafters were 

exposed and there was an opening in the gable where the birds must have gained their access. It was 

obvious no one had been here in a very long time. 

 

He went to the other door and pushed it open with his stick, standing to the side once again, and 

waited, half expecting a banshee to come screaming out at him. Again, nothing happened. For some 

reason this place gave him the creeps and he found himself looking over his shoulder as if he was being 

watched. A shiver went down his spine. 

 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƭŀǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƘƛƎƘƭȅ 

unlikely he would find anything better.  

 

He stepped through the door into the other room and looked around. There was a window in the room, 

boarded on the outside, but still had drapes hanging raggedly from a bar across the top. Streams of 

sunlight shone through cracks in the walls and the boarded window, illuminating the room enough to 

see and highlighting the dust floating in the air. There was a bed against the back wall centered in the 

room and a nightstand on the right side. An oil lamp stood on the nightstand, draped with cobwebs and 

dust. The bed had covers on it but they were obviously ancient and looked like they would disintegrate if 

he touched them. There was another door that he presumed led to the barn and he ignored it.  

 

Looking around further, he noticed a closet in the corner and opening the door found an old lever action 

rifle in the corner, badly rusted and covered with cobwebs and dust like everything else in this place, the 

wood stock had been gnawed by rodents and was dried out and twisted. On a shelf near the top of the 

closet were several boxes of ammo, evidently for the rifle. It was ancient 45-70 ammo. He reached for a 

box and the cardboard shell fell apart in his hands, exposing the rounds lined up in their inner case. He 

pulled a round out and examined it. It was badly corroded and the lead tip was green and growing white 

deposits that looked like salt. He put it back and noticed a jacket hanging against the wall opposite the 

rifle. He took the jacket out and saw it was an oilskin canvas duster, full length with a riding split; a 

ŎƻǿōƻȅΩǎ ǎƭƛŎƪŜǊΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ a piece of paper with some faded writing on it. He 

could barely make it out as some of the letters were faded out and the others were almost unreadable. 

 

άрлл ƘŜΦΦŘΧΦΦǘǊŀƛƭ ǘƻΦΦ[ƛǾƛƴΦǎǘƻΦΦŜΧΦΦ5ŜƭΦΦǾΦΦǊ ƴŜȄǘ ƳƻƴΦΦƘ 

Ωсо wŀƴŎƘΧ hƴ ƘΧΦŘΣ мнΦΦл ƘŜΦΦŘΣ 5ΦΦŎΦΦΦмпΣ муфпΧέ 

 



As near as he could make out, the note read that 500 head were to be delivered to Livingston the next 

month and they had 1200 head on hand as of Dec 14, 1894. So this barn was at least 112 years old. He 

ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜ Ωсо wŀƴŎƘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ DǳŜǎǘ wŀƴŎƘ Ƨust south of Livingston, established in 1863, it was declared a 

historic landmark in 1984 or thereabouts, if he recalled correctly. Evidently this barn had been 

ŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘ ŀ ƭƻƴƎΣ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƎƻ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ Ωсо ƭŀƴŘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣ ƛŦ ƛǘ ŜǾŜǊ ǿŀǎΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀǊ ƴƻǊǘƘΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ 9ƳƛƎǊŀƴǘ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ Ŝŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƻǳǘƘΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦŀǘƘƻƳ ǿƘŀǘ 

ǘƘƛǎ ōŀǊƴ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΤ ƛƴ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦŀǊ ǎƻǳǘƘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ΩсоΣ ŀƴŘ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ 

He shrugged his shoulders at the thought and dropped the paper back in the pocket of the slicker.  

 

The slicker was a big one, he guessed it was big enough to wear over the sheepskin coat he had. The 

oilskin had preserved it well but the years had taken their toll and the slicker was in bad shape, despite 

the oil in the canvas, and a rodent or two had helped itself to some of the fabric at the bottom of the 

slicker. He put the slicker back in the closet and looked around the room again. There was a dresser 

against the wall behind the door and he ǿŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƛǘΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀǿŜǊΩǎ ƻƴŜ ŀǘ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ 

at the bottom. The dresser was empty. He pushed the top drawer back in and returned to the main 

room. 

 

There was a stack of wood against the wall to the right of the pot bellied stove fireplace. If that wood 

was over a hundred years old as well, it would burn fast and hot. He went over to the stove and opened 

the door. The hinges were badly rusted and he had to pull hard. The stove was full of wood, as if 

someone had stocked it against cold weather and never returned to start it.  

 

He noticed an old straw broom in the corner by what he considered to be the kitchen. He grabbed it and 

took it outside and banged the cobwebs off against the wall and then went inside and swept off the 

table, the chairs, and did a quick sweep of the floor and pushed it all outside. Amazingly, the broom held 

ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŧŀƭƭ ŀǇŀǊǘΦ {ǿŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǎǘƛǊǊŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ Řǳǎǘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ŎƻǳƎƘΦ  

 

He took off his pack and leaned it against the table, shrugging his shoulders and working out the stiff 

ƳǳǎŎƭŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇŀŎƪ ǿŀǎ ƘŜŀǾƛŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ƘƛƳ ƳǳŎƘΦ IŜ ŘǳƎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ 

hip/shoulder bag for the Zippo lighter and went over to the stove and saw that some tinder actually 

remained inside, stuffed under the logs. It was a mixture of old shredded bark and shaved wood. He lit 

the Zippo and put it to the tinder. It lit almost instantly, much like he thought it would. The fire roared to 

life in seconds and he shut the door and managed to open the damper without too much swearing. He 

could feel the heat almost immediately.  

 

He went to the kitchen counter and swept it off with the broom; then looked in the old cabinets but 

there was nothing to be found. He looked in the cabinets under the counter and found an old cast iron 

skillet and a large coffee pot, some silverware, some old metal plates, and some other kitchen odds and 

ends. He found a rusted spatula and a two pronged meat fork. Then he found several large candles 

hiding toward the back and still intact which he lit and set and on the table. Everything was far too 

rusted to be used though so he left it alone.  

 



It was amazing to him that this barn had just been abandoned like this and apparently no one had ever 

come back, or discovered this place. He was certain someone would have helped themselves to a free 

rifle and whatever else was to be had. He found that curious, and also found himself looking over his 

shoulder repeatedly for no apparent reason. He had the feeling of being watched, as if he was treading 

ƻƴ ŦƻǊōƛŘŘŜƴ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ƻǊ ǾƛƻƭŀǘƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΩǎ ǎǇŀŎŜΦ !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƘƛǾŜǊ ǿŜƴǘ Řƻǿƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ƎƻƻǎŜ 

bumps on his back and the hairs on his neck stiff. 

 

He shrugged it off and sat down carefully in one of the chairs, making sure it would support him and 

then he dug into his pack and got out his skillet and a can of food and the smoked wolf meat. He opened 

the can with his SAK can opener and saw it was pork and beans. Perfect. He poured the beans into the 

skillet and sliced some of the smoked wolf meat into the pan and stirred it up. He placed the skillet on 

the stove top and waited for it warm up. The area immediately around the stove was warm, but the 

room was much too drafty to heat much more than that. While the food was warming up, he took his 

coffee pot and filled it with snow and set it on the stove to boil. He swept off the floor around the stove 

until it was satisfactorily clean and unrolled his bedroll and the sleeping bag, placing his hip bag down to 

use as a pillow.  

 

The sun had set and there was no moon. Suddenly out in the darkness came a high pitched scream that 

made him duck for cover and the hairs on his head and neck stand up straight. It was long and high 

pitched and wavered for a minute and then subsided. It sounded like a woman being tortured, or a 

teapot blowing its relief valve; only much more hideous. The sound left him shaken, more than a slight 

shiver went down his back again and the hairs on his neck and arms and back was stiff and he suddenly 

felt very cold, despite being near the fire and wearing layers of warm clothes. He had his pistol in his 

ƘŀƴŘΣ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ƛǘΦ IŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴ ŘƻƻǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇƻǊǘŀƭ ǘƻ 

his worst nightmare, expecting any moment to see something come rushing through it. That scream 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ŀƴȅ ŀƴƛƳŀƭ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜƭȅ ƴƻǘ ƘǳƳŀƴΦ  

 

He cautiously stood up and then bolted to the door and slammed it shut, grabbing a chair and shoving 

the back up against the door knob, wedging it shut. He doubted the old walls and door would sustain a 

ƘŜŀǾȅ ƛƳǇŀŎǘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƘƻǇŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴΦ  

 

IŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ aп ŀƴŘ ƪŜǇǘ ƛǘ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ƘŀƴŘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŀǊ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ 

with him, refusing to let up. Subconsciously he remembered his food on the stove and went over and 

grabbed the skillet off the stove, never taking his eyes off the doors and windows. Setting the skillet on 

the table, he pulled a glove off and went over and checked his water by sticking his finger in it. That 

snapped him out of his trance as he plunged his finger into the almost boiling water.  

 

άh²ΗΗ 5!abL¢ΗΗέ IŜ ȅŜƭƭŜŘΣ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛŎƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƛƴ ŀ Ǿŀƛƴ 

attempt to quell the pain. It slowly subsided and he examined the damage. Just a little redness was all. 

He dumped some coffee into the pot and stirred it with his spoon. After a few minutes, he poured it into 

his canteen cup, not bothering to strain it and put his glove back on. 

 



He was just beginning to calm down when something very large and heavy began brushing against the 

back wall of the cabin, scraping along it and making the wood creak and groan. There were no trees near 

ǘƘŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ǿƛƴŘ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ŎŀǎŜ ǎƻ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘhe cause. He grabbed his M4 and held it at 

the ready, following the sound as it moved along the wall toward the end of the room. His heart was 

pounding in his ears and he was trying to keep his breathing normal, forcing the fear down.  

 

Suddenly the scream came again, this time louder and much closer and with a higher pitch, warbling at 

the end and then dying out. Jake dropped the rifle and grabbed his ears, the sound was excruciating and 

his head felt like it was going to split.  

 

The noise along the wall stopped and he waited, almost holding his breath, not sure if he should even 

breathe. He grabbed up the rifle again, holding it ready. There was shuffling noise near the door and 

something pushed on it, then there was nothing.  

 

He waited, barely breathing, for what seemed like hours. His nerves were on edge, his legs felt weak, his 

ƘŀƴŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎΣ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǿŀǎ ǇƻǳƴŘƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘ ǿŀǎ ƛƳŀƎƛƴƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΤ ƻǊ ǿŀǎ ƛǘΚ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ƴƻƛǎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ŏŀōƛƴ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΧΦ !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƴ ǎƛŘŜΧΦ 

He turned slightly at each sound, pointing his rifle in that direction, prepared to fire at anything.  

 

The scream came again, from the back of the building this time and then there was a loud sound as if a 

strong wind was suddenly blowing over the small cabin. It started slow and then built to a crescendo like 

the rush of a freight train overhead, then died off slowly and vanished.  

 

The fear was incredibly strong; he had never experienced anything like it. The urge was overwhelming to 

just run out the door and into the night, to get away, to go anywhere else. He fought the panic in his 

ƳƛƴŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚΗέ ƘŜ ƘŀƭŦ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ƛǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ 

was another scream, or rather two of them, this time from each side of the building. He dropped his rifle 

again and grabbed his head, covering his ears, and fell to his knees bending over at the waist until his 

head touched the floor.  

 

ά/ǊŀǇΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΚΗΦΦΦΦΦ ²I!¢ ¢I9 I9[[ !w9 ¸h¦ΚΗέ IŜ ȅŜlled the last part. Something crashed 

against the back and front walls, shaking the entire building to its core and Jake thought for a second it 

would come down on top of him. He decided to shut up and keep quiet.  

 

The fear was tearing at his mind. It was unnatural. He had never experienced anything like it in his life. 

He fought it, pushing it down. It was becoming a real tangible thing. It was crawling over his skin, and 

darkening his eyes. The room seemed to close in, shrink, and a dark shadow seemed to creep along the 

walls and floor, spreading to the roof above and absorbing the light as it went. He was on the verge of 

going completely insane.  

 

He rose to one knee, picking up the rifle and keeping it at the ready, aimed toward the obvious entry 

point of the front door. It became deathly quiet. There was no sound at all except the pounding in his 



ears as his heart raced.  

 

He finally regained control of himself and forced himself to take slow deep breaths and try to slow his 

heart down. It was like he was battling some other force, or power. He felt his heart slow down and he 

kept his breathing controlled. Slowly, his senses calmed down and his mind cleared. The shadows faded 

from his vision. He looked around the room and everything was still together. His food was still on the 

table. It was cold. So was his coffee. He put both back on the stove and added fuel to the fire.  

 

His legs and arms were still shaking slightly as the adrenalin ran its course through his body. After an 

hour had passed and there was nothing further, he began to settle down some more. He seriously 

doubted he would sleep at all tonight. His mind was still racing trying to come up with a rational 

explanation of what he had just experienced.  

 

The M4 felt pitifully inadequate to him. HŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ ŀƴȅ ǿŜŀǇƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ŀŘŜǉǳŀǘŜΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ 

already dropped it twice just from the scream. The experience had left him at a loss for an explanation; 

the place was haunted, that was the best he could do. He called it The Fear. There was no other name 

ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎƛǾŜ ƛǘΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ¢ƘŜ CŜŀǊ ƘŀŘ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǎǳŎŎŜŜŘŜŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛǘǎ ƛƴǘŜƴǘΦ IŜ ƘƻǇŜŘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ 

ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ƛŦ ¢ƘŜ CŜŀǊ ŘƛŘ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳΦ WŀƪŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘΦ  

 

His food was hot; the beans were bubbling. He removed the skillet and his coffee and sat down and ate 

the food, the entire time his ears felt like they were growing out of his head trying to listen for any little 

sound and thumped at every little noise, causing him to jump. Except there was nothing at all; it was 

deathly silent, not even a creak of old wood in the cold.  

 

WŀƪŜ ǎŀǘ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘŜŘΣ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ƛƴǘŜƴǘƭȅΦ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƻƭŘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

warm either. His breath was no longer visible in the room, and it had been freezing in the air only a 

minute before. He noticed the air was cool, bordering on warm. How could that be? He was sure it had 

been below freezing only a minute before.  

 

He slowly looked around the room, nothing had changed that he could see; the fire was still burning. 

¢Ƙŀǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊŜ ƘŀŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǿŀǊƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ƛǘΦ IŜ ǊŜƭŀȄŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ 

more and resumed eating his food, sipping his coffee, and tried to resume feeling normal.  

 

He had just begun feeling better when he heard a click and a board creaked somewhere. Instantly his 

senses went back into alert mode and reached out and put his hand on the M4, slowly lifting it and 

bringing it back to him, his eyes and ears straining to detect anything. The front door moved slightly and 

he watched in dismay as the doorknob slowly turned and the door pushed again and creaked loudly.  

 

The chair held. 

 

Jake was tempted to put a round through the door, but he still had some rational thought and realized 

he had a very finite amount ƻŦ ŀƳƳƻ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƴƻǘ ǿŀǎǘŜ ƛǘΤ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ 



ŜŦŦŜŎǘƛǾŜ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ŎŀǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ Ƴŀȅ ǿŜƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜ ǿŀǎǘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ 

ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƘƻƻǘ ŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ .ǳƭƭŜǘǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǎΦ  

 

The Fear was back. It was creeping into his mind and subconscious and spreading like a dark shadow 

ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŜƴǎŜǎΦ IŜ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ŀƴŘ ŦŜƭǘ ƛǘ ǎǳōǎƛŘŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ŀǿŀȅΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ 

holding panic at bay.  

 

Something crashed hard against the wall behind him and he spun around and saw the boards across the 

window over the counter crack and break, but they remained in place. The cabin shook to its core from 

the impact and dust fell from the rafters.  

 

He felt it now, he could actually feel it. Fear; and terror; stark terror that penetrated his soul and he felt 

the overwhelming urge again to go running into the night, screaming and flailing his arms helplessly as 

whatever it was overtook him and swallowed him up. The panic was rising in his chest and he wanted to 

scream.  

 

He snapped out of the nightmare and came back to reality. The building still stood. Whatever it was, The 

CŜŀǊΣ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƎŀƛƴŜŘ ŜƴǘǊȅ ȅŜǘΦ CƻǊ ŀƴ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘ ƘŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ƘŀŘ ƘŜ 

been camped outside in the open away from the protection of this ancient cabin. The thought came to 

him suddenly that he was trespassing here; the spirit or creature or things, out in the darkness, wanted 

him to leave; they were trying to drive him out. The more he considered it, the more it made sense and 

he became convinced that was the reason for the assault against him.  

 

IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΤ ǘƘŜƴΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΣ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜƳǇǘȅ ǎǇŀŎŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳΣ άLŦ 

ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜΣ ǎǘƻǇ ŀǘǘŀŎƪƛƴƎΦ LΩƭƭ ƎƻΦέ 

 

Everything became quiet. Unnaturally quiet. He took that as his cue and hurriedly packed his bedroll, 

sleeping bag, and other gear back into his pack. Tying it down rapidly and making sure it was tight. He 

threw the pack on his back and grabbed the M4 and started for the door. Before he removed the chair 

ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƛƴ ŀ ǉǳƛŜǘ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ άLΩƳ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΦ ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǇŀǎǎΚέ 

 

Instantly, as though responding to his question, there were four screams like the first one, from each 

side of the cabin. The walls crashed and the building moaned. The floor bucked upward and Jake fell to 

his knees, dropping his rifle and grabbing his head again. The sound of rushing freight trains came back, 

stronger than before, and lasted for what seemed like an eternity and then slowly faded away. The 

screams continued, without fading for what seemed like hours. Jake thought he was going to die, the 

screams penetrating his head and causing piercing pain through his ears. The walls continued to be 

assailed and the wood was cracking and coming loose from the assault. The Fear came on him stronger 

than ever and the terror made his heart skip, his body shook from the adrenalin and he no longer had 

any rational thought. He screamed up at the ceiling, grabbing his ears in pain and fear. The last thing he 

saw was the roof being ripped away and the debris flying up into the clear, starry sky. Something 



slammed hard into his head and he fell backward onto his pack. His vision tunneled as blackness closed 

in and then the light went out. 

Chapter 6.  

 

WŀƪŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻ ŘƻƻǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ ŀ ŎŜƛƭƛƴƎΦ 

Everything was black but there was an ambient light that seemed to emanate from the bottom of the 

walls and softly lit the room. There was a gray fog drifting slightly over the floor, obscuring the floor 

itself from sight. Across the room stood a woman and she looked gorgeous; he watched her standing 

there, her back to him. Her hair was blonde and flowing and reached halfway down her back. She was 

dressed in a thin red summer dress that flattered her figure and sparked his desire. He stared at her, 

smiling to himself; her golden shoulders and slim arms showing sensual muscular tone and her skin was 

impossibly smooth. HŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

shoulder. She turned around and Jake staggered and fell backward in terror. Her face was the face of a 

wolf; the eyes were smoldering red and the lips were pulled back in a snarl, showing rows of gleaming 

white, razor sharp teeth; drool was cascading freely from its mouth and dripping to the floor. The jaws 

opened and he heard the scream of The Fear again. The feeling of terror returned and fear conquered 

him again and he scrambled backward on his hands, screaming in terror.  

 

Jake awoke with a start, drenched in sweat; his heart pounding, his breathing ragged, and his eyes 

refused to focus; he grabbed his head, holding it in his hands while he tried to stop shaking. 

 

He realized he was sitting in the same position he fallen in when something hit his head, his pack 

supporting him from falling over. His M4 was beside him. His head was pounding like a drum and he felt 

dizzy. He felt his forehead; it was covered in dried blood.  

 

He felt hot. He wondered if he had a fever or something. He was trying to recall everything that had 

happened and come to some rational conclusion. He looked up and saw the roof was indeed gone, the 

clear blue sky was impossibly blue above him and the sun was ǊƛǎƛƴƎΣ ǎƘƛƴƛƴƎ Ƙƻǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ ά{ƻ L 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŀǊǘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΧΦέ IŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜƭŀȄΣ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ 

pounding in his head. What had happened last night? Was it a freak storm that took the roof? And what 

was all that screaming and crashing from? It was a nightmare no matter how he looked at it. He closed 

his eyes, enjoying the sun and the heat, not moving.  

 

He must have dozed off because when he awoke, the sun was high in the sky, directly over him. He 

thought several hours had passed and judging by the sun, it must be the afternoon. Wiggling out of his 

pack, he staggered to his feet, carrying the M4 in his left hand. He swayed slightly on his feet trying to 

get his eyes to focus and his head cleared. His mind was stƛƭƭ ŎƭƻǳŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ 

clearly. He looked slowly around the room. Except for the roof being completely gone, there was 

nothing out of place; except for a very large chunk of wood lying near where he had been sitting.  

 

He stumbled over to the stove and opened the door. The fire was out and there was nothing but fine 



ash in its place. No wood at all. He looked over to the wood pile. It was gone.  

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭΧΦΚέ IŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪΦ IŜ ŀǳǘƻƳŀǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŦŜƭǘ for his pistol 

in the shoulder holster. It was still there, as were all his knives and other gear. His hip bag was still slung 

over his shoulder. He removed his pistol and checked it; fully loaded and chambered, just as he had left 

it. He checked the M4; same condition.  

 

He looked back at the stove and then he noticed it was covered in a thick layer of rust, in fact, it looked 

ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŜȄǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜƳŜƴǘǎ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ ά²ƘŀǘΧΧΚέ IŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǘ 

down in a chair. It immediately crumbled under his weight and he tumbled to the floor, sprawling on his 

back. He just lay there for a long time trying to get his mind to clear and think rationally about what had 

happened since yesterday.  

 

The sun was scorching hot and he was sweating ǇǊƻŦǳǎŜƭȅΦ IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƴƻǿΦ IŜ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ 

and got to his hands and knees and sat up on his heels. He stripped the heavy sheepskin coat off and laid 

it over his pack. He was still wearing his flannel, two undershirts, thermal underwear, and the insulated 

overalls. It was still hot, but slightly better without the coat. He undid the overalls and the shoulder 

holster and removed the shirts. Even with a naked upper torso, he was still warm. A slight breeze came 

through and it was refreshingly cool, not cold like he would expect, being the middle of winter and 

almost 2 feet of snow on the ground. He put the web belt back on to support the overalls and let the 

shoulders just hang.  

 

Jake was a well developed man. His hobo life of traveling the world on foot, always carrying a pack, and 

eating lean had left his body hard and virtually fat free. His shoulders were wide and strong, his delts 

ŀƴŘ ǘǊŀǇǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ŀ ǇŀŎƪΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƛƴǎǳƭŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ Ŧŀǘ 

to keep him warm, so he was surprised that after he removed all his shirts he was still remarkably warm. 

 

He gave up. There was simply no explaining anything, at least not right now. He shook his head and tried 

to clear it again, the flashback of his nightmare sent shivers down his spine. Digging his pack open, he 

retrieved a first aid kit and took another 1200mm of Motrin. He drank almost his entire 100 oz 

/ŀƳŜƭōŀŎƪΦ IŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛǊǎǘȅΤ ǘƘƛǊǎǘȅ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŘǊƻǇ ƻŦ ǿŀǘŜǊ ƛƴ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ  

 

After a moment, he dug into his hip bag and pulled out several pieces of the jerky. Chewing on them, he 

sat back against the wall and tried not to think about anything. He was enjoying the sunlight, the 

warmth, the gentle breeze, and 20 minutes later, the effects of the Motrin. His headache lessened 

greatly and his thoughts seemed to clear up tremendously.  

 

He chugged more water and then stood up and grabbed his M4 and went to the front door. He removed 

ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛǊΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŦŜƭƭ ŀǇŀǊǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƛǘΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜέ ƘŜ ǘhought, the chairs had been pretty 

sturdy last night. He examined the remains closer and they appeared to him to be greatly weather worn 

ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŘŜǘŜǊƛƻǊŀǘŜŘΦ Lǘ ƘǳǊǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǊȅΣ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ 

minutes in a daze. He looked around the room again and this time he noticed that everything seemed to 



have aged incredibly since last night, as if the roof had been missing for years and everything inside 

ŜȄǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜƳŜƴǘǎΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƛǘΦ  

 

He carefully opened the door, almost expecting to see a pack of wolf-women waiting to devour him. He 

stood in the doorway for several minutes and looked out over the valley in utter disbelief, blinking and 

ǊǳōōƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ ƘŜ ƭooked again. He must be hallucinating.  

 

There was no snow. Not a drop.  

 

The trees appeared to be where he thought they should be, but something was different about them; 

they looked older somehow, and, well, different. He turned around and went back inside and shut the 

door, waited a few minutes, pinched himself, slapped his face hard enough to make sure he was awake, 

then opened the door again.  

 

Yup, still no snow. And the weather was warm and the sun was hot.  

 

He scratched his head, trying to make his ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ƳŀƪŜ ǎŜƴǎŜΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ hƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ŦƻǊ 

ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ¢ƘŜ CŜŀǊ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦ IŜ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ 

the lighter shirts back on and then dug a pair of heavy canvas jeans from his pack and put them on in 

place of the overalls. He put the shoulder holster back in place, wrapped the other clothes up and 

stuffed everything in the packs. The heavy coats were tied to the top. He managed to get the pack back 

on and grabbed his M4, swaying a little from the heavy weight; the pack must weight around 80 pounds 

or so. He looked around for his spear/walking stick and found it, only it was terribly old looking and the 

wood was rotted and the paracord wrap was gone altogether. That was strange. He left it and went out 

the door. Jake decided to make another as soon as possible.  

 

The valley as far as he could see was a lush green and the grass in the meadow was thick and tall. He 

decided to head back west and return to civilization and leave this cursed forest, he would head back 

ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ 9ƳƛƎǊŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƴƻǊǘƘ ǘƻ [ƛǾƛƴƎǎǘƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ŜƭǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ άCŜŜƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƳƴ 

ǘǿƛƭƛƎƘǘ ȊƻƴŜΦέ IŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƭƻǳŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƴΣ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǳǊƎŜ ǘƻ ǊǳƴΦ IŜ 

turned around and looked back and was only slightly surprised to discover the entire attached barn was 

completely gone; only the single room cabin he been in was still there. He shrugged in resignation and 

disbelief and continued on his way.  

 

He headed directly west, keeping an eye to the north trying to locate his big granite cliff. He had hiked 

barely 6 miles from his cave the day before and he should be able to see the cliff face easily. The cave! 

He suddenly decided to go back to it and see if that had changed as well.  

 

Without the deep snow hindering his travel, he made good time. After a short trek he saw his granite 

face and then came to the meadow he had crossed in the snow. When he reached the edge of the big 

clearing, he stopped behind a large tree and carefully surveyed the area in front of him. The immediate 

vicinity was clear of any danger and he saw nothing but the tall green grass which was bending slightly in 



ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŜȊŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ōƻǳƭŘŜǊ ƻǳǘŎǊƻǇǇƛƴƎǎ ǎŎŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ 

yesterday; but then again, they were most likely covered with snow. As he looked farther away down 

the valley, he noticed several large black objects sitting in the clearing. He wished he had some 

binoculars; the objects were too far away for him to make out what they were.  

 

He took off his pack and untied his 308, detaching the scope by releasing the tactical quick release on 

the rings and scoped out the valley where the objects were.  

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΧΧΚΚέ 

 

He counted four twisted and shelled out hulls of what he was fairly certain used to be M1A1 Abrams 

ǘŀƴƪǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ .ǊŀŘƭŜȅ CƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǾŜƘƛŎƭŜǎΣ ƻǊ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƻƭŘ [!±ΩǎΚ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ 

shelled and bombed and the wreckage was complete; and old. Even at this distance he could see the 

rust and decay. His scope had an MP8 reticule and he could use it for ranging targets, but these were 

too far away for his scope to range. He guessed they were a good three miles distant. There was lots of 

brush and undergrowth around the vehicles and there was a massive twisted tree growing out of one of 

the tanks where the turret should have been. He slowly scanned the rest of the area and saw a few 

ǎǇƻǘǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊǊŀƛƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǾŜƘƛŎƭŜǎ ōǳǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ  

 

Jake was perplexed. To his knowledge there was not a military base within 500 miles, save for a National 

DǳŀǊŘ Ǉƻǎǘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ bD ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǾŜƘƛŎƭŜǎ ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŀǎ 

far as he knew. And why were they blown up? Even more concerning was the fact they were blown up 

ƘŜǊŜΣ ƛƴ aƻƴǘŀƴŀΣ ƛƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻƴ ŀ ǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ōŀǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƴȅ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ 

Montana to his knowledge.  

 

He stopped for second. He was still in Montana, right? He could plainly see his granite cliff directly north 

of him and even without the snow, he recognized it plainly. This was getting stranger by the hour. Jake 

decided not to move and just stay right here for the night. It was getting late anyway and the sun was 

beginning to set. He scanned the area again, sweeping back and forth, pausing on anything that grabbed 

his attention and worked his way closer and closer back to his position. He located a creek running 

across the valley just south of him and decided to make a camp over there. In one section of the valley 

he spotted a huge heard of Elk with a lone Moose, evidently having an argument over grass rights. 

Closer to him, he saw another wreck, it appeared to be a military HMMWV (Pronounced humvee). It was 

completely destroyed and by the looks of it had received a direct hit by something big, maybe a 198mm 

Arty round. He remembered what vehicles looked like after that shell hit them. He had called in Arty 

strikes several times as an FO and had witnessed the destruction first hand. This resembled the same 

thing, but it had not happened recently. This find was only a few hundred yards from his position so he 

decided to check it out, his curiosity getting the best of him. He finished scanning the area around the 

wreck and all the way back to his position.  

 

Satisfied that all was clear and there was no apparent danger, he grabbed the M4 and checked his 

pistols again for good measure. His hip bag was still on and he had all the extra ammo in it. 



Reconsidering, he set down the M4 and reattached the scope to his 308 first and secured it to his pack, 

positioning the pack so it was hidden but where he could grab it on the run if there was an emergency.  

 

He took up the M4 again and carefully headed for the wreck of the HMMWV. He kept himself at a low 

crouch, using the tall grass as concealment, and had his M4 at the ready as he approached the wreck. 

²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ рл ŦŜŜǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΣ ƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ 

watched for any movement that might indicate danger. After five minutes of studying the area, he crept 

up to the HMMWV and examined it.  

 

It had definitely been hit by something big. He felt sure his initial guess was correct. It looked a lot like it 

had been the recipient of a 198mm HE Arty round. The metal and frame and body was twisted and 

mangled, the engine block was in pieces, and the fiberglass body parts, including the hood, were 

completely gone. Absently, he wondered if the people had been inside it when it got hit. As if in answer 

to his question, his foot bumped something in the soil and he crouched down and carefully dug around 

ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƪǳƭƭΧΦ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǎƪǳƭƭΦ IŜ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƛǊ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ 

tense again. 

 

He looked at it for a moment and wondered what had happened here. Was it possible this had been 

ƘŜǊŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ƛǘΚ IŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΣ ōǳǘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻŘŀȅ ƘŜ 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŦŀŎŜ ǾŀƭǳŜΦ LŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘΣ ǿƘȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ 

the remains recovered and the wreck removed? 

 

He swept the area again, keeping alert for any sign of danger, but he found nothing else that told him 

anything. The wreck was obviously very old, so he assumed it had been here when passed through the 

first time.  

 

Nothing eventful happened as he returned to his pack and put it on and continued down the valley a 

ǿŀȅǎΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǎǇƻǘ ǘƻ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ ŎŀƳǇ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŜƪΦ IŜ ǇǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ŀ ǎǇƻǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 

ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǎŀŦŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ in his life, he felt scared of the woods; or 

ǊŀǘƘŜǊΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƻŘǎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΚ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŦŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪΣ ŦŜŀǊ ǿƘŀǘ Ƙǳƴǘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ŘŀǊƪΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǎǳƴ ǿŀǎ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀŘƻǿǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ƭƻƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ǎǳƛǘŀōƭŜ ǎǇƻǘΦ IŜ 

guessed he wŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŦƻǳǊ ƳƛƭŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ŎŀōƛƴκōŀǊƴΦ IŜ ƘƻǇŜŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŦŀǊ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ 

imagine what The Fear would do to him if it came upon him in the open.  

 

He built a small fire several hundred feet from his camp just large enough to make some coffee and 

warm up some of the smoked meat. He warmed a pot of water from the creek and bathed his head and 

upper body, removing the dried blood and the sweat from the day. Feeling much better and slightly 

refreshed despite his returning headache, he put out the fire and returned to his camp area. He used his 

ōƭŀƴƪŜǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŘǊƻƭƭ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀŎƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǇƛƭƭƻǿΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ 

bag if he had to move fast. Keeping his pistol handy, he tried to fall asleep.  

 

The sun woke him up. It was midmorning and the sun told him it was around 10 am. He must have been 



ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƛǊŜŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿŀƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿƻƪŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ 

he fell asleep in. He lay there for a moment, remembering where he was and after a few minutes of 

letting his mind catch up with his body, he sat up and rubbed his face.  

 

He needed a bath and a shave. His beard was heavy and thick and he knew if he could smell himself, he 

would most likely pass out. He smirked at the thought as he rolled his bedroll and secured his pack. After 

donning the pack, he grabbed the M4 and stood up to leave. He turned around and came face to face 

with a very large grizzly bear.  

 

Jake figured he scared the bear as much as the bear had scared him. They both stopped in mid stride 

and stared at each other for what seemed like hours to Jake. He slowly and carefully moved the M4 into 

ŀ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƘƻƻǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǊ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ŀƭŀǊƳ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

necessary, the bear sniffed at him a few times and swung his head back and forth as if trying to see if 

WŀƪŜ ǿŀǎ ŜŘƛōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴΣ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ŘŜŎƛŘƛƴƎ WŀƪŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ŧƛǘ ǘƻ ŜŀǘΣ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƳōƭŜŘ 

off into the woods at a lope.  

 

Jake exhaled the breath he had been holding and waited for his heart to slow down before continuing. 

IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƎŜŀǊΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘΣ ŦǊƻƳ ƴƻǿ ƻƴΦ IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ 

ǿƛǘƘ ōŜŀǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ happened in the 

ƭŀǎǘ нп ƘƻǳǊǎΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ōŜŀǊǎΦ  

 

Thankful the bear was apparently well fed, he walked down the valley toward the tanks he saw 

yesterday, keeping in the tree line in case there was anyone or anything looking out for him. Along the 

way he saw lots of birds and several times he flushed a deer from the grass nearby. He thought there 

was an awful lot of wildlife in the area. He could never remember seeing so many animals so often in 

such a short distance. He thought about that for a moment, his wolf meat was running low and he 

would need fresh meat in the next few days.  

 

When he was directly across the meadow from the wrecked tanks, he stopped and surveyed the area, 

looking for anything out of place. Nothing attracted his attention so he set out toward the tanks. When 

he reached them, he carefully walked around the wreckage and looked it over. They had been hit by 

Arty for sure, but also an air strike by the looks of it; probably Hellfire missiles from an Apache or Cobra. 

The damage was complete and there was no way there could have been survivors. All the vehicles were 

riddled with bullet holes, 50 caliber or 20mm by the looks of them but also smaller holes which he 

guessed were 7.62. He found several bones in the dirt, mostly by accident when he stepped on them or 

his boot kicked them. They were all buried just under the surface topsoil, as if they had been there for so 

long nature had just covered them up on her own. One skull he found had a bullet hole in it. Nothing 

remained thŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ǎǘŜŜƭΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǊǳǎǘŜŘ ŀǿŀȅΦ hƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ 

himself looking over his shoulder, expecting something but unsure of what.  

 

The tank with the tree growing in it was proof that it had happened long ago; the tree was thick in the 

trunk and the roots had spread throughout the entire floor of the tank and found their way through 



cracks and holes to the earth below. The tree itself had actually lifted the tank off the ground as it grew. 

Jake found that amazing and was so inǘǊƛƎǳŜŘ ōȅ ƛǘ ƘŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜǎΦ  

 

He froze in place and carefully turned his head, scanning the area around him. He had distinctly heard 

ǘǿƻ ƳŜƴΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜǎ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŀƎƻΦ IŜ ŎǊƻǳŎƘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƴƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜ ƛƴ ƛǘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ 

two ǘŀƴƪǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǎǘŀƎƎŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭŜŦǘ ŀƴŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΦ IŜ 

quietly removed his pack and untied his 308. He pushed his pack under the suspended tank and then 

crawled around the other tank to a position where he could see the forest. The tall grass obscured his 

vision so he carefully raised his head up, looking around for the makers of the voices he had heard.  

 

IŜ ƭŀȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ол ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎΦ bƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

hear the voices again. Jake wondered if he was hearing things now as well. He was almost convinced 

that he was going to wake up any minute and find himself in a Section 8 somewhere.  

 

Finally he retreated to his pack and put it back on. He decided to finish his recon anyway, but there was 

nothing to tell him what had happened besides the obvious. There had been a battle here. People had 

died. No one had ever come to bury the dead or remove the vehicles. That was simple and 

ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴswer any of the questions in his mind as to why or when.  

 

He turned north to go to his cave and as he traveled through the forest, he kept an eye out for a likely 

candidate for his next walking stick. He finally found what he wanted when he passed an Ash tree with 

several rather straight branches lying on the ground. They were straight enough and small enough for 

Ƙƛǎ ǳǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŀ ƎǊŜŜƴ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ǿƻƻŘΦ ¢ƘŜ 

dried wood was extremely hard and very durable and tough. He sat down on a nearby log and pulled out 

the TOPS Magnum Folder and scraped and whittled and carved the stick until it was smooth and clean. 

Happy with his new walking stick, he continued on his way.  

 

After about five miles of walking, he finally came to the cliff face and followed it back west and then 

ƴƻǊǘƘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ōǊŀƴŎƘŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΣ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ 

looked remotely familiar except the granite cliff. He walked about a mile along the face watching 

ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǾŜ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƭŀǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ 

camp soon, but he continued to look for the cave.  

 

Finally! He saw the cave opening after walking another 100 yards and he saw the two giant slabs of rock 

that formed his teepee. He looked carefully at the entrance before walking up to it. After all that had 

ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŘŀǘŜΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƎǊǳƳǇȅ ōŜŀǊ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƻǊǎŜΦ  

 

He chucked a rock inside the cave.  

 

Nothing happened so he ventured inside the cave. Inside the cave, the fire pit was still there but the 

ǿŀƭƭǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōƭŀŎƪŜƴŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ōȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ǳǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇŀŎƪ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǾŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

surprise him. He doubted anything would ever surprise him again. He had left a bed of pine needles on 



the ground when he left, and now the entire floor was thick bed of needles. Someone had expounded 

on his idea and improved it for themselves, and maintained it. He dropped his pack and sat on it, leaning 

against the wall.  

 

It was warm enough that a fire was unnecessary and he elected to have a cold camp. He drank some 

water and ate some more smoked wolf meat and then unpacked his blankets. He spent some time 

cleaning his guns; the 308, M4, G20 10mm, Ruger 44 mag, and his HK USP Compact 45. When that was 

done, he unloaded and cleaned each magazine one at a time and wiped off each individual round and 

reloaded them, but he always kept at least one gun loaded and chambered at all times. He packed up 

the cleaning gear and spent some time honing his blades, especially the Armageddon and his Walk 

About, which he had been especially hard on the last several days. When he was finally done, he ate 

some more meat, drank some water, and lay down. He went to sleep almost instantly 

 

Out in the forest, a branch broke, the wind picked up slightly, and something moved among the trees 

and watched the cave. 

Chapter 7. 

 

Outside the cave, the breeze picked up into a light wind and the temperature dropped slightly. 

Jake pulled the covers tight but did not wake up. The creature in the forest crouched at the base 

of a tree and watched the cave for several hours, listening intently and trying to decide if the 

invader was friend or foe. After several hours, the creature rose and retreated into the forest.  

 

In his dreams, Jake imagined a war of epic proportions; with all the might of the militaries of the 

world in a battle for survival. Bombs and fire from the sky rained down death and destruction 

and millions of people were dying. He saw this vision as though he was a spectator from the sky, 

watching the events unfold as if he was watching a baseball game in a giant stadium.  

 

Suddenly Jake awoke. He had no idea what had made him wake up so he lay still and listened, 

trying to remember where he was and what was going on. The cave was pitch black and quiet. 

He could faintly hear the slight wind outside blowing through the trees. The G20 was in his 

hand, ready to use, but he didnôt have any feeling of fear or danger. After a moment, he quietly 

sat up and dug into his hip/shoulder bag for his flashlight. Covering the lens with his hand, he 

flipped it on and then slowly removed just enough of his hand to allow enough light into the cave 

to see. There was nothing, just the bare walls and pine needle floor. His pack was still beside 

him, the M4 was still where he left it. He flipped the light off and stood up and went to the cave 

entrance.  

 

Outside the sky was perfectly clear with more stars than he could ever recall seeing. The moon 

was only a sliver but it was clear and sharp in the black night sky. He breathed deep. The night 

was cool and refreshing and somehow seemed to calm his nerves and relieve his stress. He stood 

there for several minutes just enjoying the peaceful night and clearing his mind of any worries.  

 

For a moment, he thought he heard a slight shuffle in the woods in front of him but the noise was 

slight and he didnôt hear it again. óProbably a squirrel or somethingô the thought passed through 



his head and he didnôt think anymore about it. After a few more minutes, he returned to his cave 

and went back to sleep. He guessed it was just after midnight when he woke up so there were 

still several hours left before dawn.  

 

He awoke again and saw that there was a soft gray light coming through the entrance of the cave. 

He stood up and stretched and stuck the G20 in his waistband and walked to the entrance. The 

sky was just turning gray as the final moments of night surrendered to the dawn. There was no 

wind and the air was comfortably cool. It was quiet and peaceful. No sounds came from the 

forest save for the sound of dew dripping from tree leaves onto the forest floor.  

 

Jake retreated back into his cave and prepared a small fire from the stacked wood against the 

wall. After making some coffee, he ate more of the wolf meat for breakfast. He was getting tired 

of wolf meat and looking at his stash was glad it was almost gone. He would need to take some 

game soon and make more jerked and smoked meat. He had two MREôs left and four cans of 

mystery food. He would need to be careful with that; he had no idea when he would be able to 

acquire more. He looked at his pack and considered. The pack weighed almost 80 pounds with 

all the clothing, spare guns, other gear, and the little food he had. The two Camelbacks and the 

two military quart canteens were also attached to the pack. He had his 308 secured to the side 

and protected and covered by his bedroll and heavy jackets which he tied to the top of the pack 

and let drape over the sides. The second pack was attached above the larger pack he had kept. 

The sleeping bag was tied below. His snowshoes were attached to the front of the pack. He 

didnôt need those anymore. Altogether the pack was almost four feet tall when it was all put 

together. It was comfortable enough to carry, but if he added another 100 pounds of meat to it, it 

would be quite a load to be carrying around in the mountains.  

 

The weight didnôt really concern him that much. He was in great shape and it wouldnôt take long 

to adjust to the added load. It was speed and maneuverability he was worried about. With that 

much weight, he would be limited on what routes he could travel, and more importantly, how 

fast he could respond to an emergency. That pack would severely hamper his response if he was 

attacked or taken by surprise, especially from behind. The memory of the wolf attack made him 

shudder.  

 

He made up his mind. He would hunt down a small fawn if he could find one. That would not 

overload him with meat and not leave much waste. He doubted it would go to waste though, with 

all the wildlife he had seen in the last two days of traveling, there were obviously plenty of wild 

animals out there willing to take advantage of a free meal, even if it was scraps.  

 

After finishing his breakfast, he took his 308 and put his shoulder holster back on with his G20. 

He carefully put out the small fire and then made up his pack and secured everything, lashing 

everything tightly in place. He would stay here for another day or two and smoke the meat and 

relax before continuing west.  

 

Leaving the cave, he set out going south toward the meadow that bordered his cave. The sun was 

barely coming up over the eastern mountain range when he reached the clearing. A creek he 

hadnôt noticed before was flowing through the valley from north to south, coming within several 

hundred feet of his position and he guessed right it wasnôt far from his cave either. He had 



probably walked right over the top of it in the snow when he was fleeing from his pursuers a 

week ago.  

 

A lot had happened in that week, Jake reflected absently to himself. 

 

He surveyed the meadow in front of him. It was clear. There were no animals anywhere to be 

seen, but it was still early. He found a spot near the creek that looked like a likely watering area. 

There appeared to be some game trails through the tall grass leading to the creek that looked 

promising.  

 

His MP8 reticule on his scope estimated the range at around 250 yards. It was an educated guess 

at best; he had no object big enough to range off of in his field of view so he used the terrain and 

estimated the distance that way. It was good enough and he made the appropriate adjustments on 

his scope. 

 

The tree he was next to had a branch about shoulder height sticking out on the opposite side and 

he used it as a rest while he waited. About two hours passed and he was about to give up and 

move on when he saw a movement at the edge of the meadow about 500 yards from where he 

was standing. He remained still and watched.  

 

He didnôt see it at first, the buck was well concealed against his backdrop of forest and sage and 

undergrowth. It was a big one too; much bigger than he was interested in. He continued to wait 

and see what developed. There was no wind so Jake wasnôt worried about the buck picking up 

his scent.  

 

After several minutes, the buck stepped out into the clearing and proceeded cautiously to the 

creek. Jake waited, he doubted the buck was alone and his harem would most likely be waiting 

for the all clear signal to be given before coming out from the protection of the forest.  

 

The buck was indeed huge, he must have weighed well over 500 pounds by looking at him, and 

his rack indicated that he had been around for a long time. Jake counted 16 points and guessed 

the rack to be several feet wide. He was a beautiful and noble creature and Jake had to respect 

him. It was uncommon to see such a prize buck and if he was sport hunter, this one would indeed 

be a prize worthy of the taxidermist.  

 

He was admiring the buck so much he didnôt notice when the rest of the herd ventured out into 

the clearing. He counted seven Doeôs and two fawns. One was apparently very recently born and 

the other appeared to be only a year or so. The yearling would be perfect for his needs. The fawn 

wasnôt too big yet and would be light enough to handle easily.  

 

He sighted on the fawn and waited until he had a shot that was clear of the other deer. When the 

fawn was separated for a moment, he took the shot. The bullet went true and the fawn dropped in 

place like a sack of wheat. The other deer scattered and bounded off in all directions, unsure of 

what had happened and where the sound had come from. They didnôt go far but they were tense 

and alert and had their heads up, ears moving in all directions listening for any danger.  

 



Jake waited for them to settle down and one Doe began circling around and looking for the fawn, 

or so Jake guessed. Obviously this was mom and there was still some tie there, despite the age of 

the fawn. Jake wasnôt sure at what age that mother-fawn tie was severed, or if it ever was. Deer 

are gregarious herd creatures anyway and family is family. One of them was missing suddenly 

and they were wondering about it.  

 

The Doe found the fawn and nudged it with her nose, then pawed it gently. When the fawn didnôt 

respond, the Doe looked around woefully and then moved back with the rest of the herd which 

was gathering back together further down the valley where the buck had run off too.  

 

When the deer were out of the way, Jake went out to the fawn and quickly gutted the animal, 

leaving all the innards in the grass, then threw the carcass over his shoulder, grabbed his rifle and 

began heading back to his cave.  

 

When he reached the cave, he immediately sensed something was wrong. There was a slight 

wisp of smoke coming from the cave entrance and out the gaps in the top of the rocks. He knew 

he had extinguished that fire so there was no way it could be smoking. He dropped the deer and 

drew his G20 and began stalking up to the cave. He was almost at the entrance when he heard 

some shuffling and rummaging around coming from inside. Thinking it was a wild animal 

ravaging his gear, he snuck up to the entrance and carefully peered around the corner to see 

inside. If it was a bear, he didnôt want to tangle with it this close. What he saw instead made him 

back up and sit down.  

 

It was a woman.  

 

Or he thought it was a woman. Her back had been to him but the person had the figure of a 

woman, the long hair like a woman; but she was dressed in leather, or buckskin, or something 

similar. She was going through his pack too.  

 

Jake remained sitting on the boulder next to the cave trying to figure out what to do when the 

woman came out of the entrance. She saw him immediately and instead of yelling, she pulled a 

knife from her waistband and lunged at him.  

 

It caught Jake completely off guard; he was expecting anything but that. He didnôt have time to 

think about a response, he simply reacted. As she jumped on him, he allowed himself to roll 

backward with her momentum and pushed her backwards as she continued to sail on by. The 

move caught her by surprise as well and her attempted knife attack failed as she was knocked off 

balance and redirected.  

 

Jake rolled over and came to his feet instantly, bringing the G20 up and pointed at the woman. 

He didnôt want to shoot her; she was obviously not someone who was after him. Something 

strange was going on here. The age of mountain men and buckskin clothing and Cowboys and 

Indians was long gone. What was she doing wearing buckskin clothes? He could tell they were 

indeed buckskin having just had an up close view of them and grabbing them in his hands.  

 

The woman also came instantly to her feet and was holding the knife low, circling to the side 



away from the cave. Jake kept the G20 pointed at her, but if she knew what it was, she either 

didnôt care or she was just nuts. Probably nuts Jake figured. Why else would a woman be out in 

the wilderness alone with a knife dressed in buckskin? 

 

All these thoughts fleeted instantly through his mind as he watched her every move. She didnôt 

appear to have any inclination to flee, in fact, she was moving the knife slightly back and forth 

and was slightly hunched over in a sort of fighting stance. She had a very serious look on her 

face and he was convinced she would attack again. He didnôt want to kill her though.  

 

ñI donôt want to hurt you lady. Can we talk about this?ò 

 

She didnôt answer. Not vocally anyway. She charged in and was bringing the knife up in a 

stabbing slicing arc toward his gut. He stepped sideways and turned slightly, deflecting her knife 

hand with his empty left hand and whipped around with the G20 and laid the barrel across her 

head as she continued by, her momentum continued by Jakes sudden move. The impact had the 

desired effect and she fell in a crumpled heap, sliding forward a few feet from the momentum of 

her fall.  

 

ñYour determined, Iôll give you that, but your technique could use some help.ò Jake stood there 

and looked at her for a moment before pulling a length of 550 cord from his shoulder bag and 

securely tying her hands behind her back. He checked her for other weapons but found nothing. 

He carefully lifted her up and carried her inside and laid her on the pine needles. He looked 

around saw she had stripped his entire pack and everything was strewn about the cave. He sighed 

and swore a little and then left the cave to retrieve the fawn.  

 

He put the fawn in the cave and checked the woman again. She was still out cold. Going back 

out into the forest, he filled the 2.5 gallon collapsible water pail at the creek. It was close just as 

he had suspected. He heard the trickling water running over some rocks when he was barely 100 

feet into the forest. He left the water pail on a rock and scouted around, looking for sign and any 

indication she was not alone. He found nothing and after 20 minutes of scouting around was 

satisfied there was no one else near. She was alone.  

 

When he got back to the cave with the water pail, she was still unconscious. He feared he had 

killed her and checked her pulse. It was slow, strong, and steady. That was good. She would 

wake up in time; although she would no doubt have a powerful headache. Jake put some water in 

a pot and made a fire, then put the pot on a rock nearby to warm. He gathered up all his stuff and 

put it in the corner; he would repack it later.  

 

The fawn wouldnôt last too long before rigor set in, so he wanted to get it dressed out. Forgetting 

about the woman for a moment, he grabbed the small deer and took it back outside, walking 

several hundred feet from the cave before dressing it out. He used his Armageddon and chopped 

off the lower legs and the head. Once that was done, he used his bare knuckles and his Walk 

About to strip the hide. The Walk About he used around tight areas to carefully remove the skin 

without damaging it. The rest of the time, he simply used his fist and pushed it between the hide 

and the flesh, separating the membrane and removing the hide in a matter of minutes. It was a 

technique he had learned growing up on a sheep farm. When slaughtering time came, he had 



been taught this technique. It was faster than using a knife and the hide was almost never 

damaged this way. He would flesh it later.  

 

He used the Armageddon and the Walk About to quickly quarter and separate the cuts of meat. 

He was wishing for a sawzall or bone saw when it came to the spine, but he simply hacked 

through the ribs with the Armageddon and then chopped the spine into manageable, meal size 

sections. He wrapped the meat up in the hide and then stacked the waste in a nice pile further 

away from the cave; a gift to the natives.  

 

When he returned to the cave almost an hour later, the woman was still out, or faking it. He 

ignored her and spread his fire out a little, creating a good cooking surface and then took a 

shoulder and sliced it into manageable chunks of meat and then placed them in the skillet with 

some water. He thought about making a spit; it wouldnôt be too hard to do using a slim willow 

branch or simply lashing the meat to a stick with some snare wire and hanging it over the fire.  

 

He put the rest of the meat aside and while the meat on the fire was cooking, went out to a 

nearby willow tree and cut several long branches off and returned to the cave. Using the 550 

cord, he lashed together a smoking rack for the meat and rigged it up over the fire so it wouldnôt 

burn. He took the meat and carefully sliced it up into thin strips for jerky and laid it out over the 

rack, the heavier pieces closest to the fire. It would take a few days to slowly cook and dry the 

meat enough that it wouldnôt spoil on the trail. It wouldnôt taste all that great and it would be 

tough to eat, but food was food. When he got near Emigrant again, he would take a chance and 

go into town and treat himself to a good meal. With his heavy beard and different clothes, he 

doubted he would be recognized immediately, if at all.  

 

He was checking the meat in the skillet when he sensed he was being watched. He glanced over 

at the woman and she was staring defiantly at him. Her eyes were bright and she showed no 

outward fear of him or her situation; mostly just defiance.  

 

ñWelcome back to the living ladyéééé I donôt suppose you have a name?ò 

 

She didnôt respond at all, she just continued to stare at Jake.  

 

ñIôll untie you if you promise to behave.ò 

 

Still no response; Jake shrugged and turned back to the fire, turning the meat one more time. She 

sure was pretty. He thought she was younger than him by a few years; she looked like an Indian 

woman, maybe Sioux or Crow, although they were more toward the Dakotaôs. If she was really 

Indian, she might be Paiute, or Navajo. He thought there were some reservations around here and 

in Idaho and Wyoming. He couldnôt really recall. Nothing was making sense anymore and 

everyday was getting more and more confusing. First there was the barn, then the weather 

change, then the tanks and other military vehicles, the bones and skeletons, the voices, the 

nightmares and dreams, and now this woman. What next? 

ñDo you speak English?ò He asked without looking at her.  

 

No response.  



 

ñDo you speak?ò 

 

Nothing. Jake looked over at her. 

 

ñOkay. Can you understand what I am saying? If so, can you just nod your head or something?ò 

 

She didnôt move. 

 

ñLook, Iôm not going to hurt you. I donôt know whatôs going on here lately, donôt know who you 

are; but Iôm not your enemy. Iôm not going to hurt you. If you will talk to me, Iôll untie you and 

let you go.ò 

 

She just stared at him but Jake thought he saw a shadow of doubt in her eyes. They remained 

hard but softened a little, just a little.  

 

He took the skillet off the fire and set it on the ground between them. He pulled two forks out of 

the mess kits and stuck one fork in a chunk of meat. He picked it up and blew on it to cool it off 

a little and then took a careful bite. It was really good. The juices ran out of it and the meat was 

tender and rich. ñSure beats Wolf meatò he said to the woman. She had to be in her late 20ôs, 

Jake surmised. She just glared at him.  

 

ñLooké..ò He said removing the necklace he had made of wolf teeth while waiting out the 

blizzard in his cave a week ago, ñThis is for you. I am giving it to you. These wolves attacked 

me last week, right here at this cave, and I killed them all. You can have this.ò 

 

He laid it next to her and then got up and grabbed her by the shoulders. She immediately 

stiffened and glared at him, expecting some abuse, but he just pulled her into a sitting position 

and let her lean against the wall. Jake sat back down and put the necklace in her lap and then 

resumed eating the meat.  

 

The woman just glared at him but he could see she was intrigued. She also looked famished and 

she was rather dirty, as if she had been running around in the woods for a while with nothing. He 

guessed he was just as dirty, despite his bath of a day or so ago.  

 

ñYou must be hungry. If you want to eat, and promise not to try to hurt me, Iôll untie you. You 

donôt have to say anything, just nod if you understand me.ò To emphasize his point, he placed 

the skillet with the other chunk of meat directly beside her.  

 

She looked at the meat and then back at him, then back at the meat. She could smell it. The meat 

was still sizzling in the pan a little and the juices were pooling on the top. She was definitely 

hungry, that much he could tell. She looked back at him and almost imperceptively nodded at 

him. He smiled at her slightly and reached around and untied her hands. Almost instantly, she 

grabbed the meat and bit off a big chunk. Almost as fast, she spit it back out and dropped the 

meat in the pan, shaking her hands and holding her mouth open. Jake handed her the canteen of 

water after showing her there was water inside. She gulped a mouthful; then drank the entire 



thing without stopping.  

 

ñHungry and thirsty I seeéé At least we are making some progress.ò Jake watched her, 

prepared for any surprise attack or attempt at escape. He tried to appear relaxed and easy for her 

comfort, but inside he was tense and alert.  

 

After she drank the canteen, she put it down and looked at Jake as though he had tried to kill her. 

He looked back at her and then took another bite of meat. He then grabbed the other fork and 

stabbed her meat and took a bite and put it back in the pan. She looked at it again, then back at 

him as if expecting some other surprise. She grabbed the fork and picked up the meat and took a 

careful bite. Apparently satisfied that all was well, she continued to eat the meat but never took 

her eyes off of Jake and watched his every move.  

 

Jake pretended to ignore her and began to repack his gear carefully back into his packs. He didnôt 

bother to lash everything down since he planned to stay here for a few more days and would no 

doubt be getting into the pack again anyway.  

 

ñIs this your cave?ò He asked her, watching her face closely when he asked.  

 

She looked at him and shrugged slightly.  

 

ñAt least weôre making some progress now. How long have you been here?ò 

 

She looked at him again intently for several minutes and then said ñFive days.ò 

 

Jake was surprised for a second but quickly recovered. ñSo you do speak English. Thatôs good, 

maybe we can communicate nowééé You donôt look like youôre dressed for cold weather. 

Five days ago, this place was covered in two feet of snow and it was several degrees below zero. 

How did you survive dressed like that?ò 

 

She looked at him, obviously confused. ñWhatôs snow?ò 

 

Now it was Jakes turn to be surprised. He sat back against the wall and exhaled sharply, the 

world suddenly lost all sense and he could almost feel a panic setting in. What in the world had 

happened to him?! 

 

He was in the very same mountains where he was about to freeze to death just days before, 

several feet of snow had been on the ground and if he hadnôt built the snowshoes, he would 

never have been able to travel anywhere. The events surrounding the barn came flooding back to 

him. He remembered the heat, the sun, the lack of snow, and the almost tropical weather. He 

never thought twice about the lush green grasses. Suddenly he realized there was no dead grass 

anywhere that he could recall. There was always dead grass somewhere, even in spring. When 

the grass reached maturity, it almost always turned brown. Even the bunch grass on some of the 

barren slopes was green. A whirlwind of memories and unconsciously observed oddities came 

flooding into his mind in an instant.  

 



He waited a minute before responding. She was looking at him intently as if she could sense that 

something was wrong.  

 

ñWhat do meané. òWhatôs Snow?òò 

 

ñYou said there was snow here. What is snow? I have been here five days and I did not see you, 

or this snow.ò 

 

ñI was here 5 days ago, waiting out a blizzard. There was two or three feet of snow on the 

ground. You could not have come here five days ago, you would have died if you had been 

caught in that blizzard and there is no town anywhere near here that you could have come from.ò 

 

ñI do not know what this snow is, or this blizzard. Is it some kind of animal? What do you mean 

town? I have been here five days. I put the leaves on the ground and made a fire at night. I have 

slept here five nights.ò 

 

Jake looked at her like he was seeing her for the first time. What in the world was going on? 

Where was he? WHEN was he? This made no sense. She had to be delusional; or he was having 

the mother of all nightmares.  

 

ñDo you have seasons? A summer? Winter? Cold weather? Hot Weather?ò 

 

ñYes. It is like this mostly, but it gets cold later. Not much though. It does not get hot, just 

warm.ò 

 

Jake thought that strange indeed, especially in Montana, in the Sierraôs where the winters were 

known to get severe.  

 

ñIôll explain what snow is someday. Something strange has happened. 

 

ñWhere did you come from?ò He asked her. 

 

ñI come from over the mountain. My village was attacked six days ago and I barely escaped. I 

think they are all gone now.ò She said matter-of-factly. Jake couldnôt decide if she was really 

that detached or just very good at hiding emotions. If someone had killed his entire family and 

village, he would be ****ed. 

 

ñWho attacked you?ò 

 

She was quiet and stared at the fire for a moment. ñIt was the tribe from the North. They came at 

night, by surprise, and attacked with no warning. I was out in the woods at the time; I heard the 

attack and the screams. There was fire everywhere and I watched as they killed everyone. They 

did not see me. I ran away and came here.ò 

 

óWhat the hell?ô Jake wondered.  

 




