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Prologue

Emmet Scarbourgh did not believe in monsters.

The entire morning Emmet focused on that one thaugh
as he cleared rocks and debris away from the erteaio
Howling Cave.

When he was a boy, Emmet had heard stories about a
monster buried deep within the caverns of Howlingv@é
over one hundred and thirty years ago. A monstexr th

Chinese believed was a demon that had escaped tham
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spirit world. Whether demon or monster, legend sHiavas
capable of sucking the soul right out of a man.

This was the monster Emmet tried not to believe in
most of all, yet this was the monster that kept hang
Emmet's mind. Although he was not a churchgoing man
Emmet prayed to God the stories were not true.

Emmet now stood just ten feet from the entrance to
Howling Cave, his German Shepherd, Scout, at hosesiHe
stared at the black mouth gaping at him in a sileateam.
Scout whined softly, stirring Emmet from thoughtt the
grotesque, mythical creature. Emmet looked dowrhiast
companion. The dog gave him side-long glances fafll
worry and fear.

"It'll be okay, Scout old boy," Emmet said soothlygg

Scout continued to whine, as if warning his masnhet
to go into the monster's lair.

Emmet ignored the dog. His attention drifted to the
canteen, miner's helmet, and the large mattock gyant his
feet. He reached into the back pocket of his oves,apulling
a handkerchief out and mopping the sweat from thwagth
skin of his bald head.

When Emmet first started working, the mountain air
had still been cool from the night before. He hadtf
comfortable in his flannel shirt, overalls, and lwgawork
boots even in the boxed canyon where a breeze vaad ho
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come by. Now the hot sun blazed overhead. The swmwdong
rock and red dirt absorbed the heat, giving Emnted trazy
urge to strip to the buff and pour the water frohetcanteen
over his head.

Instead, he reached down, picked the canteen up and
took a long, hard swallow of warm water.

Scout rubbed his nose against Emmet's leg, all the
while continuing his cautionary whine.

Emmet stuffed the handkerchief back into his pocket
and threw the canteen onto the ground. "It'll beapk
Scout,"” he said again. As he reached down and sbed the
dog behind the ear, Emmet gazed toward the pinedre
lining the top of the canyon walls. Their branchfésttered
iIn a cool mountain breeze. Emmet wished he werehgre,
the subtle scent of pine in his nostrils, ratheatnhdown in a
hell hole of a canyon, covered with red dirt andesax.

Think of the goldHe told himself.

BUT WHAT ABOUT THE MONSTER?

"It'll be okay," he repeated more to himself than t
Scout. Even as those words left his lips, Emmet wasure
he believed them.

SUCK THE SOUL RIGHT OUT OF A MAN.

Think of the gold.

Emmet bent over, picking the helmet up in one hand
and the wooden handle of the mattock in the other.
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Straightening back up, Emmet placed the helmet omhead
and hefted the heavy mattock onto his shoulder. Weeght
of the iron head threw Emmet off balance. He sheafdifl
backwards in the red dirt before taking two hesitabeps
toward the cave.

SUCK THE SOUL RIGHT OUT OF A MAN.

Emmet stopped. Even though he was ashamed of his
childish thoughts of monsters and demons, he watsaide
to stop those words from reverberating through misd.

Emmet drew in a large breath of the hot, stiflinig.a
He moved slowly toward the cave, thoughts of thenwmter
infesting his mind. He was unaware of Scout alomgshim,
keeping a steady pace, determined to follow himoinhe
iImpending danger.

SUCK THE SOUL RIGHT OUT OF A MAN. Emmet's
mind kept screaming at him.

Gold. Emmet tried to push all other thoughts out of his
mind. Think of gold.

SUCK THE SOUL....

There are no monsters. There's only gold.

...RIGHT OUT OF A MAN.

Gold. Buried since 1857.

ALONG WITH THE MONSTER.

Emmet stopped just outside the mouth of Howling
Cave, thoughts of gold and monsters still battlifrog
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control of his mind. The hot sun on his back no ¢gen
caused him discomfort but, instead, invited himtton and
run from the blackness facing him.

Greed, however, would not let Emmet retreat. He
wanted the gold. No, more than that, he neededgblal.
Emmet hated to work, had always hated to work. éflhis
life, almost fifty years now, he'd been looking fthre gold
at the end of the rainbow. Howling Cave was his cta to
find that rainbow. The gold in Howling Cave had be
plentiful, just waiting to be taken from its limemte walls.
For so many years no one had dared enter the cHve.
wouldn't be played out like all the other caves,ne$, and
rivers in the Mother Lode.

Scout whined, the dog's wet nose touching Emmet's
hand.

Emmet looked down at the German Shepherd and was
suddenly aware of how really scared the dog wasou¥'s
tail was down between his legs, and his fearful ®geéanced
back and forth between the mouth of the cave andnems
own scared face.

"Stay here, boy," Emmet said, "I won't be long." He
prayed to God those words would prove to be trulewbdn't
be long," he said again, patting Scout on the head.

Gold. Think of the gold.

Emmet switched on the light of his helmet. He tooke
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last deep breath of stifling air before enteringtimouth of
Howling Cave.

Once inside, the beam of his light stabbed at the
surrounding darkness, revealing ominous-lookingsiapfline
formations. Mineral bearing water had formed colwnthat
looked like rows of giant teeth, some broken intalactites
and stalagmites, ready to chew and devour him ifdlaeed to
enter further.

Gold. Think of the gold.

A blast of cool air hit Emmet in the face.

THE CAVE'S ALIVE. ALIVE AND BREATHING.

It can't be alive. Think of the gold. The cave i®tn
alive.

BUT THE MONSTER IS.

No monsters. Only gold. So much gold.

Emmet walked cautiously through the rows of teeth.
The ground underneath his feet became spongy, Whéking
on a giant tongue.

Think of the gold.

Emmet stopped at the top of a steep incline. Logkin
down, he directed the beam of his light onto thersunding
rock walls but found no evidence of gold. As herseal
down the incline, trying to keep both his balanaedahis
hold on the heavy mattock at the same time, Emmed the
sickening feeling of being swallowed whole. Withntgards
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to go, he slid down the remaining throat into adar
chamber deep within the stomach of the cave. Pio&kr
formations lined the walls of the chamber. Partshafman
skeletons lay scattered around Emmet's feet.

Emmet couldn't move, the sight of the bones fregzin
him with fear.

Gold. Emmet told himselfThink of gold.

BUT WHAT KILLED THESE PEOPLE? HOW LONG
HAVE THEY BEEN HERE?

Emmet would not look down at the bones.

THE MONSTER KILLED THEM.

Instead, he concentrated on looking for the golteT
beam of light from his helmet scanned the surrouvgdi
walls. The pink rock formations were beautiful, btintere
was no sign of gold anywhere.

"Damn," the sound of his own voice made Emmet jump.
"There has to be gold," he whispered.

Emmet avoided the scattered remains, carefully
walking to the wall nearest him. He slipped the toak
from his shoulder, slowly raised it over his heahd sent
the pick end crashing into the wall. The sound odtal on
rock echoed all around him. Emmet imagined the cave
screaming in agonizing pain. The pink rock formatibroke
away easily, but there was no gold underneath.

"There has to be gold,"” Emmet whispered, "there has
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be."

He scanned the room, seeing an opening on the ifhg s
of the chamber. It looked like a tunnel leadinganother
chamber.

LEADING TO THE MONSTER.

Emmet would have to venture deeper into the body of
the cave to find his gold.

Emmet hesitated. He did not want to explore thetnex
chamber.

The gold is in there. Isn't it?

Emmet heard a strange whirring sound and felt
something brush against his left ear. He droppee thattock
and ducked away, but the sound seemed to circlehleiad.
He swatted wildly at the air around both ears, sblimg
backwards and losing the miner's helmet as he cedstio the
chamber floor.

Emmet lay in the darkness, breathing hard, skeletal
remains all around him, feeling panicky and foolish

Something landed on Emmet's face. He felt it quickl
move from his cheek to his nose, forcing its wayoirhis
left nostril. As it moved upward a horrible pressulbegan to
build in Emmet's nose and behind his left eye. Af3ure so
intense Emmet thought his face was going to bungbia
thousand tiny pieces of tissue and bone. Emmet toadet it
out. Whatever it was he had to get it out.
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SUCK....

Emmet tore at his own face. His fingers dug int® hi
eyes and nose.

...THE SOUL....

Blood streamed down his face, but Emmet did notpsto
digging.

...RIGHT OUT OF A MAN.

The pressure was maddening.

Emmet's fingers ripped at his face.

SUCK THE SOUL RIGHT OUT OF A MAN.

Emmet screamed.

Emmet staggered from the mouth of the cave, spdt ou
like a piece of bad meat. His torn and bloodied dhgarked
with a maddening tic as he slowly stumbled towaind Hog.

"Scout,” Emmet's voice barely escaped his lips, Meo
here, boy."

Emmet fell to the ground. He rolled onto his back,
gasping for air. As he lay in the red dirt, Emmettf Scout's
hot breath against his cheek.

"Scout," he whispered.

Scout answered with a deep, menacing growl. It was
the last thing Emmet heard before he died.
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Chapter 1

"Billl"

Maggie screamed her husband's name. She moved as
guickly as she could down the darkened hallwayuggling
to stay on her feet. The floor rocked underneath hiee the
fun house at an amusement park. She lost her f@gtin
crashing into the wall on her right. She tried tgain her
balance, but the floor rocked to the left, throwihgr into
the opposite wall.

"Billl"

Maggie fell to her knees.

Bill stood at the end of the hallway, a soft, watight
glowing all around him. He seemed unaware of thevging
danger, but somehow Maggie knew if she didn't gethtm
quickly, he would die.

"Bill!" Maggie screamed again.

Bill didn't respond. For some reason, he didn't hea
her.
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Maggie tried to push up onto her feet, but the rimgk
floor threw her across the hallway. Her back andaddit
the wall with a tremendous thud. As the floor rodkagain,
Maggie fell forward. She screamed her husband's eam
her face smashed against the rocking floor.

Maggie lay on her stomach, riding the floor as tf i
were a surf board with a giant wave underneath hexoking
up, she saw the silhouette of a man behind Bill. lirbad been
hiding in the shadows, waiting, plotting to kill hédusband.
Somehow she had known he was there all along. Sa@weh
she could feel his wicked intent.

"Billl"

The man crept silently up behind Bill; his facelti
veiled in shadows.

"Billl"

Bill looked up, suddenly aware that Maggie was cagl
his name.

"Maggie...."

A wire around Bill's throat squelched his last werd

Maggie tried to push herself up onto her feet, blu¢
floor threw her against the wall.

The man pulled the wire tighter.

Bill fell to his knees.

Being thrown from wall to wall, Maggie could do
nothing but watch as Bill tried to pry his fingebgtween
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the wire and his throat. When the life finally dnaid from
Bill's face, the light around him went out.

The floor was still.

Maggie pulled herself up into a sitting positionhe&
leaned against one wall, sobbing into her handsthie dark,
Maggie whispered her husband's name over and orndhe
hope of bringing him back to life.

"Mom!"

The sound of Billy's voice shook Maggie from her
grief.

"Mom! Mom!"

"Billy?" Maggie mumbled.

Maggie took her hands away from her face, squinting
from the bright lights that now surrounded her.

"Mom!"

Still squinting, eyes beginning to adjust, Maggieudd
see her little boy running down the hallway towartesr.

"Mom!"

The man was dead on Billy's heels. His hand reached
out for Billy's hair, inches away from grabbing they.

"Billy!"

As Maggie pushed up onto her feet, the floor began
rock.

"Billy!"

Maggie crashed into the wall.
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The man grabbed Billy's hair.

"Mom. Mom."

Maggie sat up in bed. Her breath rushed from her
lungs. Her heart pounded within her chest. Beads of
perspiration plastered the bangs of Maggie's shooapped
hair to her forehead. The nightgown she was wearshgck
to her body.

"Mom."

Maggie was hot but shivered as she pushed back the
heavy comforter. She climbed out of bed. The ailt feold
against her damp skin, but it was really the nighte that
sent shivers racing up and down her spine. The sdaran
nightmare that had plagued her dreams since Bifllgrder.
After more than two years, she had come to expédbi
haunt her sleep. When she had finally learned tacler
herself for it each night, the horrible nightmarbnast
seemed bearable.

But now it was different. After moving back to
Starkville, Billy suddenly became a part of the htghare. It
was Billy's role that put new fear into Maggie; fethat
gripped her heart and squeezed with ice-cold firsger

"Mom. Mom."

Billy's voice sounded groggy through the portable
intercom. Maggie sighed with relief, sure that haswvnot
really awake, at least not all the way. She pluchked robe
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from the chair by the doorway, wrapping it aroundridamp
body as she crept down the hallway and enteredyBsl|
room.

The first year after his father's death, Billy ushya
woke at least once during the night: screaming.tBg
second year the screaming had gradually stoppedv Nmst
nights he slept straight through. Still, every ttior fourth
night he would wake up, breathing hard, gasping &orn,
calling for Maggie to come and lie down beside him.

"Mom. Mom."

"I'm here, baby. Mom's here." Maggie sat beside him
on the bed.

Billy had wrapped himself in his blankets like a
caterpillar in a giant safety cocoon. His eyes thared,
trying to open.

"It's okay, baby," Maggie repeated, "I'm here."

"I'm not a baby anymore," Billy whispered through a
sleepy smile. His eyes were never able to opentla¢l way.
Soon he was breathing evenly: lips slightly parteléep in a
peaceful sleep.

Maggie sat on the edge of the bed, looking intol$d
angelic face. As she thought about what Billy hadds she
realized he was right. Billy was not a baby anymoaad he
told her so whenever she called him that, which wéten.
He was an eight-year-old boy, growing fast, intgdnt and
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sensitive beyond those eight years. "You'll alwdyes my
little baby though,"” Maggie whispered, pushing batis
blonde hair and kissing him on the forehead.

Looking at her son always reminded Maggie of Bill.
Billy had inherited his father's blonde hair rathtdran
Maggie's dark brown hair.

"I miss you, Bill," Maggie whispered, seeing herate
husband's face in Billy's. "I miss you so much."

Bill was a very special man. She loved him from the
first time they met, and she knew he loved her tébthen
she looked in Bill's eyes she saw love and excitatmé&he
knew Bill thought she was beautiful. No one had eV®oked
at her in quite that way before. No one had evedmaer
feel beautiful before. She wasn't ugly or even plashe
knew that, but her whole life friends and familydalways
told her how cute she was. Maggie hated lookingecu@ute
was for puppy dogs. Cute was for babies. Cute wasfor a
grown woman. But, even though she was of averagiglnte
and had a better than average figure, Maggie wased
with a round, baby-like face and big, blue eyes.fAtty
years old, with her hair cut short, Maggie not onboked
younger than her age but still looked like her baglgtures.
Her body had grown up, became a woman, but her faze
remained the same as when she was a toddler. SHe st

looked cute. Bill, however, thought she was beauwltifBill
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thought she was sexy. She loved him for that.

"I do miss you, Bill." Maggie stood up. "But | hawsu
in my son." She touched Billy on the cheek. "I loyeu,
baby," she whispered, looking down at Billy's slemrg face
one last time before turning away. She quietly oi@d back
to her room.

Not able to sleep, Maggie stood at her second-story
bedroom window. She stared out at the Stark Raridhy
acres of her great-grandfather's original two huadilacre
property. The rest had been sold off over the yearbgits
and pieces.

Although dwindled down to just those fifty acrediet
valley making up Stark Ranch was still good lancheTStark
Creek sliced through the property, separating ahlpasture
and small apple orchard from the main house, chickeop,
barn, two smaller cabins, and (because the cabidsndt
have indoor plumbing) an outhouse.

On one side of the house, a magnificent wall of
mountain shot up into the sky. On the other sidee valley
spread itself out away from the house. The chickeop and
barn were a short walk up a hill covered with thecily
heads of wild thistle. With stems almost four featl, the
thistle grew rampantly down the valley on that sidfethe
creek. It surrounded the two dilapidated cabins and
outhouse, attacking the entire country side befinally
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disappearing into a dense forest of pine trees.

Past the back of the house, the creek ran with the
exuberance of a small child, separating the housaenfthe
pasture on the other side. The front of the housekked out
on to what was once a garden, a small patch of gri@evn,
and a walkway separating the two.

When Maggie's mother was alive the garden had been
alive as well, a rainbow of flowers greeting visisoand
saying good-bye as they left. Since her death o,thad
died. Now it was nothing more than a graveyard afews
and dirt. The picket fence surrounding the garde dawn
(once new and freshly painted) was nothing but baiood,
falling over, no longer protecting the land insids feeble
gate. Beyond the fence, a gravel road lazily woutsdway
down from the main road above the ranch. In frofttloe
gate, the gravel road circled a large walnut treleewe
Maggie parked her pickup truck.

The house itself was over a hundred years old. Kali
the two smaller cabins rotting away with age andleet,
the house was still sturdy and livable. Althoughotwtories,
it was not at all large.

A tan, pebbly asphalt siding covered the outsiddls.a
The roof was nothing more than tin, rusted from yeaf
pounding rain and snow. A narrow, wooden porch Hdnde

entire front of the house. A large screened-in ggreraised
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above the ground slanting away underneath it, linled back
of the house.

Inside the house, Maggie's great-grandfather haeldus
linoleum tiles on the floor of each room. He hadimptzd the
walls to match whatever color the tiles happenedto Most
of the furniture, either handmade or purchased ot
years through the Sears, Roebuck & Company catadoguas
almost as old as the house, worn with age and use.

The living room was long and narrow, with two Frdnc
doors. A large picture window looked out onto therph and
what was once the garden. A pump organ, originaned
by Maggie's great-grandmother, Susan Stark, stogalirast
the back wall, forgotten, silent for years. Agairnéie inside
wall stood two handmade bookcases, its shelvesfstufvith
old books. On top of the bookcases, amid stacksadfered
magazines, set a hurricane lamp and a heavy-lookimgck
rotary phone. A Sears Silvertone radio, its cabisetatched
and marred, stood next to the bookcases. The Sibrer,
bought during World War Il, was no longer in worlgn
condition. A round oak table stood in the middle thfe
room, flanked by a handmade rocking chair (paintgden
by Maggie's grandfather) and a Morris chair. Madeoak,
the Morris chair had an adjustable reclining badlears of
sunlight had faded its thick, flower-patterned cusis.

Separating the living room from the kitchen was the
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dining room, furnished with nothing more than a gpoak
table, six matching chairs, and a wood burning stoMext
to the doorway hung an 1879 wall telephone—a mahgga
box with bells on top, a hand-crank, and separaeeiver
and transmitter.

The kitchen was as long and even more narrow thean t
living room. Its windows looked out onto the grepatch of
lawn, the rising hill of thistle, and the chickemap. A
kitchen counter, with built-in sink and cabinetsned the
wall under the windows. An electric stove and r@frator
stood against the wall opposite it. A square, haadm table
with matching chairs stood at the front of the Kiem.

Off the kitchen was a bathroom as small as a clpset
with nothing more than a sink, toilet, and stand-aipower.

The master bedroom in the back of the house wastgmp
and unused. A door in the bedroom opened up ont& th
screened-in porch. The old cot (where Maggie's gimanther
had always slept, claiming it was too hot insides thhouse
even in the dead of winter) still stood in the cern

Upstairs there was a larger bathroom. Maggie was
grateful this one had a tub so she could continlue habit of
taking late night baths with a stack of her faverit
magazines. There were also two small bedrooms.

Billy's bedroom was at the front of the house, et
to the stairs. The room was once Maggie's and dtithished
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with the bed and two nightstands she had as aditfirl.
Billy had made the room his own by scattering tass the
floor. He also hung posters of Bart Simpson and khighty
Morphin Power Rangers on the wall. His special nigight
looked like a space shuttle glowing next to his bed

Maggie's bedroom was at the back of the house. As a
little girl, Maggie had been afraid of being alon@stairs,
especially at night. So her parents had moved their
furniture, a complete bedroom suite made of oak—bed
dresser, and washstand, up from the master bedrdbow,
after all those years, the furniture was still thefTo Maggie
it seemed natural for her to stay in her Mom anddB@aold
room.

From her window Maggie could look out on the creek
and pasture where ten head of beef cattle grazedhentall
grass and munched on fallen apples. Tonight the fudon
hung low in the sky. Its reflection, glistening the creek,
looked like gold peering up through the water. Aadyie
listened to the steady clang of cow bells, she wered! if
that was how the creek looked in the gold rush days
According to legend, many a miner made their forguim
just one day of panning in the South Fork of the Kdbumne
River. Since Stark Creek flowed into the Mokelummgm,Iid
was also plentiful where John Stark had made himeamver
a hundred and forty years ago. According to the sam
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legend, miners plucked gold nuggets from Stark Greélee
size of a man's fist.

Something moved along the creek bank, startling
Maggie from of her thoughts. Something, just a sthad
darted through the thistle, into the cover of theetrees.
Maggie stared into the dense blackness of the treedting
for another glimpse of whatever was out there.

While she waited, Maggie's mind drifted to other
stories of the Mother Lode Country. Stories filladth
gruesome images of hardship and violence. The gaoakh
days were rough times. Not all stories of that perihad
gold nuggets or riches beyond wildest dreams innihe

Gooseflesh formed on Maggie's scalp, feeling like
thousands of tiny spiders running rampant through hair.

Something moved again.

Maggie jumped from her thoughts.

The shadow moved within a fringe of blackness
between the trees and the moonlit creek. It chargdd the
light of the moon, crossed the creek, and ran dnfalirs
into the pasture.

"Just a dog," Maggie whispered.

The spiders scurried to the base of Maggie's skull.
They began creeping down her neck.

Twisting and turning, the dog ran back across the
pasture in a wild frenzy. At the top of the cree&nk it
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stopped. It swung its head back and forth beforeasthling
down into the water, splashing and running untiéth
blackness of night swallowed it from sight.

The spiders were on Maggie's shoulders now, begigni
to crawl down her back.

Maggie realized she had been holding her breathelvh
she released it from the prison of her lungs, theras she
whispered escaped with that long held breath. "Jasiog."

SOMETHING ABOUT THE DOG WAS NOT RIGHT!
Her mind screamed back at her.

Maggie ignored her own instincts as she turned away
from the window. She crossed the room and climbadk
into bed. "Just a dog," she told herself again,lpwd the
comforter up to her chin.

SOMETHING ABOUT THE DOG WAS NOT RIGHT!

Maggie closed her eyes.

The face of a snarling dog invaded her mind. Sigtin
up, Maggie stared toward the window. She half exgelcto
see the dog's wild eyes peering in at her.

"Just a dog." Her own words fell flat, her mind
unconvinced.

The spiders spread out across her entire body.

Maggie huddled down beneath the comforter, staratg

the window.
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A high, penetrating shrill echoed through the night
jarring Joe and Elsie from a peaceful sleep. Theyhb
dressed quickly. Joe pulled overalls haphazardlyower his
flannel nightshirt. Elsie shoved her nightgown dowrio a
pair of slacks and covered herself with an old dgeh
sweater. After Joe grabbed a flashlight from hip tiresser
drawer, they moved as quickly as a man of sixty-tawod a
woman of fifty-nine could: down the stairs, acrotdse living
room, and through the kitchen. Joe and Elsie weild m
bare feet as they rushed out onto the wooden déei had
been built directly off their backdoor and extendedt on
top of a rock wall. Joe and Elsie stopped at thding. From
there, they looked directly down on to a long anarmw
dirt terrace almost six feet below. Joe swept tleaim of his
flashlight across the terrace.

Nothing.

"What do you think it is, Joe?" Elsie whispered sise
leaned over the railing, trying to see.

Joe turned away without answering.

"Joe?" Elsie said as the beam of light disappeared,
making it impossible for her to see the terracedyel "Joe?"
She looked up to find Joe had gone. He was alreafdythe
deck, moving down the long hedge separating theklyacd
from the top of the rock wall.

The hedge was less than three feet high. Behind the
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hedge, between it and the wall, Elsie had planter ftree
roses. Joe stopped halfway down the hedge, shinheglight
between the rose trees.

Elsie quickly moved to Joe's side again, trying to
follow the beam of his light with her own eyes, tng to
catch a glimpse of anything that might be movindgdve.

Still nothing.

The terrible cries continued.

"Joe?" Elsie whispered, tugging on his flannel
nightshirt.

"Shhh. Come on," Joe said. He turned away again.

Elsie was right behind him, following the sound tdfe
painful cries past the bird bath where the hedgeuably
ended, through the gate between the hedge anddbkshed,
and down the stone steps.

Joe and Elsie stepped up onto a retaining wall, the
safety of their house six feet above them and atstean
eight yard run from the gate to the backdoor. Jael Mbuilt
the retaining wall along the creek bank four yeaexlier to
keep his property from sliding and eroding away doethe
heavy rains. Standing on top of the wall, Joe ardi& were
only one foot above the terraced ground but fouetfabove
the sloping creek bank. Below, Stark Creek flowdadaugh a
thick forest of oak, dogwood, and pine trees. Albrag the
creek bank, brittle fern, wild roses, deerweed, g oak,
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and thickets of blackberry vines grew at the basdhe
trees.

Joe moved the beam of his flashlight all around the
trees and dense foliage but still could not see twas
making the God-awful noise.

Scared, Elsie moved as close to her husband as she
could without knocking him off the wall and downtothe
thickets below. So Joe wouldn't notice, she loolksdis
face out of the corner of her eye. In the dark, lwjust the
glow from his flashlight, Joe looked much older thhis
sixty-two years. The backlash from the light acceatted the
lines in his face, making them look like deep crees. He
was badly in need of a shave. His gray hair wasdwflying
out in all directions. His eyes, though, are whataly
caught Elsie's attention: They were as round asegil
dollars.

He looked scared.

Living where they did (three miles outside StarHKeil
with the creek running through the bottom of the@inoperty)
Joe and Elsie often had to deal with wild animaRaccoons,
possums and such roamed the creek bank and suriagnd
woods all the time. Occasionally they saw a deerntwo
drinking from the creek. Even rarer, but not unheaf, a
gray fox or valley coyote would come down from thegher
elevations looking for prey. However, in thirty-fevyears,
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they had never heard anything make a sound asftiang as
the one that now pierced through the night air.

"What do you think it is, Joe?" Elsie tried to hider
fear but her voice quivered, giving her away. Whioe
glanced at her, Elsie had to wonder what he sawd fhe
look old and haggard? Was her gray hair flying odt
control, creating the illusion of an old witch, wdhlown
after a too speedy flight on her broomstick? Wees leyes
bugging out of their sockets just like Joe's?

"Don't know," Joe answered this time, his own voice
guivering slightly. He scratched at the stubble lis chin as
iIf trying to look calm. "Small animal, probably aopsum,
squirrel, or maybe a bird."

They continued to scan the creek bank, but the beadm
the flashlight was unable to penetrate through thiek
brush more than a few feet.

"Whatever it is though," Joe continued, "it's huwad
and more than just a little scared."

The shrill grew louder, more frantic.

Shivering, Elsie hugged herself. She told hersdldttit
was her bare feet and the cold mountain air thatseal the
chill to run the length of her spinal cord and eagdé onto
her scalp. After all, even though the days werersunthere
was a hint of fall in the air, and the Septembeghhtis
usually dipped well into the forties. Deep downptigh,
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Elsie knew it was not her bare feet or the coldhtigir. It
was the cold hand of fear that shook her body; fehar
whatever else was out there.

"Scared of what?" Elsie asked.

Joe shook his head. "Should've brought the
Winchester," was how he answered Elsie's question.

A deep growl rumbled through the trees just as oast
desperate screech filled the air.

Then all was silent.

"Shit!" Joe swallowed hard. "What in God's name was
that?"

Elsie didn't offer an answer. She stood on the ineiteg
wall, hugging herself, frozen with fear.

The growl came again, then movement in the brush,

"Come on, Joe," Elsie said, grabbing Joe's arm and
pulling. "Let's get inside!"

Whatever it was, it moved along the creek bank,viea
crunching, twigs snapping.

"Just a minute," Joe said, pulling his arm free. He
pointed the light in the direction of the noise.sHhand
trembled; the beam of light jumped up and down he t
trees.

Elsie stared down into the dimly lit trees, trying
follow the beam of light, but deep down she did metlly
want to catch a glimpse of whatever had stalkedd(an
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apparently killed) the small animal.

Then, the thing in the brush suddenly changed
directions. It seemed to quicken its pace, movitgagght up
the creek bank toward the retaining wall.

Elsie hoped Joe would follow her as she turned and
stepped down from the retaining wall. She ran asrose
terrace and bolted up the stone steps faster thenfety-
nine year old woman should be able to run. She tidhop
until she heard Joe's loud curse from below.

He was still down by the wall.

From behind the hedge, Elsie turned and yelled, m@o
on, Joe!"

It was too late.

She saw Joe drop the flashlight. He stumbled
backwards and fell to the ground. The beam of thHen
flashlight focused on the head and front paws daige
German Shepherd as it tried to scramble over thaineng
wall. Missing the four foot high jump from the crledank,
the dog scratched at the terrace dirt with its fr@aws.
Even from the upper terrace, Elsie could hear tlog'd back
paws click against the cement wall. The white foamat
bubbled around the corners of the dog's mouth hlikg
string from its snout.

The dog was mad.

"Joe, run!" Elsie screamed.



Starkville, Wiehe—

"Get the Winchester!" Joe picked up a fallen tree
branch as he climbed to his feet.

"Joe!"

"Get the goddamn Winchester!"

The dog was over the wall, lunging for Joe's throdae
swung the branch.

Elsie heard a dull thud as it struck the dog in thies.
The dog went down, stunned for only a few second$obe it
was on its feet again, circling Joe.

Elsie ran for the backdoor. She tore through thtecken
and into the living room, gasping for air, heartudrming
against her ribcage, temples throbbing. Elsie gqlyctook
the Winchester down from the rack over the firepdac
released the safety, and cocked the lever actiothef
already loaded rifle. She ran as fast as she cobbtk the
way she had come, praying to God that she was notlate,
praying to God that Joe was still alive.

Once outside, Elsie stopped behind the hedge, sicann
the terrace below for Joe and the dog. Within tlegie glow
of the fallen flashlight, she could see Joe on greund,
kicking his feet up at the dog's head. The dog glexdvand
snapped its teeth together as it continued to @rg&be.

Elsie quickly raised the Winchester to eye levdiet
walnut stock resting against her shoulder as shaktaim.

Just as the dog lunged at Joe, Elsie squeezedriggdr.
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The shot cracked through the night air. Without itk a
breath, Elsie quickly cocked the Winchester agdining
another round into the already fallen dog.

With the sound of gunfire still ringing in her ears
Elsie watched Joe struggle to his feet. "Be careflde. It
might not be dead,"” she yelled, cocking the Winctees
again and aiming it at the dog. She nervously wattlas Joe
knelt down to check the dog for any sign of life.

"It's dead," Joe called back.

Relieved, Elsie lowered the Winchester.

"By God, Elsie, it's Scout!" Joe called up to her.

"What?" Elsie almost raised the Winchester and took
aim again when she heard the alarm in Joe's voitéhat
did you say, Joe?"

"Get down here, Elsie. This is Emmet's dog, Scout."

"Emmet's dog?" Elsie mumbled to herself as she
hurried down the side of the hedge. She pushedughothe
wooden gate and started down the stone steps.

"My God! What's that!"

Those were the last words Elsie heard before theglo
agonizing sound of Joe's scream stopped her colden
tracks. The scream stabbed at her heart like a&ntfe cold
steel of its blade twisting within her as the scmeaose to a
fevered pitch of terror. She could not inhale orhake, her

breath frozen in her lungs.
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In the deathly silence that followed, Elsie's semse
started to return: Joe was in desperate trouble ma@elded
help. As her lungs thawed, breath escaping in shpatinful
gasps, Elsie willed her body to move. She stumbd®avn
the remaining stone steps, her mind screaming atthat the
dog was still alive.

Elsie walked slowly across the terrace, followinget
raised barrel of the Winchester. In her imaginati®ne saw
the dog leaping out of the shadows, snarling, testhpping,
ready to tear her throat open. However, in the ggpgfiw of
Joe's flashlight, the beam flickering from drainibgtteries,
Elsie could see two dark shapes lying on the grouhkle
first one was the dog, lying still, not breathinGonfused,
Elsie lowered the Winchester as she slowly moveduard
the dead body and knelt down beside Joe. She pldezd
trembling hand on Joe, choking back tears as shelfies
chest rise and fall with erratic breathing.

He was alive.

Leaning closer, Elsie examined Joe for possible
injuries. Blood trickled from his right ear, buteéhe were no
visible signs of a wound or bite. His facial feaésrtwitched
and contorted as if in pain, but Elsie could nogudre out
why.

"Joe," she whispered, "can you hear me?"

"...in me...." Joe mumbled, his eyes still closed.
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"What? Joe, what did you say?"

"...in me...it's in me...."

"What's in you? Joe, what are talking about?"

"It's in me."

Unable to understand, Elsie tried a new approacioe’
can you stand? Can you get up?"

"...in me...in me...."

"Joe, don't do this. Come on, get up!" Hunkeringwihq
Elsie pulled on the front of Joe's overalls. "Jget up! You
have to help me!"

Slowly, Joe rose to his feet. He leaned on Elsies, h
arm around her shoulder, and mumbled into her ear.

"It's in me."

The implication of what Joe said scared Elsie tatde
She tried desperately to ignore him. Instead, she
concentrated on getting him back inside the houSkee used
the stock of the Winchester as a cane to suppoeth
moving slowly across the terrace to the stone steffser
what seemed like hours struggling up the stepsytpeshed
through the wooden gate, shuffled down the hedgepped
up onto the wooden deck, and somehow made it thhothge
back door.

"...in me...it's in me...in me...."

Once inside, Elsie maneuvered Joe around the kitche
table, through the doorway to the living room, aodto the
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couch.

“...it's in me...in me...it's in me...."

Those words slammed into Elsie like a thunderbdt a
she looked into Joe's pain-riddled face.

“..t's in me...."

What the hell did he mean? What was in him?

"Joe," she said, "I'm going to get help. You're goito
be okay. | promise, you're going to be okay."

"...in me...it's in me...."

Elsie's cheeks felt wet as she stood up. She walked
back into the kitchen, tasting the salt from herrmotears as
they streamed to the corners of her mouth. Shelggftaced
the Winchester on the kitchen table before crossting room
to the wall phone.

In me! It’s in me!

Those words slammed through her again as she picked
up the receiver.

[t's in me!

Elsie closed her eyes. She listened to the sofady
hum of the dial tone. She had to be strong. Joededeher.

[t's in me!

Elsie opened her eyes. She had to concentrate on
keeping her hand steady as she punched out the punt

Doc Brown's home.
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It was late. Doctor Ed Brown sat in the dark, a gdaof
Chivas Regal in one hand, the index finger of theer hand
absently rubbing around the rim of the glass. Alulgh he
had slipped out of his black shoes and discardexighay
jacket of his suit on the living room floor, Doc thanot yet
undressed. He still wore the matching gray slackshva
white shirt, the top button undone, sleeves roltedthe
elbows. His burgundy tie hung loose and askew.

Doc listened to the phone ring for the second time,
thought about answering it, but the intoxicatedliag in his
brain kept him from rising out of the chair. He haden
drinking heavily all night, trying to drown his fes in a
river of scotch whiskey.

The phone rang again.

What if it's an emergengyhe thoughtSomeone in
desperate need of medical attentiode stared into his
glass. Although he felt disgusted with himself, Dox@ade no
attempt to get out of the chair.

Doc had always prided himself on being in contriod;
control of his emotions; his fears; his secret. Mand
more, however, he felt that control slipping awaynight,
he could not control his thoughts or his urges. Tas his
biggest fear of all.

Even the whiskey didn't help.

The phone continued to ring. How many times? Sik, o
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maybe seven? He had lost count.

He needed to be strong. His entire life revolvedward
being in control, hiding his secret.

At forty-nine years old, with brown eyes, the temapl
of his brown hair just beginning to gray, and arthi
mustache similar to the one Tyrone Power hadlrhe Mark
of Zorro, Doc cut a very handsome figure. He was not very
tall, only 5' 10", but was still as slim and musaulas when
he played high school football. He dated a variefy
women, creating the perfect illusion of an eligibtbachelor.

But it was all a lie.

His newest lie was Maggie Stark. Although he hadcdibe
casually dating her since she moved back to Stdtkyiit
was not Maggie that filled his thoughts. He wasnking of
her son, Billy, again: Billy's big, blue eyes; bloa, wavy
hair; and soft, pale skin.

No! Stop thinking of the boy!

"Damn!" He threw the glass across the room. Thesgla
shattered against the wall, whiskey splashing autil
directions.

Doc knew he would never let himself lose controltb
his thoughts and urges scared the hell out of hTmere had
been other boys through the years that had stimedmilar
desire, mostly patients or boys on the footballmehe
coached, but he had never acted on those urgeshédte
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always been strong, in control. His secret waslstdfe. He
would keep it that way, determined to take it tethrave.

The phone stopped in mid-ring.

Doc slowly rose from his chair. He stumbled towahk
kitchen, feeling his way through the dark. He wasdire
need of coffee. Someone might call again, probaimlyneed
of medical attention. He needed to be sober. Hedmreleto be
strong. He needed to be in control.

* *

Elsie placed the receiver back on the hook; Doc\Bmo
wasn't at home. She wiped the tears from her fagesure of
what to do next. After taking a deep breath, shdked back
to the living room. She needed to check on Joe.

He was gone.

Elsie walked to the couch. She felt the patchwork
patterned cushion. It was still warm, but where wes? Was
he feeling better? "Joe,"” she called, "are you ére

Joe didn't answer.

Upstairs, something crashed to the floor, glass
shattering.

"Joe," Elsie called as she walked to the bottomtiod
stairs, "are you up there?"

A loud thump answered Elsie's call.

"Joe, is that you?"

The thump answered again.
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Sweet Jesus, what now? Hasn't this night been tderi
enough?

Elsie started up the stairs.

At the top of the stairs, she stopped and listenElle
thumping sound had grown louder. It was now a stead
rhythmic banging that seemed to be coming from thei
bedroom.

Scared, but not sure why, Elsie walked hesitantly
toward the bedroom. She stopped just outside therday.
"Joe? Are you in there?"

The banging continued, coming from inside the
bedroom's private bath.

Elsie entered the bedroom, moving as quickly as she
could around the footboard of the bed. She stopped
outside the closed bathroom door. Tentatively, se@ached
for the doorknob. Slowly, she turned it.

Locked.

"Joe!" She slapped the door with the palm of hendha
"Joe, answer mel”

The banging stopped.

"Go away!" Joe answered.

His voice sounded strange. Not just the tone, abrup
and cold, but it was deeper, gravely.

"Joe! You're scaring me! Open the door!"

The banging started again, steady and rhythmice lak
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drum.

What the hell was he doing in there?

"Joe," Elsie hit the bathroom door with her fisiggen
the door!"

The banging abruptly stopped. The only sound Elsie
could hear was the pounding of her own heart. Slmaged
and took two steps backwards when she heard thelduob
rattle. She watched with growing apprehension as th
doorknob slowly turned. Even though she desperately
wanted Joe to come out, a part of her was stillaadr

What am | afraid of?she thought, hands nervously
rubbing up and down the arms of her sweater astsigged
herself.He's my husband for Christ sake. He's not a
monster. He's hurt. He needs my help.

Elsie felt ashamed but still could not shake hearfe

The door creaked open. Joe slumped in the doorwhe .
slowly raised his twitching head. His forehead wasl and
swollen from where he had continuously banged itoinhe
bathroom wall. As he gazed at Elsie, his eyes wamixture
of agony and madness.

He's my husband. He needs me.

"Joe?" Elsie took two steps towards him. She reache
out, touching Joe's cheek. "Tell me what's wrong."

Joe grabbed her wrist, twisting it hard to one sidast
as Elsie began to scream with pain, his other haadg
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around her throat. His fingers squeezed againstiihek of
her neck. His thumb dug into her windpipe. "l toydu to go
away," his voice croaked, no longer sounding likeeJat all.
"I warned you."

Elsie couldn't breathe. She thought her neck would
snap in two.Joe! Her mind screamed as she frantically
scratched at Joe's wrist with her free hasdop! | love you!

Joe didn't stop.

Moving forward, Joe pushed her back into the bednoo
until Elsie's shoulders and head slammed againstwiall. "I
warned you." A malicious sneer spread across hrefa

Elsie's head throbbed with pain. She stared intface
that no longer seemed recognizable: Wild eyes stadrack
at her, and drool ran from the corners of Joe'sesne

"I wwwwaaaarned yyyyouuuu...." Joe's voice sounded
as if he were under water.

Elsie's vision began to blur.

"I wwwwwwaaaarned yyyyyyyouuuu...."

Elsie's world quickly turned black. Joe's warblediwe
was the only thing telling her she was still alive.

"I wwwwwwwwaaaaaaaarrrrrrned...."

On the very edge of life and death, Elsie raisekinae
into Joe's crotch. She heard the echoes of a grban Joe's
hand still clutched at her throat. She put her knet him
again, and suddenly she found herself coughing gaslping
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for air. Elsie swayed back and forth, her throatming, her
returning vision filled with floating, black spotsl.oe was
kneeling at her feet, doubled over with pain. Henst
conscious thought was to go to him: He needed Wershe
regained her senses, however, she realized he wa®mger
the man she loved. Somehow, he had become a monster

Elsie maneuvered around him, stumbling for the door
After three steps she felt Joe's hand around h&lenShe
tried to wrench herself free of his grasp, but lpsezed her
ankle tighter, pulling on her leg. Elsie fell backwnds, her
head just missing the foot of the bed but crashiaghe
floor. Thunder rolled through Elsie's head as sbadght to
hold onto consciousness.

Joe crawled on top of her, straddling her waisteTh
weight of his body pressed into her stomach. He py&d his
hands around her neck, pressing his thumbs into her
windpipe.

Elsie fought back. She scratched at Joe's facevyilgp
deep gouges across his cheeks. Joe shook his lHendg to
keep her hands away, but she found his eyes with he
fingernails.

Joe screamed. Releasing Elsie's throat, Joe's hahds
to his own face, covering his eyes.

Elsie pushed Joe from on top of her, his body thumgp
to the floor, his screams filling her ears with pceng
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shrills, much the same as that small animal in theeods.
She tried not to listen. She tried not to care.

He’'s not my husband anymore! He’'s not Joe!

Elsie rolled over, pushing herself up onto her hand
and knees.

He's not Joe!

She crawled to the bedroom door. When Joe's screams
died to low groans of pain, Elsie knew he was regag his
senses, regaining his vision. He would soon be om of her
again. She quickened her pace, managing to puskditup
onto her feet as she made it to the door. Oncehien t
hallway, she used her hand on the wall to suppat h
wobbly legs and guide herself to the stairs.

Elsie started down the stairs. She clutched thei$tam
with her right hand. Her head felt dizzy. Her eyesuldn't
focus.

"Elsie," Joe croaked her name.

God! He’s right behind me!

Elsie quickened her steps, head swimming with panic

"Elsie!"

Joe's voice sounded hideous.

As she glanced over her shoulder, Elsie slippedr He
legs buckled underneath her. She pitched face fodwdown
the remaining stairs.

Elsie took a deep breath as she pushed herselint@ a
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sitting position. A sharp pain stabbed at her lungstting
her breath short.

Elsie looked up the stairs. Joe wasn't there.

Ignoring the pain, Elsie reached for the banister,
pulling herself to her feet. She staggered acrdsesliving
room, almost lunging through the doorway toward the
kitchen table and the Winchester.

Elsie leaned against the table, taking shallow bhesa
of air. She could hear Joe's thundering footstepstioe
stairs.

"Elsie!" Joe's voice croaked again.

He was in the living room.

"Elsie!"

Elsie reached for the Winchester, the pain shooting
across her chest.

"Elsie!"

He was getting closer.

Elsie released the safety of the already cocked
Winchester but still was not sure she could readhoot her
husband.

"Elsie!"

He's not my husband! Somehow he’s changed!

Elsie curled her finger around the trigger.

"Elsie! Elsie!"

He was behind her.
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Elsie whirled around. As she brought the Winchester
up, she took aim.

"Elsie!" Joe slouched in the doorway, glaring atrhe
from across the room. His scratched and bloodiecefa
twitched on his shoulders. He moved slowly towarar h
"You bitch!" Spit flew from his mouth.

"Stay away, Joe!" Elsie backpedaled in the direatimof
the door. "l don't want to shoot you!"

"Bitch!" Joe rushed her, grabbing for the barreltbe
Winchester.

Elsie fired.

The bullet slammed into Joe's shoulder, the for€e o
impact sending him backward. Joe stayed on his taet
swayed from side to side as a leaf caught in a swaad.
"You bitch," he said, trying to steady himself, bhits legs
finally gave way. He reached toward Elsie as hd fakce
forward onto the kitchen floor.

Elsie quickly cocked the Winchester. She kept itnad
at Joe. She waited, half expecting him to get ualfh
expecting him to attack her again.

He didn't move.

After what seemed like hours, but in reality waslypma
couple of minutes, Elsie lowered the Winchestere&3et the
rifle down on the kitchen table before slowly going the
wall phone. Elsie leaned against the wall, lettimgupport
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her weight. She picked up the receiver, punching die
number to Doc Brown's. She closed her eyes as sdteried
to the phone on the other end ring. Her head fetizg. Her
muscles felt rubbery. The fight had taken everythiout of
her, sapping her of all her strength, exhausting dkall
emotion.

Doc answered on the third ring. "Hello, this is Ooc
Brown."

"Doc," Elsie spoke slowly, her voice calm and stgad
"this is Elsie Schafer. | need you to come overhtigatway."

Behind her, Joe slowly pushed himself up onto his
knees.

"Elsie? Is everything okay?"

"I shot Joe," she said matter-of-factly, no trentorher
voice.

She didn't hear the slight groan as Joe staggeoellig
feet.

"What? Elsie, what did you say?"

"Please call Deputy Waters for me," she interrupted
him, "he should come too."

"Elsie. Tell me what...."

Elsie hung up the phone. She leaned against thd,wal
continuing to hang onto the receiver, eyes neveerapg.
She wanted nothing more than to sleep for a loropgl time.

Joe reached for her.
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* % *

Maggie's eyes shot open at the sound of distantfigan
She had fallen back asleep only to have the stdkmef the
night shattered by two shots. Maggie sat up in badbing
her eyes and listening for further evidence of loéd enemy,
death, having followed her into the mountains. Ages
waited, images of a snarling dog filled her mindisd like
the actual dog earlier, the dog in her mind's ega through
the pasture in a wild frenzy. She imagined it to deabid
beast, driven by a maddening and animalistic needthe
taste of warm blood.

From there Maggie's thoughts spun out of controtheT
memory of a horrifying story flashed through heralelike
an unstoppable storm. This story had a mythicalatuee
causing madness among the miners, ranchers, anglpexf
Starkville. A story meant to scare a little girl,ithh nothing
more than the twinkling stars and roaring campfioelight
the night.

Maggie pushed the comforter aside as she climbetd ou
of bed. She crossed the room to the window. Sheestaut
at the creek and pasture where she had seen the dog

As an adult, Maggie felt embarrassed the storylstil
frightened her. After all, the real world was scaggough.
As a homicide detective for the San Francisco Pelic
Department, Maggie had seen enough violence, enough
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madness, to last her a lifetime. She had spentlals¢ three
years on the force tracking down a serial killer.mfan the
San Francisco papers calldthe Night StranglerA man
obsessed with his own press coverage. A man obskewssth
the woman detective in charge of catching him. Anrso
insane, he stalked and murdered Maggie's husband,then
left a note pinned to Bill's dead body. The notedsaCatch
me ...if you can

It would be two more years before Maggie could datc
him. Two frightening years, filled with grisly nigmares for
herself and her son. During those two years, anaed
hatred welled up inside her until she thought sheuid
burst from the need for revenge as a balloon wolilidst
from too much air.

Finally Maggie did catch him.

Shoving the barrel of her .38 Chiefs Special agaithse
killer's forehead, she wanted nothing more tharsé® his
brains splattered across the wall behind him. Wi slid
not succumb to that need for revenge, she wasmreé.su
Something deep inside her—not mercy, not even pity—
stopped her. Maybe it was fear, the fear that slhoahd
become like the animal she longed to see dead. \@Ahaat
that something had been, it did stop her.

Afterward, crime scenes became unbearable for her.

She was no longer able to see a victim with an cbijee
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eye, looking for clues. A dead body was no longestja
corpse, but a person with a past; a person witlamify left
behind. Each victim's face reminded her of Bill atite way
he had looked as he lay on the cold, concrete flobthe
parking garage, with the wire still wrapped arouilmic
throat. Each surviving family member reminded Magaf
herself. The pain shadowing their faces, the loidknfg their
hearts, stabbed at Maggie's own heart with a rermkwe
vengeance. Maggie was no longer able to do her job
effectively. She turned in her badge.

Eager to flee theCity, Maggie left her house in the
hands of a real estate agent before quickly movhagk to
the home she had known as a little girl. Maggie @dpghat
high in the Sierra Foothills she and Billy coulddleheir
wounds, make their peace with God, and say good-toye
Bill.

The nightmares, however, continued, taking on tleevn
horrifying twist of Billy's impending death. Maggikelt that
death was taunting her, stalking her, no matter mehghe
and Billy hid.

A third shot cracked in the distance. Maggie jumped
from her thoughts of the past as if the cold harfddeath
had shaken her from a deep slumber. She tried tovotce
herself that the shots she heard were just poachleusating
iIllegally late at night so as not to get caughtstimct,
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however, told her different. Maggie stared out tuendow.
Deep down, she knew that death had chased her tim¢o
mountains.
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