
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


1

[image: ]




“Mooommmm!”  The piercing scream sounded loud enough to wake the entire neighborhood.

Sadie Harman tumbled out of bed and clamored to the bedroom door in the darkened house.  She yanked the door open and slapped the light switch in the hallway.  Light bathed the entire small house with its incandescent glow.  With her husband, Wade, drunkenly stumbling behind her, Sadie rushed to the kids’ bedroom.  She threw open the door and turned that light on too.  Hustling over to her son, Buck, she wrapped her arms around him, thinking he’d had a terrible nightmare again.  Rocking him back and forth, she asked, “Did you have that dream again?”  Her son had been terrorized by dreams of a monster watching him in bed.

“Where’s BobbyJo?” Wade asked the frightened boy as he eyed the empty bed.  Their daughter’s birth certificate read Roberta JoAnne, but BobbyJo was the name that stuck.  It was never Roberta or even Bobby—always BobbyJo.  The five-year-old boy and his eight-year-old sister had to share the only other bedroom in the house.  Rather than moving to a bigger house, the Harmans decided they would add another bedroom and an additional bathroom to their current house—when they could afford it.  “Where’s BobbyJo?” he asked again.

“It...”  Buck whimpered between words.  “It... took... her,” he muttered as he tried to stifle his sobs.

“What?” both Sadie and Wade asked in unison.

In response, Buck held his arm up and extended his index finger.

Both parents looked to the window he’d indicated.  Wade walked over and examined the open space where the screen should have been.

Panic rising in Sadie’s throat, she gasped then asked Buck, “Who took her?”

“The monster,” he whispered.  “It comes back every night.”  The sound of the screen getting ripped out of the window frame had startled Buck awake.  As he looked around the room, he watched in horror when a long arm covered in dark hair reached through the window and snatched BobbyJo out of her bed.  It then yanked her through the opening, banging her head on the sill as it jerked her out of the house.  “It took her,” he whispered.

“Bullshit.  Ain’t no monster,” Wade grumbled as he hurried out of the room.

“Where are you going?” Sadie shrieked.

“Call the cops.  I’m gonna go find our girl,” Wade stammered and grabbed his shotgun and a heavy-duty flashlight.  Staggering out through the front door, Wade tromped through the long grass that desperately needed to be mowed.  Going outside barefoot at night in Arkansas was ill-advised with the possibility of surprising or stepping on a copperhead, cottonmouth or any of the three species of rattlesnake native to the state.

Sadie, carrying Buck in one arm, ran into her bedroom and grabbed her phone.  Dialing 9-1-1, she hurried back into the children’s room.

Wade turned the corner at the rear of the house with the shotgun leveled.  He fully expected to see some pervert trying to drag his little girl away.  But Wade saw nothing out of the ordinary—at first.  Panning the beam of the flashlight back and forth, he spotted the mangled screen lying in the grass.  As he stepped closer to the window, something grabbed his attention.  A clump of what looked like black hair or fur hung loosely from the damaged frame of the window.  He reached for it.

Just as his hand came close, Sadie’s head appeared in the open frame.  “Police are coming,” Sadie advised.

Startled at her sudden appearance, Wade lurched back and tumbled to the ground.  He lost his grip on the flashlight.  When he placed his hand on the ground to push himself back up, he noticed how uneven the ground felt.  Grabbing the light, he aimed the beam at the spot and his heart skipped a beat.  It looked like a damn footprint.  A big damn footprint—almost twice the size of his foot.  It looked similar to a print from a shoeless human foot.  One distinction stood out.  Instead of five toes, this print only had three, but they were thicker and spaced wider than normal toes should have been.  He quickly found another print closer to the house.  His breath caught in his throat as he instantly realized that his son may have been right all along about some sort of monster.  He’d heard the rumors.  He knew about the supposed history of the area, dating back to the tales which spawned the campy Legend of Boggy Creek film.  Wade never believed any of that monster nonsense.  But now... 

Wade stood, regripped the shotgun and spun to face the distant line of trees behind his house.  Sweeping the flashlight across the landscape, he passed something then came back to it.  Settling the beam on one area, Wade could distinctly see eyeshine.  The eyes were glowing red.  And they were staring right at him.  “Let my daughter go!” Wade screamed then fired a blast into the air.  He fired the shotgun skyward.  Even in his drunken state, he knew he couldn’t risk hitting his daughter with a load of buckshot.

In response, a loud, baritone growl floated out on the night air.  It was followed with a brief, huffed roar.  And then a loud crash echoed out as something smashed into the house.

Wade panned the light over to see a large rock coming to a rest in one of the footprints.

“What is it?” Sadie called out from the window.

“I think I found Buck’s monster,” Wade grumbled.  Knowing his daughter’s life was at stake, and with liquid courage still flowing through his veins, Wade ran straight toward the area where he’d seen the eyes.  In his mind, he didn’t care what kind of animal it was.  One blast with the shotgun would put anything down.  What he didn’t realize, though, was that since firing that warning shot, he only had one slug left.  If he had a shot, he’d have to make it count.  Racing barefoot through the grass, Wade quickly closed the distance to the woods.  “I’m gonna kill you, motherfucker,” he growled through gritted teeth.

Without warning, a bowling ball-sized rock cracked Wade’s head.  He immediately fell to the ground in an unconscious heap.  The impact tore a huge gash in his scalp and fractured his skull.  As Wade bled profusely in a near comatose state, a loud, victorious roar pierced the night.

Sadie watched as the beam of the flashlight spun wildly then stopped moving.  When she heard the roar, she knew her husband was either dead or wounded.  She had tracked his pursuit and knew the way the flashlight tumbled out of sight meant something had just knocked him down.  “Wade?” she screamed while she still had the dispatcher on the phone.

Sadie looked past the area where her husband had fallen and noticed two red orbs.  They disappeared for a second then returned.  Suddenly, she realized they weren’t orbs.  They were eyes.  Whatever those eyes belonged to was staring at her and had just blinked then continued looking her way.

Numb, she remembered the phone.  “Please send help,” she almost absently mumbled.  “Whatever is out there...  It took my daughter.  And I think it just killed my husband.”

Hearing his mother’s words, Buck starting wailing at the potential loss of his father.

The beast roared again.

The dispatcher on the other end of the line heard the monstrous roar over the boy’s crying.  While attempting to keep Sadie Harman talking, the dispatcher grabbed her own cell phone and sent a text message to an acquaintance of hers, Harley Grainger.  The text simply gave the Harmans’ address and was followed with the letters B-B-T.  She knew Harley would get there as soon as he could with the possibility of hunting Big Bay-Ty—one of the local names for the Fouke Monster.
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